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Praise for Oh Boy, You’re Having a Girl


“As the father of a daughter, I wish I’d read this very funny book sooner, if only to know that it’s okay for a grown man to wear a tutu.”

—Dave Barry

“Somehow, Brian Klems has taken one of the most traumatic situations known to a father—having a daughter—and made it into something so completely hilarious you’ll laugh until you’ve got oxygen deprivation!”

—W. Bruce Cameron, author of 8 Simple Rules for Dating My Teenage Daughter

“Required reading for any parent who doesn’t know pants from leggings.”

—Dan Zevin, author of Dan Gets a Minivan: Life at the Intersection of Dude and Dad

“This hilarious book is a must-read for all dads who have a daughter—I should know, I’m one of them. It’s smart, relatable, and will keep you from panicking when everything around you turns pink.”

—Chuck Sambuchino, bestselling humorist (How to Survive a Garden Gnome Attack) and father of a daughter

“I loved Oh Boy, You’re Having a Girl. As a proud father of three girls, I found myself smiling (and laughing) throughout. Klems delivers more often than a group of sister wives.”

—John Pfeiffer, author of the bestselling Dude, You’re Gonna Be a Dad!
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To Ella, Anna, and Mia. I wouldn’t trade you for anything in the world, not even partial ownership of the Cincinnati Reds.





INTRODUCTION

If you’re a guy and you’ve opened this book, you either have a daughter, are on the verge of having a daughter, or are in the delivery room hoping that the sweet bundle of joy that just emerged from your wife somehow, someway, spontaneously grows a penis. I am here to tell you: That almost never happens.

One thing is certainly clear—you’re out of your element. You’ve spent all your life being a guy, developing skills like chest-bumping and growing a mustache, all of which provide zero education on how to raise a girl. In fact, your friends, who are acutely aware of how little you know about girls, are probably still unclear as to how you landed such a smart, beautiful wife. They definitely won’t believe you when you tell them that you “wowed her” by finishing third in your legacy fantasy baseball league. (They also will remind you that your team, “The Man-Eating Sweater Vests,” actually finished fifth.)

I know, things don’t look pretty at this point. You’re starting down a path littered with tip-toeing ballet shoes and make-believe tea (though, when it’s poured from a pot brewed by sweet little daughter hands, you’ll be surprised at how quickly you’ll learn to love it). You are going to schedule emergency eye doctor appointments to confirm (or deny) that you are suffering from a rare condition that allows you to see only shades of pink. And, you’ll spend every second of every hour of every day trying to convince your wife that the outside of your house is in dire need of a seventeen-foot-wide moat filled with alligators and fire-breathing dragons. (NOTE: I’ve read that doing this increases your property value and saves you on homeowners’ insurance.)

But before you start to panic and say something crazy to your wife like, “Are you sure this baby is mine?” or “I liked the way LeBron handled his exit from Cleveland,” hear me out. Raising a daughter is one of the biggest challenges you will ever experience as a guy—but it’s also one of the most rewarding.

All joking aside, daughters really are the best. I have three of them and I wouldn’t have it any other way. They are responsible for most of my laughs and smiles. They are the reason I get excited when a new Dora the Explorer special is on TV. They are the reason I work so hard each and every day to make the world a better place.

Still, raising girls isn’t a challenge you can take lightly. Trust me, I know.

At the very young male age of twenty-seven, I started picturing what it’d be like to have a family because my wife told me it was time to start picturing what it’d be like to have a family. So I did. I imagined a yard, with freshly cut grass and manicured hedges thanks to my eldest son, who could give his old man a run for his money in an arm-wrestling competition. I imagined sharing a few laughs with my middle son as we drove around the fairway, pretending that our tee shots actually landed somewhere other than “out of bounds.” And I imagined coaching my youngest son on his way to a Little League championship, remaining calm and composed, even though he’s clearly unaware that his batting helmet is on backward.

