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    To my husband and son, who have heard more about this book and this journey than anyone should ever have to.
 And to my family and friends, for walking with me through every messy, magical version of this story.
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    Can you find a butterfly on every page?
  


  
    Just like you, they're a part of the story!
  


  
    
  


  
     

  


  
    
      Bye-Bye, Boobies
    


    
      [image: Illustration of a cozy bedroom at night. A mother sits cross-legged on a bed, breastfeeding her toddler while the father sleeps beside them. A butterfly hovers near a bedside lamp, and a dog naps on the floor beside a wooden crib. The wall art says “Love Grows Here.”]
    


    
      I used to breastfeed day and night, a cozy sip, a sleepy bite.
 It helped me rest, it helped me grow, while wiggling one tiny toe.
    


    
      We’d cuddle up, me and Mama, in jammies soft, no big drama.
 She’d hum a song, I’d drink a bit, that spot on Mama’s lap? My fit.
    


    
      [image: Illustration of a cozy living room with a stone fireplace glowing warmly. A mother sits on a blue couch breastfeeding her toddler, while an older woman with white hair sits beside them holding a mug decorated with red maple leaves. A cat naps in a green bed near the fire, and another cat curls up behind them on the couch. Red mittens and a green scarf hang on wall hooks above the fireplace, and a butterfly rests near the scarf. ]
    


    
      I nursed beside the window light, in comfy chairs and morning bright. 


      At Nana's house on snowy days, all cuddled through the fireplace haze.
    


    
      
         
      


      [image: Illustration of a mother just after breastfeeding her toddler on an airplane. The mother sits by the window, smiling gently as the baby sleeps against her chest, holding a small white bunny. A pink blanket covers them both. Beside them, another passenger with long hair and a pink sleep mask rests with a blanket and green seat pillow. A monarch butterfly perches on the top of the passenger’s seat. Snowy mountains are visible through the airplane windows.]


      
        As clouds passed by, I nursed up high. The engines hummed a lullaby.


        My bunny squished beneath my knee, a quiet flight, Mama and me.
      


      
         
      


      [image: Illustration of a sunny park scene with a mother breastfeeding her toddler while sitting on a red blanket under a large tree. A dog naps nearby beside a pink bag, a slice of watermelon, and a toy bunny. A monarch butterfly flutters above a path where a Canada goose leads a line of yellow goslings past a small pond.]


      
         
      


      
        I nursed beneath the leafy trees, with grass-stained socks and wiggly knees.


        


        My bunny watched some geese parade, then flopped beside me in the shade.
      


      
         
      


      
        [image: Illustration of a Canada Day celebration at a park. Fireworks burst in red, white, and blue above a large glowing Canadian flag in the sky. Families wearing red-and-white maple leaf shirts watch the show. In the foreground, a mother, father, and toddler sit on a red blanket under a tree, with the toddler pointing up in delight. Butterflies flutter nearby, and the scene glows with soft evening light. ]
      


      
        


        Canada Day the sky went bright, pops of red and white took flight.
 
 I nursed and giggled at the park, while colours shimmered through the dark.
 
 The music played, the sky aglow, I clapped my hands and tapped each toe.
 
 Dad danced with me, and Mama too, a happy night with both of you.
      


      
         
      


      
        [image: Illustration of a calm bedtime scene in a child’s room. A mother sits on a lavender heart-shaped bed, reading and breastfeeding her sleepy toddler, who is nestled in her arms. A monarch butterfly rests on the bed’s headboard, and a black dog sleeps on the floor nearby beside scattered blocks and picture books. One of the books, titled The Fox and the Crow, lies open on a purple rug. A window shows a soft starry night sky with lilac curtains, and framed heart and flower art hang on the wall.]
      


      
        


        At bedtime, when the lights were low, I’d nurse and feel my heartbeat slow.
 
 My bunny tucked in by my side, as quiet dreams began to glide. 
 
 Some nights the boobies whispered low,


        


        ‘You’re needing milk much less, you know.’
 
 I still would nurse to end the day, then cuddle close and drift away.
      


