| was elbow-deep in upholstery fabric samples on a rainy Saturday, the car heater still humming because my
hands refused to thaw, when the saleswoman from Baby & Kids Furniture Warehouse Toronto poked her head
out from the back room with a measuring tape and a sheepish smile. "You brought the crib dimensions, right?"
She asked like it was the most normal thing to check before handing over a giant box. | had, of course, left the

crib dimensions on the kitchen table by the door. Classic.

The odd thing is, this all felt like a scavenger hunt across the city. | had started the morning in Leslieville, coffee
on the walk and a note in my phone: check cribs in Toronto. By noon | was stuck in Bloor West traffic, windows
fogged, thinking about cushions. By three | was sitting on a glider at a shop near Dufferin, watching a toddler try
to push a stroller down the aisle. | still can't explain why choosing a dresser felt more consequential than

selecting paint, but there we were.
Why | hesitated

Matching dressers and gliders seemed simple until | tried to reconcile scale with my tiny nursery. The dresser |
liked in the display was taller than my kitchen table, but in the photos it looked sleek and narrow. The glider | fell
for had a reclining back and a footrest that promised naps like a warm blanket. The problem: the footrest needed

three feet of clearance. My condo, being honest, has the personality of a shoebox.

| spent a ridiculous amount of time pacing the apartment with a tape measure, imagining the glider in different
positions while rain threaded down the window. There was also the question of wood tone. The dresser was a
warm oak, the glider legs were walnut. Would mixing them feel curated, or like | couldn't make a decision? | still

don't fully understand why wood tones worry me so much, but | cared.
The weirdest part of the stores

Baby & Kids Furniture Warehouse Toronto felt like a small maze. Lots of assembled pieces, some boxed, a few
where the store manager was half teaching a new employee how to assemble a crib while the radio muttered old
pop songs. The fluorescent lights buzzed; there was a smell of new fabric and cardboard. | liked that — hygiene
and honesty. At another place, a boutique that advertises nursery sets in Toronto, everything was staged like a
magazine. Perfect sheets, perfect mobiles, a plant that clearly never had a child spill juice on it. | appreciated both

kinds of stores for different reasons.

Salespeople varied. One gave me a straightforward price for a nursery package deal in Toronto and then left me
to sit on a glider and actually evaluate the cushioning. Another insisted on quoting extras | didn't ask for, like
mattress protectors or extended warranties, with a cadence that made me suspicious. | still don't fully understand

how some of the warranty pricing works, but | learned to ask for a breakdown and to double-check delivery fees.
What | actually bought (so | don't forget later)

® convertible crib with adult-height mattress setting
® three-drawer dresser that doubles as a changing table

* mid-grey upholstered glider with walnut legs
Why | picked those

The convertible crib felt practical — it grows with the room and supposedly turns into a toddler bed later. The
dresser worked because it had a solid top and drainage-friendly edges; | liked that it could take a changing pad
without feeling like a jury-rigged solution. The glider was the splurge. It was comfortable in a way | couldn't
describe until | sat in it for twenty minutes, reading a parenting blog and watching a dad wrestle a stroller outside

the window.



A practical note: delivery quotes varied wildly. One place wanted $75 for upstairs to my second-floor walk-up,
another wanted $150 and added a "narrow hallway fee." | asked both for photos of the courier vans, and that felt
petty but necessary. In the end | went with the place that offered free delivery as part of a nursery furniture sets
in Toronto promotion, but | tipped the mover because he carried the dresser like it was a coffin and didn't

complain.
The most annoying part

Coordinating delivery felt like planning a small wedding. | had to book a weekend slot because my partner works
odd shifts in the east end. | had to clean a path through the living room and remove a lamp that | suddenly
couldn't live without. On the morning of delivery there was an accident on the DVP, traffic turned catastrophic,
and the movers called to say they'd be an hour late. | stood in my doorway with a coffee gone cold and muttered

at the universe. The movers arrived two Babywarehouse hours later, apologetic and professional, and they fit the

dresser into the space like it had always belonged there.

Little decisions that mattered

Something silly: drawer handles. | agonized over knobs versus pulls for a week. Pulls felt modern, knobs felt

homey. | went with rounded pulls because smaller hands won't catch them. That felt like winning at adulthood.

Another practical win: | asked for the glider to be wrapped in plastic until final placement. The mover agreed, and

it saved me from worrying about rain spots or my cat trying to claim it as a nap throne.
What surprised me after setup

The nursery looks smaller than | imagined, but in a good way. The glider and dresser don't compete for attention,
they sort of balance. The crib, set closer to the window, makes the room look taller. | walk in now and can actually
picture night feeds, early morning yawns, and middle-of-the-night lullabies. There's a comfort in that

visualization that feels like progress.

| also realized how much these choices say about parenting style without meaning to. My tendency toward
practical, long-lasting items (converted crib, sturdy dresser) clashes with my desire for soft, comfortable moments
(the glider). Maybe that's ok. Maybe it's me being realistic and indulgent at the same
https://maps.google.com/maps?cid=10497623806724502236 time.

A small list of final annoyances and future tasks

* confirm mattress firmness one more time with pediatrician


http://query.nytimes.com/search/sitesearch/?action=click&contentCollection&region=TopBar&WT.nav=searchWidget&module=SearchSubmit&pgtype=Homepage#/Babywarehouse
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® hang blackout curtains that actually block the streetlight

* mount a small shelf for bedtime books, not yet measured

The day ended with me sitting in the glider as dusk folded over the city, windows smeared with rain, the faint
sound of a TTC car somewhere down the street. | texted a photo to my partner and wrote, "Looks like a nursery."
It felt both trivial and enormous. If you are wandering through stores in , or leaning on the website of your
trusted baby furniture store in Toronto trying to decide between nursery package deals in Toronto and picking
items a la carte, my only non-expert advice is this: measure twice, sit for twenty minutes in the chair you think

you want, and don't underestimate the importance of delivery details.

Tomorrow | will try to assemble the mobile and figure out if the small lamp | bought has a bulb that is actually
soft enough for midnight feeds. Tonight | will close the door, sit in that glider with a mug of tea that has gone

cold once already, and pretend this is the end of a small, satisfying quest.
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