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For Alf, Papa.   For dancing with me on thin ice.
 for 
Katrin
and 

to the women and men who do it without pay because they know it is right.   That the rights of a child to it’s mother’s milk, mother’s love, mother’s time are sacred.    God bless the child who grows up in this security.
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MY HOME BIRTH

AND

MY HOSPITAL BIRTH
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  Home birth



Hospital birth
The experience of home birth was an empowering one and has left me today with a can do attitude in all areas of my mothering responsibility.  Breastfeeding past two, can do.  Breastfeeding two, can do too.  Saying yes to the natural development of my sons’ immune system, definitely.  Staying at home to raise them and teach them myself and give them the gift of my undivided attention, yes.  Yes, yes and yes.  And it’s all down to a very successful and experience of going against the current and doing what felt profoundly right.  Birthing my way.  No one single experience has so empowered or liberated me.

I didn’t wake up one morning and said “hey, I want to have my baby at home, then I’ll breastfeed him past two years and at the same time with his little brother, stay home to raise them, find an alternative to have them vaccinated and then home-school the two of them.  But since my homebirth experience I’ve gone from strength to strength, growing in confidence significantly from the success of each previous step.

When my baby was born on my floor next to the bed in which he was conceived there was this feeling of ‘it was done well’.  Perfectly, and nothing else could match such a birth.  I was calm and content.  The people around me; my husband, my mother and midwife, were all people whom I knew and trusted.  I knew I could call for water or juice or any thing.  I knew the tub, I was in my environment and in control of the whole scene.  And it wasn’t an accident.  It was a planned and prepared experience.  I had laid down the conditions and foundations for this birth before the actual fact. 

I had overcome all obstacles to get there.  The biggest was ignorance.  Mine, that of my husband and that of people around me who said things like “the doctors won’t let you.  You shouldn’t it’s your first birth, that’s a real risk, are you sure?”  And “what if, what if, what if …...” All those unfounded fears which were present in all our minds.  The first thing I had to do was educate myself.  And with new knowledge the unfounded and misguided beliefs concerning a homebirth flew right out of the window.  In fact it was replaced by the conviction that a hospital was my least favourite of options - far from it being the obvious solution. 

I prepared myself.  And it’s amazing how serious I took on this project because I had assumed complete responsibility for it.  It was never the case of my mid-wife (mid-man rather) telling me what I was to expect.  I knew what to expect.  I did my research.  I did my research.  In depth.  Vitamins, exercises, nutrition, herbs….  I knew what my baby needed, I knew what a challenge I was putting my body through and I prepared for it.  The day before I gave birth I walked for seven hours through Paris with a very tired and trailing mother.  I gave birth the next day to three vociferous roars which heralded birth of my first son.  Beautiful.
There was never an issue of should I breast feed or not.  I never saw it as an option.  Rather as the natural right of my son.  My baby drank and he drank to his little heart’s content and I did nothing to dissuade him.  The moment would come when he would stop.  And it didn’t come till he was gone two years.  Four months after the birth of my second son.  A hospital birth this time.  Completely unplanned, yes, but successful all the same.  Not, due to the role of the hospital but to mine.   

My second baby was put on my tummy by the same midwife who was present at my first birth.  He’d come to our rescue and assisted at the hospital birth when the midwife whom we had engaged for the second homebirth had done a disappearing act on us, citing some very questionable reasons, save the ones that she was perhaps a bit tired of waiting and perhaps had another birth scheduled for the same time.  

The former mid-wife agreed to come to prepare me for the birth and re-establish some sort of calm because although I was glad the other mid wife had left and taken her bag of quacky nonsense with her I was shaken to bits about the hospital birth. Her quacky nonsense included conducting a séance to get in touch with the spirit of my unborn child.  Asking my husband why he didn’t want the child to come.  Boy she’s brave.  And then wondering aloud whether my mother’s grandmother had had trouble delivering her second child.  She was gone, way off.  I was already far off on the continuum of normalcy undertaking this homebirth thing without needing a further push into extreme esoterism.  And how did she think I should react to her telling me that whenever she went into a room where the mother was labouring the labour immediately stopped. And then having the same happen to me.   And why did she think I would need a doula when I didn’t request one and then waltzing in with one who just happened to be her sister and who is also into the nasty habit of dropping down to a squat at any given opportunity on strange floors to feel have a feel around the room for my child’s spirit.  They tell me to listen in the silence, and not to cross my legs, something to do with the energy…  Ok alright, I uncross my legs and listen.  The only thing I could hear was aeroplanes far above the house which I suppose could be interpreted as ‘my baby is far away, I need to help him come down’.  Heaven help me!  They feel nothing, no connection with him they say looking very puzzled and worried.  The witches send me for a walk in the forest alone.  Me, very ready to birth, waters having broken earlier but since I called the head witch, it immediately turned into a drip.  But yet I was to go alone, all the same to feel the spirits.  Oh God!  No wonder my little baby didn’t want to come into the world in their hands.  The minute she drove off with my waters broke completely.  At least at the hospital they would have weeded out the crazies for you.
We called up the former mid-wife who agreed to come to prepare me for the birth and to re-establish some sort of calm because although I was glad the witch and her witching sister had left I wasn’t happy at the prospect of a hospital birth.  Strange nurses, sharing wards, tests….. all those things I wanted to avoid in the first place, they were all suddenly looming ahead as very real possibilities.  

