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PREFACE

When I began writing this book, I spent the first four days staring at the same blank computer screen, wondering two things:


1. “How did I let myself get talked into this?” 
And: 
2. “Is 10 A.M. too early to hit the Chardonnay?”


There are some women who—no matter how they get themselves into a fix—will somehow find a way to blame their husbands. But thankfully, I am not one of those women. My husband is sweet, funny, loving, compassionate, and an amazing grandfather. He’s all I’ve ever dreamed of … But then, I’ve had some weird dreams in my life.

But the more I think about it, this whole thing is kind of his fault. I mean, it all started about six months ago when his book, Grandpa Rules, was published. Grandpa Rules is Mike’s funny account about becoming a grandfather, and its pages are full of anecdotes and advice to lovingly guide other baby boomer men as they shuffle their pasty-white legs down the path of Grandfatherhood. We were thrilled when Grandpa hit the bookstores. It began selling briskly; the reviews were positive; and best of all, our granddaughters thought it was way cool when they got to appear on a national television book interview with their “Buh-Buh.” But in all the hoopla of Mike’s book, something totally unexpected happened . . . A number of people suggested that I write “a funny book for grandmas.”

That was very flattering; and I do, after all, have some qualifications. First and most importantly, I have over fourteen years’ experience as the proud grandmother of four granddaughters: Sydni, Samantha, Alexandra, and Claire. The first three, ages fourteen, ten, and five are courtesy of my older daughter, Dionn, and her husband, Ron. Claire, two, was brought into the world by my daughter Mischon and her husband, Kevin. I can honestly say that all four of my wonderful granddaughters are genetically blessed with beauty, intelligence, wit, and good-heartedness. I can only assume that their occasional temper tantrums, their refusal to speak for days at a time, and their urge to wear brassieres at the age of six come from the other side of the family.

Second, I’ve done a fair amount of stand-up comedy at clubs in New York, Los Angeles and anywhere in between that would have me before the word got out.

So I felt okay about the experience and funny parts—but writing a book? What did I know about that? I decided to take advantage of being married to a writer and thought that I could learn a lot by watching him. Mike had started a new project, so I secretly observed him for a day to find out how a real writer works.





8:30 A.M.-10:00 A.M.: Read newspaper, drink coffee, use the bathroom, read the newspaper, have more coffee, and then use the bathroom again. (Note: Apparently there’s a writer’s rule that says no matter how many times you go into the bathroom, do not comb your hair.)

10:00 A.M.-11:30 A.M.: Go into the kids’ old bedroom that became an office when they moved out, and sit at the computer wearing old boxer shorts you’ve slept in for the past three days. Top that off with a thirty-five year-old T-shirt from The Jeffersons, and you’re good to go.

11:30 A.M.-11:31 A.M.: Make yourself presentable to go out in public.

11:31 A.M.-12:15 P.M.: To “get the creative juices flowing,” drag the cobweb-covered bike from the garage for a brisk three-block ride to Starbucks. (Note: When the bike’s rusty chain breaks at the 1 ½ block mark, you’ll have to walk it the rest of the way.)

12:15 P.M.-1:30 P.M.: Drink skim lattes with fellow grandfathers and argue politics, make fun of young people (anyone under fifty), and debate where to find the best discount colonoscopies.

1:31 P.M.: Call wife to pick you up. Remind her to bring the SUV to haul home the broken bike.

1:45 P.M.: Arrive home. Go back into office, close the door, and play computer solitaire for two hours.

4:00 P.M.: Call it a day.

9:00 P.M.: Go to bed early to be fresh and raring to go when you get up at six the next morning.

To play golf.





I saw clearly that I was on my own, but I was not alone. Many of the grandmother advice, stories, and anecdotes you’ll find in Grandma Rules come not only from me, but from my many grandmother friends as well. I hope that they’ll bring smiles and chuckles to grandmothers of all ages, shapes, sizes, and levels of surgical enhancement. Some of you may be long-time grandmothers. Others might be—like me—a Baby Boomette, a member of the generation who’s transitioned from hip huggers to hip replacement; from GTOs to HMOs, and from tie-dyed to “Who died?”

But regardless of your age or experience level, Grandma Rules is for all members and members-to-be of the wonderful sorority known as I Amma Gramma.
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ONE

WHO ARE YOU CALLING “GRANDMA”?