For the first time, I could see myself as a father. And a moderately okay one at that. It made me a little less scared of parenthood.

Of course, everything unraveled a year later when my first daughter was born. And then my second daughter was born. And then my third daughter was … see a pattern here? Within the blink of an eye, I went from dreams of arm wrestling and Little League to being the proud father of three daughters under the age of five. I had no one to blame but my wife, who I’m pretty sure willed herself to have girls just to punish me for leaving globs of toothpaste in the bathroom sink.

Despite a brief period of initial panic, I’ve lived through it. (In fact, I’ve learned to love it!) And I want to help you survive it (and love it) too. I’ve learned a lot during my first five years of having daughters. I hope through my experiences, advice, and wisdom, you’ll learn to rise to the challenge when your daughter requires help naming all the Disney princesses, or asks you, in front of your softball buddies, “Dad, where are your boobs?” (Trust me, this will happen, but we’ll get to that later.) As it turns out, I didn’t need arm wrestling and Little League to be a great dad or a happy family man. I’ve actually come to love—okay, tolerate—ballet, pink, and Dora. Now I wouldn’t change my life for anything.

By the end of this book, you won’t feel nearly as terrified as you did when the doctor uttered those five life-changing words, “OH BOY, IT’S A GIRL!” In fact, you will start to feel lucky that you have daughters—after all, they are called “Daddy’s Girls” for a reason.

But I’d still consider building that moat.





Chapter 1

It’s a
Girl!

(AND YOU CAN’T NAME HER MEGATRON)

 

People always say how difficult labor is. They tell you horror stories about uncomfortable delivery rooms, hours of pain, and a menu consisting of nothing but ice chips. I want to put you at ease a little by letting you know that these people—and I want to be perfectly clear on this—are complete and total liars. I found labor to be quite easy and painless, aside from a mild papercut I sustained while filling out insurance forms.

When our labor story began, I was visiting my parents, showing off my new MacBook Pro laptop—a computer that is so cool, it took the head cheerleader to prom and got to second base—twice! (NOTE: Don’t let your daughter date a MacBook Pro.) I called my wife to brag and to see what time she’d be leaving the office, and our conversation went something like this:

Wife: “I think I might be going into labor.”

Me: “Are you serious!?!”

Wife: “I’m going to send out a few more e-mails and finish up some odds and ends first …”

Me: “Are you crazy!?! Come home now!”

Wife: “Oh, I just received an e-mail forward from Jennifer. Subject line says ‘Funniest video ever.’ I better watch that real quick.”

Me: “Are you insane!?! COME HOME NOW!”

Wife: <laughter>

Me: “Okay, send it to me.”

The next twenty minutes were the longest of my life. I paced around the house. Was she coming home? Was she tidying her desk? Was she glued to her work computer studying the fine art of how to give her husband an amazing footrub.1 My mind ran wild because, sometime soon, I was going to be a father for the very first time. I couldn’t wait to meet my son—at this point, I had never considered that I’d be having anything other than a son. Well, one time I did imagine what it’d be like if my wife delivered a monkey (best daydream ever). And, because my wife wouldn’t allow me to find out the gender of the baby ahead of time, I was still assuming it was a boy.

Finally, her car pulled into our driveway. When my lovely wife walked through the door, she asked me to call the doctor. I did.

“Yeah, doc, the contractions are about thirty minutes apart… . Yeah, they do look pretty painful. … No, I don’t think that the Cincinnati Reds have enough pieces in their bullpen to make a serious run at the playoffs this year, but you never know … You like that guy!? He’s a bum! I’d trade him! … okay.” (I hang up the phone.)

My wife, bent over in severe pain, turns to me. “What’d he say?”

If you’re ever around a pregnant woman on the verge of having a baby, here is some important advice. The last thing she wants to hear is, I know you’re in pain. Turns out the pain is going to get worse … and happen more frequently … and when it gets as bad as you think it’ll get, it’ll actually get much worse. When it gets THAT bad and contractions are only about a SportsCenter commercial break–length apart, then we can call the doctor again and ASK for permission to go to the hospital.

