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Disclaimer

This book is a work of creative nonfiction. The events and experiences described in this book are based on the author's recollections, observations, and interpretations of actual events. In some instances, names, identifying details, timelines, locations, and certain characteristics may have been altered, condensed, combined, or reconstructed to protect privacy, improve narrative clarity, or enhance the reading experience while remaining faithful to the underlying truth of the story.

Dialogue has been recreated from memory and available records where appropriate. As with any work based on personal recollection, some details may differ from the memories or perspectives of others involved.

This book is intended as a truthful representation of the author's experiences and reflections rather than a literal transcript of events.
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"Wheeeeee Haaaaaaa!

Get out of the way, I'm coming! One more push and I'll be out. Careful, I'm arriving headfirst. I can't stand the smell or the slow descent, and why do I keep bumping into the sides of the tube? Whoosh! I just sped up. What is going on? Here I come! I'm out! Mom, is that you? You look tired. Nurse, please, give me to her. Wait! What's with the scissors? Stop! Whew, that didn't hurt."

"Hi little one, I'm Lenni, your mom, and this is Steve, your dad. Welcome to the world," Mom whispered.

What is a mom? What is a dad? Both are pretty. She's soft and smells good. Dad has a huge smile and a funny laugh. He doesn't smell as nice as Mommy.
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PART 1
The Early Years
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CHAPTER 1
My Name Is Jami
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That first day is quite hectic. I keep getting passed from nurse to dad to mom. Each one kisses me on the head and smiles.

Now they are wrapping me in a towel and wiping away the gooey stuff that is all over me. I don't know what that gooey stuff is, but it makes me slippery as an eel. Now they are putting me in a soft, cozy blanket which looks like a cocoon that is too tight, and I can't move.

I'm all wet, and something smells bad. Now the nurse is cleaning me up and putting another bag on my tush. My dad starts mumbling because he can't get the words out.

"Hi, pretty girl. Your mom and I are calling you Jami after mom's grandmother Jule. It's a Jewish tradition to name after the dead. What do you think? Is Jami ok with you?"

I can't lift my head as I drift away to a much-needed snooze, but before I hit the pillow, I say to myself, "Jami. Cool."

Mom and I stayed in the hospital overnight, and Dad went home. The next day something in my belly told me to start wailing. I looked at the baby in the next bed. He was sucking on something that was part of his mom's body. He looks content. I knew I needed something to drink, so I waited excitedly for my first chance to get fed from Mom.

"Wait a minute. Mom's shoving something in my mouth that looks like a tube. Why don't I get what that kid is getting?"

I wondered, as the knot in my stomach began to go away, as I drifted off to sleep.

I continued sleeping, peeing, and pooping. When I awoke, Mom changed my bag, smiled lovingly, while jamming a bottle of milk in my mouth. When I awoke a couple of hours later, Mom and I went through the same thing. Two hours later, we did it again. Two hours after that, we did it again.

Later that night, Dad took over. He put the new bag on backward after dropping the old bag on the carpet. Then he put the bottle in the microwave longer than Mom told him to. When he put it in my mouth, I wailed and started crying.

"Damn, my mouth is on fire. Do something!"

As the steam rose in the air, I did the only thing I knew how to do: I refused to let him put that thing in my mouth again. Dad is pissed and bewildered and doesn't know what he is doing.

Seconds later, Mom came in looking dead tired. She scolded Daddy, telling him, "Go to bed." Flawlessly, she slipped the thingy into my mouth.
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CHAPTER 2
Happy
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"What is under my crib? Look! Something with four legs is walking out the door."

Mom is looking down and says, "Morning, little one. That's Happy, our dog. He guards you when you are sleeping. He protects you."
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CHAPTER 3
Grandparents
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Mom's mother and father came all the way from Philly to meet me.

"Gitchee, Gitchee, goo. You are the cutest baby ever, and you have all your fingers and toes," they said as they proudly kissed my head and gave me a pinch.

"Ouch!" I yelped. Stop that.

Grandpa stood there open-mouthed and waving at me as if I were leaving. Mom said,

"Jami, say hello to your grandparents, Tobie and Farrel."

"What kind of names are Tobie and Farrel?"

I asked myself. Mom doesn't look like them. Right away, I felt a warmth come over me as I looked in their eyes. I felt love.

Tobie and Farrel stayed for several days. They enjoyed holding me, kissing me, and saying, "Hello, we are happy you are here, my gorgeous little one."

I can tell Farrel likes Dad, but Tobie, not so much. It's in the way she talks to him, as if he's not there, but she did make him a ham sandwich.

Dad's parents, Tom and Nancy, came by too. They were nice and cheerful. Sandy, Dad's sister, and her husband Bill arrived along with their new baby, Jennifer. Jennifer is a few weeks older than me. She looks cute all wrapped in a blanket.
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CHAPTER 4
First Fart
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Day after day, night after night, week after week, nothing has changed.

Except when a stranger comes to watch me when Mom and Dad go out. First, she turns on the radio as she picks me up and starts swaying with the music while she tries to feed me, as the milk spills down my bib. Instead of wiping my mouth with my burp rag, she uses her sleeve.

Suddenly, she puts me down and starts staring at a box.

Who is this person? She is ruining my day.

Now, she is laying me on her lap to feed me. I'm done, so she picks me up and, just like Mom, she is pounding on my back. As expected, something comes out of my mouth. A burp.

A couple of hours later, Mom and Dad return, thank the babysitter, and give her some paper. Suddenly, something comes out of my bottom.

"Did you hear that, Steve? Jami's first fart. Welcome to the family, little girl."
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CHAPTER 5
Perfection
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I've been here for a while, and everything has calmed down. Mom spends her time trying to be as perfect as possible when it comes to taking care of me. Too perfect. She hardly gives me a chance to breathe. She acts as if I'm the only baby ever. I think she is trying to be the number one best mother.

Her time is spent making sure my milk is the right temperature, not realizing that if she were nursing, she'd just pull out her boob, let me suck away, and not worry how warm the milk is.

Nap time is my favorite time of the day. Mom wraps me in this cocoon-like thing. It's so darn tight I might burst. My hands and feet are tingling.

Get me out of here!

Hold on, I feel safe and warm. Every night Mom turns on a thing that allows her to listen for anything that might be wrong. It makes me feel untrustworthy, as if I'm going to fall out of my crib.
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