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Praise for Sippy Cups Are Not for Chardonnay


“The kind of snarky straight talk you’d get from your best girlfriend.”


—UrbanBaby.com


“Stefanie Wilder-Taylor offers a funny look at new motherhood . . . If you want to get inside a new mom’s neurosis . . . this book is for you.”


—Chicago Tribune


“Her sharp wit takes center stage . . . This little volume is perfect for spreading some joy on Mother’s Day.”


—BookPage


“Her common-sense advice is a much-needed reality check to a new mom, and a funny, relaxed, assuring breath of fresh air to a seasoned mom. Oh yes, mamas, a great read.”


—TheDailyStroll.com


“Her familiarity with the comic aspects of life serves her well, but the book is also jam-packed with information. Every new mom has to learn these things, so why not enjoy some laughs along the way?”


—Hartford Courant


“You can’t help but love her. The world would be a better place if she were the head Mommy.”


—Mississippi Press






Thank you for downloading this Gallery Books eBook.





Join our mailing list and get updates on new releases, deals, bonus content and other great books from Gallery Books and Simon & Schuster.







CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP








or visit us online to sign up at
eBookNews.SimonandSchuster.com







[image: Image]




[image: Images]


In memory of my father, Stanley Myron Handelman—and his subtle, silly sense of humor
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INTRODUCTION



Naptime Really Is the New Happy Hour


Being a mom is the hardest job you’ll ever love. Don’t you hate it when people try to pass these kind of bullshit platitudes off as inspirational? Because yes, it is a job. And yes, you will often enjoy it. But mostly, you’ll love your child more than you could have imagined in your wildest mothering fantasies—but not necessarily the actual work involved. From potty training to researching a preschool that won’t eat up your food budget for the year, to being forced to differentiate between a couple of cookies and a cookie binge, parenting a toddler is a 24/7 business that leaves little time for mellow evenings out with your husband, watching television that isn’t animated, or even a quick phone chat with a girlfriend.


Regardless of whether you go to work, stay at home, or work at home, you (like me and countless other moms) will find yourself living for that occasion you can socialize, do your thing, really let your hair down—that at least two-hour (if you’re lucky), guilt-free window that is yours and yours alone. Yes, naptime really is the new happy hour. Whether or not for you “naptime” falls in the middle of the day or after the kids are finally in bed, this is the time you’ll finally be able to have that bottle of wine, pay your bills, and update your Netflix queue. Who am I kidding? Personally, I usually don’t have the mental power to microwave a baked potato, let alone figure out which DVDs I’ll be interested in watching for the next month. But chances are you’re more ambitious than I am—hell, Sheetrock is more ambitious than I am at this point. But no matter what you do with your time, it’s only when the kids are asleep that you officially get to punch out.


You thought it would be different, right? You thought once the first deliriously draining, sleep-deprived, sex-deprived first year was behind you, you would get back to some semblance of normalcy, right? Not so fast there, my friend. In fact, let’s all have a good laugh at how delusional we were.


I too believed mothers who told tales of their two-year-old who got up, made herself a bowl of cereal, and watched TV on her own while Mama slept in until the soul-recharging hour of eight thirty. I waited for that day—I held on—but it never came to pass. The truly sad part is, it doesn’t even matter now, because suddenly I wake up on my own at seven a.m.! What the hell? I thought only senior citizens drained of every ounce of their body’s melatonin started naturally waking up that early. Next thing you know I’ll be relaxing with a cup of Sanka, driving forty-five miles per hour on the freeway with my blinker on, and heading over to Coco’s for the early bird special. Wait, I have been to Coco’s for the early bird special . . . this is worse than I thought. Let’s face it, the all-consuming nature of parenting can’t help but change you.


For the first year your main job in the parenting biz is to keep the little suckers alive. Now that’s not nearly enough. A mom of a toddler has a whole new set of concerns, worries, and questions, like “Who the hell is this Dora chick? And why does my child need to own everything with her picture on it?” “Is it wrong to have a cocktail at two in the afternoon?” And “Where did my child learn to say ‘shit’?” Where’s the book for that?


