What | Wish Every ﬁarenﬁ Knew

By Stephanie Bivm

Confessionsofa
Daughter-in-Law

Ourideas on childrearing differ significantly—and she lets me know it.

sa stand-up comic, 'm always looking for new material
A for iy act. Fortunately [ have a mother-in-law. She is,
: W& to say the least, somewhat critical of me. Qurideas on
(hildiearmg differ rather significantly, and she lets me know it.
When my son Noah was 1;she tried to force me to take him to
the doctor because, according to her, he wasn’t blinking
enough. So I said,’ Maybe he’s I“llll‘lkiﬂg“htn vou're blinking—
and you're missing it!” Unfortunately, she doesn’t amuse easily.
Don’t get me wrong. I love my mother-in-law and she loves
me. She totally adores Noah; who is now 3. That said, I have to
- admit that spending time with her can be a challenge. I am a
first-time mother and [ realize that with every decision I make I
may be increasing Noah’s time on the therapy couch. But her
never-ending questions don’t help: “Why are his naps so long?”
“Why isn't he wearing a hat?” “Are you ever going to cook him a non-
frozen meal?” “Why is he always rubbing his nose?” “Why does his
belly button stick out so far?” “Why is he screaming and throwing his
Jood? Did you teach him that?” Why, yes, we did! We enjoy nothing
more than shrieking at the dinner table while hurling food
about. Of course, I would never say that to her—I've learned to
repress my responses. And when I do make a serious attempt to-
explain that certain types of behavior may simply be due to low
frustration tolerance or an innate character trait, she offers a
vague accusation: “He must be getting it from somewhere....”
Consideririg all her doubts and fears, I sometimes wonder.

how she managed to raise two children of her own without

having a nervous breakdown., How can she not recall how
stubborn and occasionally out of control kids can be? :

Then again, I believe that my husband has successfully traversed
the Neuroses Zone and I'm thankful he turned out normal. Not
that that }u,lps me much He'd giadlv def’cnd me

' 'can Noah thas thc bt.nefit ofexpe iencing 2 link i

she s th(;' U b "Cnmedy Arts anvmi 5 Brca}mut Pt.rf’c)rmtr of 2003,

of us. She keeps her home like a museum. She'’s not at all
thrilled with me when Noah takes a dive into her antique
pillows. . with chocolate all over his hands. These are the same pil-
lows that her adult guests aren’t even permitted to sit near. She’s
visibly shaken if crumbs accidentally drop. She once boasted

. that before we arrived, her kirchen floor was so clean you

could eat offit. So I responded,”You can eat offmme too,
because there's food all over it!”

Luckily I've had years of experience laughing off my own
dystunction. Like when I was pregnant and my doctor told me
to exercise a little fess than I normally would. *For me that
would be a coma,” I replied. Then there's my father, who is such
a hypochondriac that we ac tual]v had to stop him from watching
ER after one cpisode led him to believe he had a cyst on his
ovary. I told him,“Dad, remember, you don’t have ovaries—they
were removed when you had your hysterectomy,”

Sometimes I reach my boiling point with my mother-in law,
But I diffuse my anger when I think about how much pure joy
my son gets from being with his grandma and how much plea-
sure she experiences from her grandson. I think of how she and
my father-in-law are survivors of Nazi concéntration camps.
She endured the unimaginable. ! can see how protective she is
and I know that she appreciates Noah with an intensity that

~only one who has suffered devastating pain and loss can.

I see how much Noah enjoys her affection and doting. He
gets to taste the homemade chicken soup handed down from

~ his great-grandmother’s Eastern European recipe. On warm

days, Noah and his grandma hold hands and search for “Mama
Rabbit” in her garden. He asks to go to (:randma s house to
bake cookies and even to take 2 bath. And we go because we

m :earnlng to cndure the criticism from my

.mothcr-m law because I can see that I'm helping to create

bnauuﬁll meniories and an’ etérnal bond between my son and
grandma. Plus, I know T've been blessed with the kind of
iily th "-_WJH never lf,l: me run out ofnew material, o
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