
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




The A-Z of
Raising Smalls

A House
Husband’s View

 


By Royston Wood

Published by Books for Children
at Smashwords

Copyright 2015 Royston Wood

(the Big pictured below)

 


[image: tmp_830dd8f7d720a90ffedc94dc2b3ef60a_sCZElI_html_4ccb8cab.jpg]

 


Smashwords Edition, License
Notes

This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to
Smashwords.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own
copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


Dedication

 


To my smalls, without whom I
could not have raised any.
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Prefix

 The
purpose of this book is to give a house husband’s perspective on
raising Smalls. This may well be similar to a house wife’s
perspective, I do not know, I am not a house wife, but I suspect
there are differences.

What it is not intended to be,
is a guide to best practice, although things may be learnt for good
or ill. I am not medically or psychologically trained (although I
might be psychologically drained). This book is merely my own
observations, based on the experience of raising three Smalls,
dealing mainly with the most arduous part of the process: from
birth to the successful transition out of nappies and onto the
toilet.

The main character in this book
is Small. Small is a general term used for a child, be it baby,
toddler or older. Small may be male or female but for the purposes
of this book I have used the masculine. This is not meant to be in
any way sexist, it is simply that I have three boys and no girls so
if I chose to refer in the feminine I would invariably makes
mistakes and start to refer in the masculine. I do not believe
there are any material differences between the sexes as far as they
relate to this book. But I could be wrong.

Whilst this book can be read
from cover to cover it has been structured as an A-Z so that it can
be easily dipped in and out of. As a result there is some degree of
cross referencing where some of the subject headings overlap. For
instance, doidens are referred to in various subject headings but
only explained under ‘Doidens’. [It will make more sense once you
start reading.]

I have battled with the tone of
this book, most notably with my wife. She felt the first draft to
be unduly harsh and critical of her perfect Smalls and that it did
not reflect the true relationship of love and joy I have with them.
Perhaps the main reason for this is that I am a man and she is a
woman. I think it is well documented that men have difficulty in
expressing their feelings and hide them behind witticisms that are
often not appreciated by our female counterparts.

I therefore need to express at
the beginning that whilst I would hope that women will read and
enjoy this book, it has been written by a man for men. You may find
some sections overly harsh and seemingly critical of Small. These
are not intended as an attack on Small, they are merely a detached,
clinical observation on what they are really like.

[image: tmp_830dd8f7d720a90ffedc94dc2b3ef60a_sCZElI_html_ma5b5eca.jpg]


Intro

 There was
never any plan for me to become a house husband. When Small was
first picked up on the radar my wife and I both assumed,
independently of each other, that she would leave work to bring him
up. That is how our parents had done things and we both turned out
all right [apart from using tired old phrases like that one].

For the first few months of the
pregnancy it was easy to carry on with normal life, a veil of
self-imposed ignorance shrouding the changes that were to befall
us. It was easy to pretend that nothing was happening.

For obvious reasons, reality
began to tell on my wife first. She was starting to be constantly
reminded that change had already begun and that we would have to
make a start on adjusting. Like it or not, our lives were about to
be transformed.

The closer we drew to Small’s
arrival the more frantic the efforts to get ready became. Pre-natal
classes were leaving us in little doubt that if everything was not
sorted out before delivery day, then it would not be sorted out at
all. The third bedroom was converted from an office into a nursery
and the second bedroom into an office/bedroom. Baby equipment was
purchased ready for Small’s arrival, his drawers were stuffed with
new born clothes and a stack of nappies was placed in the corner in
the hopes that we would know what to do with them when the time
came. Hospital bags were packed and repacked and the car was kept
permanently topped up with fuel. We were ready!

Small wasn’t. He was far too
comfortable where he was. Two weeks after his due date he had to be
induced to step (splurge) into the light.

During the first few days, time
warped. Everything was so different and alien that time stretched
out, each day lasting a week. That was partly due to the mind
working overtime, fuelled by a fear induced adrenaline rush; partly
because there were so many things to be done and partly because we
were awake for more hours than was healthy.

We made it through that initial
panic and slid rapidly down the learning curve. Fortunately most of
the tasks relating to Small, although new and alien, were
repetitive and with each successfully completed task came greater
confidence and competence.

But the thing we had shied away
from, the elephant in the room, was that we would never cope
financial if my wife gave up her job. With only two month of
maternity leave left we began to realise that if we wanted to have
a parent as a full time carer, that parent was going to have to be
me. I had left my career as a solicitor to become a budding
horticulturalist [sorry] 18 months earlier, taking a big salary hit
at the time. We had absorbed that and the subsequent drop down to
zero income could be managed, just.

