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To the ones we gave life to; who gave it right back.


For our children: Tilly, Finley, Toby, Sena, Louis, Ted, Kit and


Posie. May you always have the courage to show up in the


world as unapologetically you as possible.
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Every effort has been made to ensure that the information in this book is accurate. The information in this book may not be applicable in each individual case so it is advised that professional medical advice is obtained for specific health matters and before changing any medication or dosage. Neither the publisher nor authors accept any legal responsibility for any personal injury or other damage or loss arising from the use of the information in this book.




FOREWORD
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Sleep was without doubt my biggest challenge as a child and it went on to become my greatest trial as a parent. I had a long childhood history of poor sleep, heavily reliant on my parents’ presence to help me sleep. I experienced anxiety if ever I had to sleep without them or my brothers, and I didn’t want that for my own children.


When I became a parent, I wanted to make sure my children didn’t feel the way I had felt: alone and afraid at night unless my parents were there. I wanted them to feel more enabled, more safe and more secure than I did when it came to sleep.


My own children were two and four when we approached Calm & Bright to help us with sleep. My four year old, Lola, was having some night wakings. Rather unsurprisingly, she was whiny and irritable in the day as a result. Before the sleep teaching, Lola was often irrationally teary, the tears seeming to come from nowhere. Kit went the other way – he was more wired than weepy. He fought sleep at most turns; naps, bedtime, overnight and early wakes. At the peak, he was waking six to eight times a night! The impact on him was clear to see – Kit was so far beyond tired that at times he couldn’t even walk without tripping over himself. It was hard to see. I felt helpless.


It wasn’t just the children who were suffering with our family’s lack of sleep. When I am tired I am irrational, irritable and angry. I go straight to burnout and my body makes it clear that I need to make a change. Alarm bells ring. I am unable to function clearly and lose my ability to remain patient and compassionate as a mother, wife, daughter, or friend, let alone have any energy left to take care of my own needs. (I’ve yet to meet an exhausted parent who can.)


Before I encountered Calm & Bright I would push through those signs, not knowing what to do or where to turn. I ploughed on, as so many of us do, believing that broken sleep was just part and parcel of being a parent. How wrong I was!


The very first time Eve and I spoke, I had a calm feeling that everything was going to be ok. I felt like I had finally been given the permission to go with my gut. That I had been heard. I felt empowered to discover that I had the ability to sort my sleep out myself. I just needed the right tools to do it. And that is precisely what I gained from working with Eve and Gem.


Within a surprisingly short period of time, both the children were finally getting the rest they needed, taking the full eleven to twelve solid hours of sleep a night that Eve said that they were capable of. They were settling more peacefully, waking later and noticeably calmer. It really was transformational for all the family.


When I tell you that Calm & Bright changed my life, I do it with my hand on my heart. If you are a parent who struggles with sleep, or if you are feeling anxiety surrounding it, this book is for you. Parenting is hard enough without showing up each day shattered. It is so important that parents know the help is out there. That there is another, new way.


This book will wave a magic wand of empowerment for shattered parents around the globe. It excites me greatly that Eve and Gem’s message will finally be in the hands of the people who need it the most. Make good use of the words before you. Your future is in your hands with the help of these sleep angels!


Love,
Izzy x





INTRODUCTION
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If you’re reading these words, it may well be with weary eyes. If you are listening to them, perhaps your ears fell deaf to the promise of sleep long ago. Maybe you’re so beyond tired that your back is breaking, your mind foggy, your energy zapped and your hope for a rested life fading. Maybe the idea of living a rested life is irritatingly laughable to you, more like a naff TV advert than something you can reach out and grasp. By now, you may be so used to broken sleep that you’ve come to believe that it’s just the hand you’ve been dealt; that it’s supposed to be exhausting and you just need to get a grip. Perhaps exhaustion has stripped you of optimism and hope so completely that you find talk of better sleep just bullshit. That even if it were possible, it’s not going to happen for you because there’s clearly something wrong with you or your baby. If you’re not yet an exhausted parent, you might be an expectant one, keen to avoid any unnecessary sleep deprivation by gently laying down the foundations for healthy sleep right from the start. You may be reading this because you have deep reservations about sleep teaching because of the godawful things you’ve heard about it. Doesn’t it flood the baby’s brain with cortisol? Isn’t it selfish? Doesn’t it give your child the message that you won’t come? That their needs don’t matter? Doesn’t it have a negative impact on their brain and body and relationships into adulthood? It’s not even possible for babies to self-settle, is it? Whoever you are, and for whatever reason you are reading it, this book will liberate you. Within these pages you will discover the restrictive beliefs and behaviours that keep broken sleep cycles going years longer than they need to. We’ll share with you the exact things that keep parents too tired for too long. You’ll learn how to drown out the noise and do sleep your way, freeing you up to live your one life how you want to. You will be filled with such confidence in your ability to sort your child’s sleep that you’ll be able to navigate each age and stage with ease and curiosity, rather than fear and dread.


