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			Praise for 

			Lost in Suburbia

			“Reading Lost in Suburbia, locked in my bathroom all alone, I laughed, I cried (from laughing), and then I laughed some more. When you’re feeling overwhelmed by the maddening, mind-numbing demands of motherhood, get ‘lost in suburbia.’ You’ll be so glad you did.”

			—Jenna McCarthy, author of If It Was Easy, They’d Call the Whole Damn Thing a Honeymoon and The Parent Trip

			“Lost in Suburbia had me snorting with laughter throughout. It’s painfully relatable and simply hilarious. If you’ve ever looked at your suburban life with kids and wondered how the hell you got there, this book is for you.”

			—Jill Smokler, New York Times bestselling author of Confessions of a Scary Mommy

			“I love this woman.”

			—Jenny Lawson, aka The Bloggess, author of New York Times bestseller Let’s Pretend This Never Happened

			“Beckerman’s effervescent, irreverent humor is peppered with heartfelt poignancy in this most relatable memoir about motherhood and rediscovering your bad-mom self.”

			—Jenny Gardiner, author of the Kindle bestsellers Slim to None and Sleeping with Ward Cleaver

			“Lost in Suburbia is packed with the funniest truths and palmetto bug fears. When you put it down to drive the carpool, you’ll miss your new best friend.”

			—Gwendolen Gross, author of When She Was Gone and the bestselling novel The Orphan Sister

			“Beckerman is the girlfriend you wish you had when you were expecting and the cool mom you stalk at Mommy and Me. Her stories of new motherhood are completely relatable, funny, and heart wrenching.”

			—Lela Davidson, author of Blacklisted from the PTA and Who Peed on My Yoga Mat?

			“I am a man and I am not in touch with my feminine side because I don’t have a feminine side. So when I tell you that Lost in Suburbia made me laugh, it’s because it’s really, really funny. There’s stuff for guys in here . . . I swear on my high testosterone levels!”

			—W. Bruce Cameron, author of the New York Times bestsellers A Dog’s Purpose, A Dog’s Journey, and 8 Simple Rules for Dating My Teenage Daughter

			“Lost in Suburbia offers witty solace to every woman who has swapped high heels for high chairs and wondered if she’d ever get her mojo back.”

			—Celia Rivenbark, author of the New York Times bestsellers You Don’t Sweat Much for a Fat Girl and Stop Dressing Your Six-Year-Old Like a Skank

			“Tracy Beckerman’s writing is clever, funny, and always relatable. You’ll read this book and wish she lived next door!”

			—Robin O’Bryant, author of Ketchup Is a Vegetable and Other Lies Moms Tell Themselves

			“I knew I loved Tracy Beckerman as soon as I read she told her mother that she named her newborn son after George Foreman in honor of his amazing sandwich grill. Tracy is hilarious, a bit biting, and not afraid as she should be that her mother still may hit her.”

			—Laurie Notaro, New York Times bestselling author of The Idiot Girls’ Action-Adventure Club, It Looked Different on the Model, and We Thought You Would Be Prettier

			“Tracy Beckerman writes with an enticing and entertaining combination of great wit and wild abandon. If a Jewish gal and a Southern redneck with a college degree could somehow be birthed from the same uterus, I would want her for my sister! If you love hilarious writing and women who are unafraid to say it all, this book more than delivers.” 

			—Susan Reinhardt, author of Chimes from a Cracked Southern Belle, Not Tonight, Honey: Wait ’Til I’m a Size 6, and Dishing with the Kitchen Virgin
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			For Mom and Dad

			who love me all the way up to the sky
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			This “momoir” is considered nonfiction and I have done my best to re-create the events in this story to the best of my memory without the slightest embellishment or enhancement of the events or conversations that took place. And if you believe that, then clearly you have never read my humor column.

			Additionally, all the people in this story are real, although most of the names have been changed and many of the characters have been combined to keep me out of trouble. If you recognize yourself in here, it’s probably not you, unless you were mean to me, and then it probably is you. That’s called payback, baby!

