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As seen in…

bain’s beat

en years ago, my wife gave me the 
best gift a man can get for Father’s 
Day – fatherhood, itself. Our first son’s 

arrival had started two days prior, when 
she went out to eat with some colleagues. 
(Technically, I guess it had started the previ-
ous September, when we made up following 
an argument – but I’m specifically referring 
to her labor.)
 Desperate to kick-start the labor 
process, Kim remembered an old wives’ tale 
about spicy food doing the trick. She chose 
Mexican for lunch and came home from 
work complaining of gas pains. Once we 
noticed they were occurring at precise five-
minute intervals, we realized tacos weren’t 
the only thing trying to get out of her.
 Her parents had come to visit for the 
weekend, gambling that the due date – the 
next day – would be correct. That was risky, 
considering no one in my family had ever 
been on time. (In fact, the baby in question 
hasn’t been on time since.) Regardless, they 
were convinced. They followed us to the 
hospital, where my father-in-law did his duty 

after he arrived – he nagged me about hav-
ing driven too fast.
 He wasn’t the only person to disagree 
with my rushed outlook – the registration 
clerk was in no hurry to get us checked in, 
and even the doctor took her sweet time get-
ting there. I couldn’t understand this; didn’t 
this obstetrician know anything about babies? 
We had one arriving, stat! Or so I thought.
 Before I could freak out too much, a 
helpful nurse showed us to a waiting room 
and told us to make ourselves comfortable. 
Too bad every seat was taken by the siblings, 
parents, cousins and every other family  
member imaginable of another pregnant 
woman. I felt weird having my in-laws 
downstairs in the lobby; this woman had no 
problem inviting her entire extended family 
– none of whom cared that a woman in labor 
was left standing while they sat comfortably 
and watched Wheel of Fortune.
 I was about to read them the riot act 
– every vowel and consonant of it – when 
the nurse came back. She’d finished prepar-
ing Kim’s room, so we were able to settle in 

and get down to the business of having a 
baby. I still don’t know what I was thinking; 
this wasn’t an express service. That became 
more obvious as the night progressed.
 Time was the only thing progressing 
in that room; our baby certainly wasn’t. He 
eventually needed surgical motivation, but 
Christopher arrived the next morning at 
11:11 – wishing time. We had to wish for 
tissues; the nurse told us she “always forgets” 
to stock them in the OR. (Because why would 
tissues be a high priority in a birthing center?)
 We had to simply let the tears (and 
snot) flow as she brought our son around 
the barrier and showed him to us for the 
first time. My first thought was, what an alert 
newborn – I could swear he’s not only look-
ing at us, he also recognizes us. My second 
thought was, is that the creature that burst 
out of John Hurt’s chest in Alien? Neverthe-
less, I was instantly in love with him.
 We spent the next four days alternately 
bonding with our new baby and leaning on 
hospital staff to help take care of him. It was 
a blissful, restful period – probably the last 
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time that either of those adjectives applied to our life. It was also the 
last four days of ignoring the obvious and putting off the answer to 
the question that had been looming since September – “Now what?”
 That question is impossible to answer ahead of time; you simply 
have to live the experience. Until that time comes, parents-to-be 
pretend there’s not a big, hulking unknown bearing down on them. 
My friend Steve Scafidi addressed this in a poem about his new-
born daughter. I know little about poetry, but I know his is good; he 
doesn’t try to rhyme “Nantucket.” Although poems’ meanings typi-
cally elude me, the meaning of this portion of Steve’s “The Ten-Ton 
Blessing” seems evident:

 	 “…nothing	else
	 	 	 before	is	real	anymore	and	here	comes

	 the	hippopotamus	of	my	new	life	gingerly
	 	 taking	the	stairs	to	the	front	door	breathing
	 fog	on	the	glass	and	staring	in	at	me
	 	 	 now	with	its	tender	yellow	eyes

	 and	here	comes	the	magnificent	silence
	 	 of	knowing	everything	is	different	now…”

 Because everything was different. In the time that Kim and I call 
“B.C.” (Before Christopher), we’d never contended with friends asking 
us to babysit their kids so they could go to a movie – when our baby 
wasn’t even a week old. Or church moms calling us repeatedly before 
he was two weeks old, insisting that we choose a Sunday to volun-
teer in the nursery in order to earn our right to drop him off there on 
other Sundays (which we never did). Or peers getting upset because 
they happened to get sick after I brought him to an event while he 
was sick, sending us passive-aggressive emails with subject lines like, 
“Your baby tainted many people.”
 Those things happened, and they served to remind us of what 
was truly important. In the end, they happened outside of our little 
circle (or triangle), and didn’t matter. Equally different and more im-
portant were the new things we faced inside that triangle – the wor-
ries over every sniffle and cough, the inconsolable crying jags, the 
scrapes and falls, the poopy bathwater and other bizarre moments 
we’d never dreamed of.
 Because no matter how hard your friends and family may try, 
no matter how many books you read and courses you attend, noth-
ing can truly prepare you for becoming a parent. Nobody tells you 
that beforehand, even though it seems obvious in retrospect. But it’s 
okay, because nothing can prepare you for the love you feel, either. 
The more you parent, the more you love – and the more you love, 
the more you parent. Funny how that works out.
 By the way, that unusual alertness I thought I saw in newborn 
Christopher’s eyes? I’m convinced I didn’t imagine it. I’m admittedly 
biased, but I watched it grow into an almost preternatural intelligence. 
I also watched an amazing sense of humor develop, as well as an  
extraordinary love for all living things – even his little brother, who 
came along four years later to turn our triangle into a square.
 Matthew’s talents lie in a different direction. Charisma, for one 
– he could charm the Devil out of 
the deed to Hell. That’s sure to come 
in handy, but I prefer to focus on 
Christopher’s strongest asset. As his 
tenth birthday approaches, I’m pin-
ning my hope on his brains; I want 
him to discover how to stop time.
 Because there’s one other thing 
that’s impossible for expecting par-
ents to prepare for – how an entire 
decade can seem to pass in the blink 
of a teary eye.