Imagine for a moment that we are handing you a piece of paper right now with the exact number of minutes, hours, days, weeks, months and possibly even years that you have been polluted by poor sleep. Now picture yourself during that time. Are you pacing the floor at a godawful time of night? Searching frantically online for answers? Shouting until you see their little lips wobble and then feeling immense guilt? Putting them in the car or pram with gritted teeth to force a nap? Holding on to them tighter when they hug you so that they don’t see that you’re crying? Wondering if you’ve lost it? Why you seem to struggle more than others? Why you just can’t bloody well figure it out? Now imagine that time and energy focused elsewhere; on the people, places and things that matter most. Imagine that you’re not only going to have that time back, you’re going to be rested enough to enjoy it and really be there for it. Can you dare to see your future self now? Maybe she’s pushing that swing with playfulness and sparkle rather than gritted teeth and glazed-over eyes. Maybe she feels good about herself and how she’s mothering. Perhaps cooking food for her family gives her pleasure rather than a headache. Perhaps she is living with thanks and hope, with playfulness and presence. Perhaps even though life’s shit sometimes, she’s always able to reset each day with a good night’s sleep. How does she feel? How does she look? What are her dreams? What is she capable of?



The crash


It all began twelve years ago when I crashed my car with my baby in it. My ten-month-old had never slept more than two hours at a time and was breastfeeding on newborn regularity despite being almost a toddler. Surviving on little to no sleep had taken a devastating toll on my physical and mental health. Exhaustion had left no stone unturned when it came to its effect on my body or mind. I was tired, yes, but it was more than that. Starved of sleep, my eyelids twitched in protest, and the bruises on my body spoke of how I bumped into doorways regularly as my brain failed to measure distances accurately. I felt breathless climbing the stairs and my arms ached when I folded laundry. I would forget and lose things regularly such as my keys and my phone (which was often in my hand all along). On more than one occasion, I lost a child for a few moments. Looking back, it was only a matter of time before something had to give.


The crash was the perfect catalyst for change I had no idea I so desperately needed. It left me with no choice but to sort sleep if I was to save my family from the hazardous path we were treading. Deep down, I knew that it wasn’t meant to be this way and that it was time for me to take some action for change. Within three days of creating my own loving and responsive approach (as none of the ones I could find were gentle enough for me), my non-sleeping baby was sleeping twelve hours a night, every night. A few days on, I was elated but in shock. I couldn’t get my head around the fact that twelve-hour nights of sleep (the stuff of every tired mum’s dreams) had been just a few days away all along. I couldn’t help but think about how different my and my daughter’s experience of the first year would have been if only I’d have known there was another way.


As the twelve-hour nights (and two-hour naps) began to take hold, life was immeasurably brighter. Filled with an overwhelming sense of purpose, I felt compelled to help other shattered parents so I gave my phone number to the local health-visiting team and asked them to pass it on to anyone who needed it – any knackered parents who were struggling but had no idea where to start. Within the space of a few months, word had spread about the lady who came into your house and taught your kid to sleep in a few nights, and the phone began to ring. As time went on, I left family after family waving goodbye on their doorstep, their faces brightened by a few short days of sleep. As demand for sleep support grew beyond my capability, I called on my little sister, Gem, to help ‘for a bit’. Gem was a practising paediatric nurse at the time and had no intention of ever doing anything other than nursing but she agreed to help until it got less busy. It never did. Little did she know that her offer to help would lead her to her life’s true course as she joined her big sister on a solid sleep mission.


