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Praise for
O for a Thousand Nights to Sleep


“O for a thousand more books like this one! Lorilee Craker brings hope home for new moms with this winner. You’ll find honest and humorous help in every page!”

—ELISA MORGAN, president and CEO, MOPS International




“Lorilee brings humor, grace, and godly wisdom to those early days of parenting. From the fun stuff (the sweet cuddles and coos) to the hard stuff (postpartum depression and sleep deprivation), Lorilee offers the kind of no-nonsense, guilt-free insights new moms crave. Whether you’re expecting your first child or your fifth, her great advice and hilarious outlook will have you feeling ready for the challenges of life with a newborn.”

—CARLA BARNHILL, editor of Christian Parenting Today and mother of two




“Lorilee Craker is the fresh new voice for mothers everywhere! Her exacting wit, engaging prose, encouraging words, and sanity-saving tips are as precious and life altering as a newborn baby. I have two hopes: First, that every new mother holds her baby in one arm and this book in the other, and second, that Lorilee keeps writing more books. She is an excellent writer with a warm, funny, conversational style. I highly recommend O for a Thousand Nights to Sleep and Lorilee’s sage advice!”

—DEBRA WATERHOUSE, M.P.H., R.D., author of Outsmarting the Female Fat Cell—After Pregnancy




“I love this book! What a great insight into all the things that come with having a baby: frustration, wonder, and humor. I especially love the perspective on friends and family and all the unwanted advice. This book is hilarious, truthful, and informative.”

—CINDY MORGAN, singer and songwriter




“Almost as much as they need a good night’s sleep, new moms need a good laugh. In O for a Thousand Nights to Sleep, Craker combines solid advice with laugh-out-loud descriptions of typical first-year dilemmas. The voices of other moms, woven into each chapter, reassure us that there are many ways to do this mommy thing well. And above all, Craker encourages readers to depend on faith in God to get through the toughest moments with joy to spare.”

—DEBRA RIENSTRA, author of Great with Child




“Every mother will identify with Lorilee Craker’s humorous, honest, and down-to-earth look at what it takes to survive baby’s first year. From the agony of colic to the ecstasy of that first step, O for a Thousand Nights to Sleep maps the course through the terrain of new parenthood. Lorilee’s prose is filled with wonder, discovery, and the joy that abounds as we are given the gift to see the miracle of life anew in our baby’s eyes. I highly recommend it!”

—TRACI DEPREE, author of A Can of Peas and mother of four




“You’ve heard of soccer moms? Well, Lorilee Craker is a hockey mom. She’s a hockey fan of the first order, and she has written some bang-up articles about hockey players. She brings hockey-type energy to everything she writes, even if it’s about something ten times harder than playing hockey—being a mom. She always pulls off the writer’s hat trick (clever, clear, and insightful), and this book is no exception.”

—DAVE BRANON, managing editor of Sports Spectrum magazine and author of more than a dozen books




“I laughed, I cried! I love how this book gives so many different perspectives and covers so many topics. This is lighthearted yet serious coaching for the sport of baby rearing! ‘I’m ready, Coach! Put me in!’ “

—SHANNON DUNN-DOWNING, U.S. Olympian and new mom







With love and thanksgiving for Allan Loewen,
a “don’t call me Uncle” uncle, treasured confidant,
and kindred spirit, now and always.

Fight the good fight, Uncle Al,
and whatever happens,
someday I’ll see you on the other side.
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Introduction

I’m a baby junkie. There. I said it. The world is divided, loosely, between “baby people” and “kid people,” and then there are a few who don’t much care for either. Don’t get me wrong. Children can be very lovable and endearing and cute. I love my two tots dearly. But there’s something about a baby that makes me melt like butter.

Their newness—as Dickens said, babies are “fresh from God”—their helplessness, and their miniscule proportions all converge to make this irresistible, powdery-smelling package that’s impossible to beat. Footie pajamas, silky, teeny wisps of hair, toes like Niblets—I could go on. Butter.