			Thanks for playing.

		

	
		
			
			Contents

			
				[image: ]
			

			Prologue

			Part One

				1.	I’m Not Fat, I’m Just Pregnant. Okay, I’m Fat, Too

				2.	Why You Shouldn’t Let Your Mohel Take the Red-Eye to the Bris

				3.	If I’m Asleep, I Must Be Dreaming

				4.	Hi-Ho, Hi-Ho, It’s Off to Work with My Breast Pump I Go . . . 

				5.	All I Need Is a Really Large Bra and a Bigger Apartment to Keep It In

				6.	The Only Good Thing About the Suburbs Is They Deliver Ice Cream to Your Door

				7.	Making Friends with the Aliens in the Burbs

				8.	It’s a Suburban Jungle Out There

				9.	“P” Is for Parenting and Prozac

			Part Two

				10.	I Don’t Mind Living Out of a Box as Long as There’s More Than One Bathroom

				11.	Why You Should Pay Attention When the Sign Says, “Closed by the Board of Health”

				12.	It’s Not Easy Being Green (and I’m Not Talking About Recycling)

				13.	Yes, You Can Be Buried in a Jewish Cemetery If You Have a Tattoo

				14.	Where I Join a Gym and Flatten My Kickboxing Partner

				15.	Sometimes Eating Like a Grown-Up Means Giving Up the Cheez Doodles

				16.	Pet Smart and a Pound Foolish

				17.	In New Jersey, Mall Is Spelled “M-A-W-L”

				18.	You Are What You Drive, Especially If It’s a Big Car with a Huge Rear End

				19.	I Work, Therefore I Am

				20.	A Word of Advice: Don’t Look for Love from the People You Fired

				21.	Finding My Way Back to Cool

			Epilogue

			Acknowledgments

		

	
		
			Prologue

			
				[image: ]
			

			“Good morning, ma’am.”

			“Good morning, Officer.”

			“Are you aware that you made an illegal left turn onto this street?”

			“No, sir,” I lied.

			“Didn’t you see the sign at the corner that said, ‘No left turn’?” he asked in standard police monotone.

			“What sign, Officer?” I responded in standard suburbanite bull doody.

			“That big sign over there, Mommy!” shouted by daughter from the backseat, as she pointed back in the direction of the school. Apparently, my almost three-year-old, who could not yet read, was an idiot savant when it came to interpreting street signs.

			“I guess I missed that sign.” I shrugged. “There were too many minivans blocking my view.”

			He gave me a dubious look and then lowered his oversized mirrored Ray-Bans. If I hadn’t been dressed in my bathrobe, I might have actually made a snarky comment about his ’80s-style sunglasses. But people who live in fluffy, blue bathrobes shouldn’t throw stones.

			“Is that your bathrobe?” he asked suspiciously, peering down at my robe. The cat was out of the bag.

			“Yes, it is, Officer.”

			“And are those birds on your bathrobe?” he wondered.

			“That’s Mommy’s ducky bathrobe,” chimed in my daughter from the backseat. “She likes it ’cuz it quacks her up!!” She quipped, quoting a bad family joke. The cop wasn’t amused.

			“Can I see your license and registration, please?” he finally asked.

			“Hey, Mama. Hey, Mommy. Hey, Mom,” chanted my daughter.

			“One minute, puss,” I said as I rummaged through my handbag, which was equipped for every possible kid emergency from a hunger meltdown to a snot explosion, but apparently not for being stopped by a cop.

			“Hey, Mama. Hey, Mommy. Mamamamamamamama . . .” she repeated.

			“Your mommy is busy right now,” said the officer impatiently.

			“Hmmph!” snorted my daughter. “I wasn’t talking to you, you big bubba!”

			I gave the cop a withering smile. I was going to jail for a very long time.

			In my bathrobe.
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			Part One

			One day Alice came to a fork in the robe and saw a Cheshire cat in a tree. “Which robe do I take?” she asked. “Where do you want to go?” was his response. “I don’t know,” Alice answered. “Then,” said the cat, “it doesn’t matter.”