Today


Twelve years on, we are immensely proud of our eight-strong team of women, including three NHS paediatric nurses, a senior clinical psychologist and an integrative therapist. We are best known for our life-transforming sleep turnarounds and our compassionate, responsive approach. We are all about being led by your child and not the clock. We don’t subscribe to the notion that sleep must be tightly scheduled for it to be sound. Sleep can take any shape at all, so long as it happens! We are often described as the happy middle ground, free of restrictive routines, but with plans that generate highly successful, long-lasting results. Our life’s work is not to free families from exhaustion, but to give them the tools to do it themselves. We help you to look at sleep through a holistic lens, listening to and holding space for each family’s sleep story and the complete journey that’s led them to us. To unlock unbroken sleep, we must first understand the emotional and psychological barriers to it. These are always unique to each family. Once a thorough assessment has been made by our paediatric nurses, we recommend a plan if (and only if) we believe it has the potential to totally turn sleep around. We will talk to a family about whether they need just a plan, or some 1:1 support and handholding too. We’ve found a clear parallel between the way we guide parents and the way we ask them to guide their children. Our way is inherently nurturing, intuitive and responsive. After all, sleep teaching takes a leap of faith both on our part and the parents’. As we put our complete trust in a parent’s ability to do it themselves, we ask them to do the same for their children. It has been a genuine honour to witness over five thousand families across the globe tap into the healing power of sleep and the life that it brings. Seeing parents raise their children with a new-found patience, sense of calm, connection and peace is without doubt the greatest honour of all.


Inaction to Action


The advice surrounding sleep in the early years is contradictory and confusing, leaving many parents stuck in no man’s land. This is a bleak and barren place; one of inaction and stagnancy. When we don’t know which way to go, we stand still. And who wants to live their life doing that? The words within our book will help you to break away from inaction, moving forward without hesitation. They will allow you to dive deep beneath the surface of infant sleep, revealing the treasure of your intuition. It will help you to discover what’s really behind the poor sleep you’ve been battling so that you can move forward in your own way and on your own terms. No longer do you have to wander weakly through the mist of a shattered life. You and your child are worthy of a daily chance to restore, recoup, repair and recover. This book will act as your torchlight as you navigate yourself away from the dark days of exhaustion towards the bright light of a rested family life.


Who We Are


It might be a good time for us to tell you a little bit about us, your faithful companions on your quest for better nights and happier days. We were born Eve Marie and Gemma Katharine Phillips in 1981 and 1982. We grew up in a seaside town in south Devon with our mum, Pauline, our dad, David, our younger sister, Beth, our brother, Dom, and our goat, Mandy! It was a happy childhood, filled with warm cornflakes (thanks to Mandy’s udder-to-table offerings) and tadpole farming from the river at the bottom of the garden. It was handwritten tickets to family shows in front of the mantelpiece in the sitting room. It was a childhood filled with sky-high pushes on our tree swing; our little legs stretched out and our squinting faces tilted up to the sun, hair billowing, wild and free. It was little feet clip-clopping our mum’s high heels down the cracked concrete garden path to fetch the eggs from the chickens. It was our secret language haigy-paigy and Tuesday toffee apples at the Victorian evening in the town precinct. It was hours and hours of dance classes. It was love.


It is only now, as we look back as adults, that we realise how lucky we were. Every child on Earth deserves to feel unconditionally loved for who they are; to have at least one person who believes in them and their ability, without limit. Our parents did just that. We were blessed to be raised by parents who had an abundance of belief in us and our capabilities. We were taught that nothing was off limits if we were willing to try hard to achieve it. The way that we were raised shaped not only how we went on to mother our own eight children, but it became the life source of everything we do at Calm & Bright.


