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INTRODUCTION


WELCOME, DEAR READERS! I’m so happy to be writing another Sh!t book full of entertainment and information. Although it seems that none of us are big on actually retaining information because this book is about adding another baby to the family. Please see my first Sh!t book, The Sh!t No One Tells You: A Guide to Surviving Your Baby’s First Year, for about two hundred pages of reasons why we probably should have thought this through a little more. Babies are not for the faint of heart.


It happens to the best of us, this thought that we are ready for another child. Our firstborn gets a little bigger, and maybe a little easier. Last week, Child #1 might have actually let you have two full nights of sleep (not two nights in a row; that’s crazy talk). He or she might be walking and talking and generally becoming an actual little person.


That is so exciting! You know what would be even more exciting? If there were more little people!


And so here we are. You are either thinking about acquiring more little people, are in the process of acquiring one, or maybe you already have a new baby and are seeking comfort after realizing that this has all gotten out of hand. Any way you look at it, there will be shit hitting a fan in your near future.


And wherever there is parenting shit, I am there to help. Because I’m looking out for you, dear readers. We all have our callings in life; mine just involves grown women being mentally unraveled by tiny people.


By the time your second child comes along, you may feel that you have a handle on this parenting gig. Or at least a hell of a better grasp than you had the first go-round. Granted, that’s not saying much because there is a good possibility that your baby knowledge before you had your first kid consisted entirely of what you’d gleaned from Johnson & Johnson commercials, those Look Who’s Talking movies, and that one time you held that one baby. So there was more than a little room for growth.


This time around, you are a wealth of parenting knowledge (although you still find those Look Who’s Talking movies to be quite informative), and you are more than ready for a new baby. At least that’s what you think.


Although I believe a healthy dose of delusion is a necessary part of parenting, it’s also important for you to realize that my shit-hitting-fan metaphor above is a much more accurate representation of parenting multiple children than anything you’ve posted to your “Baby #2!” Pinterest board.


As we head off on this new adventure together, I want to prepare you for the reality that you can pin to your “I’ve Lost Control of the Situation” board. This reality has a lot of ups and downs, good news and bad news.


GOOD NEWS: You now have a lot of experience taking care of a baby.


BAD NEWS: You have a lot of experience taking care of one baby. This new baby won’t do anything the same way as your first baby because that would be too easy. And babies aren’t in the business of making anything easy, ever.


GOOD NEWS: Your heart will never be more full than when both of your children are laughing at the same time.


BAD NEWS: You will never question your entire existence more than when both of your children are crying at the same time.


GOOD NEWS: Your kids may be best friends someday.


BAD NEWS: That day will most likely be years after they move out of your house.


So, as you can see, there are so many good times ahead!


This book has a screaming baby on the front, but I have exciting news! The screaming actually extends well beyond babyhood and will continue for the majority of the childhood years. (You’ll be so excited when they finally start giving you the silent treatment as teenagers.)


We are going to cover welcoming a new baby into your home in this book, but we are also going to expand into the joy that is having two mobile/talking children in your home. Let this book be a constant reminder to never let your guard down as your kids grow from babies to toddlers to preschoolers and beyond. Because the bigger they grow, the better they will get at working together to break you. Considering you haven’t slept in years and you have the corresponding mental acuity, this is not a difficult undertaking for your energized children. Also—and this is more bad news—their brains are getting stronger each day, while yours is at the point at which you spent three minutes last night trying to remember the word “strawberry.”


The only real hope you have against your growing child army and their expanding brains is to make sure you are constantly building up your own defenses. We all know you can’t do this alone (and now that you have multiple children, you don’t actually get to do anything alone ever again). That’s where mom friends come in.


Mom friends are always there to offer a supportive sounding board, tips on how to tame your feral animals, and complete understanding as to why you can’t remember the word “strawberry” (although don’t count on them to actually help you remember anything; their brains are just as fried as yours).


Once again I’ve enlisted my own mom friends to provide their opinions and insights into the cluster-f that is parenting multiple children. They are my Moms on the Front Lines, and they are here to tell their tales of terror from the battlefields. Their stories and advice (and general I feel you, girl) can be found throughout the book. You can never have too many good mom friends (“good” being light on judgment and perfection and heavy on wine and humor), and I’m glad to have mine along for another peek into our collective parenting pain.