			—Not quite Lewis Carroll, Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland
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			I’m Not Fat, I’m Just Pregnant. Okay, I’m Fat, Too

			I know I had been cool once . . .

			I don’t remember all that clearly what made me so cool except I have this vague recollection of wearing a lot of black, drinking a fair amount of scotch, and being single. Of course, that could describe almost anyone attending an Irish wake, so maybe those are not good indicators of what makes someone cool.

			In my case, though, I think there were a number of contributing factors:

			1. I Lived in New York City

			The real New York City, as in Manhattan. When I first met my husband, he said he lived in New York City, too, which I thought bode well for his status as my future husband. But when I asked him where, exactly, in New York City, he said, “Brooklyn.”

			“Brooklyn isn’t the city,” I replied haughtily. “It’s a buhhh-rough.” That could have been the end of the relationship right there, and I never would have married him, had his children, and gotten stretch marks. But he had cute eyes and a crooked smile that made me melt so I decided to overlook the fact that he had severe geographic dementia.

			Unfortunately, living in New York City on a salary that was somewhere between the national poverty line and what a migrant coffee-bean picker in South America makes was not as glamorous as they make it out to be on Sex and the City. Before I met my husband, I shared a dumpy one-bedroom apartment with a girlfriend from high school. Actually, my friend and I shared the bedroom but the cockroaches had the lease on the rest of the place. In an effort to rid the place of the roaches, I finally went out and got this “industrial strength, works even in the Amazon, one spritz and they’re definitely dead” bug spray. The next time I saw one, I sprayed. Not only didn’t it die, it actually sprouted wings and flew at me.

			In a panic I called home. My mother told me that if it flies, it isn’t a cockroach . . . it’s a palmetto bug. I told her that nomenclature was not really the issue when it concerned a five-inch-tall insect that had taken up residence in my living room.

			She said, live and let live.

			I said, fine, let it live in your house.

			She said, if I met a nice Jewish guy and got married I wouldn’t have to live in a dump with giant flying bugs.

			She was right about that part, anyway.

			2. I Worked in Television

			This sounds a lot cooler than it actually was, except for the time I loaned Charlotte Rae my black bra for her appearance on a TV show I was working on because she was wearing a white bra under a black shirt and you could see it on camera. I’m not sure if I truly was the only one working on the show who wore the same size bra as Charlotte Rae or if this was my humiliating rite of passage into the glamorous world of television production, but the end result was the same. Of course, even this sounds cooler than it actually was because (a) almost no one knows who Charlotte Rae is anymore, (b) no one watched the TV show I worked on, and (c) I had to walk around for half a day holding up my boobs with my elbows and occasionally one would break free and swing precariously toward the cameras and boom mics, disrupting the taping.

			Yes, they were that big.

			Eventually I worked my way out of entertainment TV and into a career in TV news promotion. The main difference here was that in entertainment TV, you know they are making stuff up. In TV news, you’re never sure what’s real and what’s not.

			3. I Got Expensive Haircuts

			My husband used to get his hair cut at a place in Greenwich Village that charged about five dollars a cut. He was very proud of the fact that he got a good haircut for so little money and he would constantly try to convince me to get my hair cut where he did. Of course his definition of a good haircut was somewhat different than mine. My feeling was, if you look like you’ve been run over by a possessed lawn mower that answers to the name of Christine, it’s not a particularly good haircut.

			As far as I was concerned, the only redeeming quality of my husband’s haircuts was his barber. Yuri was an old Russian transplant who didn’t cut hair particularly well and didn’t say much, but when he did speak, he was very wise. Whenever my husband would complain about me early in our marriage, Yuri would listen quietly and then say, “There is old Russian saying: Happy wife, happy life.” These words served my husband well throughout the years. Much better than his haircuts did.