God bless him.  He really saved the day and acted as a real buffer between me and this new world I wanted nothing to do with.  He did some acupuncture  while I eased the pain of my tidal wave contractions in a warm bath.  Within twenty minutes of it I swore the baby was between my legs.  So much for my baby being so way up there and inaccessible.   
We dashed over to the hospital.  I remember nothing of the sprint to the hospital except being stuck at a difficult crossing and wondering whether the car in front of us would ever pull over to the side and let us go through.  I closed my eyes when we entered the emergency room.  I was wearing my swimsuit under my husband’s very unbecoming bathrobe.   My husband told me later that people in the emergency waiting room nearly fell off their seats, their eyes popping out of their heads and their mouths wide open.  So vocal was I in my expression.   I suppose they wondered who was this throw-back who’d never heard of the word epidural.  
I was fully dilated by then and five minutes later the baby was born.  He was allowed to stay on my tummy because it was a slow night, and there was no rush to do the weighing and other tests.  ‘Other tests?’  I asked.  Yes, something to do with sticking something down his throat because my waters had broken officially a good few hours before I gave birth.  Risk of infection bla bla bla.  You’re in a hospital Christy, my midwife said, they have their rules.  Well I broke their rules and got them to discharge me the very next day.  And considering that I had given birth short before midnight, it was really a short stay.  I cited gluten and lactose intolerances as my reasons for needing to go home urgently.  It’s good to know what triggers off colic in a baby and use them to your advantage.  Public hospitals are not very imaginative when it comes to meals.  Had I asked them to prepare me a quinoa/ buckwheat/ millet/ amaranth/ rice pancake with coconut butter, served with hemp seed milk and sweetened with stevia, they’d think me from Mars.   The truth is I had actually been on a milk and gluten free diet for almost two years (since the week when my week old infant screamed with agony with colic and I went from eating like a normal person to eliminating this and that and that too, and oh my God what can I eat?) so I was not actually lying.  They hesitated in letting me go because they didn’t want to ‘let me go off in the wild’ as they put it.    Well when a nurse pulled my hours’ old baby off my breast and held him against her side like a file to have him weighed and shampooed I wondered who was the more barbaric.  The shampoo I naturally refused.  You want to hang on to that authentic baby smell for all long as it stays, baby shampoo is a pale imitation and besides it has a quite annoying fragrance.   Oh and the look on their face when they came in the morning and found the almost two year old having a share of the colostrum was too much.  You’ve got to be strong.   

All I can say is that I had two very successful birth experiences.  Yes, though I don’t think wires and trolley beds top my interior decorating list.... all the same the hospital birth went fine.  But it doesn’t always and the responsibility for that lies primarily with the pregnant woman.  In fact a successful birth begins before conception.  The possibility of all things going right at the time of birth is improved by a healthy pregnancy.  The one third left, where you birth and the protocol of where you birth is indeed still another healthy one third chunk.  We’ve all heard of a nightmare birth experiences.  In fact every woman I have spoken to who has had a hospital birth can easily rattle off at least five things which peeved them at the hospital.  There are those mothers who tell you that their hospital birth went perfectly well, but they have no idea they have been short changed.  And this is one situation where ignorance should not be bliss or that a little knowledge be seen as a terrible thing.  We need birth education.  Not just breathing classes and anti natal care.  Women should be told what they are getting into so they don’t go in blindly like sheep.  Be seduced by the lure of pain relief and come out cheated- whether they know it or not.  Despite the doctors and medical staff saving the day and doing a brilliant caesarean section, it still remains that if the mother was allowed to have laboured naturally without the pain blockers, labour would not have being stalled, and the surgeon would not have had to butcher the baby out, or suck them out or do whatever they do to bring babies in the world other than the way they were designed to come out.  Sorry.  I cringe when a mother tells me their birth was successful.  And then I go on to ask, were you able to breastfeed?  It then it comes out; they were too tired, too out of it, their backs hurt and they could not hold the baby.  In fact what happened was that the nurses gave the child a bottle before breastfeeding was even established. Before the baby had its first sip of colostrum.   It is at this point you start to wonder at people and realise that we simply do not have enough information and perhaps one day I should write a book.  I sat at a lunch dinner once while a mother blasted a woman who had given birth at the same hospital with her without taking the epidural.  She wanted to know whether we were still living in the bushes.  I gave her something to think about when I told the shocked table that I birthed my son at home with no medical intervention and that was as natural as one could get.  My unborn child was also due for a home birth and those doing otherwise were setting themselves up for potentially serious complications.  The topic was dropped.   We need to be informed.   
A Czech mother once told me about her roller coaster birth.  She went in and the doctors said the labour was progressing too quickly and gave her something to slow it down.  It came to a virtual standstill.  Then after an eternity in pain, they came in and had a look at her, ‘this labour is progressing to slow’ they said and gave her the anti dose.  Labour sped up.  But not fast enough for them.  So they upped the dose of whatever it was again.  In pain unbelievably unmanageable, she tells them she wants to birth and they tell her no, it’s not the right time, she has to wait.  But as babies have a way of finally coming out she is allowed to birth, though throughout she was treated as a bother.  After the birth she was more or less ignored by the staff.  
This doesn’t have to be your story though.  This shouldn’t have to be anybody’s story.  I picked up a copy of Birth and Mothering magazine yesterday and saw that as of 2008 mothers will be offered the option of home birth.  Now that’s something.  In the meantime we need not wait till we are offered.  Women are doing it all the time.  It being made ‘medically acceptable’ (and yes we’re grateful for the legitimization) does not mean it wasn’t a safe choice before.

Your responsibility is to have prepared the ground work for an excellent birth before the fact, that even within the framework of a hospital you can still have a successful birth. Most hospitals are not there to help you have a ‘soothing’ undisturbed birth at your own pace and the pace of your child.  They are not there to nurture the early bonding between mother and baby.  The trick is to prepare yourself before.   It is your birth and you can’t do it twice.  Inform yourself and act courageously.
Great reading

Healthy Lifestyle, Better Pregnancy
Healthy Body, Better birthing
Healthy Mother, Better Breastfeeding
By Francesca Naish and Janette Roberts

BREASTFEEDING

When I hold my son on my chest

I open my blouse and pull out my breast

The whole world comes to a rest

A mother and her baby in their nest
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Feeding One
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Feeding Two

I don’t want to have anymore children, because if I do the task ahead of me is very, very daunting.  But when you see the end results, beautifully adjusted healthy children. Well.…, if a very good looking man with the energy to help out made me a good offer I would perhaps reconsider.  And the oxytocin is a bit like dope anyway, you don’t realize it is hard work until the day you stop and you ask yourself, how in heavens name did I do that?  How did I breast feed for five loving years!  Jesus!  Unbelievable.  Not possible.  But it was… honestly?  Great.  Beautiful.
The truth is I did.  I breastfed on demand for close to five years non stop.  To see another human being grow from what comes out you is to be part of something divine.  Something more than yourself, to be a receptacle through which life flows.  In some ways it is to be God or a manifestation of what it is to be God.