So let’s head out together on our next adventure: Baby, Take Two.


There will be struggles and tears, freak-outs and fruit snacks, advanced acrobatics and juggling. And that’s just your effort to get out the damn door on time.


You’re gonna need some protective gear. That fan is about to turn on.









MY MOMS ON THE FRONT LINES


THERE IS A shorthand that exists between moms. You can get three words into describing a harrowing parenting moment, and they are already nodding their heads, knowing where this story is going. They know why you are wearing the same pants you had on the last time they saw you. They understand why your child might not be wearing anything at all when they come over to your house. They agree that a trip to the grocery store alone sounds like a solid way to spend a Friday night.


The deeper I get into this parenting journey, the more I value the simplicity of mom friends. There is no need to go into great detail about your various hiccups along the way because they are hiccupping right along with you. They just get it. They often offer advice, but mostly they give you the good old, “Me too” that helps you tackle another day of herding children.


My merry band of mom friends is once again on board to help you navigate the myriad of parenting challenges you will face when the little people in your house start multiplying. My Moms on the Front Lines (or MOFL, as I refer to them throughout the book) have been in the trenches with multiple children and are here to offer you their hard-earned wisdom and expertise. But more important, they are here to share their stories and provide a collective “Me too.”


Many moms have contributed throughout the book. Here are the names you’ll see pop up most often. I asked them to give you their stats and also any quick piece of advice they wanted to share.


ME, DAWN: We have two kids, Vivian, age five, and Daniel, age three. My uterus and my brain cannot fathom the thought of any more children, so our family is complete. My partner, Becky, and I have been together nine years, and we both work part-time to full-time from home. We also share our home with two dogs and two cats because it’s important to us that we constantly have a living being near or on us at all times of the day and night.


AMY: I’m a thirty-eight-year-old math and science teacher with two girls: Carly (seven) and Rory (four). I’ve been married to Jon for more than thirteen years. My advice to moms out there: Try to spend time with your kids while they still want to spend time with you. And don’t buy Calico Critters or Shopkins.


BROOKE: We’ve been married six years and have two kids, a five-year-old girl and a boy who is three. I previously worked full-time, then part-time after the first baby, and now I am at home full-time. My husband works from home two to three days a week and travels overnight at least once a week. We are done with kids!!


CARRIE: I’m thirty-six years old and have been married for eight years. I have two sons, ages six and four. I work full-time in the hospitality industry. Enjoy, hug, and love them every day. As they say, time really does go fast.


DANA: We’ve been married for ten years. We have one girl (five years old) and one boy (three years old). Both my husband and I work full-time (or more). We are lucky to have family that live close by to help with our demanding schedules—in addition to our daycare provider, whom I consider my children’s second mom and part of the family. She loves them like her own and is vital to our ability to function as a family the way we do!


DEANNA: We’ve been married eleven years. We have three kids: eight, five, and three. We both work full-time. We are done having kids. Advice? Laugh and remember they are only little for a short time.


DEBBIE: I’ve been married for twelve years, we have five kids, and I work part-time. My kids are twenty-two, eighteen, ten, seven, and four.


JEN: I’m thirty-eight and trying to be divorced. My kids are five and seven years old. I work full-time, go to school full-time, and I’m full-time crazy (crazy defined as sleep-deprived, super-stressed-out, can’t think straight, loving mom).


JILL: I’m married with ten-year-old boy/girl twins. I stayed at home until the kids started first grade and then went back to teaching full-time. My advice is to always make time for each kid and for yourself as parents! They will grow up quickly, so enjoy every moment! (And always have a beer on hand.)


KAYSEE: I’ve been married nine years. We have three kids: one boy, age eight, and two girls, ages six and a half and three. We own a business, and I work very part-time and spend most of my time being a mommy.


MICHAELA: I’ve been married for five years. We have one three-year-old boy and a one-year-old girl. Two kids and done . . . plus the wild, lunatic dog we love, but who is as much work as the toddler. Brad and I both work full-time.


MICHELLE: I’m a thirty-four-year-old stay-at-home-mom. My boys are five and three years old. My husband and I have been married ten years. I previously worked part-time and am loving staying at home. Taking time for myself and connecting on date nights definitely helps everyone stay happy!