			Of course, part of my husband keeping me happy was to keep quiet when I spent the equivalent of a month’s salary on my haircuts (which was not as much as you would think considering the aforementioned wages I made). I didn’t have a barber. I had a stylist named Romel who was a hotheaded, hot-blooded Arab Israeli who wanted to jump my bones. He had no problem with the fact that he was Arab and I was Jewish and he assured me that not only would he give me the best haircut I ever had but the best sex, too. Since I wasn’t interested in him, even in the name of Mideast peace, I politely declined the best sex but flirted just enough to ensure the best haircut. It really was the best haircut I ever had while I lived in the city and I was truly devastated when he got in a fight with the salon owner, the salon mysteriously went up in flames, and Romel coincidentally and suddenly disappeared.

			4. I Spent My Lunch Hour at Sample Sales

			When I was a cool city chick, I loved great clothes. Unfortunately in my industry, at my salary, I only had enough money to cover rent and roach traps. This meant if I wanted cool clothes, I either had to steal them or had to find great bargains. That’s when I discovered sample sales. The problem with sample sales though, is that there are usually no dressing rooms, so if you wanted to try something on, you had to strip down in the middle of the sample sale. I’m sure that one day one of my children will find pictures on the Internet of my naked body that were taken by sleazy sample-sale security camera personnel and the kids will be only slightly less traumatized than when they found the pictures of me giving birth to them.

			5. I Could Name All Fifty States in Twelve Seconds

			What? You don’t think that’s cool? Okay, maybe not. But I did live in New York City.

			• • •

			To reflect on what it is to be cool, and how to get your cool back once you’ve lost it, it helps to figure out what might have caused you to stop being cool in the first place. For me, it was that little thing called “pregnancy.” Had I known that pregnancy was going to so completely undermine all the hard work I had put into my coolness, I might have ordered a baby from a catalog instead and called it a day.

			Of course there are things about being pregnant that are cool, like seeing the first sonogram where your baby looks like an alien monkey, and feeling the baby kick, and pretending that Krispy Kreme doughnuts are good for you and the baby. But, it’s definitely hard to look cool when you are so big you should have your own zip code. When I was pregnant, it was impossible to hide all that bigness with cute maternity clothes. This was before Liz Lange designed maternity clothes. This was before even Old Navy had a maternity department. When I was pregnant, I think all maternity clothes were made by Garanimals. All the tops matched the pants and everything was in big bold prints and looked like it had been designed by an eighty-year-old woman named Gertrude who lived in Century Village. There was no black. There were no jeans. There was certainly no leather. Just polyester. Lots and lots of polyester.

			The good news is, pregnancy does come to an end eventually. The bad news, however, is that being pregnant and uncool almost always segues into being a new mom and uncool. It’s funny how walking around for a year with spit-up, drool, partially digested mashed bananas, and all other forms of baby regurgitation on your clothing will make you very, very uncool.

			Needless to say, I was cool with the other moms. Those mashed bananas are like a merit badge of honor. It is the ultimate sign of solidarity in the sorority of motherhood. Unfortunately, it just didn’t go with my DKNY tops.

			Of course I didn’t know any of this the day I peed on a stick and I saw a big plus sign telling me I was pregnant.

			I remember sitting my husband down at the teeny, tiny kitchen table in the all-in-one living room/dining room/kitchen/bedroom of our teeny, tiny apartment in New York City. Then I plunked a jar of spaghetti sauce in front of him.

			“What’s this?” he asked.

			I grinned like the proverbial Cheshire cat. “What’s it say?”

			“Prego.”

			“Well . . . ?” I smiled knowingly.

			“We are . . . having pasta for dinner?” he guessed.

			“Try again,” I coaxed.

			“Chicken Parm?” he wondered.

			“Argh!! It’s not about food!” I glared at him and wondered whether it was the Y chromosome or the ability to grow facial hair that makes men so dense.

			“What. Does. It. Say??” I repeated.

			“Prego!” he repeated. He looked at me with exasperation and then shrugged.

			“I got nuthin’.”

			“Prego,” I said. “Preggggoooo.”

			He shook his head.

			“I’m pregnant!!” I shouted.

			“Really?”

			“Yes!” I beamed.

			“Cool!” He grinned. “But what does that have to do with spaghetti sauce?”