Having a breastfeeding relationship is a beautiful thing.  To sit still for five minutes, ten minutes, twenty, fall asleep wake up find them dosing on your breast still attached is a wonder.  To watch the pain of a stubbed toe disappear, to feel a little hand reaching for your index finger, just be clasped securely in a little palm and have two eyes (or four) stare up unblinkingly at your until they slowly, slowly close and yours too is to be… to be, just to be.    

But this practical, economical, perfect and easy way to feed a baby, this perfectly natural expression of love, can transform into a terrifying nightmare.   Because many people don’t understand.  I was twenty six when my first son was born, somewhat young and still a bit shy.  I grew up seeing women whip up the shirt at the first sound of a cry from the baby, pull out the long brown thing and stick it into the baby’s mouth.  (A note to the reader not all black mothers have long breasts, as a child everything looks proportionately bigger and longer.  Mine weren’t at twenty six.  Wish I had them now.)  

So here I am a new mother in Paris, I take a look around, there are no mothers around in the parks and all the babies lying on their backs sucking on bottles are being wheeled around by their Cote I’voirian Nannies (most of whom have kids back home).  I feel like an outsider.  I am after all not a nanny.  So I move across to the other side of the parks, the grandmothers’ side.  I should fare better there.  My baby starts to cry so I do the obvious, take out the nice rounded breast and do the natural.  They’re grannies themselves, they know about it.  Well, it got a bit confused.  A granny got up, put her charge down in the bassinet (they’re too old to carry them about in slings and carriers - back and knee problems) and let me have it.  “How dare you feed him?” I get confused.  I tell her, “breast milk does go a bit further than bottled milk.” But really I am a bit slow.  I watch confusion give way to slow understanding and then embarrassment when she finally sits.  Oh God, she thought I was the Nanny.  I look down at my son.  He is very pale against my breast.  Next time I’ll choose somewhere else. 

The somewhere else is full of people who don’t know any better.    I get stared at, I get an old retired man turn his back toward me with a look of pure disgust which you reserve for the alcoholic lady who pees on herself and has just come up to you to ask you for a cigarette because her husband and herself had a fight the night before and she needs something to get her mind of it.  I feel, like a throw back actually.  Like I don’t belong here in this decent country with people who know the proper way to behave in public places.

I am the only mother with her breasts exposed.  When I do see a mother or someone who looks like she could be the mother she is also holding onto the end of the bottle and I rather doubt she expressed her milk into there, it’s far too white.  
But my baby doesn’t understand these complexities and social conventions, he just wants his nice warm milk, in fact he can smell it, he can feel it and he is moving his head from side to side, mouth open trying to latch on.  And I just have to feed him.
In the beginning I tried to time feeds just before I went out to eliminate the possibility of major embarrassment.  (Because you do get embarrassed if not, extremely self conscious.)  I would find myself doing a sprint home to a child kicking against my thighs in the carrier, screaming for his milk, all because I wasn’t brave enough to go against the flow.  In the end I just gave up.  I wasn’t doing anything wrong.  You walk down the street and there in the kiosks, are magazines upon magazines of women with their breasts exposed for reasons which do nothing towards the advancement or betterment of our species.  And here I was doing a most natural act as breastfeeding and people thought I was vulgar.  To hell with this.  I braved their stares and fed my child.  Wherever, whenever.  Perhaps I was setting a wonderful example for someone else, who knows?  And after a while it ceased to be an issue.  The time came when I wouldn’t even blink at exposing my self on the beach, fell asleep breastfeeding on an airplane, fed my one year and a half year old though I was heavily pregnant and I couldn’t care less.  I was doing an important job.  I had made peace with that.  

Now that aside, it remains to be said that, there are different types of breastfeeding.  There is breastfeeding and there is breastfeeding.  
There is the kind of breastfeeding you do immediately after your baby is just born which makes your womb contract and makes you want to scratch the paint off the walls.  That womb which I can’t feel right now, I wouldn’t even be able to give a rough idea where it is located, clamps itself up on you at ever suck and at every swallow.  If you ask me, it is the most painful side of breastfeeding.  (I’ve never had cracked nipples but I’ve heard that can be tough too.)  
But it doesn’t last for long, two, three days…. and it’s not unmanageable, though it may feel that way into the first five minutes of the feed.  But if you’ve had a natural childbirth (all things considered, we can’t always), you know that pain can be a lot worse and if you have survived the worst possibly pain imaginable of having your insides over-stretched and having human thrusting his way out head first, you can get through the resizing of the womb.  Well just.... just about.  

And besides it is all for a worthy cause any way, so you grin and bear it, bearing in mind the value of breastfeeding for your child, and the head start you’re giving him.   The truth is all this unnecessary pain is helping the woman get her womb into a somewhat more acceptable size, so let’s thank baby for the few massive contractions he is bringing on.

That was early breastfeeding.  There’s also breastfeeding when you’ve lost your milk.  For whatever reason, baby blues, husband blues, taking on too much or trying that new not so baby-friendly diet.  Or perhaps a combination of all those, and your baby sucks and sucks and sucks trying hard to get something which is obviously not there and you can just about kill yourself.  And his cries on an empty belly!  God I pray no baby or mother need ever experience a dry breast and the ‘suction pull’ down empty veins.  There is that kind of breastfeeding, till finally you relax and eat well and the milk returns.  For baby it is like finding an oasis in the middle of a dry desert.  For you it’s the flood of relief, and ‘oh dear God I don’t mind putting on twenty kilos but please don’t ever let me go through this again.’
There is breastfeeding when a little hand roams up your shirt to find the other breasts to squeeze in time to his drinking.  You don’t mind that.  There is the type of breastfeeding when baby goes a bit too far and starts to tweak the other nipple while already on one, and then proceeds to try his luck sucking from both nipples at the same time.  Realizing he can’t, he gives up and being content with only one nipple lifts both his legs up in the air to keep a kicking rhythm to his sucking.  He grows into an almost two year old able to tell you, ‘Mummy lift the shirt, open the bra, pull out the breast.’  There is this type of breastfeeding.