MONICA: We have four kids, ages eleven, nine, five, and three. The three-year-old keeps me as busy as my other children combined! I’m a stay-at-home mom; I drive a minivan. . . . That pretty much sums it all up in one sentence. I still wouldn’t have it any other way. Maybe by the next book I’ll be on number 5 . . .


SARAH B.: We have two boys (six and three), one dog (nine), two cats (seventeen and fifteen), and one tortoise (fiftyish)! We have been married ten years but have been together over twenty years. We both work full-time. My advice is to try to be present and enjoy the moment. Chores can wait. They grow so fast. (This is more like advice to myself.)


SARAH G.: We’ve been married sixteen years; we both work full-time. We employ a village to help care for our kids and keep the household running. We have four kids, ages twelve, nine, five, and two.









THE SH!T NO ONE TELLS YOU ABOUT BABY #2









1


YOU ARE ABOUT TO ABANDON YOUR FIRSTBORN


This will come up in therapy later


PROCEED WITH CAUTION
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YOUR POOR FIRST baby has no idea what is coming, and life has not prepared them for this transition. This child has been the center of the universe for quite a while now, and you are about to break the most unfortunate news regarding the population of said universe. And you are going to have to break the news in the most unfortunate way.


No matter how much you try to explain the concept of a new baby, your firstborn won’t really appreciate the reality of the situation until that damn thing comes through the front door. Even then, it may take a few days for it to really sink in that this little alien-looking thing isn’t going away anytime soon. In fact, it appears as though everyone thinks the alien lives here now. Something has clearly gone terribly wrong.


And just like that, the Golden Child has been toppled from the throne.


Your firstborn will have some thoughts on another child coming into the home. And those thoughts will go a little something like this:


This is some bullshit.


It all started out as so much fun. How was I supposed to know what was coming? I got a new baby doll and a new Big Kid bed in a new Big Kid room. I even got to pick out a new comforter. Who doesn’t love a new comforter? I also got some cute new shirts with things written on them that I couldn’t actually read. But Mom loved taking pictures of me wearing the shirts, so I went along with it. She and I have always disagreed about the level of excitement that clothes warranted, so why was I to believe these outfits were any different?


Let this be a lesson to all of you that you should never trust anything you can’t actually read. Especially if someone else seems overly excited about whatever it says. Some of us have had to learn this lesson the hard way.


Looking back on it now, I probably should have asked more questions when we started reading books about how I was going to be a Big Sister. I was on board with the Big part, but I didn’t totally understand the Sister aspect. The Big Sister in the books seemed to be having a lot of fun with her baby doll, so that was cool. Yes, the entire family seemed a little too focused on the doll, but who was I to judge? Even baby dolls need love, I guess.


I wasn’t quite sure the doll warranted its own entire room, but I stayed quiet when my parents started painting my old room a new color and brought in teddy bear décor to replace what I thought were perfectly acceptable pink safari animals. These two watch a lot of HGTV, so it wasn’t out of the ordinary for them to completely overhaul a room for no apparent reason. Little did I know what was going to be in the “After” picture this time.


Sure, maybe I should have taken more notice of mom’s growing belly, but anyone can tell you that mom’s belly has a way of fluctuating in size even when a person hasn’t crawled up into it (I’m still fuzzy on the exact details of the belly enlargement). In fact, I just assumed I was the reason her belly was getting so big. She’s always blaming me for the fact that she doesn’t look like her Throwback Thursday photos anymore, so maybe I did something to cause this change in appearance too.


And yes, the suspicious number of babies I was made to hold and pretend to find adorable in the last few months should have sent up warning signals. But if you had any idea how many times a day these people make me hold a prop or put me in a ridiculous outfit just so they can take a photo, you would understand that a little hysteria over how cute I looked holding a baby did not stand out as noteworthy.


I look cute doing everything, obviously.


Which is why I didn’t bat an eye when mom set up that photo shoot. The woman enjoys a photoshoot. Yes, it seemed a bit out of character that she would want to take so many photos of her large belly, but I was proud of her for finally accepting that beauty comes in all shapes and sizes. Posing naked for a picture in a field while cradling that belly did seem like a little too much self-acceptance in my opinion, but hey, you do you, Mommy.