So, my life of getting up at
7:00 am to be at the plant nursery by 8:00 am and then home by 5:00
pm five days a week was about to change to being at the home
nursery 24/7. My life of taking little cuttings and putting them in
a plastic bag was to change to one of taking little poopy nappies
and putting them in a plastic bag. In short, my life of nurturing
plants would become one of nurturing Smalls, only the consequences
of not feeding or watering them properly were much higher. And
plants, on the whole, were much quieter.

The role of the house husband is
exactly the same as the role of the house wife. I found it to be a
career that was stagnant from the outset. There were no
opportunities for progression, defined by increased money and
status. I could not excel because, whilst keeping Small physically
and emotionally healthy and our home clean and tidy took an
exceptional amount of work, it was the minimum that was expected of
me. I was never going to be told by my boss or a member of my team
that I was good at my job and nobody was going to come seeking my
advice. As a job, it was never going to get better: looking after
Smalls and a home is low-status, poorly rewarded and self-esteem
sapping.

I can understand that from the
position of being sat chained to a desk with an overbearing boss
demanding to know why x, y and z have not been done, it is easy to
think that being a house husband is an easy job; it is not.

True, the practical aspects of
parenting – play, meals, baths and bedtimes – soon became routine,
even if some of them were battle routines. Also, the basics of
keeping house were not difficult, again, once routines had been
established. What was incredibly demanding was
dealing with the tedium: much of house husbanding was boring. Hours
of boredom stretching from when it was still cold and dark through
to when it was cold and dark again. And there was always a strong
possibility that I would also be up in the middle of the cold and
dark at least once.

In addition, there was little
time to myself; no time for mulling over my emails (not that anyone
was sending me them anymore), or surfing the web, or popping out
for a run or a bike ride. There was no getting out of bed into a
refreshing shower and a leisurely breakfast before work. I lived
and slept in the workplace.

Then there were the hours. This
was no 40 hour week. [I mistyped the last sentence when drafting
and put ‘jour’ instead of ‘hour’, meaning ‘day’ in French. A 40
day week is probably about right.] Often up before the dawn,
I moved from task to task whilst juggling the demands of Small for
all the hours he was awake. When he slept I cracked on with the
tasks I couldn’t manage with him awake. If I was very lucky I
sometimes got to collapse in front of the television for an hour
before dragging myself off to bed for a couple of hours sleep
before Small politely asked for my attention again.

On top of that, the job never
really ended. Even when my wife was home, I was still at the
coalface, still changing half the nappies and cooking half the
meals, and still very much with Small. Weekends were like weekdays,
but with help and adult company. And holidays were like weekends
but in an unfamiliar place where nothing was where it should have
been and everything was harder as a result. The job was
relentless.

That’s the bad news. The good
news is that being a house husband is a huge privilege. There are
not many men that get a chance to take on this emotionally
extending opportunity. For instance, having worked in a plant
nursery, standing all day for hours at a time taking cuttings from
the same type of plant in the same greenhouse, on my own, I thought
I knew a bit about patience and dealing with my own thoughts but I
was wrong. Being a house husband has expanded my capacity
enormously.

Nurturing Small has also given
me a much greater insight into the power of looking at things from
the other person’s perspective. It was something I had to learn
otherwise I would have suffered a lot more battle damage. Once I
was able to master seeing things from another hilltop I found that
most conflicts could be resolved, not just with Small but
generally.

And despite the drudgery and the
sleep deprivation, being with Small was a joy. One moment of Small
induced happiness and pride swings the balance. A Small giggle
weighs as much as a dozen sleepless nights. Eating toast with Small
in a fort built out of chairs and blankets, guarded by ranks of
soft toys is infinitely more rewarding than being sat in front of a
computer in an office doing something that means nothing to anyone
much. Seeing a happy smiling Small is the greatest feedback you can
get, far more meaningful than a quickly rattled off email thanking
you for your work.

More than anything, I believe a
strong bond has grown between my Smalls and me that would have been
weaker if I had not been at home to help their little feet find
their way. Above all, I know in every fibre of my being that I will
never regret being a house husband: I will not lie on my deathbed
lamenting that I spent too little time with my sons when they were
Smalls.
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Afternoon Nap

 This
was something I had to give up. However, once I managed to get
Small to have an afternoon nap it provided me with a
precious hour or, if I was really lucky, two in which to double my
pace and crack on with all the chores that I hadn’t managed to get
to because of Small.