There is another kind of breastfeeding I know of called breastfeeding while you’re pregnant.  And oh Lord, the whole world is on your case now.  “Are you off?  Are you crazy?  I’ve never heard of that. What did your gynecologist say?”  “I don’t have one, and it’s ok with my mid mid-wife,” I respond.  I deliver a perfectly healthy baby of average weight some months later and the nurses nearly flip when they walk in on you feeding two in the hospital bed.  You’re far too gone to care.  The doctor on call could come in now and ask for a sip and you wouldn’t think twice of it.   
My breasts are public property.  A euro for every pair of eyes which have seen them would make me a rich woman today.  Who cares?

I do, in fact.  I am starting to, because the breasts have gone from a manageable 32J cup which Bravissimo supplies in soft cup to something which Colesce measures as a N cup and every time I take them out the words ‘swing low sweet chariot’ pop into my head.  I am a human milk making machine.  I don’t know when I’ll ever be able to fit in a pretty lace under-wired balconette bra again.  Anyway this is the last thing one should be thinking of when one has a three month old baby on one breast and a two year old on the other.  My thoughts and nipples are otherwise engaged.  
There is a final kind of breastfeeding, which finds you wondering at the monster you created when the two year old wants to suck as often as the baby and your body can not take it anymore, not with the pressure from mother-in-law and you’re alone in all this and you’ve made your bed and now you must lie in it and you ask your body and it says no and no and please get this boy off me and you do, if only to save your sanity and to be rendered almost completely insane when one week after the wean you open his mouth and find four molars cutting at the same time and you weep at your callousness.  You vow next time round to wait till all the teeth are in.  All of them.  And to hell with aunts who think babies should stop feeding when they can start looking around, or ems-in-law who believe that it is purely sexual and you’re taking something from her son which is still his natural entitlement.   And by the way you decide not to have anymore kids to complicate things and tax your resources so much that you can’t soften the end of the breastfeeding relationship.  For both of you, because though for him it was almost like from one day to another, I cried for one week afterwards for my baby who I had to tear off my breasts in the most un-timely manner because the truth of the mater is I was overtaxed. 

A TIME TO WEAN
To everything change change change

There is a season change change change

And a time for every moment under heaven


Yesterday was the last day of ‘the wean’.  To pack up my milk bags and say farewell to my last breastfeeding relationship.  This yesterday came after three years less two months for my second son, after almost five years for me.  
Writing this I feel an emotion welling up in me, something akin to sadness of loss.  Perhaps it’s the emotion associated with timely goodbyes.  I shall never breastfeed my son again.  I shall never have his little mouth pucker up so naturally at any given moment of the day for a sip, or a proper feed or just to pass the moment as I read the daytime story to his big brother.  It’s over.  And it feels as natural as breastfeeding him.
Honestly I don’t know how I did it, weaning that is, not the breastfeeding.  There was a time up to two weeks ago when weaning seemed like an almost insurmountable task.  And I wondered how I had ever been able to get the job done with my first son at an even earlier age of at two years and three months.  But the time had come again and all good things do come to an end.  I read somewhere that a natural end was when either of the parties was ready to terminate the relationship.  I was.

I didn’t stop because my husband thought I should or his mother or mine or the whole world who wondered at the length of the child still attached to my breast.  I will admit though that I did secretly hope that he would tire of it and let me off the hook.  No luck.  I was the one who would have to say ‘time’s up’.  

But how dear Lord, just how?   During my holiday in St Lucia I complained to my next door neighbor whose now fourteen year old son had also not weaned till way past two. 

‘How did you do it with your first son?’ she asked.  ‘I don’t know, I just had to,’ I replied.
And it was true.  There I was with a three month old baby and a twenty seven-month old toddler tandem feeding.  And anytime I took the toddler to my breast my body would just freeze up and all I wanted to do was tear him off me very violently (and that’s putting it mildly).  I didn’t of course.  But I listened to my body and followed my instincts.  The time had come.  My husband helped by replacing me as the one who put him to bed and because the toddler was so fond of books the occasional day time feed were easily replaced by a story.

This time round I had no husband to help me.  Husband was across the Atlantic and it wouldn’t have been much help anyway.  In lovely attachment parenting jargon one would say that father and this son were not securely bonded enough to successfully and confidently undertake this task.  So it was up to me.   

For the first two nights of ‘the wean’ I did continued the ‘feed me to sleep’ routine.  Saying no during the day was not easy but it wasn’t too staggering a task.  It was what happened during the night…. During the twenty or so times he woke up demanding his milk.  Before it was really easy, roll over (ones assumes the idea of co-sleeping is readily acceptable) and pull out the titties.  But since that wasn’t an option anymore I had to deal with an earful of it while wondering all the time whether I was off my rockers to refuse or how did I ever get myself into such a mess and of course wanting to murder his father for not being any help.  

The next day I went to my neighbor again.  “What can I give him to make him sleep through the night?”  I figured if he could make it through the night without waking up that would be a battle won without going to war.  “Lime leaf tea, sour sop leaf tea, sour orange leaf tea and I don’t believe dat child still not sleep through duh night.  And another thing is to stop sleeping by him.  He can smell your milk.”  

I made the strongest concoction I could of all the leaves, let it steep for an eternity gave it to him.  I also had some.  Dressed in the longest T-shirt I could find I managed to get him to sleep without a part of me in his mouth.  I hopped into the single bed nest to the double bed which we shared and crashed.  It worked, on me and on him.  He only woke up once and that was to do a wee… all that tea.  And he was too drowsy to put a big fight for milk.  And that saved me because there was no way I would survive another night waking up a hundred times to a screaming child, standing under the stars, my eyes heavy with sleep trying to will strength into my legs to bounce him, this sixteen kilo (thirty six pound) child to sleep.  

But it’s true what they say.  Habits are quick forming.  By the third day we could both start joking about it.  He would paddle me up to me in the sea, his cheeky little smile in place and pipe, “other one milk please.” Translated - may I have the other breast which has more milk please.  I would pretend to hammer his head in and he would splash away squealing.  

Day three passed like day two and when day four rolled in I had a pina colada.  My first alcoholic drink in five years.  I was free.  I wanted to get roaring drunk to celebrate the event.  Mark it in some way.  I needn’t have worried, one sip of the pina alcoholada went straight to my head and I ended up leaving the rest untouched. 
I know the question in many people’s head especially those who have never breastfed is why?  Why would anyone want to breastfeed for so long?  Breastfeeding does temper us as mothers.  There is a magical bond which exists between the mother and child which is almost like a magical shield.  Breastfeeding can heal bruises, falls and cuts.  And breastfeeding is there when both parents are not.  Breastfeeding is an act of pure love, of total giving of oneself.  