      
         
      


      
        [image: Illustration of a playroom scene with a mother sitting on a large brown beanbag, nursing her toddler who holds a white bunny toy. A black dog naps beside them. Colourful building blocks are stacked on a soft puzzle mat in the middle of the floor, and crayon drawings of a flower and a smiling sun hang on the wall. A monarch butterfly flutters nearby, and a plush beaver wearing a green toque sits on the floor. ]
      


      
        


        Sometimes I’d start, then stop again, between my blocks or counting ten.
 
 I’d run and nurse and then I’d play, still close to Mama through the day.
      

    


    
       
    


    
      [image: Illustration of a warm living room with a stone fireplace and cozy blue couch. A mother, grandmother, and toddler sit together, each holding mugs decorated with red maple leaves. The toddler cuddles a bunny toy, and two cats lounge nearby — one curled on the couch and another in a green bed beside the fire. Colourful blocks are stacked high on a puzzle mat in the center of the floor, and a butterfly perches on a straw hat hanging above the fireplace. ]
    


    
      I’d stop to nurse, then pet the cats, they stretched and purred on cozy mats.
 I grabbed my blocks and stacked them high, I made them grow up to the sky.
    


    
       
    


    
      [image: Illustration of a bright kitchen at breakfast time. A toddler with curly hair sits in a high chair, smiling and holding a red and white cup. A plate of pancakes with syrup and butter sits on the table beside a bottle with a red maple leaf label, a blue bowl, and a purple spoon. A woman sits nearby, smiling warmly, while a man in an apron stirs batter at the counter. A black dog sleeps by the sliding glass door, where a monarch butterfly perches. On the wall, a framed picture shows a butterfly’s life cycle beside a tall giraffe growth chart. ]
    


    
      My cup was waiting, red and white, not like the boobies from last night.
 I took a sip and sat up tall, it felt just right, not weird at all.
 I held it firm and took a drink, ‘No need to nurse,’ I stopped to think.
 It felt so nice to start the day, my cup was good in every way.
    


    
       
    


    
      [image: Illustration of a sunny backyard with a wooden play structure and red slide. A toddler holding a white bunny toy slides down joyfully toward her smiling mother, who waits at the bottom with open arms. In the background, a man grills food on a blue barbecue while a black dog naps nearby. Several monarch butterflies flutter around the slide and yard. ]
    


    
      I sipped from cups, then climbed up high, pretending I could touch the sky.
 My bunny bounced from place to place, while Mama laughed and joined the race.
    


    
       
    


    
      [image: llustration of a sunny park scene during “Flight of the Monarch Day.” A sign with that title stands beside a large tree where monarch butterflies rest and flutter through the sky. In the foreground, a toddler holding a white bunny toy runs joyfully toward their mother, who sits on a picnic blanket smiling with pride. Slices of watermelon, a dipaer bag, and a sleeping dog rest beside her. In the background, families with children and strollers watch the butterflies, and a golden dog trots alongside them. ]
    


    
      A butterfly brushed past my head, it fluttered once, then off it sped.
 It didn’t land just passed me by, and off it went into the sky.
 The butterflies all zipped and flew, I didn’t nurse, I ran straight through.
 My bunny stayed right by my side, while Mama watched with so much pride.
    


    
       
    


    
      [image: Illustration of a cozy living room with large windows and soft morning light. A mother and toddler sit together in a yellow armchair, reading a purple book titled Monarch Tales. The toddler holds a white bunny toy, and a black dog sleeps peacefully on the rug beside them. A mug with red maple leaves steams on a small side table. Nearby, a wooden shelf holds potted plants, scattered blocks, and children’s books, while a monarch butterfly flutters near the window.]
    


    
      Some days we sat in our old chair, my bunny squished between us there.
 I didn’t breastfeed, that was new. Mama just smiled and snuggled too.
    


    
       
    


    
      [image: Illustration of a cheerful playroom filled with toys. A mother sits smiling on a large brown beanbag while her toddler stands nearby, clapping and laughing as colourful bubbles float through the air. The toddler’s white bunny toy lies on the floor, and two teddy bears sit on a small shelf (one dressed as a Canadian Mountie and another wearing a green toqu)e. A monarch butterfly rests on the Mountie bear’s hat. Beside them, children’s books and building blocks are scattered, and a black dog naps nearby. Crayon drawings of a sun and a flower hang on the wall.]
    