It was really worthwhile getting
Small into a regular afternoon sleeping pattern. Knowing I had
‘free’ time in the afternoon enabled me to relax into the hours
lost playing with Small without constantly worrying about the
things I was not getting done.

Problems arose with the advent
of a second Small. There was no obvious benefit to having only one
Small asleep so I had to work hard to establish a joint sleep
routine, otherwise the Smalls formed a tag team against me.

The more Smalls you have the
greater the problem becomes: statistically, your chances of free
time vanish towards zero as the number of Smalls increase. Indeed,
we were unlucky with Small 3, who didn’t sleep in the day at all. I
could count on one hand the number of times Small 3 ever slept in
the day. On the positive side he was a sound sleeper at night (but
always wakes between 5:00 am and 6:00 am, summer or winter). He
just doesn’t seem to need as much sleep as Smalls 1 & 2
did.


Baby Monitor

 Most
people, even those who have previously not had to venture anywhere
near babies, will know what a baby monitor is. It is a trap to
catch unwary, sleep deprived parents moaning about the house guests
listening on the other end. It is usually obvious when this has
happened because the atmosphere becomes cold enough to crack and
the guests suddenly find some reason to return home. This is
awkward and can mean some effort is going to have to be expended
re-building relationships down the line but has the immediate
benefit of relieving the stress and tension levels in the
house.

Another use for the baby monitor
is to listen in on Small to make sure he is okay. Some more
expensive models also have a visual relay so that you can watch
Small sleep. It is almost as entertaining as watching the washing
machine; but not quite.

For new parents in particular,
baby monitors offer reassurance that all is well with Small without
the need to sneak into his room every five minutes to check he is
still breathing. Of course, to hear his breathing the volume has to
be cranked up to full, which is enough to burst eardrums when Small
wakes up, unhappy.

If Small is unhappy the
baby monitor becomes redundant: a Small’s scream can cut through
reinforced concrete. Sound proofing will prove no barrier. There is
something in the pitch, modulation or intensity of a Small’s cry
that will cleave through everything in its path and stimulate every
activating hormone a parent possesses to drag them into action, no
matter how tired they are or how hard they are trying to ignore
it.

Personally I found the baby
monitor extremely useful if I was working in the garden whilst
Small was having an afternoon nap. It meant I didn’t have to keep
going into the house to see if Small was awake yet, which not only
used up valuable non-Small time but also ran the risk of waking him
prematurely.

By the time Small 3 arrived our
baby monitor had died after years of good service (and two
relationship rebuilds). Fortunately by then we were confident
enough to cope without it so we avoided the expense of replacing
it. And there was no chance of working in the garden anyway because
the other two Smalls were awake.


Bathing

 It was a
daunting prospect having to bathe Small for the first time. Having
spent some time reading the advice on how to do it, it seemed that
I needed a shed load of equipment and had a hundred things to
remember if I didn’t want to ruin the experience for Small and
myself.

The recommended equipment that I
needed, laid out ready to hand was:


	
Cotton wool balls.



	
Sponge or flannel.



	
Mild, liquid baby cleanser [the
cleanser was liquid, not the baby].



	
Posset cloth (see separate
listing) because Small was a boy and had a tendency to wee when his
nappy came off and he felt the fresh air on his skin.



	
Bath thermometer for testing
the water temperature. Apparently I could have used my elbow, in
which case the water should have felt neither hot nor cold, just
wet, but seeing as the recommended bath temperature was between 37
& 38oc I felt there wasn’t a lot of room for error
and I didn’t want to be responsible for either freezing or scalding
Small.



	
Clean, dry towel. [Hooded
towels were best for wrapping up Small from top to toe.] It was
recommended to have a spare towel ready in case Small spontaneously
wee’d when being removed from the warm water. [Like grown men, boys
are prone to weeing whenever their bits have a change of
environment.]



	
Clean nappy and clothes.



	
Warm blanket to wrap my clothed
Small in to bring him back up to sustainable living temperature.
Although it was advised not to keep him in it for too long in case
he became too hot.





To ensure that everything went
smoothly I enlisted the assistance of my wife, so that she could to
pass me equipment when I call for it, surgeon like, as I
concentrated on the tricky operation before me.

Once I had the recommended
equipment laid out and my assistant standing ready, I had to ensure
the environment was suitable for a naked, wet Small. That meant
making sure the room was at the recommended temperature of
24oc, that all the windows were closed and there were no
draughts.