I wanted to wean my second son six months ago.  I wanted to have my breasts back.  And that’s where breastfeeding becomes a real act of love.  Of putting someone else’s needs above yours.   It was nothing to do with nutrition as he had three full meals a day plus enough in between.  Still he clung onto me.  I know also the emotional drama we were living at home and I knew the second bond he needed to form was still a bit slow in forming.   I knew he still needed me.  Because of those reasons I continued to feed my son.  (So much for the rap breastfeeding gets and mothers being seen as using it as a sex replacement.  I’ve had to bite my tongue several times on this subject.  It is true that it takes the edge off things and it is a lovely feeling and no massage can ever relax me more than a baby or small child sending me into lala land while he drinks - but it is still not sex.  Man it is not sex.  Yes is something very different which we all know about or we wouldn’t be here now.)  I continued breastfeeding my son simply because I felt that he needed it.  He was frightened and I dared not begin to imagine what he made of this chaos which surrounded him.  What fascinates me is the ‘relative’ ease in which it all fell into place. (And I say relative because when you’re up at two a.m. even for one night with a howling child demanding his milk nothing seems relative and nothing can be taken in perspective.  All you see is an enraged child and your need for sleep.)  The fact that I had just found myself in a loving relationship didn’t go unnoticed.   And to make that clear, it wasn’t that suddenly having found a man I wanted to get my child off my breast as quickly as possible.  Far from it.  My new partner never blinked a eyelid when  lifted my shirt in the restaurant to give my almost three year old his aperitif and because I was in a heightened state of happiness I had the energy to do what I had wanted to do some months before.  When you’re tired, pulling a deadened relationship around you don’t have the energy to encourage a child to wean.  

Breastfeeding it seems to me in retrospect, is not a two way relationship but a multi-way one with everything which goes round in the emotional environment of the child having a bearing on it.  Every case is unique, that a mother may have to breastfeed for four years is not wrong in fact it may just be the most responsible thing an adult could do for a child.    And even when there is no obvious need for doing it, if the mother is fine with it and so is the child… well lucky child and blessed mother!   
Normal for me meant three years.  I applaud women who breastfeed full term - till the milk teeth drop off somewhere about seven years.  If most of my energy hadn’t been wasted in a non nurturing relationship I probably would have too.  I think having a good man who readily supports your vision or encourages you, frees you to be true to and honour your maternal instincts.  Any energy spent battling overtly or otherwise over a period of time wears one out and there is only so much energy to go around.  Within the constraints of my relationship I think and I do sincerely hope I’ve done a good job.  
Deciding to call it quits was for me a sign of self love.  It didn’t mean I didn’t love my kids anymore, just that you can’t keep on going on an empty battery.  It’s me saying I’m taking a break from you to recharge to come back to you with more but in a different way.  And as I sometimes say to my bigger boy who doesn’t want the party to stop, all good things start stop and start up again as something even better.  I know a wean is painful and I miss to the buffering effect of breastfeeding, which takes the edge of things.  In fact I was surprised at the dragon who lived inside of me when at the end of the day without having had my ‘let down’ I was sorely tempted to reach for a glass of wine.  Mother nature is sublime.  She knows how trying children can be but if you breastfeed them till they’re at the age when they’re less trying you don’t notice.  
I don’t think that I’ll be taking my breasts out again.  I did double back once after my son got chicken pox and suffered from a complication of partial facial paralysis afterwards.  Seeing his poor frame, all I could do was bring him to my breast.  Although he had not fed in two years he took it like he had been drinking all his life, like he had never stopped.   We did it for some days and I was quite surprised at his need to drink.  And I was grateful that he was four years old and could understand that this was just a temporary till he got better.  But it did make me think though about full-term breast feeding.   And there are times I have felt guilty for not going full term.  But on my worse days I remind myself that this is not a race.  This is not a competition and it’s not about who can go the furthest or the longest.  It’s about doing your best.  Your best under any given situation.  And being confident in that.  

I have trusted my instincts completely on this odyssey.  There are some things you feel as a mother which defy rational explanation.  One of them is knowing the time to wean.
          ….goodbye my baby
Goodbye my baby

You from my womb were born 

You from my breasts are gone
Pray, don’t look so forlorn

 Goodbye my baby
You’re grown now and are ready

To spread you own two little wings

Time now for nature’s sweeter things

Goodbye my baby Vladi
Goodbye my baby
 That I fed you so long seems almost an unreality
Goodbye my baby

Goodbye my baby Vladi
CO SLEEPING
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Every body sleeps with somebody, right?  If you marry a man you don’t let him sleep in a different bed do you?  So if adults like sleeping together I presume kids do too.  

The double bed was not big enough so we removed one side of the cradle and somewhat stuck it up against ours to make a co-sleeper.  When the second baby came we got a queen sized bed with cradle still buffered up to its side.  That worked well till husband moved out citing too much nocturnal activity as his reason to go sleep across the room from us.  Oh well.  More room in the bed I suppose.  But not so.  I ended up squashed between two little bodies waking up wondering however did I sleep through that pas night.  

I still sleep with my boys, they’re five and three and I can’t imagine doing it any differently.  Ah the beauty of waking up to a small soft cheeked sleepy face squinting up at you with his little hand feeling under your t-shirt for your soft (very soft) tummy.  A little arm reaching across the other end of the bed to stroke your face or just a big three bodied bear hug.  Winter alone in a bed?  I wondered how my husband does it.  I don’t ask.  
The boys and I have taken up residence in the downstairs bedroom citing incompatible ventilation needs as our reason for sleeping in a different room.  Papa likes the windows shut against draughts and I like a bit of breeze.  