Unless you desire a black eye in the post-birth family photos, it’s best to give her the abbreviated version of your conversation with the doc and then quickly change the subject: “I don’t know. I think he was drunk. Who’s in the mood for Taco Bell?”

IT’S SHOWTIME

When we finally got the okay to go to the hospital, we roamed the halls of the labor and delivery floor. I saw banner after banner on door after door. “It’s a boy!” “It’s a boy!” they all said. Like all expecting fathers whose wives wouldn’t let us find out what we were having at an earlier ultrasound, I took it as a sign and I remained confident that the next real conversation I’d be having with my wife would be about circumcision. Or, perhaps, which position our son will play, shortstop or center field.2

When it finally came time to push, I was given the job of holding leg number two—a vital job that allowed me to be a part of this magical process while also leaving me one hand free to check e-mail and change my fantasy baseball lineup. I was also able to get updates on my softball team’s progress that night. The score, according to one very reliable teammate, currently stood at 18 beers consumed (us) to 16 beers consumed (them), and the teams had a gentlemen’s agreement to stop running to first base. I shared this good news with my wife, but she seemed disinterested for some reason. The doctor, on the other hand, offered up a high five.

Just then, the moment we had all been waiting for arrived: The Wonder Years marathon began on the delivery room television! But before I could catch a glimpse of my junior high crush, Winnie Cooper, the baby’s head popped out. Then arms. Then a torso. Then butt. Then feet. The baby was covered in what I can only assume is the stuff used in lava lamps. He looked kind of like an alien, but he was here. My son was here.

“It’s a girl!” the doctor said.

I passed out.

ACCEPTANCE (SORT OF)

I want to make this clear: From the minute you lay eyes on your daughter, you will be absolutely enamored with her and you’ll be happy that you have a healthy baby girl.3

Outwardly, I was happy. Inwardly, I was extremely scared. I had played this moment over and over in my head at least a million times, and, in each scenario, labor didn’t involve insurance-form papercuts or lava lamp goo. The birth was simple. A stork, whom I had named Marvin, would drop off a baby boy. I would put a baseball hat on that baby boy and name him Pete “The Hit King” Rose Klems, after legendary ballplayer and professional autographer Peter Edward Rose. I would be the envy of my friends. I would also later pay Pete Rose $50 to autograph Pete “The Hit King” Rose Klems’s forearm.

But my wife, being completely unreasonable, would not allow me to name our daughter after Pete. Or Babe Ruth. Or anyone from the Transformers family, like Megatron.

“We have a daughter,” she said. “Your daughter deserves a beautiful name, like Olivia or Nora.”

Here is the first in a long line of valuable lessons you are going to learn throughout this book:


Dad Lesson

Your opinion on important matters (like which TV shows to watch) and lesser important matters (like baby names) doesn’t matter anymore. If you’re lucky, you can occasionally choose the pizza place you are ordering from—but even that is hit or miss. So, in order to avoid long, dragged-out fights that you will ultimately lose to a house full of women anyway, you must pick your battles wisely.



“I think we should stick with Megatron.”

NAMING YOUR BABY GIRL BRACKETOLOGY-STYLE

Picking a baby name is a battle royale that resembles the NCAA March Madness basketball tournament. As parents, we are now members of an important selection committee who, after months and months of reading baby name books, studying the statistics, and checking to see which names lend themselves to the worst nicknames (Lydia Chlamydia), assemble a list of names vying to win over our hearts and become our baby’s name.

The discussion will be spirited and filled with useful, constructive criticism like, “That is the dumbest name suggestion I’ve ever heard in my life.” We rule out names of grade school bullies, ex-girlfriends, Hollywood socialites, names your parents have suggested, names often associated with dogs and, reluctantly, video game characters. (Sorry Princess Zelda; I made a play for you.) After a full season of debate, we finally settle on a mix of sixty-four girl names that both of us are willing to consider.

