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Bryna Paston : How to Be the Perfect Grandma  before purchasing it in order to gage whether or not it would be 
worth my time, and all praised How to Be the Perfect Grandma: 

3 of 3 people found the following review helpful. ... this book thinking it was going to be a funny gift for my mother-
in-lawBy aJack88I bought this book thinking it was going to be a funny gift for my mother-in-law. While reading 
reviews I was sure that they had all been written by people who were being overly sensitive and since our family has a 
somewhat inappropriate sense of humor, I didn't pay them much attention. The problem with this book isn't that the 
humor is too crass for most people's taste, it's that this book wasn't written to be funny. It is basically a mock-up of 
different stories told by a grandmother that makes for a very boring read. Had this book been clearly comprised of tips 
on how NOT to be the perfect grandma, it could have been very funny. But the "rules" displayed in this book are in no 
way sarcastic, which is what makes it offensive. And the parts that aren't offensive are boring. So if you have a thick 
skin and are thinking the people writing these reviews can't take a joke, think again. Don't waste your money!24 of 24 
people found the following review helpful. DisappointedBy AnnI am a mother-in-law and grandmother of two 
adorable children. I would not define a "perfect grandma" as one who lies and manipulates. This book was a lesson on 
both along with the author bragging about how perfect she is as a grandmother. I did not find this book funny, but 
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rather sad and disturbing.3 of 3 people found the following review helpful. Not very funnyBy NikkiI'm sorry, but this 
really isn't a very funny book. It reads very out of date and stilted. There's one section with a conversation with a 
police officer - I thought "that's the fakest conversation I've ever heard". I bought this for my mom as a joke, since I 
recently had a baby, and now I regret buying it. There was nothing relevant in there.

The Ultimate Rules for Grandma Success Becoming a grandmother is not one of life's free choices. You can pick your 
pet, your alma mater, and your spouse, but when and where you become a grandma is entirely up to your kids. You 
don't expect it, and you don't quite know how to respond. Being a grandma, though, is as close as you may ever get to 
perfection. So learn the rules and secure your spot as one of the most important parts of your grandchildren's lives.

About the AuthorBryna Nelson Paston is an overjoyed grandmother of six, age ten to seventeen, whom she calls "the 
music of my universe." Formerly an editor of the Jewish Times (Philadelphia), she has written for numerous national 
magazines and newspapers. She lives in Fort Washington, PA. Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights 
reserved.When our first grandchild was about to enter our world, my son Michael called and told us they were off to 
the hospital and we should "stand by." I don't do "stand by" very well so I jumped in my car and zoomed to the 
hospital (just a tad over the speed limit) and began searching for the father- and mother-to-be. Michael came out of the 
delivery room to announce that Rachel was forty-five minutes old and beautiful. I hugged him like never before and 
suddenly, in my mind, he was just born forty-five minutes ago; then he was a toddler, a first grader, a senior in high 
school, a college grad, and a man. A funny thing happened to my first-born son when he had his first (and only) 
daughter. Michael became the self-appointed father of the year. He knew everything there was to know about 
fathering. As for me, the instant grandma, I knew nothing. Never mind that I raised him. I no longer knew anything 
about raising anybody, and he declared me braindead. Michael was in charge of Rachel. He had rules for taking care of 
her. And all of them applied to me. Therefore, I started taking notes. Along the way I added my friends' stories about 
grandparenting. Their first-time grandma stories were as funny as mine. Thankfully, I learned I wasn't the only 
grandma declared brain-dead by my kid. There were a lot of us running around creating chaos. It was an epidemic of 
know-nothing grandmas who needed to learn a whole lot about taking care of babies. It tickled my fancy and my 
funny bone. There was only one way to get even. I took pen to paper-or, as in this new millennium, fingertips to 
keyboard-and I wrote this book. Luckily, my son Michael has a sense of humor. The "rules and regulations" slowly 
disappeared when Michael's son Jake was born, and by the time their third child, Matt, was here, they were such laid-
back parents, they would give me the kids on a moment's notice. As they pulled out of the driveway after dropping my 
grandkids off one afternoon, they yelled, "Have fun, don't bring them back until next week, and do anything you 
want." Meanwhile, our daughter Dina married and produced three daughters bing, bang, boom. Kelsey and Amanda 
are eighteen months apart and Alexis is two years younger. I think she trusted me more with her kids than Michael did 
with his. But still, I gathered more and more stories to be told. I have a wonderful time as a grandmother. By the grace 
of God, our grandkids live close by and I never stop thinking how lucky I am to have them. I have been a spectator at 
most of their games and shows, and I have been a participant in so much more, which you will learn as you read my 
book. I have watched them grow into fascinating teenagers, each with his or her distinct personality. I will tell you this 
much-they can laugh at themselves as much as at each other-and they certainly can laugh with me. I am not as 
involved in their lives as I used to be, and a part of me wishes we could go back. But life just happens and they grow 
up as you grow old. I try to stay connected any which way I can, and it's hard sometimes. I know they still love me, 
but their lives have taken on a force of nature that doesn't include Grandma. We'll be closer again, I'm sure of it. 
Basically, I am standing by.­­ 