			• • •

			I really should not have been surprised that I got pregnant so easily. When we made the decision to launch our baby-making efforts, we went away for a romantic weekend to a touristy seaport and checked into a hotel called the Seamen’s Inn. What did surprise me was how, almost from the moment of conception, I started to feel really, really lousy and resemble, in the most unattractive way imaginable, the Michelin Man.

			This was not exactly the way I had pictured my first pregnancy. For some women, pregnancy is a golden time. They have a real glow about them and they have this cute little belly that makes them look like they just swallowed a basketball. I was not one of those women. When I was pregnant, I had a glow . . . but it was from throwing up all the time. I didn’t look like I swallowed a basketball: I looked like I’d swallowed the whole basketball team. And it wasn’t just my belly that got fat. My whole body got fat. My butt got fat, my ankles got fat, even my earlobes got fat. I was this big, fat, pukey pregnant woman and I was truly miserable. One day as I was puking and getting fatter, my mother-in-law came to me and said, “I know you feel horrible, but you get this wonderful gift at the end.”

			“Yeah,” I said. “Hemorrhoids.”

			Clearly it’s hard to be cool when you’re tossing your cookies all the time and when you’re so big you think about hanging a “Caution: Wide Load” sign on your backside as you walk through the supermarket aisles. I was so huge that one night while my husband was on the phone with his brother, our microwave oven started beeping and my brother-in-law asked if that sound was me, backing up.

			I was, actually, kind of prepared for the fact that I was going to get bigger. I just didn’t think I was going to get bigger all over. And when I say all over, I mean, specifically, my boobs. I was not small to start with—I was a D cup—but by my seventh month of pregnancy, I got to a letter in the alphabet I didn’t even know existed for bra sizes. It was a letter most kids don’t even get to when they first learn the alphabet song. My boobs were so big, you couldn’t even tell I was pregnant until my third trimester because they obscured everything else from the waist down. This was not a fun time for me, and the only one who was really, truly excited about this development, other than the ladies in the bra department at the underwear store, was my husband. He felt like his mammary ship had come in and he had won the boob lottery. Of course, there was no way he could get near the golden orbs with my head in the toilet all the time, but he was happy from afar.

			The irony of this breast situation was that I’d been flat as a board until I was fourteen years old. I grew up in the shadow of my mother’s 34Ds, and while everyone had assumed I would follow in her bra steps, by high school the general consensus was that I had probably inherited my boobs, or lack thereof, from my father’s side of the family. But then the compassionate hand of God reached out the summer of my fifteenth year, slapped me on the back, and out popped a pair of enormous 36D breasts. There was no transition. No awkward development stage. One day I looked like Olive Oyl—the next I was Jessica Rabbit.

			Not having been privy to these new developments, my parents called me midway through sleep-away camp to ask what I wanted them to bring me on visiting day.

			“I need some bras,” I whispered into the office phone. “Big ones!”

			Had I known all those nights when I was praying for breasts that God was only just warming up with me and was going to hand me a giant upgrade during pregnancy, I might have prayed for something a little less obtrusive, like a pet elephant.

			Meanwhile, back at pregnancy central, the doctor told me that the uber-boobs were growing in preparation for making milk, and the being nauseous part meant that my body was working really hard to give the growing fetus everything it needed. This was the first indication I had that bearing children is actually really bad for your body. I figured anything that makes you throw up all the time, without the benefit of a good drunken binge the night before, is just not something I was interested in. Yet shockingly, with all the vomiting, I still managed to put on sixty pounds with each pregnancy. This made no sense to me. When I was a teenager, we threw up to lose weight. Naturally, the doctor was a little miffed that I’d gained so much weight until I explained that I had no idea how it happened and I was only eating the Pop-Tarts and doughnuts to chase away the nausea. The other interesting thing was that I still gained weight despite the fact that I was carrying my son up in my lungs and had a constant case of acute heartburn. This just goes to prove my theory that a hungry pregnant woman will eat anything that isn’t nailed down, no matter how nauseous she is, no matter how bad her heartburn is, and no matter how many horror stories her ob-gyn tells about trying to vaginally deliver a twelve-pound baby.

