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Sleeping Through the Night
By Barbara Patrick

When my oldest daughter told me she was pregnant, I was thrilled. For her. I was much more ambivalent. After all, that would make me a grandmother -- something that only happens to old women. You know the kind I mean:  sweet, plump, gray-haired ladies who wear aprons and talk about the old days. On the contrary, I am toned (all right, I should be toned, since I work out at least an hour a day), blonde (okay, okay, my hairdresser mixes that pretty shade up monthly) and young (well, I still act 30. Is that wrong?).

Sooner or later, I knew I’d be asked to baby sit. I have some bad news — I am missing the “granny gene.” The thought of taking care of a baby—a small helpless baby-- is enough to make me run screaming into the night. Yes, I know that I have had full responsibility for an infant—three times, as a matter of fact—but, but…..that was different. I had those babies in the dark ages before fancy docking car seats and Diaper Genies.  What is a Diaper Genie, anyway?  Why, in my day (oh, geez, now I sound old—see what happens?), we used baby powder with abandon (a big no-no today) and put our babies to sleep on their stomachs because it was safer (an even bigger no-no).
 
I am not one of those mothers who butts in with unasked-for advice.  A good thing, too, because it would all be wrong. It turns out that I know nothing at all about taking care of babies. How did my three children survive their infancy and childhoods relatively unscathed?  I was confident my oldest would never risk her newborn with me

Oh, famous last words.  


It came all too soon—the favor I’d been dreading. She knew better than to call; it is too easy to say “no” over the phone.  No.  She dropped by with Connor on her way home from work and dropped her little bombshell while he gave me a lop-sided baby grin.  “Could you keep him overnight?” she asked.  “Tom and I have tickets to John Mellencamp in Savannah.”


“Errr, let me think about it,” I mumbled. 
How could I say no to this child who helped me with her younger siblings? The person who kept my dog when I went out of town? How could I say yes when I was positive I couldn’t pull it off?

I pondered this problem before confiding my feelings to my live-in boyfriend. “I know I should be willing to do this,” I started.


“You certainly should,” he shot back at me. I was surprised by his vehement tone. “I’ll help you. I love babies.”  He does?  


I felt better. Help was at hand. The b/f would be home. The youngest child would be home after work. My best friend even offered to come over. I could do this. Yes, I said.

My day of reckoning arrived. I awaited the arrival of the equipment.  At 1:30, she pulled up in the driveway and began unloading. She installed the bottom portion of a car seat in my car and proceeded to explain how the “bucket” part “docked” into the bottom. It looked easy enough.  Actually, it looked like I would need an instruction manual but I didn’t want to seem stupid. Then came bags of clothes, diapers and accessories along with a large pouch that contained, I was assured, a bed.  


Christel wrestled with the Pack-and-Play (aka travel crib) and, after a long struggle with the folding legs while she rattled off general instructions to me, managed to set it up. Well, all but one side but, we agreed, her younger brother could fix that in a flash.  Some things are understood only by the male brain. Either that or it was impossible.


And with a wave, she took off.  


I was on my own. Literally. The b/f had vanished to visit his mother. The son, who breezed in and fixed the crib (“see, you have to do this side first, or it won’t work at all”), ate a pair of frozen burritos and dashed off to work.  For heaven’s sake, I chided myself, it’s really just a few hours.

With mounting trepidation, I drove to the daycare to pick up Connor. I remembered this drive! Every evening after work—pick up the baby by 6. Miss Yvette was still there— in the baby room—looking like 18 years hadn’t passed since I first handed Alex to her. I waved gingerly at 
Connor who took it in stride that a near-stranger was coming for him.  Loaded down with approximately 50 pounds of baby, baby seat, accessories and my purse, I ambulated to the car.  


I could not get the seat to dock. I struggled with it and briefly considered leaving it undocked when it mercifully clicked into place.  

Now what?  We decided to take a jaunt to my best friend’s house. It was great. He was happy and sociable. Debbie and I were happy and sociable. Then Connor became a little cranky.  “Time to go,” I trilled (see how this grandmother thing goes?  First, you reminisce about the old days and, next thing you know, you’re trilling).  

Naturally, he fussed on the way home—we were late for his dinner. I’d forgotten to locate the Fleetwood Mac CD (the one thing that calms him down!). I hoped Queen Latifah would do the trick. That and the pacifier.  Pacifiers seem to be the one thing from the 70’s still in general use for babies.  

Home at last.  Quickly warm up the bottle and open the applesauce. Connor slurped it all down. With his culinary needs met, it was time for a clean diaper and pajamas; then, into the “Pack-and-Play.”  Even if he wakes up, Christel assured me, he’ll talk himself back to sleep. Sure

With the baby safely ensconced, I realized I was a little hungry.  In my perfect, pre-picking-up-baby glow, I’d planned to pick up gourmet takeout. I could get the baby up, pack him back in his seat and go out. I heated a frozen entrée.

Later, with a nice glass of chardonnay and some dark chocolate, I breathed a sigh of relief.  According to the baby monitor (something else we didn’t have in the 70s), Connor had settled into a deep slumber, punctuated by little sighs and some light snoring.  He was only lacking a clicker in his hand.

I had a magazine and reruns of Sex and the City. The baby slept. I sipped my wine.  I heard the front door slam and leaped out of bed to shush Alex.  “There is a baby sleeping,” I hissed.  “I know,” he hissed back.

I went back into bed and waited for sleep -- in vain, thanks to that damned baby monitor. He breathed. He murmured. All night long.  As I dropped off, he woke up and mumbled to himself.  And just that fast, he was asleep again.
 Not me.


When I started, I was a vibrant, could-pass-for-40-in-the-dark, blonde chick. The next morning, I resembled Maxine.  


Now I understand why grandmothers look like old people.  
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