The final part of preparation
was to fill the bath. Whilst the ‘bath’ could have been a sink or
the actual bath we had decided to use a baby bath; basically a
suitably sized plastic tub that sits in the big bath, on the floor,
on a cupboard or in its own stand. We used it in Small’s room, on
top of the chest of drawers where he had his nappy changed. The
problem was how to fill it, which I overcame by filling it in the
bath and then carrying it through to the nursery. The downside was
that the filled bath was quite heavy and had a tendency to slop
water on the carpet and the doidens (see separate listing), if they
were underfoot, which they were.

With everything in place I took
a deep breath and began.
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The actual process of bathing
took no time at all and was completely disproportionate to the time
involved in preparing for the event. This proved to be typical of
any task to be undertaken with Small. It was highly labour
intensive and totally inefficient. It is why I was busy dawn to
dusk but never seemed to have achieve anything much at all. I began
to realise that the sooner I came to terms with this fundamental
fact the less stressed I would become.

I now had a clean Small, happily
bundled in a warm blanket but I was not quite finished; I still had
to complete the after bath process:


	
First, I had to set about
trying to bring the temperature of the room back down to the
16-20oc recommended for sleeping. According to the
advice I had to be careful not to open any windows though, in case
it caused a draught.



	
Second, the bath needed to be
emptied, preferably without adding to the puddles or drowning any
more doidens.



	
Finally, all the other mess I
had created had to be tidied up. This involved binning the old
nappy and used cotton wool, putting away the baby cleanser and
stuffing dirty clothes and any wee soaked posset clothes and towels
in the wash basket.





In the first few weeks of
looking after Small there was a tendency to wash everything after
one use, whether it needed it or not. For instance, even if a towel
had not been weed on it was put straight in the wash. After weeks
of constant washing I became more discerning.

Similarly, once I had been
through the bathing process a few times it became much less fraught
and more streamlined. I learnt from Small what he liked and didn’t
like and I was able to take pleasure in his enjoyment of the water.
He gave his first proper giggles and non-wind induced smiles whilst
in the bath. And we both smiled and giggled over his wind induced
blurbations [not a word but it should be] in the bath. As a result,
whilst the preparation and operational functions of bathing become
faster, the total time spent bathing remained the same; we both
just got a lot more out of it.

A few weeks down the line
bathing became part of the going to sleep routine. The bathing
process is sleep inducing and acted as a trigger as part of a
regular sleep routine. The routine also included cuddling, rocking,
reading and gentle ‘for the love of god please put my Small to
sleep’ music.
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Battle of Wills


Never start a battle of wills with Small, believe me, you will
lose. Male readers need only extrapolate the theory as it relates
to women: giving in sooner means having to say sorry fewer times
(but never less than five). Flowers also help – although maybe not
with Small.
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For example, if I started saying
things like, “You’ll not leave this table until you finish your
food!” I soon found myself pleading, “Please, just eat one
mouthful!” just to save face. You see, the advice I had been given
was that if I lost, Small would never forget and would know that
all he had to do was hold out long enough and I would crack: Small
1 Daddy 0.

I discovered the reality was
that if Small didn’t want to eat he wouldn’t. He didn’t ask
for food. He’d be ready for food in five minutes time when
I’d just cleared it all away.

It was tempting to elaborate and
give him adult thoughts, like, “Why should I stick to your
schedule?” and “You are not the boss of me!” but that would have
been to demonise him. Despite what I thought, Small was not a
demon, he was just totally self-centred at this stage (see The
Centre of the Universe).
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The positive side of this was
that any idea of a score board was meaningless. That thought was
actually slightly egotistic: he was not chalking up a victory over
me because I did not exist, except to provide things for him, ergo;
there was no victory, I had just finally got around to providing
him with the thing he required, i.e. putting him back doing what he
was enjoying before I decided he needed
food.

He would also not remember all
the battles, providing he got what he wanted in the end, which
invariably was the case. He was doing what we should all do but
cannot because life is too pressured and demanding: he was living
in the moment. He was not wasting his present remembering the past
(those glorious days before Small – how did I fritter away all that
free time, I’m just too tired to remember) or worrying about the
future (how am I ever going to get a job again with a brain like
mush?), he was living in the now. So, I decided not to compound my
stress by worrying that I was scarring Small with my outbursts
every time the pressure got too much. I was not. [Or at least I
hope not. We’ll find out in a few years!] He, at least, was not
keeping a tally.
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