You have way more responsibility now. You’re shaping little minds, imparting valuable lessons like, “Just because your mom eats food off the floor, doesn’t mean you can do it. Mama has specially designed antibacterial stomach enzymes that have the ability to kill germs. Do you understand?” It’s a lot of pressure. Your every move is under a microscope, and whatever you do or say will reverberate through the rest of your child’s life! Are you dialing your therapist yet?


If that wasn’t enough, you now have to navigate the treacherous waters known as “other moms” if you ever hope for your child to have a social life outside of his friends on Sesame Street. I once endured a mind-numbing playdate with a French woman who tried to engage me in a heated debate over the subtle difference between Ziploc storage bags and Ziploc freezer bags all afternoon. What’s French for “Please kill me now”? Those are three hours I’ll never have back. But boredom can be a holiday compared to spending time with the judgy moms who will stare you down as you hand your child a third Oreo as if you just tossed a dry-cleaning bag into their crib.


But here’s the good news: Parenting a toddler is also a lot more rewarding. Baby milestones may seem exciting at the time; the first time your baby rolls over you may want to call everyone in your electronic address book, and when your baby takes his first steps you will be tempted to send out a professional press release. And if you’re one of those tedious people who insists on commemorating each and every infant first with a full photo collage, you will be kept extremely busy. With babies, the firsts just keep on coming: first taste of strained peaches, subsequent first spit-up on your brand-new infant car seat cover, first time sleeping through the night, first emergency call to Poison Control, first trip to the ER, first visit from Social Services—I agree the year between zero and one is chock-full of exciting firsts.


But if you can believe it, toddler milestones feel even more monumental. There was something about seeing my daughter riding her little Radio Flyer tricycle for the first time that made me want to stuff her back in my womb and refuse to let her ever leave the safety of my body again—but not before filling an entire digital memory card with pictures.


The biggest difference between baby and toddler landmarks is that with babies we’re mostly onlookers, waiting for our tiny charges to decide they’re man enough to take those first steps. We’re not officially part of the process. Our only job seems to be making sure we don’t drop the two-thousand-dollar video camera. But unless toddlers have their own credit card, they are at the mercy of our good judgment when it comes to drinking out of a cup without safety handles and a spout, exchanging diapers for My Little Pony underpants, or leaving the comfort of the crib for the vast wasteland known as the big-girl bed. Plus, even if they managed to finagle a little cash from Grandma, there’d still be the issue of a finding a ride to the nearest Target or Ikea, so it’s safe to say, at this point, we’re still in charge.


But how does one determine when it’s time to let our babies move forward? How do you decide when to move to the big bed or when to let your child drink from a real cup? And just a warning: If you think potty training leaves a lot of wet floors, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet. I found that a toddler and a cup with no lid should never ever be free to roam around a living room, unless you have an extremely low deductible on your home insurance or at the bare minimum, stain-resistant carpets. But much like potty training, it’s up to you to decide when and if you’re ready. By the number of eight-year-olds I see with normal wrist control running around sporting their colorful spouted mugs, some parents are never ready. I started offering my daughter a regular cup as early as she could hold it, but it wasn’t until recently that my nerves calmed down considerably; mainly because her balance is finally perfected enough to bring me a glass of wine without spilling.


Not to sound like a big fat tired-ass cliché but, my God, these babies do grow up fast. Before you know it, your big-boy-bed-sleepin’, Curious-George-underpants-wearin’, regular-size-cup-drinking little person who may or may not have given up their blankie will be ready for the biggest, most gut-wrenching, bittersweet milestone of all, his first day of preschool. For this one, you’d be wise to buy stock in Kleenex, because you will both be crying—and not just from the price!