As a single mom of two teenage daughters, I was consumed with making sure they stayed on the straight and narrow. This became such an obsession that it stuck with me even after they were well into their twenties. That probably explains why, when my happily married twenty-five-year-old daughter called and said, “Mom, you’re going to be a grandmother!” my kneejerk response was, “Oh, great. Who’s the grandfather?”

That was the first “grandma” joke I wrote for my act, and decided to introduce it into my routine at an appearance in front of my largest audience ever—a group of raucous senior citizens aboard a cruise ship.

The main ballroom was packed with over 350 people waiting anxiously to hear my act. Three hundred fifty people! I was so excited!

Until I found out I was the opening act for a bingo tournament.

But a gig’s a gig, so I started by telling my audience how I’d been a young, suddenly single mother of two attractive and independent teenage daughters. And how—because “attractive” and “independent” can be a lethal combo for teenage girls—I was determined that they didn’t become young, single mothers like I did. I insisted on meeting every boy my daughters dated. We discussed birth control, and I even suggested that they might want to consider entering a convent. The fact they were Unitarians shouldn’t be a deal breaker.

Okay, so Comedy Central never came calling, but those seniors enjoyed me enough that I was asked to perform again two days later . . . right before an ice sculpting demonstration.

Before I became a grandmother, I was—like most of you—a mother. So before getting into the grandmother years, I think it would be helpful to look at how the experience of motherhood affects that of grandmotherhood.

But first I’d like to talk about what every mother of a teenage daughter already knows: calling a teenage daughter “independent” is really just a euphemism for “devil child who cannot possibly be mine, and will somebody please come and take her away before she makes me crazy?”

If you say “Left,” she says “Right.” If you say “Hot,” she says “Cold.” If you say, “I don’t want you going out with a guy with a nipple ring and tattoos,” she says . . . well, I’ll leave it to your imagination what she says.

The point is, I’ve often heard it said that “there’s nothing like the bond between a mother and daughter.” I’ve come to believe that to be so, but when those daughters were teenagers, that “bond” felt more like wearing a bra lined with porcupine quills.

During a few of these hair-pulling years, I worked with a woman named Mimi, who was also a single mom to two teenagers. But her warm, nurturing relationship with her children was the opposite of mine because of one important difference: While I was dealing with two daughters, Mimi was raising two teenage sons.

“They are so loving and responsible,” she’d coo. “They make their own lunches, wash and iron their own clothes, and sometimes when I come home from work, they’ve got a delicious dinner waiting for me.”

Whenever Mimi talked about what a wonderful relationship she had with her boys, I wondered how come it wasn’t like that with my daughters and me. Their way of making their own lunches was lifting three bucks from my purse every morning to eat in the cafeteria. And the only thing they did with their laundry was toss it on the floor. And making me dinner? Only if you consider microwave popcorn fine dining. I was green with envy. Why didn’t they do their own laundry or make me delicious meals like Mimi’s sons did?

That’s when I took a long, hard look at my parenting skills and arrived at a sobering conclusion: Mimi’s sons were obviously gay. (Of course, I was just telling myself this to make myself feel better, and years later I learned that Mimi’s older boy went on to play football in college, where he maintained a 1.8 GPA and impregnated an oversexed, blonde Tri-Delt. (But shucks, who hasn’t?) Mimi’s younger son, now thirty-three, is a surfer by day and by night pours drinks at a beach bar, where his work clothes consist of baggy shorts, faded T-shirts, and flip-flops. What self-respecting gay man would be caught dressing like that? That’s about as likely as my husband walking out of the house for ten consecutive days with his pants properly zipped.

A few years after I met Mimi, I briefly dated a man who had custody of his teenage son. The boy seemed nice enough and was always pleasant and willing to engage in conversation. But with his father, I never heard the sixteen year-old say more than “yeah” and “no way, bro!” It wasn’t like they didn’t care for each other, because I could tell that they did. I guess fathers and sons just don’t like talking about their feelings for each other . . . unless a son needs a loan document co-signed.

And finally, I once lived in the same condo complex as a single dad who’d been raising his sixteen year-old daughter since his wife passed away many years earlier. I don’t know if it had anything to do with his daughter trying to fill in for her mother, but this striking girl was perfect. No spiked hair, no pierced nose, and no black mascara that made her look like Rocki Raccoon. She was polite, responsible, and had a relationship with her father that reminded me of Ryan and Tatum O’Neal. (Think Paper Moon, without the stints in rehab.)

