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For the sweetest, silliest, and most beautiful girl in the world…..

Lilah








  
  Introduction


Iam a teacher in Greensboro, North Carolina. My lovely wife is Tracy, and if I ever speak ill of her in this book, it is fictitious, done intentionally to amuse my readers. In other words, I’d be lying. She is at times portrayed as irritable or bossy, but realize that she's just had a baby. Other times, I might have embellished a tad, for the benefit of the book. In reality, she is the glue that holds our family together. 
When Tracy’s pregnancy with our daughter Lilah hit the home stretch, I had a fantastic idea, one that would really assist with the arrival of a new family member. I could have painted Lilah’s bedroom pink. But I didn’t. I could have stocked up on diapers. But that wasn’t my grand idea either. I could have had the foresight to put the crib together early. Not even close. 
What would any rational, sensible father do? I started a journal. Obviously, writing about my experiences and childbirth insights would be far more beneficial to my family than worrying about trivial things like cribs, clothes, and formula.
There is nothing in this world that parallels becoming a dad. Of course, the challenges are numerous, including the nine months of the pregnancy, which required me to deal with…
	Being woken up at two in the morning so Tracy could tell me about her cravings for frozen Bagelfuls           

	Her insistence that every imaginable type of food “smells funny” 

	Random tirades, often regarding things beyond my control, like lousy weather, or the cancellation of a favorite sitcom  