			Even if the scale didn’t tell me I was the size of a house, I knew it from the looks of strangers. So many people asked me if I was carrying twins or triplets that eventually I decided to just save face and lie.

			“My husband and I wanted a lot of kids and I wasn’t crazy about getting pregnant, so I decided to get it all over with at once,” I would tell them.

			“How many?” they would ask.

			“Five.”

			“You’re carrying five babies?” they would say incredulously.

			“Yes, I am!” I would boast. “We actually wanted eight, but thought five would be a more reasonable number.” This was years before Kate and her eight and Octomom, and anyone who had five kids at one time was either taking massive fertility drugs or was a beagle. However, this definitely got me off the hook for looking so fat and made those women who looked like they just swallowed a basketball very jealous of my wondrous uterus.

			Of course, even the fattest pregnant women know that as long as you are pregnant, you can blame any amount of weight gain on the baby. But once that baby comes out, it is a completely different story. Naturally, the women who looked like they swallowed a basketball when they were pregnant, looked like they had never been pregnant at all within a week of giving birth, whereas I looked like I was still pregnant for years after my baby was born. I remember pushing my son in his stroller when he was three months old and having a woman stop and ask me when the baby was due.

			I looked at her in disbelief and then gestured to the infant in the stroller.

			“What do you think this is?” I asked her. “A salami?”

			I’m sure that I’m the last woman she ever asked that question to.

			Fortunately, when you’re a mom, you get a “Get Out of Fat Jail Free” card for as long as you have young kids. Whenever you feel fat, you can tell someone you still haven’t lost “the baby weight,” and they will nod in understanding. It’s like the Sisterhood of the Traveling Fat Pants. We all wear Fat Pants, otherwise known as Mom Jeans, after the baby is born because they are all we can get over our Baby Bellies. And the Baby Belly, of course, is not the belly you have when you are pregnant; it is the belly you are left with after the baby is born. It is a cross between the wrinkled look of a Shar-Pei and the girth of Jabba the Hutt. Clearly not a good look for anyone, but especially for a new mom who used to have a smokin’ hot bod and now looks like her stomach needs to be ironed.

			The problem with the baby-belly excuse is that this is an explanation you can legitimately use for years, although the excuse does tend to wear a bit thin by the time your kids are in grad school. Additionally, a lot of us who have more than one kid make the critical mistake of not losing the baby belly before we become pregnant with the next baby. I am a pragmatist and it just seemed silly to me to work so hard to lose all the baby weight when I was just going to gain it all back again in a year. Then I had the weight to lose from the first pregnancy and the weight to lose from the second pregnancy plus the extra weight I gained from being so depressed about all the weight I gained with both kids. There has been a lot of discussion in recent years about postpartum depression and I know that I certainly was depressed after my kids were born. Doctors are quick to blame postpartum depression on raging hormones, but I’m pretty sure that postpartum depression is actually a chemical disruption caused by an overabundance of pregnancy fat cells that migrate into your head and clog up your brain.
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			Why You Shouldn’t Let Your Mohel Take the Red-Eye to the Bris

			Our son decided to make his entrance into the world three weeks early. For some reason he was in a big, fat hurry for about thirty seconds when my water broke, and then must have changed his mind because the ensuing labor lasted thirty-six hours. There is not much I am willing to do for thirty-six hours, the least of which is pant like a dog and writhe in pain every two minutes to push out a baby that really has no interest in being born at that moment in time. My husband was quick to reassure me that most women completely forget the entire labor and delivery process as soon as it is over. I am quick to reassure him that I remember every second of that experience and only a steady stream of expensive gifts throughout my lifetime will help take the edge off those painful memories.

			I always found it amusing that you have to spend a year learning to drive before you can get a license, but all you need to do to become a parent is have sex and forget to use a condom. When my son was born and the nurse handed him to me, I held him for a little while and then handed him back.

			“He’s crying,” I explained.