Lest you’re going into sugar shock from my sappy ramblings, let me tell you that I do know babies have a dark side, especially when it’s you they call upon for care and feeding. For starters, there are the diaper detonations that occur at the least timely moments, the weirdness of being milked like a cow, and that teeth-gnashing, head-splitting standby: screaming.

I remember holding my first baby, Jonah, as he yelled his brains out for three hours one night and thinking that I was about to lose it—if not consciousness, then sanity. He provided quite the crash course in Babyhood 101, that kid of mine. Not only did he have a case of colic, but he also was what is known as an “Urper.” You’ll know what I’m talking about if your munchkin likes to disgorge breakfast, lunch, and dinner on the floor, himself, you, the cat, and so forth. Baby number two wasn’t a screamer (praise Yahweh!), and he kept most of his meals to himself. But Ezra had new tricks up his sleeve, such as not sleeping through the night for nine months of his life.

This book attempts to present a rounded picture of Baby’s first year, covering the thrill of bonding and bathing as well as the agony of engorged breasts and sleep deprivation. I wanted you, the new mama, to benefit from my numerous mistakes and lessons learned. Like pregnancy, your baby’s first year of life is an intense time. I also wanted to try to help you lighten up here and there. Because when you realize you’ve got poop under your fingernails (or when you find yourself in any of the other ludicrous situations that will present themselves this year), you can choose to either fling yourself on the ground and scream into the carpet, or laugh until pop comes out your nose.

The poignant, beautiful moments of your baby’s first year are special and sacred. You may be tempted to zoom in on your precious progeny while everyone else—your family, your buddies, even your husband—fades to black. This book will help you get a better grip on your new role while keeping strong connections with your husband, your family and friends, and your heavenly Father. When you have a sense of balance in your key relationships, your role as a mom will be more fun and rewarding.

I hope and pray—really—that these stories, tips, lists, and letters will smooth your journey into motherhood. Most of all, though, hold on to this amazing, precious year of your life. When you gaze at your sleeping bundle, cradled in your arms, you’ll realize as never before how much God must love you—and your baby—to have given the world His.


Feed Me First!
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Welcome to Dairy Queen!
May I Take Your Order?

This is it, the moment you have been both dreading and anticipating for months now: It’s time for you to feed your baby via your own two mamillaries, for Pete’s sake! They—“The Girls,” that is—previously operated strictly as ornamental fixtures, amusement centers, and possibly jogging hindrances. But now they have been promoted to a different department and given a completely new and serious function.

The lactation consultants you bid a fond farewell to at the hospital are only a phone call away, true, but you really, truly, madly, deeply want to do this on your own and, hopefully, with a modicum of accuracy.

The pillows are wedged under your arms, and nutritious snacks are assembled on the nearby “nursing station,” where the remote control and a glass of milk also stand at the ready.

You’ve repositioned the baby several times—in the cradle, the cross-cradle, and the clutch, to name three—and you and she have opted for one that feels pretty good to both of you. You look down at her; she looks up at you, her itty-bitty mouth making that little O shape. Show time.

“Welcome to Dairy Queen! May I take your order?” you say, hoping to lighten the mood a little. Yup, you’re feeling kind of bovine. Why? Because you’re being milked. Milked! It’s altogether bizarre, yet here you are, squirting streams of an actual dairylike product, not into a galvanized bucket but into your baby’s mouth.

Or at least this is the hoped-for result.

What should be the most natural thing in the world can be distinctly unnatural, not to mention awkward, painful, and inconvenient. But it’s so utterly beneficial for Baby, and your friends have told you that the bonding nursing provides is phenomenal, so you’re giving it a try. Good for you! And I mean that: Breast-feeding is something to be proud of.

The Combo Mambo

To breast-feed or bottle-feed? In most cases it doesn’t have to be all or nothing. A growing number of moms are choosing to feed their babies a combination of breast milk and formula. When I had Jonah, I worried that he wasn’t getting enough milk, so I started giving him a bottle a day, usually right before he fell asleep for the “night” (three or four hours for the first few weeks). Breast milk is easily digested, and Jonah was always hungry again two hours after I nursed. Formula seemed to stick to his ribs better, which meant I could snooze a little while longer—precious! Even better, my husband, Doyle, could heave himself out of bed once in a while and cover night duty completely—priceless.