Yes, those nine months were extremely taxing, so I decided to not dwell on them. Instead, I wrote about the loving, humbling, and sometimes horrifying thirty days immediately following the birth of my sweet daughter, Lilah. 
The year this story unfolds, we already had our adorable three-year-old son, Hunter.  
At the time I wrote this, Hunter was a blond-haired looker, who we affectionately called, “The Hall Monitor” - a true sweetheart, but he intuitively knew the rules and loved to enforce them, or tattletale if he couldn’t. Also, he hated messes. He was a true clean freak.
So, no matter how exhausted I was, I made sure to record all the goings-on in my crazy house during each of the first thirty days after Lilah arrived in my world. Organizing this book was easy; one chapter for each day. However, I also included numerous what I call “Top Five” lists. These lists, in my opinion, somewhat relate to the content of this memoir. The Top Fives are meant to be witty, insightful, and often inspiring for readers. 
Words that my friends and editors used to describe the Top Fives are “odd,” “out-of-place,” “off-topic,” and “don’t belong here!” Their opinions notwithstanding, I placed these lists at the beginning of some of the chapters. Readers can enjoy the lists with the regular chapters or read them separately, or “if they are potty-training a puppy, they can tear them out and spread them over their kitchen floor.”
This journey all starts in 2012, when President Obama held office and musical talents such as Pitbull and Flo Rida graced our air waves. Specifically, the tale begins on April 5th, a Tuesday afternoon, the one day a week I waited tables in the evening to supplement my sparse teaching salary. 
Teachers in North Carolina don’t get paid much. Nationally, in general, teachers are underpaid, but in North Carolina, we’re historically close to the bottom. Forty-seventh [at the time of writing this], to be exact. Take that, Oklahoma, Mississippi, and South Dakota.    
I agreed to pick Hunter up at daycare after school and take him home to my loving and very pregnant wife, who’d told me earlier she didn’t feel well. Before I even got to the house, she called and said she was experiencing sharp pains and asked me to get someone to cover my restaurant shift. Not wanting to argue with someone thirty-eight weeks pregnant, I got my shift covered. 
A four forty-five call to a doctor’s office that closed at five o’clock resulted in an immediate trip to the Women’s Hospital.
Tracy’s bag had been packed for weeks. It was completely ready for that day. When I say “bag,” I don’t mean a handbag or a gym bag. I mean a heavy-duty, forty-two-inch sports duffel bag that could fit three grown men inside of it - big men like the kind they breed in Wisconsin for the Badgers’ offensive line. In that bag, she had pajamas, shorts, pants, and tops – although, as I understood it, the hospital issued very comfortable gowns. 
In addition to her wardrobe sufficient for a three-month stay, she of course had necessary toiletries and make-up kits. We all wanted to look our best, I supposed, for our infant daughter, although I remembered Tracy telling her girlfriends multiple times, that she had the “hot doctor.” So, on top of the make-up and other cosmetics she required to look good for the hot doctor…errrr…infant daughter, she packed several books, magazines, and her tablet for entertainment. 
Inside the remaining bag space, she managed to fit twenty-seven outfits for the baby, in case, as a family, we decided to take a three-week cruise before returning to the house. The bag wouldn’t have been complete without her hair straightener and curling iron, which nestled up snugly against the kitchen sink.   
Since space in her bag was limited to only the essentials, I was forced to pack my own luggage in a Target plastic shopping bag. In it, I had my bathroom kit, a pair of pajama pants, and my good Bud Light T-shirt. It looked like I was going to change and shower at a campground bathroom. 
It took all the muscle I had to hoist her bag into our Jeep, and I probably gave myself a hernia in the process. I felt confident that the folks at the Women’s Hospital would assist with that hernia, since the injury was induced by a woman after all.     
I set my luggage on the console between our seats. I was packed and ready to go.  
Hunter had his shoes on and waited by the front door for an invitation. I believe he already sensed that family attention had shifted away from him to The Baby. The ever-attentive dad, I quickly reassured him of his firm position in our family unit.  
On the ride there, we discussed what to do with Hunter, if in fact, Tracy was going into labor. He was quite smart for a three-year-old. It crossed my mind that he might have been just fine at the house for a couple of days by himself, if we left the Go-Gurts and juice boxes on the bottom two shelves of the fridge. He was already potty-trained and could work the television remote. What else did a junior bachelor need for a two-day stint in his own castle but a toilet, a fridge, and a television? I knew the house would be spotless when we returned; cleanliness was just as important to Hunter as strict adherence to rules. Tracy vetoed my suggestion right away and went as far as to say that the Department of Social Services would side with her, too. In the end, we settled on a friend who would pick Hunter up from the hospital.     
At a stoplight near the hospital, Tracy exhaled deeply, droplets of sweat beaded on her forehead. She turned anxiously to me and hypothesized, “I wonder if these are actual labor pains or Braxton Hicks.” 
I paused for a moment before replying, as my brain recollected previous mention of Braxton Hicks. I had inferred that Braxton was one of her coworkers. Mercifully, the light turned green. I hit the gas, and instead of responding verbally, I simply nodded and smiled stupidly.  
We arrived at the hospital, and I drove straight to the front door like a good, considerate husband. She got out and walked in while Hunter and I parked the car. By the time we entered the lobby, Tracy had filled out paperwork. Within two minutes, I was hungry and bored - and concerned for my wife. I came to find out that she packed Hunter a dinner Lunchable.  
A minute later, a nurse called Tracy and they disappeared through a doorway. I was left with Hunter and our pizza Lunchable.  
For those unfamiliar with Lunchables, they make many different varieties of mini sandwiches and snacks for kids, and they’re very tasty. The pizza Lunchable is by far the messiest. It contains three dough circles, a handful of pepperoni, about six cups of shredded cheese, and a packet of sauce that the FDA requires to explode all over the person opening it. A fully functioning adult cannot possibly build and eat his own pizza Lunchable without making an absolute mess. 
Thus, I tried to make a pizza sandwich for Hunter, but he said it wasn’t polite to touch his food. He had to do it himself. By then, a few other patients/visitors/people-yearning-to-judge-me began to share our lobby. Hunter ate and managed to get a small portion of the food in his mouth. About a third of the food came close - sauce on his face, a few hangers-on of shredded cheese clung to his shirt. The rest of the meal ended up being a giant disaster on the floor.    
When it was over, the carpet looked like the floor of a Papa John’s at the end of a shift. I cleaned it up as best I could while our lobby-sharers watched, judged, and sighed audibly. 
Before long, we too were called back to join Tracy. There she was, propped up in a bed, wearing a hospital gown. Her mounds of other outfits jealously loitered in her travel bag. 
Long story short - no baby. False alarm. It was a nice trial run, though. We got to see how things would have gone if it were the real deal. Tracy was able to make note of dozens of my mistakes that I could work on for when the baby did come. Yep, false alarm. In fact, we would enjoy nineteen more days of her pregnancy. 