Like March Madness, there are perennial powerhouses that make it into the bracket year after year—like Elizabeth, Sarah, Mary, Kristin, Katie, Jennifer, and Jessica. These names carry prestige, have reputable histories and, most likely, are also the name of one of your family members who will believe you when you say, “Of course we named the kid after you because we love you so much.” Though, in all likelihood, you probably named your daughter after Jessica Alba.

The new millennium has added a few newcomers to the brackets that now show up every year, like Madison and Emma. These names get points for being trendy and, somehow, lose points for being trendy. I actually don’t understand the math in this equation. My wife tries to explain it, but my brain explodes. All I know is that the algorithm she uses only rules out names that I like.

Stupid math.

Next are bubble names, ones that have decent stats and just enough magic to crack the tournament, like Lynn and Melissa. These names held popularity for decades, but thanks to some recruiting violations and your mom having too many friends with these names, they’re unlikely to make it past the Sweet 16.

Finally, you have your Cinderella stories—names that your wife never would have allowed into the bracket, but sneaked in via automatic bid because you asked her while she was half asleep. This is also known as “winning the conference tournament.” It includes names you’ve always loved, like Violet and Bacon and Chiquita. Names you heavily root for that, occasionally, will make a deep run in the bracket. But rarely do these Cinderella teams win the whole thing because, well, your wife eventually wakes up. Still, it’s good that they make the tournament because one day when your seventeen-year-old hates your guts because you won’t let her see her favorite band, Rhymes With Truck, in concert, you can look her straight in the eye and say, “Your life could be worse. Your Mom tried to name you Chiquita.”

This stage, as you may or may not know, is where the real excitement begins. The names are divided in half and seeded. Over the course of weeks, names will beat other names and winners will come forth. Some will be buzzerbeaters while others will be lopsided victories. Names you expect to go far will lose, and names that barely had a chance at first will make their way into the Elite 8. If you’re lucky, by the time you make your way to the delivery room, you’ll at least be down to the Final Four.

My wife and I had narrowed names down, but I wasn’t paying close attention. Why would I? I don’t pretend to be sick (cough, cough) and play hooky in March to watch the women’s NCAA tournament. But our daughter deserved a name—a good one. (Yours does too.) It’s the first chance you will have to keep her from becoming a stripper.

Choose wisely.

TEN DAUGHTER NAMES YOU SHOULD DEFINITELY CONSIDER

Still having trouble coming up with a name for your daughter? Unsatisfied with the name you picked? I’ve compiled a list of names that represent all the most important females we grew up with. These are names we’ve all considered as daughter names at one time or another. It’s also very likely that after a long night of drinking in college with your buddies, you lost a bet that binds you into picking a name off this list.

Just tack your last name on to any one of these and you are good to go.


	Princess Leia

	Princess Peach

	Daisy Duke

	Posh Spice

	Carmen Electra

	Sweet Caroline

	Bloody Mary

	Catwoman

	Winnie Cooper

	Mrs. Butterworth



BONDING WITH YOUR FATHER-IN-LAW

Once your daughter has a name, she is a real person. This is the moment you become officially aware that you have a daughter. Up until now, you had been proceeding as if you had a boy. But you can’t anymore. You don’t have a boy, you have a girl. A tiny, precious little girl who will one day become a woman. And you know what happens to women? They grow boobs and get hounded by these evil, blood-sucking creatures also known as “boys.” Worse yet, one day she’ll be interested in them, too. No more daydreaming about a son. Your mission is clear. You must protect her, at all costs.

This mission to protect has one quick benefit: You immediately form a bond with your father-in-law and now completely understand why he doesn’t like you. You’re a boy! This was an unimportant fact for the eight years you dated his daughter, but now that you have a daughter, it’s time to apologize.