But that aside, the idea of waking up in the middle of the night to find a child who had to scream long enough to wake me (and that would have had to be very long since I am more than three quarters deaf) is frightning.  And after the whole day running up and down doing the million things that mothers of small children do, you want to know that despite how tight the squeeze you can do whatever nighttime mothering there is to be done half awake and preferably in a horizontal position.   The call for milk used to be a gentle nudging of the head, the response was my turning over on my side lifting the t-shirt and falling right back to sleep.   I also read somewhere about those wonderful waves our body gives off during sleep if received by another in the same bed contributes to health and longevity.
That aside, it’s hardly much to ask one’s children to warm up the woman whose hemoglobin stores they depleted.  And besides they don’t complain.  In fact they love it.  My older son has his own bed, an idea which suddenly took hold of Papa one day.  He knows its there all made up and waiting.  But he prefers to sleep curled up three in a bed.  We sleep on a nice firm woolen mattress which lets us change positions in the night without stirring the other.  What we haven’t learnt yet is how to share the cover so that Mr. too warm doesn’t bother Mr. too cold and how to keep our legs to ourselves.   

And as with weaning, there is a right time for everything.  One day the boys will want their own space and me mine.  And I’ll have the lovely memories of snuggling up to little warm heads.  Pulling up kicked off covers all through the night, waking up to little arms around my neck, and being tugged out of bed, “Mummy wake up , Mummy wake up.”  Now is the time to enjoy those precious moments, for they’ll never come back again. 
Great Reading
Natural Family Living by Peggy O’Mara
HAVE THEY HAD THEIR VACCINES YET?
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Two healthy
unvaccinated boys
I am not revolutionary by nature.  Far from it.  In fact I am an easy walk over, a pussy cat.  For the greater part life can pass me by and I just let it.  It’s one thing to decide to birth at home, (your risk, not society’s) but it’s another to deliberately refuse to vaccinate your kids and (according to what I’ve been told) put the rest of society at risk, by reducing ‘herd immunity’.  It is not an easy thing to take on society.  Very daunting when society is your next door neighbour, your friend, your village school…
But it is sad when you hear mothers talk about the latest link which was found between whichever vaccine it was and behavioral problems in children, watch the superficial discussions, the temporary agitation before we bring out the biscuits and tea ‘well another thing the doctors forgot to tell us’ and then shrug their shoulders and hope for the best.   You pipe in that you didn’t have yours vaccinated and they’re aghast!  What if when playing around in the garden they step on something.  You try to explain that, if it bleeds they’re fine, as the tetanus is anaerobic and can’t survive in an oxygen environment, which is what blood transports.  And if it doesn’t, the risk of contracting it is perhaps smaller than…. Oh the looks on their face!  They’re immediately defensive and they don’t want to know.  It’s too much for them to process.  And not being a specialist you just let it drop.
I don’t know if it is too much or that parents are overwhelmed by taking the responsibility for the decision to vaccinate or not onto themselves.  My advisor gave me two guidelines which I use as points of reference to determine whether I should or should not vaccinate.  
1. Is the vaccine necessary?  If no, scrap it.
2. If the vaccine is necessary how effective is the present available vaccine at providing immunity against the disease it should protect against?

Basically what he was telling me was there may be very effective vaccines available but if your child doesn’t need them, there is no point administering them.  There are likewise conditions which may require that one administers a particular vaccine, yet before one proceeds one should verify the effectiveness of that vaccine.  No point administering a necessary vaccine if it there is only a twenty three percent chance of it protecting against the illness it should be preventing.  

Now I am not a specialist.  I went through the books written on the topic, read the statistics, read what the doctors themselves were saying and not saying, read up some horror stories of what happens when your child is the one in fifty thousand.  I decided to take personal responsibility and to take my chances.  I know that there is a dilemma.  There is the scare factor, what happens if you don’t vaccinate and your child comes down with something?  What happens if you do vaccinate and he comes down with something else?  There are the stats screaming at you beware, beware and there is your pediatrician sitting before you telling you that yes we don’t hear anything about the illnesses these days, so, people are now talking about the vaccines instead, completely forgetting that the vaccines are what eliminated the disease in the first place.   I think it is too easy to simply leave it to the doctors.  They can only tell you what they know.  And there is a lot of information out there to be sorted through and laboured over.  And I can only wish anyone on the at journey good luck.  
Personally I submit to the belief that children who are allowed to play in dirt are more robust than those who don’t.  However, were I in the future to become aware of the need to vaccinate my children or were in a situation where the risks of not doing so far outweighed the risks to, I believe (being a sensible person who likes to keep her options open) I would.  At the very least, what I wanted to achieve was to give their immune systems enough time to develop before introducing any artificial form of immunity.  
So far, no doctor has agreed or will ever agree to sign a paper promising me that, they can guarantee that my child’s health will remain unchanged after the introduction of the medical act of vaccination. And since my boys are very healthy now and there seems no reasons why that should change in the foreseeable future, it therefore makes no sense to me to expose them to an unnecessary risk, that associated with vaccines.  
My recipe to keep their immune system strong: give them the great boost of colostrum and a decent period of breastfeeding, lots of fresh fruit and vegetables, plenty of fresh air and exercise, it would also help to familiarize oneself on dealing with childhood ailments naturally, keeping away from the miss-use of antibiotics (tea tree oil completely eliminated a streptococcal infection in my son’s bum in a few hours!).  And the gift of your time.  Lots and lots of it.  Your love.
I have a friend who can reel of all the vaccinations, mandatory and recommended in under one minute.  It is a very scary thing to witness.  I wanted to ask her whether she has ever taken the time to decide for herself based on as much evidence as she can get her hands on.  Has she ever taken the time to make an informed decision, for or against, whichever?  I don’t think she has. 
Great Reading 