Eve’s story


Like billions of parents before me, the birth of my first child had me stumbling along the unforgiving path of sleep deprivation. I obediently accepted the universal belief that the first few years of parenting were supposed to be rough – that sacrificing sleep was totally normal until at least age three. I believed (and still believe) that my main purpose as a mother was to raise emotionally secure, compassionate beings. As far as I could tell, the only way to do this was to meet my baby’s every waking need, whether those needs fell in the night or the day. If my baby needed me (or often, in my case, my breasts!) I would come to the rescue. While it was torturous surviving on dregs of broken sleep, it was far more appealing than an emotionally scarred child, which is what I’d come to believe I’d get if I dared to sleep train her. So, for ten torturous months, I breastfed my firstborn every one to two hours, night and day. The cavalry (breasts) were summoned if my daughter was sad, tired, bored, in pain, hot, cold, afraid, frustrated or in need of a nap. Oh, and when she was hungry! Over the next six years, I was blessed to go on to have three more babies (and a lot less sleep). In the summer of 2015, I had a newborn baby, an eighteen-month-old toddler, a four-year-old and a six-year-old in my care. It was as brutal as it sounds. With broken sleep relentlessly coming at me night after night for weeks on end, and all four children at home because of the school ‘holidays’, it felt like I was in a wild and wilful sea with huge waves crashing down and knocking me over. Every time I got up, before I could catch my breath, another wave knocked me back down again. I was drowning. One day, I sent a desperate message to my closest friends. It said, ‘PLEASE HELP’ and then: ‘I’m not ok. I need to say it out loud. I don’t know how to do it??!! Would anybody come and take the baby to let me sleep for just two hours, please? I am worried about myself.’ My friends rallied round. One brought a home-cooked meal. One encouraged me to feed the baby and then took him away until the next feed. Another swept the floor and put a load of laundry on. One took the big kids to the park for a few hours. I finally slept. When I woke I felt uplifted, clearer and hopeful. I hadn’t been swept away on a white horse, but I had definitely been rescued that afternoon.


The snippet of sleep got me back on track, but it wasn’t long before another wave of exhaustion came crashing down. The broken nights were relentless and unforgiving, showing no mercy, even when I said out loud that I couldn’t take it any more. Just when I thought sleep couldn’t get any worse, along came another night from hell. Sometimes, it would feel as if the children were tag teaming me. Or as if the universe had something against me. I wondered what I had done to deserve this. On the nights when more than one of them was awake, the time it took to go back and forth between them meant I was surviving on under two hours of broken sleep a night. Even when the children slept, I often couldn’t. Falling asleep was never a problem, but any night wake made me so anxious and wound up that I struggled to get back off to sleep, my heightened heartbeat so often pounding in my pressure-cooker head.


Too little sleep across too long a time turned me into a shadow of myself. I’m naturally vibrant, energetic and optimistic, but life was slowly being sucked out of me. To an untrained eye, I didn’t look too different (save for the dark circles and haunted eyes). I was very good at saying how ‘fine’ everything was. Interestingly, our psychotherapist auntie, Beni, jokes that ‘fine’ stands for:


Fucked-up


Insecure


Neurotic


Emotional


which was more like it! My eyes were red raw, pleading and vacant. I wept, often. Sometimes for no apparent reason. My back pain started that year (from all the hours spent bent over a child in a cot) and this pain continued for many years. Emotionally, I was a frantic pendulum: weepy, snappy, volatile and either completely detached or totally in my feelings. At times, I felt so full of rage that I frightened even myself. I did not know then what I know now: that postpartum rage can present itself in the early years alongside – or independent to – postnatal depression. Parents who experience postpartum rage might find themselves screaming, swearing, lashing out, throwing or breaking things, experiencing violent urges or thoughts or feeling flooded by unpredictable emotions. Such outbursts are often followed by deep-seated shame and guilt. I experienced postpartum rage throughout the early years of my children’s lives. I often found myself saying and doing beastly things, unable to access the self-control to stop it. I could hear the awful things leaving my mouth but felt powerless to stop them until afterwards, when my family would cautiously emerge from the wreckage of my words, tentatively waving their white flags.