Raising a child is life altering and heart melting for even the toughest cynic. I should know—I went through some of these changes kicking and screaming. I never thought I’d ever in a million years have to say this, but I’m currently shopping minivans. I cried when I first realized I’d be going down that road, but there’s some serenity to realizing that I’m a mother and it’s okay. I’m not as cool as I once thought I was, but who cares? This life is more fun than I ever thought possible. And even when I do get the van, don’t worry, I will not deck it out with two dozen bumper stickers, drive around with that requisite day-old, half-empty McDonald’s Diet Coke in the cup holder, or try to bring fanny packs and a visor back into style as so many minivan owners seem to do. Okay, fine! I’ll probably drive around with the old Diet Coke, but that’s it. What are you going to do? That’s all part of being a mother—or as my daughter says, “Thaaaat’s Elmo’s World. . . .”




Part One: Your New and Improved but Strangely Less Exciting Life




Suburban Boredom


When I moved from funky Santa Monica to L.A.’s snoozy San Fernando Valley, it was while I was pregnant, and my husband and I were hoping to find a nice, safe community to raise our offspring. The goal was to buy a house we could afford without moving across the country to do it. We were moving from a place where homeless men made bonfires in my garage and the middle-aged guy who cut hair down the street at Fantastic Sam’s also sold bongs. But the coffee shop on our block had been there for thirty years, and there were ten used record stores in a two-mile radius, so it was a bittersweet farewell.


I thought for sure we’d found the right house and neighborhood when we took a six p.m. drive to see it after reading the ad on the Internet. There, in front of our potential new house, was a four-year-old boy tooling around on a scooter. The only four-year-old child in our own ’hood had a rat tail and a Barney tattoo. I knew we were onto something. We returned to the new house the next day, offer in hand. The sale went through, and we were quickly on our way to suburban bliss.


The moving trucks may have taken us only ten miles from our old apartment, but as we quickly discovered, we may as well have crossed the equator. The honeymoon period didn’t last long.


Suburbia. It’s only ten miles from Hollywood Boulevard, but trust me, no one here is taking any day trips to the Wax Museum, although many of the locals could pass for an exhibit there. We found our new environment disconcerting at best. The women here seemed completely different from the people I was used to. They were all mommies. Conservative mommies. These were women who had more than hairstyles, they had hairdos. These people and I were a world apart. I was stopped on the street and inundated with information about food allergies, problem elementary schools, and which Ralph’s grocery store sold fresher produce—things I had absolutely no interest in.


Given the fact that I was pregnant and sick, I had the perfect excuse to avoid most of them and the outside world altogether. I spent the majority of my days enjoying my picturesque new neighborhood from the safety of my couch. When my daughter came, I found I had little time to attend book club, let alone read the book (which always featured a heroine who lived in the fourteenth century), and turned down offers to play Bunco, some sort of suburban version of Yahtzee, based on the fear that I couldn’t pronounce it correctly.


But as my baby grew older, I knew I’d have to try and acclimate if she was ever going to have a friend who lived in walking distance. Plus, I was starting to need some local friends of my own, since I was too lazy to actually drive to any of the ones I already had.


A “better late than never” opportunity came to me in the form of an Evite to a Pampered Chef party. I had no idea what that involved, but how bad could it be? The word “pampered” was right in the name! And it was held after my kid would be safely in bed but within a block of my house, which translated loosely into “unrestricted drinking.” I was in.


I had no idea this tiny step down the street was actually a giant step into the world of Home Parties for stay-at-home moms—whom I soon came to know by their acronym (SAHMs)—who want to start their own pyramid scheme businesses, including Pampered Chef (think Amway with the reps all wielding sharp paring knives). I am one of those who feel extremely uncomfortable and obligated when faced with anyone trying to sell me something. I’ve learned to live with my disability—I keep my distance from car lots and cosmetic counters and refrain from opening my front door to little hoodlums who are trying to stay out of gangs by selling me a tiny box of caramel chocolate turtles for ten bucks. I find it extraordinarily difficult to say, “No, thank you,” so these kinds of parties are less than ideal places for me.