  
  Day 1




Tuesday, April 24th

So, Tracy’s April 23rd due date had come and gone, and I wondered why doctors were paid so much. They scheduled Tracy’s induction for the next day, the 25th. We, the “royal we,” loaded our luggage into the Jeep in preparation for our overnight stay at the hospital. Because of my hernia, Tracy removed the contents from the large bag and placed them into three smaller, more manageable bags.  
We were fortunate to have Barb and Grizz, Tracy’s mom and stepdad, travel down to Greensboro from Pennsylvania. They arrived on Sunday, the 22nd, and planned to stay for a week. The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree. Barb brought three heavy-duty, forty-two-inch sports duffel bags. Barb and Grizz wanted to help us welcome the baby and generously offered to watch Hunter while Tracy and I were at the hospital. 
An induction is not nearly as exciting as surprise labor. Inductions don’t involve the Hollywood drama of water breaking at inopportune, albeit hilarious moments. With both Hunter’s and Lilah’s births, we had the privilege of a planned induction.     
Thus, ours was not a story of running red lights, racing onto the hospital’s curb, and then having nurses briskly wheel a screaming pregnant lady inside. Ours involved eating a planned McDonald’s meal with my in-laws, feeding the cats, and DVRing Modern Family. 
We gave Hunter a kiss and hug, and after he promised to keep an eye on things, Tracy and I set out on our journey. We arrived at the hospital a few minutes early. It’s a good thing they asked us to be there at seven-fifteen because they had her room ready promptly at eight-ten. 
The room itself wasn’t bad. It was spacious, clean, and had a flat-screen television. For me, just in front of the window, there was a six-foot-long and eighteen-inch-wide couch. I was told it converted to a "bed" position. When I made this conversion, I discovered that the width was nearly twenty inches. Not that I slept much. 
I got hungry around eleven p.m., but since they forbade food for Tracy, I too refrained from eating. I brought a small cooler with a few waters and sodas. Looking back, I probably should have snuck in a few beers.   
They fed Tracy sleeping pills and all kinds of good drugs. She was a doped-up queen in her reclining palace of a bed. They would have hand fed her grapes, if she were allowed to eat. Conversely, I was relegated to my couch-bed that I was pretty sure was mostly composed of cardboard. With eyes wide open, I basked in the streetlight’s glare that pierced the three inches of the window not covered by the blinds. 
I gazed at the circular black and white analog clock above the television. It was eleven-thirty, although I swear it was eleven forty-five the last time I looked. Time didn’t move that slowly in church.  
Man, a beer would have been great. Amazingly, I managed to fall asleep.   