			“Yup. Babies do dat when dey are hungry,” she said in a thick island accent, handing him back to me.

			“I guess you better feed him then,” I responded, passing him back to her like a hot potato.

			She laughed a big, hearty, New-York-City-nurse laugh.

			“Darlin’, I got me some mighty fine breasts, but dey do not have what interests dis here young man,” she retorted. She passed the crying infant back to me and opened up her arms like Moses as if to say, “The lord hath given you two mountains from which you shall feedeth your child.” I looked down at my monster boobs and realized that it was lunchtime and the special on the menu for today . . . was me. Unfortunately, I didn’t have the operating manual and I had no idea how to turn the damn things on. Although my labor had lasted almost two days, no one had had the presence of mind (and by no one, I mean me, the screaming, cursing, child-birthing bitch from hell) to think ahead to what I would need to know after the baby was born. I didn’t know how to feed a baby, burp a baby, change a baby, or wash a baby. I didn’t know you had to support a baby’s neck in the beginning and be careful of the soft spot on the top of their head. I didn’t know that they were supposed to sleep on their side, or maybe their back, but definitely not their stomach, and when they got stuffed up, you had to use this thing that looked like a rubber egg with a nozzle on the end to suck the snot out of their noses. I had no idea how that gnarly black thing in the middle of his stomach was going to magically turn into a belly button, or how I was going to keep him from peeing straight up into my face every time I changed his diaper. There were a thousand things I didn’t know that I didn’t even know I needed to know. But right then, all I knew was that my child was hungry, and I had no idea how to feed him. I finally understood the old adage, “How do you get water from a stone?”

			Sensing my complete lack of knowledge in this area, the nurse sat me up, thrust a pillow behind me, and stuck my son on my boob like he was a piece of Velcro and I was the matching looped side. And then, surprisingly, the Velcro latched on and lunch was served.

			“Look at that,” I exclaimed. “Five minutes old and he already knows what to do better than I do.” I turned to my husband who had been silently watching this scenario from the husband chair in the back of the hospital room. “He’s a genius,” I crowed. “Better start putting money away for Harvard.”

			“Yeah,” he drawled skeptically. “Let’s see how long it takes the genius to get potty trained before we pick out a college for him.”

			• • •

			Right after the ceremonial first feeding, the four grandparents assembled in my hospital room.

			“I want to introduce you to your grandson, Joshua Drew Beckerman,” I announced elatedly.

			“You guys do good work,” said my father-in-law admiringly as he took the baby from me.

			“Look, he’s making eye contact already! He’s going to be very smart!” exclaimed my mother-in-law. My mother nodded in agreement.

			“Who’s he named for?” asked my dad. It was not an unexpected question. In the Jewish religion we’re supposed to name our children for a close relative that had recently passed to that great gefilte fish bowl in the sky. Unfortunately, we’d had a streak of longevity in our family and the only close relative that had died recently was my grandfather, Jack. Since then, a half-dozen babies had been born in our family and as a result of this tradition, we now had Jill, Jon, Justin, Jordan, and Jay. Obviously Josh was named for Jack and in my postpartum-induced manic/depressive state, I was irked that I had to point that out.

			“He’s named for George Foreman,” I said dryly. “The greatest boxer who ever lived.”

			“But that’s a ‘G’ name,” observed my dad.

			“G, J . . . whatever.”

			“He’s not a family member,” pointed out my mother.

			“True, but he did invent a terrific grill which we use all the time.”

			“Is George Foreman even Jewish?” my mother asked my dad.

			“Maybe he converted like Sammy Davis Jr

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/28442.jpg





OEBPS/image/29260.jpg





OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
—Jenny Lawson, aka The Bloggess, author of
the New York Times bestseller Let’s Pretend This Never Happened

A Momoir
How 1 Got Pregnant,
Lost Myself, and
Got My Cool Back in the
New Jersey Suburbs

Tracy Bec

Nationally syndicz





OEBPS/image/29261.jpg





OEBPS/image/29489.jpg
ALWAYS LEARNING PEARSON