I shouted or screamed more often than I care to admit. I once broke a light switch by throwing a wicker chair at the wall in anger. Sometimes, as I erupted, which often happened without warning, I found my words punctuated with language that would have made me wince just a few rested months earlier. I knew I was blessed to have four beautiful children, but the exhaustion made it feel more like a curse than a blessing. The guilt that accompanied my resentment weighed heavily on my chest like a thick tar. What more did I want? Why wasn’t I more grateful? Why didn’t I feel happy? Why did others find it so much easier than me? WHAT WAS WRONG WITH ME?


In the dark and hopeless pit of sleep deprivation, I willed myself to have an accident and be hurt just enough that I could sleep in hospital for a day or two. I longed to trip down the last few stairs as a token accident, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. This wasn’t because I was afraid of the pain – physical pain was far more appealing than the tormented state I was in. I couldn’t do it because it meant being away from the ones who were the cause of my exhaustion. The ones that I loved the most.


I remember brushing my six-year-old daughter’s hair once and even though I knew I was doing it too roughly, in that moment, I didn’t care. Another time, when my son got out of bed for the sixty-seventh time in a row (yes, I was counting) I put him back in a little too firmly and held him down on the bed just a little too long. I berated myself the rest of the night. In the early hours of the next day I sat on the floor next to his bed as the birds began to sing, tears dropping onto his hand as he peacefully slept. I felt like the most undeserving mother in the world. There were other times when the exhaustion put me and my family in danger. I forgot the paddling pool was running as my toddler played in the garden. I fell asleep with candles burning. Left the woodburner door open with a frilly cushion just a foot away and went to bed. Forgot to lock the car with my handbag on the passenger seat. Left the front door wide open (we lived on a main road). Forgot to put the hand brake on. Reversed into countless cars/posts/gates/bins. My car was always scratched. The worst, though, was when my second-born was two weeks old and asleep in his car seat in the back of the car. As I drove past a lovely looking pre-school, I decided on the spur of the moment to stop and look around to see if they had any space for our eighteen-month-old. As the manager showed me around, she said, ‘Is it just the one child that you have?’ To my utter horror I realised that I had left my two-week-old baby in an unlocked car in the middle of February. Without saying a word, I ran out the building and onto the road where I’d parked only to find him peacefully asleep just as I’d left him, but the thought of what could have been still fills me with dread. Every time some sleep-related thing happened, I felt like a hopeless, worthless failure. A really rotten mother.


My exhaustion didn’t just impact me. It infiltrated the well-being of my whole family and the close circle of those most important to me. I forgot dates and people who mattered. I sent my son into school in uniform on a mufti day. I forgot about an assembly that same son had a main part in. He had a stammer, and it was a big deal for him to speak up. I forgot about it entirely, but however hard I tried, I couldn’t forget his face when he asked me where I was at the end of the day.


It was moments like these that made me wonder if I should really be responsible for my four beautiful children. I was certain they deserved a better mother. On my most exhausted days, I believed they would be much better off without me. With a better person at the helm of our family’s ship. I was sure I was a burden on them. Every single time I felt such deep shame, there was a common denominator. The exhaustion. It had seeped into every fibre and function, eroding my rationale and reason. I knew it was the lack of sleep that warped my thinking and prevented me from accessing rational thoughts. But I wasn’t able to find a way out.


Today, now that the fog has lifted, I do not blame myself for the times I acted the way I did. I now know that all I needed back then, to enable me to be the mother I was beneath the exhaustion, was sleep. I am able to wrap the old, knackered me in so much love and compassion. I offer her forgiveness rather than judgement for the many mistakes she made. Exhaustion is a brazen thief that robs us of all the good stuff. It steals away with our hope, our rationale, our strength and our resolve. It has the power to trick perfectly decent mothers into believing they are monsters. But it lies. We are immeasurably capable and worthy. We have just been too tired for too long.


Do you remember the car crash that was the beginning of Calm & Bright? That pivotal moment came when I was driving back from a local baby group just a couple of miles away from home. As usual I was doing my best to concentrate on the road with such precious cargo inside, but I was operating on my usual four or so broken hours of sleep and was running on empty. At a roundabout, I checked left and right before pulling out. My tired brain assured me that the road was empty but I had clearly missed another car because before I knew it, all I could hear was a car alarm, a barking dog and my baby’s cries. We had both escaped physically unscathed, but I could not shake off the realisation that my baby and I were no longer safe and I could no longer operate on such life-threatening levels of sleep. Before I’d even got back in the car, I knew I had no choice but to sort my daughter’s sleep.