By the time Ezra came along, I’d already planned to combo feed him even though I knew by that time that babies get enough chow from nursing (only 5 percent of women have a bona fide insufficient milk supply). My motive was to get sleep, and more of it, so Baby Ez got a bottle for a midnight snack from day three on. Nipple confusion was never an issue for anyone but me, since I couldn’t remember which of the Girls was hit on last.

Maria Pruis (my lactation consultant) advises new moms to hold off on supplementing until six weeks, when a woman’s milk supply is regulated. In hindsight, I wish I could have held off until then, because in fact I did mess up my milk supply, a little, anyway. Personally, I found it harder to nurse exclusively with Ez simply because I had to care for his big bro as well. It seemed that every time we were about to go somewhere—church, a friend’s house, the mall—it was lunchtime for Ez, and we just didn’t have forty minutes to spare to sit down and breast-feed. Experts say, and my experience bears this out, that supplementing with one bottle can lead to two, then three a day, and eventually a shrinking milk supply.

Baby Talk magazine did their readers an incredible service with an enlightening survey of how moms feed and how they feel about it—really feel about it. Among the findings:


	Breast-feeding moms think formula-feeding moms are shortchanging their babies … but bottle-feeders don’t feel criticized and basically don’t care if they are.


	Formula gals are supportive and even a little jealous of their nursing friends … but overall are happy with their choice.




Here’s where the story got real interesting for me and the estimated one-third of new moms who do the combo:


	74 percent of combo moms surveyed said they have “the best of both worlds.”


	50 percent admitted to being disappointed that they couldn’t breast-feed exclusively.


	70 percent say they have not been slammed for their feeding choice by a fellow mom. “But the ones who have been are more upset than any other group of moms. Unlike the full-time formula feeders, who ‘didn’t care’ when someone gave them a hard time, the combo moms were angered (74 percent), frustrated (72 percent), and hurt (63 percent) by their critics.”1





[image: ]Bottle Love

Nursing is not for everyone, and I refuse to make the many bottle-feeders out there feel guilty. Yes, “breast is best,” as we all know, but babies who are fed with love from a bottle thrive too. Most of you reading this book right now weren’t breast-fed simply because it wasn’t really thought of as the best way to go back in the days when our moms had us. Look how we turned out! The Mammary Militia out there means well, I’m pretty sure, but don’t let any of the inflammatory rhetoric get to you. Babies need love above all, even more than they need breast milk! So hold your baby close when you give him his bottle and feel good about the great job you are doing nurturing and caring for him!



Overall, though, this group was “thrilled” by the way their choice worked out, and—with a couple of caveats—so was I. My boys got the health bennies of breast milk, yet their dad and grandparents were able to share in occasional feedings—great for bonding! During those first few weeks, which seem like one big nursing marathon, I got a few key mental health breaks here and there, and Doyle and I were even able to indulge in some couple time. Next time—if there is a next time—I’ll attempt to be more discretionary in my use of bottles, knowing what I know now about milk supply. Would I be a combo mom again? Definitely.

Keeping Friends

Nobody likes a strident, holier-than-thou breast-feeder, no matter how fantastic the method is for humankind. Seriously, don’t get smug about nursing; your friends will thank you. Bottle-feeding is not child abuse. The choice to feed by breast or bottle is not a moral or spiritual issue. This is definitely one of those live-and-let-live kinds of things, which means we all need to support each other and try to remember the old maxim “You don’t really know a woman until you’ve felt the pain of her mastitis.”

Sheri lost a friendship over nursing, if you can believe it. When Sheri’s son Jacob was born, an old pal designated herself “Lactation Cheerleader” and gave the new mom books on breast-feeding as a baby gift. Of course, the newly milk-producing need all the encouragement they can get, so this support system was great—until the friend got testy when Sheri quit after a few weeks. “She just didn’t try hard enough,” she once hissed to another friend loudly enough for Sheri to hear. In truth, Sheri had tried, employing the assistance of no fewer than five lactation consultants in her home the first week. When the woman smugly told Sheri she would be missing “the most special aspect of being a mom” by not breast-feeding, well, their friendship hit the skids and has never recovered.