Breast Milk A Natural Immunisation

Vaccination Everything You Should Know About Your Jabs
(by Joanna Karpasea Jones)
FULL TIME
STAY AT HOME
MOM
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The day I heard that coined phrase, full time stay at home mum, I jumped at it.  It is a lot more preferably to that of housewife.  I made the decision to stop working to raise my boys. Not to take care of the house and fight every dust bunny or to ensure that there’d be a lovely baked something in the oven by the time my husband’s car pulls into the drive (though my mother in law would not agree with that).  Still, one can’t home-school in a dirty house and we all must eat so, it all falls into place.  
But the emphasis has always been on taking care of the boys.  Especially in the early years when there is not so much energy to go around.  Now it is a lot easier to keep a better balance of housework and childcare because the boys are older and I no longer have to try sweeping the floor with one hand, the other supporting a child on my hip.  Enough time has lapsed since then, enough time to give time, time to change me.  Enough time for the boys to turn to five and three and to need something different from me.  Now being a full time stay at home mom is something of a luxury.  It wasn’t always.  
We wake up to a very bouncy ‘Wee Sing’ cd.  We start the disc at track thirty one ‘Down by the Station’ and we listen to it about ten times before we can move on to ‘London’s Burning London’s Burning’.  This is not because I care so much about my boys, tee hee hee, I can get easily get an extra ten minutes of sleep which I need, considering I had to be up past midnight typing up books like these and others (and do notice the indirect marketing appeal).  Anyway, I finally get out of bed and get us each a glass of freshly squeezed homemade juice (it’s nice to have a Greenstar juicer or a citrus fruit juicer).  Resident father has already left for work so it’s just the three of us doing our thing.  I locate mismatched socks, stick them on feet, search for a clean pullovers.  Sometimes I have my act together and the organization is brilliant, I know where everything can be found.  Other times, though I know where every thing can be found I just have to search a bit before I actually find them.  I’m not that bad.  I know another mom who has both her kids at school FULL TIME, that is eight-thirty to four-thirty yet her house looks like a bomb site.  The kitchen table fully loaded with one thousand mugs, books under the toilette door, I don’t know what to make of it.  Her kids are nine and five.
Now, I have had my moments when the kids were little, now they’re five and three and the house is, if not perfect, manageable.  But when they’re tiny and you’re doing the milk run and the full nappy thing and they’re hanging onto the hem of your skirt while you’re trying to prepare a half nourishing meal, your house has no business being spotless.  Please tell that to resident husband.   

My other friend has a maniac of a husband.  She is not allowed to have a sand box for her two little boys because he does not want sand in the house.  I have come to suspect she doesn’t either.  Her floors are spotless.  There is nothing on the work surface in the kitchen which shouldn’t be there.  No hint that any one ever had breakfast in that house.  There is not one toy in sight, they’re all neatly arranged in the bedroom and I can only hope and dream for the day when I won’t find a car to trip over.  It is admirable.  Ok her kids are at day care and pre-school all morning and she has a cleaning lady who comes twice a week for four hours a spell.  I could be bought!  I have mine full time on my hands and it sometimes shows.  Once a tidy neighbour came to visit, she hasn’t since.  Not since that day when she caught me during a not so tidy spell and panicked over the potential health hazard my house posed for her young child.  I would’ve liked to put up a sign saying ‘WE LIVE HERE ALL THE TIME, WE’RE SORRY IT SHOWS’.
On a bad day I use the excuse of early morning individual play to get the boys to let me do breakfast alone.  When I am inspired by my self and my fabulous role as Mother Earth herself, I let them into the kitchen to help me grind amaranth, buckwheat, quinoa, millet, rice, oats, spelt, wheat, kamut, (whatever I find in the cupboards) to make mouth watering, well to my tastes if not always theirs, nutrition packed pancakes eaten with organic butter and honey.  (Think I’ll go whip me up a batch right now.)  Now that takes time.  They each want to pour in the grains, catch the flour, pour in the water and mix mix mix.  Then eating takes another big chunk of the morning.  By the time I’m through tidying up the table I’m ready for a break.  Individual play till I can figure out what I am going to teach today.  Oh yes, I forgot to mention I am also a home-schooling mom.  We’ve already gone through all the books on the Sonlight curriculum but we’ve still the workbooks to get through.  Plus all the other bits and pieces I pick up.   
“Ok, Ok time for school.  Theo and Vladi, you have to wash your hands, and while you’re at it we forgot to brush teeth after break fast.”  They take ages in bathroom and I go get them just to find Vladimir soaked and Theo busting to give the explanation;

“Mummy I told him not to put his hand directly under the tap, but he refused to listen and insisted of doing it.”
 “Insisted on, Theo.  Insisted on.”    

I somehow manage to locate another fresh shirt for our budding fireman and bring them both to the sofa for a story.  Theo then wants to act it out, three times each time he in a different role. Well that’s what I am here for isn’t it?  I guess.  We move over to the table to do some letter work and colouring.  If I have the energy I flip through one of Usborne’s little encyclopedia and we follow up on some weblinks.  They love this and I feel good about myself afterwards for doing it.  It is indeed what I am here for right?  There may still be some time to do a quick bicycle tour around the block, to look at the house numbers and train those big motor skills.   
Sometimes our before lunch walk takes us down to the school and I even go in with the parents, fooling myself for a little that I am normal.  Nah, it’s only to see a friendly face and have a quick chat with the mothers I know, because the isolation of being with your kids all day is ISOLATION.  In as much as you’re doing what you want to be doing and convinced that it is right for you and your boys it can still get lonely.

Afterwards it is lunch and I thank God I have this miracle cooker which uses infra red rays to gently cook your food at temperatures no higher than ninety five degrees Celsius.  Resident husband says I am too much.  But the thing can prepare several dishes at the same time, be programmed and left to get on with it.  If I am really in top form I do this before our walk and come back to a ready to eat lunch.  The truth is I like to eat well, and I’d like to believe I feed my boys nourishing meals but I don’t like spending an eternity in the kitchen especially when there are three meals to prepare a day.  Zucchini and fish sautéing nicely in Vialité 5000 and left over quinoa warming up on the stove.   

After lunch it’s time for my escape.  David Attenborough to the rescue.  The lives of birds or plants hold them fascinated while I try to try to find publishers actively looking….
Lots happen between then and four thirty.  There is always a creative little child who discovers that garbage bags make great dresses or that mummies have no right lazing about but rather should spend their time bouncing on a trampoline playing leopards and gazelles.  
When four thirty comes, all the other kids (with sane parents) are out of school.  Now my kids see someone else their own age and meet those social needs which every one in my village worries I’m ignoring.  We know Sandrine is coming over, or maybe Joanne or if we are lucky get that rare invitation from Lorna.  There used to be a Martha who would come over with her two permanently runny nosed boys.  She doesn’t come anymore since I told her that behavior like that of her son’s is half the reason I home-school.  That aside, the school classes are more than twenty five to one teacher and I can and want to (at least until I change my mind) home-school my boys. 
Sandrine comes over and we chat while our five kids play.  Joanne may pop over and then there are seven kids all under the age of six having fun.  Who cares if two of the lot are home-schooled.  They’re all just kids having fun.   You can’t tell those who are home-schooled from those who are not.  So much for them being anti-social people-fearing mummy’s boys.
Evening comes and I’m still on duty because resident dad is off on business trip for two nights.  Nothing new.  We do the dinner thing where I struggle to get the little one to sit still and the bigger one to stop day dreaming between forkfuls and boy and I am glad the day is over.  Showers if absolutely necessary, brush teeth and collapse with a Beethoven’s Symphony Choral or whatever soothing thing I can get my hands on before my eyes close on me.  
But this is not the end.  In my last breath and God it feels like it were, I have to make up a story to the orchestra.  About the little boy whose boat is drifting slowly, slowly down the river as my little ones drift slowly, surely into sleep and I fight a losing battle at keeping my eyes open.  God forbid I had a husband who would walk in now and expect dinner or anything else.  There is justice in this world.
I HAVE 
BEEN 
THERE
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Where did five years go?