So what was it with me and my teenage daughters being at each other’s throats 24/7? Then, after thinking about all these different parent/child combinations, I had a revelation. If children, through no doing of their own, find themselves being raised by a single parent, it’s best if they’re raised by a parent of the opposite sex. Face it, dads don’t get in catfights with daughters, nor do moms engage in shoethrowing wars with sons.

If you doubt any of this, keep in mind that a coddled, young male child is sometimes referred to as a “Mama’s Boy.” Likewise, a daughter is often called “Daddy’s Little Girl.” But have you ever heard of a daughter called a “Mama’s Little Girl?” Or a son being told to “Quit being such a Daddy’s Boy?” Of course not, because neither of these would have any meaning or connotation; gender expectations are so very deep-rooted.

But that’s for later. For now, I can tell you that my daughters and I survived the storm brought on by my single motherhood colliding with their teenage daughterhood. Today, the three of us often laugh about the absurdity of those days, and I can happily report that both of my beautiful and talented daughters are college graduates, happily married, and very proud mothers.

Just like their mom.

To the guardian angel who’s been looking out for us all these years, I want to offer a big “thank you” for all you’ve done. You have guided us through some rocky times and have helped us experience moments of great joy. And so far, one of the greatest joys was finding out I was going to be a grandmother.
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TWO

I GOT THE NEWS TODAY, OH BOY . . .

It was around dinnertime when my daughter and her husband called with the announcement that would enrich our lives from that day forward. I remember what time it was because when she put me on her speaker phone, I could hear my son-in-law clattering dishes in the background.

“Hi, Mom,” Dee said. “How’re you doing?

“Fine,” I answered. “How’re you?”

“Great,” my son-in-law answered for them, as he bashed more dishes together. Then, for some odd reason, he added, “Hey, Jill. It’s me, Ron.” I wondered why he’d say that—who else would it be? Maybe with all the dish noise, he didn’t want me to think Dee was having an affair with a busboy.

“We’ve got some news for you,” Dee said coyly.

“You got your promotion?” I asked.

“No.”

“Aw, don’t tell me they gave it to that guy whose uncle works in Personnel . . .”

“Mom, they call it ‘human resources’ these days, and no, I’m still waiting to hear on the promotion.”

“Okay,” I said. “But if they give it to him, you can sue,” I proclaimed with the legal certainty of one who never missed a single episode of L.A. Law.

“Mom, this is better than any promotion,” Dee gushed. “See the thing is . . .”

But before she could finish, Ron could no longer contain his excitement and gleefully blurted: “We’re pregnant!”

[image: e9781602396838_i0008.jpg]

Time-out for a moment while I interrupt this heartwarming story to correct a misconception fathers-to-be seem to have.

Guys, it’s wonderful and essential that you become part of the whole “having a baby” experience with your wives. But you need to remember this: You are not—nor will you ever be—pregnant!

A husband announcing,“Guess what?We’re pregnant!” is like a wife announcing, “Guess what? We’re having a vasectomy!”

Granted, you are the reason that the woman you love more than anyone in the world will soon become nauseous, grouchy, and in six short months will be able to buy her clothes at a sumo wrestler’s garage sale.

And yes, you’ll try to be patient and go out of your way to make her happy by rubbing her feet, running out to fulfill strange food requests at all hours, and insisting that she still looks beautiful even though she could have “Goodyear” stenciled on her side.

But you are not pregnant. Because if you were pregnant and in your second trimester, you’d refuse to go to a party knowing you could only drink bottled water while your wife pounded back mojitos yelling, “Heck yeah, I’ll have another one. He’s driving!”

And if you were pregnant, would you be urging natural childbirth? Or, would you be demanding enough anesthesia to keep you happily sedated and pain-free until your new baby begins middle school?

So instead of “We’re pregnant,” I suggest you use “We’re expecting,” or “We’re having a baby.” If neither of these works for you, you can always use the goofy male standby of elbowing your buddy, pointing at your wife’s stomach, and chuckling proudly as you stick out your chest like a rooster on parade.

Now back to my daughter’s phone call . . .
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The only thing I could say before I started crying was, “Ohmigod, Dee. Congratulations. I am so happy!” And I was. I couldn’t believe it. My little baby was having a baby of her own. It was like no feeling I’d ever known.