I walked in, naively hopeful and with a “let the pampering begin” positive attitude! I plopped down among my fellow partygoers, who were actual eager participants, perused my very own Pampered Chef brochure, and scoped out the small crowd for someone to talk to. But before any neighborly exchanges could start, the demonstration was underway. A green-aproned woman in charge of our group took center stage and apologized way too many times that this was her first time leading a Pampered Chef party and how she was filling in for a much more experienced Pampered Chef leader but that her lack of knowledge certainly wouldn’t stop her from pressuring us to buy an array of unnecessary appliances.


It was dawning on me that there would be no mani/pedis, martinis, or even culinary delicacies. I realized that other than a glass of Two-Buck Chuck Chablis, I wasn’t going to be offered much in the way of pampering—unless you consider being presented a way to clear out my pesky bank account by purchasing overpriced kitchen gadgets as pampering.


I morosely gazed at a glossy photo of a forty-five-dollar can opener whose main feature seemed to be that it leaves the can’s top edges smooth. What purpose does this serve? I wondered. Is it so you won’t slice your hand open while reaching into the trash to retrieve those cookies you tossed away prematurely?


I glanced around and noticed that not a single person looked put off by the poverty-inducing prices and were marking costly mango slicers and barbecue tongs with fervor—not unlike born-again Christians at a Bible study circling their favorite passages. I started to sweat a little bit and felt a definite lack of oxygen in the room. I didn’t belong here. I didn’t own a minivan, I couldn’t keep up my end of a conversation about granite countertops, and my kitchen was the size of a walk-in closet. The safety of my own house was only a few paces away, but it might as well have been a hundred miles—I knew I was not getting out of here without at least purchasing a thirty-dollar wooden spoon.


It wasn’t like I didn’t try. At one lull in the demonstration, I attempted to strike up a quiet conversation with the woman seated next to me on the couch. In her cat-eye glasses she looked an awful lot like the singer Lisa Loeb, and she’d brought a delightful three-level bean dip, so I figured her a candidate for best friendship. Unfortunately, I couldn’t move the chat away from the dip without completely losing her interest. But I pushed forward anyway.


“What do you do?” I asked, pretending that networking at a Pampered Chef party was completely natural for me.


“I’m in the music business,” she answered, barely glancing up from her brochure.


In this part of town that could have meant anything. She could have conducted the Philharmonic nightly at the Hollywood Bowl or led the sing-along at Gymboree on Thursday afternoons.


“Oh, really?” I hoped she’d elaborate.


“Uh-huh.” No such luck. She was deeply involved in scoring some Corn Cob Nobs.


“This dip truly is delicious. I mean, look at me, I can’t stop shoveling it in my face! Ha ha ha!”


I pulled out all the stops but got nowhere. I faked enthusiasm for a jewel-encrusted melon baller, hummed “Stay” under my breath, and finished off the bean dip, but the more I tried, the more I seemed to be scaring her. “Lisa” made a bigger space between us on the couch. Who cares? I thought. Why the hell was I wasting my time trying to befriend this Lisa Loeb wannabe when I could be saving my conversation gold for the off chance that someday I might meet the real Lisa Loeb? Apparently boredom was making me desperate.


I turned my attention back to our cult leader, who was in the midst of showing off a trifle bowl. It was at that point I started having violent thoughts toward Green Apron Lady. No matter how long I lived on this earth, let alone in the burbs, I would never need to know the definition of a trifle bowl. Plus, I feared that if I did find out, I would lose some truly valuable information in my brain, like my social security number. I had just come here to meet my neighbors. Was that so wrong?


Mercifully, the party came to a close before I had a chance to yell out any of the inappropriate thoughts going through my head. I planned to make a beeline for the exit, but as we all turned in our order sheets (I, in fact, ended up ordering the smooth-edge-making can opener—I would get to the bottom of it if I had to go bankrupt trying), a few women straggled behind to discuss the upcoming block party meeting. Block party meeting? Another chance to meet my neighbors! Much like labor pains, the horror of the Pampered Chef party was already starting to fade . . . and I jotted down the details.