I had a similar experience once when telling a friend about my plans to combo-feed my second child. Explaining how one bottle in the night did wonders for my sleeping life made no impression on this woman. She came at the issue from every which way, trying to persuade me that even one feeding from a “cold, plastic bottle” per twenty-four-hour period was wrong, dead wrong. I finally had to explain that yes, sleep was more important to me than exclusive nursing because, frankly, I had a mild case of MS, and fatigue could trigger a flareup. She didn’t even bat an eyelash over this news and continued to badger me as though I were forcing my baby to drink dog shampoo or something.

Lisa chose to bottle-feed baby number three, Margaret, after having combo-fed Alexandra and Emma. Why? During her pregnancy, Lisa began to battle depression, and she expected to get hit hard with postpartum depression after her delivery. She decided that the best choice for her and her family would be to immediately begin a course of antidepressants. “I wanted to be able to take care of my baby properly, and I knew this was the best way,” she says. Not everyone agreed with her. Nurses in the hospital pestered her with questions about why she wasn’t nursing, and when she finally told them why, they pushed her to find an antidepressant that would be safe to take while nursing. “They probably meant well, but I felt really pushed. This was my own private choice. I didn’t want to mess around with trying different meds; I wanted the one I already knew worked with my body.”

Lisa adds that, after all the turmoil of having her decision questioned, her bottle-fed child experienced fewer colds and ear infections than her breast-fed older sisters. (Usually the reverse is true. Statistically speaking, breast-fed babies typically emerge with more robust health. Still, there are a myriad reasons why some babies get ear infections and colds, and some cruise through babyhood as healthy as horses. Nursing is just one factor.)


[image: ]The Best Nursing Advice I Ever Got

“My beloved friend Aviva is a model mother and had three children before I had mine. When I called her in tears, she said, ‘Give it a full six weeks. Keep trying. Don’t get frustrated. You can’t know for sure if it’s not for you until you’ve tried for six weeks. Nursing is not the warm, wonderful, relaxing, bonding experience that ads make it out to be. It’s hard work, it hurts sometimes, and you have to give it a fair chance. Both you and the baby are learning, but when you finally get it, you’ll be glad you kept trying because it’s very rewarding.’ I started counting the days until I could finally throw in the towel, but by the time six weeks had gone by, Amelia and I were like old pros.”

—Laura



“Some wise woman (bless whoever she is) told me to make middle-of-the-night feedings as boring for the baby as possible. I always went to my daughter when she cried and fed her every three to four hours through the night, but I kept the lights off, fed her in a rocker close to her crib, and didn’t spend time talking, singing, or having much stimulating eye contact with her during the wee hours. She always went back to sleep easily after these feedings and, in fact, started sleeping through the night at exactly eight weeks.”

—Michelle



“Get support, whether it be other breast-feeding moms or a more formal support group. For me, with each baby I knew more breast-feeders and thus had more encouragement, so I stuck with it longer.



Another biggie: breast pads. I’m sure every mom has her leaking story, but the first time I went to church with my first baby, I knew he was getting hungry—the whole emotions thing, you know. I started leaking like crazy. Friends wanted to hold him, and I couldn’t let them or they would see my nice wet shirt! Thank goodness for lots of blankets! Buy breast pads before the baby is born. I had no idea I even needed them. Of course I ended up sending my husband to the store when the baby was a few days old, and well, men are men, if you know what I mean!”

—Amy



“Rub Vitamin E capsules on your nipples after every feeding. My sister-in-law told me this tip and I can’t believe how well it’s prevented dryness, cracking, and soreness!”