My eyes were still misty an hour later when Mike got home from work. (I should tell you that he was producing a television show at the time, so his “work” consisted of sitting in a room with other grown men—all of whom resembled extras from One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest—and trying to make one another laugh. The only daily stress of his job seemed to be deciding which four-star restaurant they’d choose for lunch.)

When I turned to greet him, he could tell I’d been crying.

“What’s wrong?”

“Dee called and . . .” I started choking up.

“That little suck-up with the uncle in Personnel got the promotion?! Dee’s got more brains in her little finger than he’s got in his whole butt-kissing body!”

“No,” I said, smiling. “She’s pregnant.”

Mike was absolutely thrilled. He picked me up and whisked me like a teenager around the kitchen. “That’s great news! Congratulations, Grandma!”

That’s when time froze.

Grandma? I thought. Wow. Can he possibly be referring to me? And if so, how did this “grandma” thing happen? Where did the years go? I’d never thought of myself as old enough to be a Grandma. Oh, sure, I was thrilled at the prospect, but a small part of me was resisting. I was like an Ivory Soap Grandma—only 99.44 percent thrilled.

The remaining teensy-weensy 0.56 percent of the soon-to-be Grandma in me couldn’t keep from flashing back forty years to when I was a six-year-old who pretended her ballet shoes were glass slippers. Seemingly overnight, I’d become a forty-six-year-old professional woman who was now worried about glass ceilings. And what happened to the fourteen-year-old Jill, a teeny-bopper who got weak-kneed over John, Paul, George, and Ringo? She’s now an adult to whom John Paul was a pope, George was a president (twice), and Ringo was something that a lot of women like me said in our divorce settlements: “Oh, no, you don’t, you snake! I’m not letting that ring go!”

I wondered how I went from a bouncy, happy-go-lucky teenager in a mini-skirt to a middle-aged mom in a minivan, to a soon-to-be grandmother.

And finally, I thought back to the vivacious nineteenyear-old college student who took over the dance floor wearing a pair of tight, red, leather hot pants. Today, the only time my pants are hot is when I take them out of the dryer.

That’s when I realized the reality of reaching grandmother age might take some getting used to.

I thought back to my own grandmother—a kindly, whitehaired woman named Buzzie—and wondered if I would seem as ancient to my grandchild as Buzzie seemed to me. I hoped not, because as a boomer grandma who grew up in the narcissistic “Think Young” generation, I was still very vain about such things as my boobs and my waistline.

Buzzie, on the other hand, was a rather round woman who didn’t seem to care whether or not her boobs were even above her waistline.

When Mike finished whirling me and set me down, he must have noticed my faraway look.

“What’s up?”

“Do I look old to you?” I asked.

“Old enough for what?” he answered with a grin.

“C’mon . . . Do you think I’m pretty?”

“Do you think I’m crazy? Of course I think you’re pretty.”

“You’re just saying that,” I said, hoping he wasn’t just saying that.

“No, I’m not. In fact, I think you are beautiful.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely.” Then he put his arms around my waist-the waist that once looked so good in hip-huggers and a crop top. “In fact,” Mike said, “I think you will be, without a doubt, one of the sexiest grandmas I’ve ever slept with!”

What a guy.

Then he announced that we needed to celebrate, and that I should pick any restaurant in the city for dinner. I chose my favorite place, a French bistro in Hollywood, not far from the studio where he worked. Even though it wasn’t near our house, and he’d have to drive back to where he’d just come from, Mike never batted an eye.

“Excellent choice!” he said.

We had a perfectly delightful meal, where the main topic of discussion was grandparenthood and the excitement and challenges it would surely bring. It wasn’t until dessert— when the maitre d’ came to our table to chat—that I learned that Mike and all the writers had eaten lunch there that very day.

Mike just shrugged and smiled as the maitre d’ moved off.

“Why didn’t you say something?” I asked. “We didn’t have to drive all the way back here.”

“Of course we did,” he said taking my hands. “If I’m taking the most beautiful grandmother on the planet out to dinner, it better be someplace special.”

Like I said . . . What a guy.

I’ll spare you the details, but when we got home I made sure that I was, without a doubt, the sexiest grandma he’d ever slept with.

And fourteen years and four beautiful, talented, loving, and perfect granddaughters later, I like to think that I still am.

Oh, and that 99.44 percent thing? It didn’t take me long to get over that.

It vanished at the very moment I first held my twominute-old granddaughter, Sydni.

Since then, I’m 100 percent pure Grandma.
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