I feel like such a fool that I was worried about Mommy when Grandma said we were going to visit her in the hospital. I thought it must be pretty serious if both of my parents had stayed there overnight. But now I know that not only was mom okay, but the two of them had been cheating on me by having a sleepover with another child. As I said before—some bullshit.


Since we have been home, I’ve slowly started to accept that no one but me wants this new kid to leave. In fact, there seems to be a parade of people coming to the house to welcome the thing. I’m calling it a “thing” because it doesn’t actually do anything that an actual person does.


People keep asking me if I’m excited to have a new friend to play with. These people are really underestimating my playing abilities, or perhaps they are unaware of the sort of head control that is needed to ride a scooter around the backyard with me. Either way, I feel like we could have just adopted a dog if the primary goal was to give me a playmate.


And we could have just put the dog in a crate at night, instead of the entire neighborhood needing to be awake while my playmate screams his face off for no reason. Dogs are notoriously great sleepers, you know.


Perhaps if I had been consulted at all about this addition to the family, I could have brought up some of these points that were clearly not given enough consideration.


That photographer is back today, the one who convinced mom to get naked in the field. Most people would consider that to be the type of person that shouldn’t be allowed around children. But, in keeping with bad ideas, mom has invited this person into our home. At some point soon I’m going to have to get the authorities involved in this deteriorating situation I’m being made to live in.


This photographer, in addition to her questionable morals, clearly has no artistic eye. Which is a much greater sin, if you ask me. I look as cute as any kid has ever looked. My hair is bouncing with ringlets and has just the right number of bows. My outfit is on point, and even my shoes are off-the-charts adorable.


But who does this “photographer” want to take pictures of? The blob. Seriously! The blob isn’t even awake, and this lady is putting ridiculous hats on its head and standing on chairs to get the best angle of it sleeping naked. I can’t say I felt bad for her when the blob pooped all over that pretty blanket of hers. Even I know that the only thing this kid really knows how to do is soil things.


In a sign of what my life has now become, this hack is only interested in taking photos of me if the blob is also in the shot. Does she not remember how I rocked those pre-nudity field photos all by myself?


My parents look as if they haven’t slept in a week (this is most likely because they haven’t slept in a week) so I’ll do them a solid and play along with this photoshoot. When the wall-size canvases of these photos are delivered, it will be clear to everyone who the real star is. (Hint: it’s not the one pooping himself.)


And if that isn’t enough to bring the spotlight back to me, I have one more trick up my sleeve. I’m not going to go into a lot of detail here, but suffice it to say my parents might want to start Googling the word “regression.”


SOME PROFESSIONAL HELP


Introducing a new baby to the family can be a delicate process. This new child won’t change how much you love your first child, but your firstborn may not see it that way.


I asked psychotherapist Gail Marie Poverman-Kave for some advice on how to ease kids into the idea of welcoming another child into their space. She recommended a lot of discussion leading up to the arrival: “Discuss names, what the baby will look like, whether it will be a boy or girl. You can have the older sibling help get the nursery ready.”


When it comes to making a place for the new baby, you may need to move Child #1 out of their room or crib. Try not to make it too obvious that the older child is being kicked out because another kid is coming to take their place. That’s the less-than-sensitive approach. Instead, trick your child into thinking the new Big Kid Bed and/or Big Kid Room is an exciting event that is in no way connected to all those tiny onesies that have been piling up.


Making the transition well in advance of the new baby’s arrival will be in the best interest of both you and your child. A new bed or room can take some time to get used to, and you definitely don’t want to be working out those kinks while also dealing with a newborn.


Poverman-Kave warns that the age of Child #1 can affect how he or she reacts to a new sibling: “Children of different ages will experience the baby’s arrival differently. The older a child is, the more challenging it may be for them to share your attention. Children under two years old really won’t understand the concept of having a new baby, whereas school-aged children may experience blatant jealousy. Making sure your older child has enough attention and is included in pictures and videos is very helpful toward alleviating their fears.”


To help your older child feel involved and important when the new baby arrives, she suggests: “Allow the older child to participate in caring for the baby; bathing, singing, feeding, changing. Don’t make this a chore or the child will resent the baby. Make it a time to bond with both children and encourage a healthy relationship between them.”