  
  Day 2



Wednesday, April 25th

Lilah’s Birthday

I squinted without the benefit of my glasses at that same clock. Was it only twelve-oh-five in the morning, and the start of a very long day? I got up several times over the next couple of hours to help Tracy to the bathroom and only slept for mere minutes in between.  
Just a few minutes after surrendering to sleep again, I awoke to the sound of my phone beeping. Groggily pulling it out of my shoe from underneath my couch-bed, I determined the sound didn’t come from my phone after all. But from where?   
Tracy? 
I then snapped to attention as a chorus of beeps radiated from one of Tracy’s monitors. This is it, I thought. Mistakenly thinking I was in a bed built for someone bigger than a juvenile hobbit, I tried to roll over and get up. Instead, I rolled onto the hard floor and conked my head. My eyesight blurred with purple streaks that combatted my vision, the kind a child might get by intentionally rubbing his eyes really hard. I fought through it as the incessant beeping continued. After staggering to my feet, I stumbled my way through the dimly lit room towards her bed. 
I must have looked like a creature from an old zombie movie because my wife greeted my efforts with, “What the hell are you doing?” 
“Coming to help,” I managed.   
“Help with what?” she asked, as though she didn’t hear the computers and machines all acting up simultaneously. Without waiting for another dumb comment from me, she explained that the machines “just do that from time to time.” 
Knowing from her birth-stay with Hunter just how expensive those hospital stints were, I didn’t find this occurrence at all acceptable. Surely there was a reasonable explanation for this noise. I quickly bolted for the door and cracked my head on the hand sanitizer dispenser on the wall. The purple lightning streaks again obstructed my vision, but I located our nurse in the hallway. I informed her of the beeping machines in our room. 
The nurse came in and said, “Oh, it’s doing this again. Weird.” 
She pushed a couple of random buttons, and the noise ceased. It was sort of equivalent to when I was a kid, and my dad would slap the side of our ancient television to “fix” it when the picture or sound went out. 
“You should probably go back to bed now. Big day tomorrow!” she casually called to me as she headed out the door. Obediently, back to bed I went. Sleep at last. 
Sometime later, I exited dreamland and returned to reality. My eyes were still closed, but I distinctly heard my wife saying, “Baby, you need to get up!”   
Now, she hadn’t called me “Baby” in nearly ten months, so I knew something serious was happening. As I put on my glasses and sat up, I heard what sounded like someone emptying a bucket of water on a patio. Tracy stood there, looking at her feet. “I think my water broke.” 
This was a novel experience for me because they had to break her water for Hunter’s birth, possibly because he would have been so pissed at the mess on the floor. I deliberated for just a second or two, decided against fainting, and then ran for a nurse. 
One promptly entered the room, leaned over my couch-bed, pulled up the blinds, and flooded the room with sunlight. I realized I must have slept at least a few hours, though I sure didn’t feel like it.  
At seven in the morning, Tracy was administered the epidural.   
Shortly after, a fresh shift of nurses came in.   
Not a fresh shift of dads, though. 
I grabbed my phone and texted my buddy Cone an over/under line for the time of birth. Cone and I bet on everything from college football to women’s badminton. Basically, I chose a time of day, and he guessed if the baby would be born before that time or after it. I went with eleven-thirty a.m. Sure enough, he texted right back and chose before. A case of beer was at stake. I just needed Tracy to hold off till eleven thirty-one. Piece of cake. 
Still holding my phone, I noticed an onslaught of texts from people, all wanting to know, Is there a baby yet? Apparently, everyone had forgotten what “I’ll call you when it happens” means. 
While Tracy was in the bathroom, I informed our nurse of my “After eleven-thirty” bet. She was amused, but more importantly, fully confident that I would win.   
As the time approached eight-thirty, I wondered if it would be rude to turn on ESPN. 

[Author’s Note: I am a Penn State grad and a huge football fan. When Tracy began her labor with Hunter, I flipped to SportsCenter on the television. After Hunter was delivered and cleaned up - he insisted upon it - I held him. He was ten minutes old. As soon as the nurse gave him to me, we looked up at the television. Whose face were they showing? None other than Joe Paterno’s! It couldn’t have been any better. After his Momma and Dadda, the first person Hunter saw was one of the greatest coaches in the history of college football.]