    
      Mama asked, ‘Boobies?’ 
    


    
      I said, ‘No,’ and spun and laughed with cheeks aglow.
 She smiled as bubbles danced and popped, I spun again until I dropped.
    


    
       
    


    
      [image: Illustration of a family celebration outdoors near a lake. A “Bye-Bye Boobies” banner hangs on a clothesline between colourful shirts fluttering in the breeze. A table holds a tray of cupcakes, and three adults sit on wooden chairs smiling and holding drinks. The toddler sits nearby in a small chair, holding a red cup with a bunny toy on the armrest. A moose plush sits beside a pink gift bag, and two Canada geese swim on the water in the background. A monarch butterfly hovers near the family.]
    


    
      The table had some wrapped up things. A breeze tugged at the banner strings.
 With bunny close, and cupcakes too, we laughed beneath the sky so blue.
 The hugs were soft, the grins were wide. My family gathered by my side.
 We clapped and cheered and passed the plate, my party helped us celebrate.
    


    
       
    


    
      [image: Illustration of a cozy playroom with soft light coming through a large window. A toddler sits at a small green table, smiling while drawing with crayons. A white bunny toy sits in a pink chair beside a red cup. A black dog naps nearby on the floor among scattered building blocks. On the wall behind them, framed pictures show the life cycle of a butterfly ( from leaf to caterpillar, chrysalis, and monarch)  with one real butterfly fluttering near the window.]
    


    
      I missed breastfeeding once or twice, but Mama’s hugs still felt real nice.


      ‘Bye-Bye, Boobies,’ soft and low, I smiled and whispered, ‘time to grow.’


      I used to nurse, but now I see there’s other ways to comfort me.


      I’ve got my bunny, cup and play, I’m proud of who I am today.
    


    
       
    

  


  [image: row of monarch butterflies]


  Dear Mama,


  
    Weaning often holds more than we realize.
  


  
    Whether your breastfeeding journey was long or short, easy or anything but, this goodbye matters.


     
  


  
    It can bring pride, relief, sadness, or all of them at once. 
  


  
    That’s okay.
  


  
    
 This story was written to sit beside you both in that moment. 
  


  
    To honour what you shared. To help mark the shift with care.
  


  
    
 The title was inspired by toddlers I’ve known and loved. 
  


  
    My own, and many others, calling out for "milkies"and "boobies with full hearts and very loud voices. 
  


  
     
  


  
    Those tiny, determined voices were asking for love, for comfort, for you.
  


  
     
  


  
    And you gave it. 
  


  
     
  


  
    With your body, your time, and your presence. 
  


  
     
  


  
    In the long nights. In the quiet hours. 
  


  
     
  


  
    In the wiggly feet and sleepy cuddles. 


     
  


  
    In the letting go.
  


  
     
  


  
    That comfort doesn’t end here. 
  


  
     
  


  
    Neither does your closeness. This moment is part of your story too.
  


  
     
  


  
    With love and laughter, 
  


  
    Jacqui (Mama & IBCLC)
  


  
    [image: Pen and ink drawing of a baby's feet being held in an adult's hands forming a heart shape]
  


  Special thanks to Natasha Nazdrynava for this lovely pen & ink drawing!

OEBPS/Images/Img14.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Img19.png





OEBPS/Images/Img18.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Img01.jpg






OEBPS/Images/Img05.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Img10.jpg






OEBPS/Images/Img15.jpg






OEBPS/Images/Img06.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Img02.jpg
A Weaning Poem by
Jacqueline Cooper





OEBPS/Images/Img03.jpg
@

~
Love Grows Here






OEBPS/Images/Img16.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Img11.jpg






OEBPS/Images/Img20.jpg
=





OEBPS/Images/Img07.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Img09.jpg






OEBPS/Images/Img21.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Img12.jpg






OEBPS/Images/Img13.jpg
AL,
DR

-

ﬁy\\' "l
]









OEBPS/Images/Img08.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Img17.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Img04.jpg