*  *  *


It’s true that I had to alter the original visions that had danced in my head of mutually supportive and independent-minded women on their front lawns enjoying a glass of vino while the kids played. Just by my initial judgment of the neighborhood women, drinking on your front lawn would seem frowned upon. But I adjusted my expectations and continued to make an effort. Later I found out fun is still had, only furtively—bottles of wine were hidden in someone’s backyard during the block party while a code was handed from cool mom to cool mom directing her where to find the secret contraband.


Not that drinking was so high on my agenda. I mean, yes, I’ve enjoyed a glass of wine or three while watching my child play with other children. And sure, some may judge. But judge away. My kid enjoys my personality when I’m one-sheet-to-the-wind. Let’s put it this way: I’d give a much worse impromptu puppet show sober. But please, before you start writing me hate mail, I don’t think you should get drunk around a child ever—unless, of course, they’re drunk too. You don’t want to make your kid drink alone. That’s just mean. And may give your child a complex.


Ever so slowly I did become acclimated to my suburban surroundings. Although I still didn’t play Bunco, I learned how to say it, and I was actually starting to fit in. At the neighborhood Halloween party (at which I ran the face-painting booth), I saw the woman who had generously invited me to the Pampered Chef party and stopped her to talk. Something was still on my mind.


“Hey, Janet, I think I may have come on a little strong to that one chick in the cat-eye glasses at your Pampered Chef party.”


“Oh, you mean Lisa Loeb? I manage her! She’s really such a doll!” God, I should have known it was the real Lisa Loeb when I noticed she’d ordered the Cheese Bistro Set and Sandwich Crimper, which had to have cost more than my Volvo.


Thanks to Janet, the suburbs were looking up.


“Interesting. Do you think she’ll be at the next Pampered Chef party?” I said, trying my very best not to sound like a stalker.


“Probably,” she said, moving away from me. Yes!


“Well, see ya there, neighbor! Save me a spoon rest!”




Oh, the Places You’ll Go!
(Or Won’t)


I’m just going to say it: It’s a bitch to stay home with a pre-preschool-age child all day. We have very different agendas. It seems that they want to do stuff all the time, and I, well, don’t want to do stuff ever. But we need to meet them in the middle, right? Isn’t that what parenting is all about? Basically, having a toddler is exactly like hosting an out-of-town guest . . . indefinitely. You pretty much feel like cruise director Julie from The Love Boat (minus the off-camera cocaine addiction). Every day is the same as “your guest” awakens, waiting to be entertained.


“So, would you like to watch some Elmo?”


“No.”


Despite the fact that you’re already low on ideas and have not a drop of caffeine in you yet, you know she is waiting for your next offer, and it better be fantastic!


“So are you still keeping up with that Dora the Explorer?” Nothin’.


“Okay, why don’t I just leave the remote next to you and I’ll see about breakfast. How about a waffle?”


“Okay.”


Uh-oh. Spoke too soon. “Shoot. Sweetie, we’re out of waffles.”


“Want a waffle!” followed by thirty seconds of hearty sobs. Just like an out-of-town guest! And like any guest who doesn’t know her surroundings, your child is depending on you to show her a good time. The pressure is always on to make each and every day count. There’s no period where she goes home and you lay on the couch watching E! for a couple of days, unwinding from the constant activity until you start to miss her and begin to plan her next trip to the coast.


If you’re going to get through the years before your child is in preschool full-time without developing a drug addiction or worse drug addiction, you’ll need to lower your expectations of what constitutes an exciting day for your child. I know too many women who spend an inordinate amount of time looking for fun and educational things to do with their kid every day. Planetarium? That new exotic animal zoo that opened a mere three-hour car ride from your house? The opera? To me, this is pure psychosis.


I try to think of my child as a pint-size foreign exchange student: She barely speaks the language and everything in this country is pretty much new to her. While other mothers are planning their four-hour excursion to the aviation museum, my kid’s having a blast at the Sprint store.


I’m not saying never go on any of these ambitious field trips, just space them out. Remember, it’s not the entertainment Olympics, although your fellow teammates would have you believe otherwise.
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