Sir, I’m so sorry I charmed your daughter with my rugged good looks and complete and total awesomeness. If you ever feel inclined to take a swing at me, I will understand. Just please avoid my face and genital region—they don’t like getting punched.

In an effort to prevent your daughter from ever mingling with boys, you ask your father-in-law for advice—after all, a boy once courted his daughter and, ultimately, convinced her to marry him. He even caused her to have a baby (what a lowlife!). Only now can you appreciate how angry your father-in-law must be. The first talk I had with my father-in-law after the birth of my eldest daughter revolved around this topic. Our conversation went something like this:

Me: “What happened?”

Father-In-Law: “I let her out of the house.”

Me: “I’m never going to do that.”

Father-In-Law: “Good. Because if you do, she’ll just marry some bozo.”

Me: “Did you just call me a … wait, I just got a text message. NO WAY! My friend says they are rereleasing Star Wars on Blue Ray with 1,200 extra minutes of never-before-seen footage of George Lucas eating a pizza! I must have this.”

Father-In-Law: “Don’t let her out of the house.”


Dad Lesson

Tread carefully when taking advice from your father-in-law. Remember, he wasn’t successful in stopping you.



IN THE END

Even though the day didn’t go quite as planned, all in all, you survived it. Some would even say you thrived during it. None of those people were probably present, but over time, as you retell the story of your daughter’s birth to others, you can tweak a few of the details (like how the baby almost slipped right out of your wife but you used your beer-league softball skills to swoop in and make a diving catch—yeah, that’s how you ended up on the floor, not from passing out at the first sight of a needle), you will convince them of your heroism. This is called “making the story better.”

Things are starting to look up. The doctor gives you and your wife permission to take this baby home, which is amazing considering there’s nothing on your resume to suggest that you are at all capable of raising a human being, especially a girl. This gives you pause: Should you trust a doctor who is willing to let you—the guy who once did a keg stand and then dove into a bush naked—take a baby girl home and raise her? So you ask for more time in the hospital, say, three years, to give you time to study the nursing staff’s procedures and read up on raising a girl.

Unfortunately insurance won’t cover that (trust me, I tried).

At this point you grab your bags and your wife and head to the car. Then you run back and grab your daughter, whom you forgot. During the long walk from the room to the car, you look into her beautiful eyes and start to rationalize things with her. I mean, really, how different could raising a girl be to raising a boy? Heck, I could just raise you as if you WERE a boy! Yeah, that’s it! Maybe, when it’s just us, I will even call you Megatron.

You silly fool! You think your wife (and any other females in your life that have a credit card and an online account at “All the Girliest Stores in the Universe”) will let you do that? Rookie mistake. But we’ve all been there. I’ve been there. Everything changes the minute you leave the hospital and pull into your driveway. Like I said, labor isn’t painful at all, but what happens over the next few months is.

It’s about time you learned the truth about what lies ahead.


1 This is a completely acceptable reason for wives to stay late at work, whether in labor or not.

2 Just kidding, the correct answer is clearly left-handed pitcher.

3 Though a monkey would have been pretty cool, too.







Chapter 2

The Pink
Hangover

(AND HOW TO DRESS YOUR DAUGHTER)

 

There are only six things you can never have too much of: air, money, baby kisses, laughter, sex, and Nacho Cheese Doritos. Pink is not on that list. Once you have a daughter, though, it’ll feel like it’s the only thing on that list.

Up until this point in your life, you’ve probably never owned anything pink. In fact, it’s likely that you weren’t even sure that pink was an actual color. Pink, for all intents and purposes, didn’t exist in your life and was just as mythical as the Loch Ness Monster or a stress-free mother-in-law.

But from the moment you announce to the world that your wife did, indeed, give birth to a little baby girl, the cold, harsh truth hits you square in the jelly beans: Pink does exist. And it’s out to ruin your life.