—Mary Jo



“The hardest thing for me about breast-feeding was the initial pain associated with the baby latching on. This lasted the first two weeks or so with each of my girls. It was so bad I literally had to dig my toes into the carpet. After the first couple of weeks, though, I had no problem. The best pieces of advice I got were to relax, drink a glass of water while you nurse, totally soak up the bonding time nursing provides, and don’t let nursing hold you back from going places (work it into your normal routines).”

—Deone



Breast-feeding is wonderful, extremely nutritious, money-saving, and so on, but it’s not worth hurting someone or losing a friendship.

“Say ‘Awww’”

One of the great challenges of nursing is getting a narcoleptic little nub to open his mouth wide enough to latch on correctly. Maria, my wonderful lactation consultant, gave me a great tip when I was in the first days of nursing Ezra. “Play the open mouth game,” she suggested. “Open your mouth as wide as you can, and Baby will imitate you.” Imitate me? Isn’t he a bit young to be asked to perform a mimic routine? I wondered. Actually, this method worked—some of the time anyway. See, babies need to figure out that din-din will not be served until their mouths are as Grand Canyon-like as they can manage. As you probably have heard by now, Baby has to grab on to not just your nipple but also the areola surrounding it for any decent sucking action. “Hey, I wanna see molars back there!” might be a good way to start the pep talk.

Here’s a fascinating tidbit from Janet Tamaro’s book, So That’s What They’re For: “Once your areola and nipple are in your baby’s mouth, your nipple will be pulled out about three times its normal resting length. Don’t worry. It was made to stretch. That’s because the baby needs to form the areola tissue into a teat.”2 Teat, huh? That’s pretty bovine terminology, but hey, that’s what they are.

(By the way, if you are curious as to what your nipple looks like extended to three times its normal length, just use one of those handheld plastic pumps. The first time you do this, the visual will give you and your whole family a slightly Ripley’s Believe It or Not experience. Dawn was pumping in her bedroom one day when her son Reuben burst into the room. Wide-eyed with amazement, Reuben exclaimed, “Mommy, you have a penis!” Dawn and her husband are socking money away for that biggie therapy bill!)
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“I’ve flunked breast-feeding. I never could make enough milk. I’ve drunk enough water to sink a ship. I’ve pumped until my boobs hurt. I’ve taken fenugreek and Reglan, and I’ve drunk Mother’s Milk Tea. I’m exhausted. Obviously my baby gets nutrition from that stupid formula, and that seems to fill up his tummy, so I throw in the towel.”

—Barb



“I never had trouble getting my baby to latch on. But getting her to let go was a different story. (And not because she wasn’t getting enough. I have photos to prove it: she was in the ninety-ninth percentile for weight!) She turned my breasts into slingshots regularly until Mom suggested I use my pinkie finger to the break suction at the corner of her mouth before pulling her off. What a relief!”

—Christy



“When Tatum was very small, we had an awful time nursing. For the first three days of her life, she just refused to latch on. Even after that, at times she just wouldn’t suck. It also took us a long time to learn to nurse lying down. At night, I hated to turn on the light because then it would wake me up completely, so I used to feel my way around her face to help her latch on. One night, we were lying in bed, and I was doing my utmost to latch her on. And she just wouldn’t nurse. I kept trying and trying. Finally in frustration I turned on the light. Then I noticed that Tatum had turned her head—and I had spent the last ten minutes shoving my nipple into her ear!”

—Kelly



What to Eat When You’re Expecting
(Milk to Come Out of Your Being)

If you’re dying for a shot of java to get you going on those oh-so-bleary mornings, I have good news: Go for it! Seriously, I got this info straight from the horse’s mouth, the horse being, of course, La Leche League. Now, we all know these ladies are not exactly wishy-washy when it comes to the topic of breast-feeding, so I almost fell out of my chair when I heard that nursing moms can have up to five cups of joe a day!

