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When a child is born, so are grandmothers.


—Judith Levy 






CRINKLES AND CROW’S FEET 


I gasped in horror as I stared at the picture on my new driver’s license. “Who is that old woman?” I cried, clapping my hand overmy eyes. What happened to the slender, blonde girl who used to be there? I peeked out between my fingers. With just the barest hint of a smile curving her lips, the unfamiliar face gazed steadily back at me. There were crow’s feet crinkling out from her eyes and multiple strands of gray streaking through her hair. Though I didn’t recognize her face, my name marched boldly across the bottom of the license. I shuddered and tucked the offensive piece of plastic into my pocketbook.


For the next few days I walked around in a state of mild shock. Physically, I didn’t feel a bit older. In fact, I felt as chipper and cheerful as always. But I hadn’t seen a picture of myself in a long time, and the license photo was a rude awakening. The only good thing about it, I told myself, was that nobody else who saw it seemed shocked by my mature appearance. Maybe I was the only one surprised by the fact that age had snuck up behind me and unkindly retouched my looks.


I fought to get past the nagging plastic reminder that I would never be smooth-faced or blithely young again. No matter how I struggled, I found myself swinging between bouts of depression because I looked so old and pride that I had thus far survived all the curve balls life had thrown my way.


Then, while browsing through the newspaper one day, I spotted something that grabbed my attention. I pulled the paper closer and squinted at the grainy black-and-white photograph of a former classmate. I added up how long it had been since we had graduated from high school. Frowning in disbelief, I counted again. How could it be possible that thirty years had zipped by? I studied his face. Though he had aged well, there was no doubt he hadn’t seen eighteen in a very long time. With a sigh, I realized that all the people I remembered as young and baby-faced were now older and life-worn. Besides, many were grandparents. I consoled myself with the fact that at least I wasn’t that far gone.


Then the telephone rang. It was my daughter, calling from work. “Are you sitting down?” she asked.


“Yes,” I said, an uneasy knot twisting in my stomach. In my experience, conversations that started like this never brought good news.


“I’m pregnant!” she blurted out.


Instantly, myriad emotions washed over me—shock, fear, concern for my insulin-dependent daughter and a blinding, bright burst of extreme joy. Laura’s voice sounded from the receiver, “Mom? Are you happy?”


“Oh, yes!” I replied.


Suddenly, the idea of being a grandmother seemed pretty wonderful as I fell totally and completely in love with the idea of the baby-to-be. My hands itched to start crocheting, and before the week was out, a blanket, two pairs of tiny booties and a soft little cap emerged from my flying crochet hook. With a heart full of prayers for the health and safety of my daughter and her unborn baby, I spent my days planning the fun things I would do with the new little one and my nights worrying myself sick thinking about all the things that could go wrong.


Finally the tense months of waiting were over, and on one of the coldest, nastiest days of the year, Bailey made his grand entrance into the world. At nearly ten pounds, he was the largest newborn I had ever seen. And he was perfect!


Later, as I proudly displayed his picture, a few friends and relatives teased me about my updated status. “Old Grandma,” one of them snickered.


“You’re just jealous,” I retorted. Yes, I was a grandma and darned happy about it. I treasured every moment I spent cuddling that sweet little bundle.


One day while visiting, I gave Bailey a loud smooch on the cheek, and he rewarded me with a toothless grin. As he stared up into my face, he squinted his eyes and giggled.


“Look, Mom!” cried Laura. “When he laughs, his eyes crinkle up like yours do.”
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