I swear they went so slow

But now I do look back and see

Four eyes are staring back at me

Four eyes so crystal clear

They banishes any fear

That I should have taken a different path

That a cow should not stand near her calf

I think I’ve done it well

But only time will tell

What matters most to me

Is that I’ve been here to watch and see

To see them both go tottering so

To kiss a little hurting toe

To print a tiny boy sized palm

To keep them safe from any harm
I have been there through colic screams

I have been there through scary dreams
I have been there when they first walked

I have been there when they first talked

I have been there, back breaking pain

Holding the handle bars again and again

I have been there when they take off

My heart in my mouth, pray don’t fall off

I have been there when they turn to me

And preempt me, that’s a victory

Their eyes seek mine, their lips do too

Mummy Mummy I love you.

A 
TIME
TO
 LET GO
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I honestly don’t know where I have been or what I have been doing those past five years.  It’s as if someone has taken an eraser and erased the time I’ve been at home.  Five years!  Man oh man.  Didn’t think I’d live to see the day when I would say, five years man where did the time go?  Yet there are days when the days had no end, the whole day loomed ahead you and if you start to think about it you can cry and then you know then something is amiss.  There are days when you wake up and the last thing you want to do is home-school.  Play house.  Play gazelles or do anything of any sort with any young child.  There were years within years, months upon months and days upon days when that was fine, enough, the drive was there.  The energy, and you think well this may go on forever.
But change comes to meet you.  You change.  Your children change and you find yourself wanting things you didn’t want before.  Like time.  And you see your children needing to be part of something bigger.  And you’re both are ready.  Ready to move on.   

At first I felt guilty for wanting my life back.  Then I realized it was natural, it is like the point when you realize you want your breasts back.  Now I want my time back.  Not all of it.  Just enough.  Just enough till the next step when I ask for more and my boys are ready to give more of me up. 

A very nice young mother of a two year old has offered to my home every day to teach my boys French.  I nearly cried on the spot.  This was so timely.  And she is exactly like I was before, super attentive, plenty of energy to toss around, just so full of demonstrative physical love.  She is the kind of mother you’d clearly envy or hate if you hadn’t done this before but are just too burnt out and in need of a good refueling.  One such lovely mother offered to come to my home everyday for two hours.  Oh the joy.  I can extend it to three hours if I want.  I’m in heaven and my heart beats so that I can hardly breathe. 
She comes to the house and the boys love her.  They love her two year old Gianni.  They follow her around, adopt her two year as their little brother and get along supremely.  Finally the last hurdle surmounted, how to get them to learn French.  We live in France but the boys don’t speak French.  I can give them English, their dad can give them German but neither of us can give them French.  So she comes home plays with the boys and they’re learning French confidently without even realizing it.  And Mummy she gets that much needed break.  It’s just like it should be.  No sudden dramatic changes, just moving with the flow.  School later?  Who knows, who knows?  I don’t.  We’ll know when it’s the right time.  Like with everything else. 
Afterward
Children change us.   Letting them in to our lives, is opening ourselves to change and growth and it is very scary especially when you have no idea in which direction you are growing, far less if you feel comfortable going in that direction.  I started off an average, still very much in the mainstream kind of girl, wanting only a healthy pregnancy and a healthy baby.  Today I have very little in common with that girl, physically, emotionally and spiritually.  If I bump into an old acquaintance from my before the children days, I am very surprised they recognize me. That they’re calling me by the same name is hard to understand.  I am Christy but golly, me, I am not the same Christy I was ten years ago.  The long hours alone with myself and small children forced me into a kind of isolation where the only other grown up company I had for many hours on end was my own.  I came to know myself through having children   (Ideally we would like to have that part got over with before but ….)

I have been very fortunate to have had a spouse, though if not totally convinced about my attempts at martyrdom (slow yet skillful self-inflicted annihilation), gave me the space to try.  And it is to him today that I dedicate this book.  Thanks for dancing with me on thin ice.  
There is lots which I want to say, but don’t know how to.  This experience has been very hard yet extremely rewarding.  I cannot not look back without tears happy, happy ones.  At The time I spent with my kids is indeed a gift to me.  Being there to savour their smiles, their expressions, the funnies they come out with, the cheeky moments…. when I can remember them (and we do forget a lot), I smile happily.  Those precious, precious moments.  And sad ones when you realize you can’t go back in time. That your babies grow.  And there is only the moment you lived in back then.  The smell of baby poo from a breast fed child.  The smell of their baby clean breath. Remembering how the last bit of milk would run down the crack of their mouths after a feed and me gently wiping it up.   Oh how I’d give up my newly found waist line to experience that again!  But you live in the moment and all those nows are in past and the memory of them sometimes makes me want to cry.  

I am blessed to have had those kids to care for, to have had the experience of it.  And I urge every mother to consider staying home during the infant years of her child because they are beautiful and above all your child needs them.  
To be able to day dream between forkfuls of food.  To run away when about to get dressed.  To walk at their own pace.  To say you’d love to be stuck to another like super glue and get a hug.  Surely it must be lovely to be a child whose parents have given him the gift of their time.  The time to be a child.
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Christy is St Lucian.  She lives in France with her two children Theoderich and Vladimir and their dad.   If this book has been helpful to you in anyway feel free to drop her a note at
mothermanificent(at)yahoo.com
www.authorsden.com/mummymagnificent
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