I have no idea why, but magazines, other moms, and even doctors will tell you to lay off coffee because it gets into the breast milk and causes Baby to be cranky. But here’s the straight story, in black and white: “According to LLL’s The Breast-feeding Answer Book, moderate intake of caffeine (the amount in five or fewer 5-ounce cups of coffee per day, or less than 750 ml per day) causes no problems for most breast-feeding mothers and babies.”3

Still not convinced? Here’s more:

“Caffeine ingestion has been singled out for discussion because it is a frequent concern, but the data provided in most reviews are misleading. With a given dose of caffeine that is comparable to that in a cup of coffee, the level in the milk is low (1 percent of level in mother), and the level in the infant’s plasma is also low.”4

While it’s true that what goes into your body usually does make its way into your milk supply, the amount is generally a tiny fraction of what you ingest—about 1 percent, as we just learned. So it really doesn’t do any good to bravely pass on the chocolate chip scones at your baby shower. The amount of caffeine getting through wouldn’t be enough to give a flea the jitters, never mind your strapping seven pounder.

They say cauliflower is one of the worst perpetrators of gassiness in your baby, so if you are a huge cauliflower enthusiast, by all means LAY OFF for a while and see if Gassy Gus lets up on the toots. (I mean, is that so hard? Cauliflower?)


[image: ]Of Cabbages and Things


	Wear a supportive nursing bra even during the night. Be sure it isn’t too tight.


	Nurse every two to three hours. Make sure your baby has a go on both breasts—ten to twenty minutes each—at each feeding and is swallowing well and softening the breast after each nursing.


	Don’t let Baby latch on and suckle when the areola—the dark area around your nipple—is very firm. Why? Two words: nipple damage. Yee-ooooww! To help your baby latch on, manually express milk until the areola softens. It may be easier to manually express milk in the shower; the warm water may cause enough leakage to soften the areola. Note: Your baby may have a harder time latching on when your breasts are engorged. Be patient and keep trying!


	While your baby nurses, gently massage the breast he’s on. This encourages milk to flow and will help relieve some of the tightness and discomfort.


	To soothe the pain and help relieve swelling, apply cold packs to the breast for a short period after nursing. Crushed ice in a plastic bag works well.


	Some women find relief by applying fresh green cabbage leaves to their breasts. I’m not sure why this works, but it apparently does, so stock up on cabbage!


	If you’re really in pain, take acetaminophen (like Tylenol) or a mild pain reliever prescribed by your healthcare provider.


	Don’t apply direct heat, such as warm washcloths, heating pads, or hot water bottles, to your engorged breasts unless it’s to soften the areola and help your milk let down. Rather than alleviate the pain, this may aggravate the condition.






The list of possible foods that could infiltrate your milk and result in tummy commotion is endless: cabbage, onion, garlic, broccoli, Brussels sprouts, peppers, cucumbers, and turnips. Cow’s milk products (such as milk, cheese, yogurt, and even butter) in your diet are said to possibly induce gas or an allergic reaction in your baby. Citrus fruit such as oranges, lemons, limes, grapefruit, and tangerines may cause hives. Eggs, wheat, corn, fish, peanuts, nuts, and soy are touted as irritants too. So basically, what these people would have us believe is that we can’t eat much. Maybe ground beef and apples, but that’s about it.

If you or your main man are allergic to ground beef and apples, let’s say, or any other food substance, steer clear for about ten days and see if Baby’s moods lighten up a little. Basically, food allergies are rare in breastfed babies because breast milk coats their intestines, making it unlikely an unlovable food bit gets through.


[image: ]

According to Ross Laboratory’s Feeding Survey in 1995, 60 percent of women were breast-feeding at hospital discharge, and 21 percent were breast-feeding at six months of age. These rates vary markedly depending on maternal age, ethnic group, family Income, and maternal education.5



One thing is definite: No matter what you eat, you are going to be ravenous, a predator on the prowl for those five hundred extra calories you need to gobble down. Just make sure you don’t add a digit to the five hundred and make it five thousand extra calories, because then your thighs are just plain in trouble. (On second thought, it’s


“Hey You, Lady with the Blanket over Your Head!”













Pump at Work: a Win-Win


Have Others Hold Off Feeding


Assemble a Supply


Avoid Leaks


Find a Good Place to Pump







Relax


Stick to a Schedule


Label Your Milk


Thaw; Don’t Nuke


You and Old Faithful Have Something in Common
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