Also, take time away from the new baby to shower Child #1 with attention. Give lots of hugs, head out for a quick fast food date with just the two of you, or offer praise for both the help he or she gives with the new baby and for things that have nothing to do with that annoying kid. These gestures don’t need to be grand (you probably won’t have the energy or time for grand), but even taking a few seconds to acknowledge your older child or give them a big hug will remind them that they are still important.


Making sure you are doing right by your new baby and your firstborn can be overwhelming. Most of the time, it can feel like you are giving both of them less than they deserve. Be forgiving of everyone in your household during this time of transition; you’ll all get the hang of it eventually.


And no matter how hard it is now, never forget that someday you’ll think to yourself, “Man, it was easier when only one of them was mobile.” These, my friend, are the good old days.




 






Journal Entry


A LETTER TO VIVIAN


Dear Vivian,


In a little while you will move from being an Only Child to a Big Sister. How is that possible? You are still a baby in my eyes. I think you’ll always be, to tell you the truth. No matter how big you get I will always think of you as my bean. We gave you that nickname when you were still in my belly, when we could barely see your tiny little beating heart on the ultrasound. My pregnancy books said you were only the size of a bean. We didn’t know your gender, but we talked about you constantly, so a name was needed. “Bean” it was.


When you point at my belly these days, I tell you that there is a baby inside. I tell you that you were once a tiny baby in my belly too and that soon this baby will be out of my belly and in our house. You nod, but you don’t have any idea what the hell I’m talking about.


I don’t blame you. It doesn’t make a lot of sense to me either, and it’s happening in my belly. When I quiz you about the location of the baby, you instantly pull up your shirt and point to your own belly. Close enough, really.


I’m scared about bringing this new baby home. But not for the reasons I was scared to bring you home.


When I brought you home, I was just as new to this game as you were. I had a little more head control than you, but other than that we were both blank slates. That scared the crap out of me because the one thing I knew for sure was that nothing was more important than doing right by you. It didn’t seem fair that you had been given a mom who had no idea what the hell she was doing.


But you didn’t seem to mind. You nuzzled into the bend of my arm and snuggled your face against my breast as soon as you popped out. What you lacked in head control, you more than made up for in confidence that we were going to be okay. And what I lacked in confidence, I made up for in determination to prove you right.


So we headed off together, you and me. My beautiful little girl and a woman who never even liked babies before she met you. And together we figured it out. Eventually you even held up that head of yours. It was an exciting time indeed.


We had hiccups along the way, to be sure. You spent your first New Year’s Eve repeatedly projectile vomiting all over both of us. I accidently let you roll off the couch a couple of times. I tried, and mostly failed, to figure out how to keep my clients happy and also be a good mom to you. And let’s not forget about our difference of opinion regarding acceptable sleeping habits. It was rarely easy. But you never promised it would be easy. You only promised it would be worth it.


And, man, has it been worth it. Every second has been worth it as I’ve watched you grow more into a little person with each passing day. You are funny and kind, gentle yet brave. I see so much of myself when I look at you, but it’s even more exciting that every day I get a glimpse of the woman you are going to be.


We have a good thing going, our little family of three.


And that is why I’m scared this time.


What is going to happen when we bring home another kid? When you are no longer my one and only? Will he take up too much of my time, leaving you feeling abandoned? Will you know that I still want to hold you close, even though there is now another baby in my arms? Will you even remember the time when you were the only one, or will your childhood memories always play back with a cast of four?


I don’t know exactly how things are going to go once your brother arrives. But one thing I know for sure—there will always be a place in my heart that is only yours. It’s the place that holds those two years we had together, when we were both brand-new. I will never forget everything you taught me in those years about babies, about parenting, and about my own heart.


That heart, once closed off to so many of life’s joys, was burst wide open the second I saw a positive symbol on my pregnancy test. From that moment on I have loved you with every ounce of my soul.


I loved feeling your endless flips when you were inside my belly; I loved how you burst into the world kicking and screaming. I love that once you were here, you always looked at me as if I were perfect, and you were quick to let it slide when it turned out I wasn’t. Most of all, I love that no matter how big you get or what changes come our way, you will always be my bean. My sweet girl who fit perfectly into the bend of my arm. Just one of my many parts I’ve come to realize was made just for you.
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