THEY EVEN MAKE THAT IN PINK?

As word spreads that you have a daughter, the gifts come rolling in. Unfortunately, they are not anything practical, like a new barbeque-tool set or season tickets to your favorite sports team. You receive an assortment of items that have one thing, and only one thing, in common: Pink.

Pink bibs. Pink hats. Pink balloons. Pink diapers. Pink diaper bags. Pink burp cloths. Pink crib sheets. Pink teething rings. Pink Bumbos (whatever the hell those are). Pink strollers. Pink car seats. Pink bottles. Pink bouncy seats. Pink photo albums. Pink dresses. Pink pants. Pink shoes. Pink hairbows. Pink onesies that say silly things like “If you think I’m cute, you should see my dad,” which is an obvious attempt to blind you from the fact that it’s pink. And more.

All these evil people, previously known as “family” and “friends,” will search every corner of the earth, from here to Belarus, until they have purchased all the pink in the world—so they can give it to you, as if they are doing you a favor.

“Oh my, aren’t these little pink booties adorable!” says Aunt Phyllis. “I only had to take one plane, two busses, a pontoon boat, and high jump over a five-story building to find the one boutique in North America that sells them! Aren’t you as excited as I am?! I could have instead put the $100 it cost me to get there and the $75 it cost for the shoes in her college fund, which will probably need to be filled at a clip of $17,000 a year to keep up with tuition growth and inflation, but these booties were too cute to pass up.” (See Dad Lesson.)


Dad Lesson

Women are smart. Super smart. In fact, when raising your daughter, you will lean on your wife constantly because she’s the resident expert in females (a subject you know nothing about). But when it comes to little baby girls’ shoes, most women will absolutely lose their minds.



Thanks to Aunt Phyllis—and Aunt Debbie and Aunt Dale and Aunt Donna and Aunt Dannette and Aunt Martha and (not so surprisingly) Uncle Glenn—pink will soon be the only color left in your house. To emphasize just how much pink will overtake your life, I should use all-caps every time I write it just like this, PINK! But I won’t, partially because I don’t want to throw you into some sort of cataclysmic shock that could kill you and partially because my editor doesn’t like it when I do that.

What Happened to Your Old Stuff?

Keep in mind that before you left for the hospital, your house was a normal mix of manly colors, ranging from blue to dark blue to even darker blue to midnight blue to taupe (which I think might be French for “blue”). Pictures of your favorite sports heroes lined the walls, wearing rough-and-tough uniforms that say things like “Bengals” and “Cowboys” and “The Jazz.” The closest you ever came to harboring anything pink in your house were images of Paris Hilton in a swimsuit, whom your HDTV (named Stephen) forced you to watch. (Trust me, dude, I know. Your wife will think that you actually wanted to watch shows starring Paris Hilton, but we both know Stephen is to blame.)

When you return home, none of this still holds true (except for the Paris Hilton thing—shame on you, Stephen!). Pink, who apparently had one too many at the birth-celebration party, has thrown up all over your house. Everything you now own is pink. Your pictures of sports heroes are replaced by pictures of your daughter and she, of course, is wearing pink. No matter how hard you try to remove all the pink stuff and pull your posters and leg lamps and football-covered blankets out of the basement, it will be to no avail. Pink is everywhere, my friend.

Everywhere.

Worse yet—and I’m speaking from experience here—this pink hangover is going to last the rest of your life (or until you’re lucky enough to be one of the 10 percent of males who go colorblind).

Pink Isn’t Just a Color, It’s a Lifestyle

It’s not just the pink that will consume you, it’s the fact that everything around you is changing. Your friends are treating you differently. Your television shows will eventually be replaced by girly cartoons. You can’t even go to the bathroom—the one place in every house that you used to call your throne—without tripping over little pink shoes and pink-clothed dolls. Your pockets are not filled with wallets and keys, but with bows and barrettes that must remain on you at all times in case of an emergency.
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