I did turn SportsCenter on for Lilah’s delivery, although late April is really a boring lull in the sports world.   
At nine o’clock, the nurse told Tracy that she was five centimeters dilated and was officially in labor. She said most women dilate a centimeter each hour from that point, and that Tracy should try to rest. Frankly, I didn’t know how many centimeters Tracy was supposed to get to, but I was pretty sure we’d keep the calculations in centimeters and not progress to meters. I was informed this was a good time for me to call the cafeteria and order breakfast. All was good. I was going to get some much-needed food, and Tracy some much-needed rest. She might even sleep till eleven-thirty – free beer! 
As Tracy slept peacefully, the sun’s rays glared off the clock, which seemed to smile the nine forty-five time down upon us. I felt confident about my bet. It’s like betting on an eight-point favorite, I’m up three touchdowns, and I have the ball to start the fourth quarter.   
As I finished my breakfast, Tracy woke in pain. “Timmy, go get the nurse. Quick!” Fumble on our own twenty-yard line.   
The nurse rushed in and checked under the hood. “Wow, that was fast! You are all the way to nine centimeters!” Out route to the corner of the end zone. Our defensive back falls down. Touchdown. Now we are up two scores.   
The nurse told Tracy, “Just don’t push; we have to get the doctor over here from across the street, which will be a few minutes.” We get the ball back. Time to run some clock. 
I refocused my attention to the birth of my daughter and said encouraging and insightful things to Tracy, like “remember to breathe” and “good job.” The next thing I saw was the hot doctor as he burst through the door, ready for action. George Clooney assumed his position.   
“Wow, Tracy, this baby’s ready to fall out!” he exclaimed. He looked like a quarterback about to take a snap from under center. “We can have her whenever you are ready.” Pick-six! As often happens, we win by seven but fail to cover by one damn point. I conceded the loss of the beer and fully concentrated on being a good husband, birth coach, and punching bag. 
Soon enough, at ten-forty a.m., after literally only ten or twelve pushes, out popped my beautiful, healthy baby girl. Lilah Ann Blough was eight pounds, five ounces, and had a full head of hair.
As the nurses cleaned up Lilah and we passed her around, I glanced at the television to see what legendary sports icon Lilah might see. Highlights of the Chelsea v. Barcelona game. Can’t win them all. I called my mom and then texted the rest of my family about the birth. I decided to not text friends - especially my buddy Cone - until later, to give the impression of a post eleven-thirty birth. I hate to lose. 
A little later, my in-laws and Hunter came to the hospital to meet Lilah. Barb did what grandmas do. She fawned over the baby and proclaimed how cute she was. Grizz gave me a firm handshake and a congratulatory note. Hunter assessed the situation and concluded that “Baby Lilah cries too much.” They hung out for a while until Tracy tried to feed Lilah. Fortunately, I was not equipped to feed a baby, so I got a break on the couch. 
The next six hours involved a barrage of nurses coming in and doing various check-ups on Tracy and Lilah. No one seemed to care much about old Dadda. 
Around six in the evening, my in-laws came back. I took Hunter home with me to grab a shower. I envisioned my first beer after Lilah’s birth as one with buddies at a tavern. Instead, I settled for the bar stool in my kitchen, as I sat beside Hunter and his sippy cup of milk. I wouldn’t have traded it for the world. 
Apparently, my stay at the hospital was long enough for me to forget to remove my shoes before I walked on the living room carpet. Hunter was thoughtful enough to remind me of the rule that Tracy and I had regrettably established. He never forgot it. 
When I returned to the hospital later that evening, everyone was exhausted. Barb and Grizz took Hunter home. Tracy and I had a new room which would be ours for the next two days. I sadly discovered that I had the same couch-bed by the window.   
Lilah looked so peaceful lying next to my worn-out wife, who deserved a break. Unfortunately, every time I tried to offer solace and pick up Lilah, she cried almost instantly. I tried not to take it to heart that Lilah treated me like she would any other stranger. There really is something veritable about the bond a baby forms with her mother while in the womb. 
Feeling hurt and useless, I decided to rest my eyes and fell asleep. 
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