Before the crash, I’d been accepting of the broken sleep, believing that there was no realistic alternative. The countless baby books, online forums, unwelcome opinions and guilt-inducing ‘experts’ made me feel ill informed and overwhelmed, and I did nothing. Phrases such as ‘they’re only little once’, ‘they won’t need you for ever’ and ‘babies don’t only need you in the day’ guilt-tripped me into feeding my ten-month-old baby more regularly than she’d fed at birth even though my gut (and her beautifully chubby thighs) told me she didn’t need it. The sleep deprivation felt so wrong, yet I turned away from that inner knowing time and time again, trusting instead the incessant external voices that told me that it was right to carry on. So, I did. Unquestioning and obedient. This is what good mothers do, I told myself. It’s not biologically normal for a baby to sleep through the night. It is my job to protect her from any distress or struggle. It’s not supposed to be easy. I struggled on.


But the crash had presented the undeniable truth. It grabbed me by the shoulders and shook me into action. No longer could I continue, blindly accepting the half-life I was living. I knew my baby deserved more and a tiny voice inside me dared to whisper that I did, too. Despite what I’d been led to believe, I knew deep down that it wasn’t supposed to be this way. The very reasoning that had prevented me from acting – that they’re only little once – became the catalyst for change. The sentiment that the years were fleeting made me determined that I would be present for them. I did not want to look back, a mother with school-age children, wishing I’d felt more connected to my little ones in the early years. I vowed that I would no longer drag myself through these supposed golden years, longing for the relentless days to end, only to dread the night ahead. In the days after the crash, I said goodbye to the helpless bystander I had become in my own life story. It was time for me to step up; to be the person I needed. So I set to work crafting my own way. Little did I know that this way, which was first scribbled on the back of a torn envelope, would breathe the life back into not only my family, but others.


I had to create my own approach because I was deeply uncomfortable with traditional sleep training methods which seemed to me to be heartless, detached and adult-centred. My mind had been flooded with the idea that sleep training was cruel and damaging, so I wanted to create my own love-led way, which put my baby’s emotional well-being at the forefront of anything I did. I vowed I’d always respond to Tilly’s needs, saying through my actions: ‘My darling, I love you and I will always come back, but I am not going to do what we did before because it’s not working for any of us.’


I wanted my baby to know that I believed in her and her ability to sleep the sleep she was perfectly capable of taking. I knew that at ten months old she was physically and emotionally able to sleep twelve solid hours a night and I was determined to enable her with the tools she needed to do it. Instead of feeling bad about her needing to be so attached to me in the night, I shifted my thinking to view the bond I had created favourably. Everything that I had done to ensure that she was well-attached in the first half-year of her life meant that the perfect foundations had been carefully laid down for a happy and secure baby. One who had been loved so beautifully that she could access it any time, whether I was right beside her or not. The truth is that she was capable of sleeping well all along, I just needed my belief in her to catch up with her ability.


A week after my decision to take positive action, our mum came to stay for a few nights to support me while I did the sleep teaching. I was terrified and totally dreading it, but my responsive and loving approach allowed me to easily differentiate between my baby’s wants and needs. I was finally able to act with confidence and clarity, which was a total game-changer. On night one she did her first ever six-hour stint of sleep. Just three nights later she was sleeping twelve solid hours a night. She was happier, more energised, more interested in solids, more placid and more content. In her awake time she was easier to read. She woke from sleep cooing instead of crying and she seemed to radiate a sense of calm now that her true needs were being understood and met. Tilly is now thirteen years old as I write these words. She’s had less than ten broken nights since that day. Part of the reason why sleep training had seemed so abhorrent to me was the notion that she might grow up unattached and disconnected. That she would, as the anti-controlled-crying folk warned, be unable to form healthy relationships or develop a strong sense of worth. If only I’d known then how my baby girl would blossom and thrive when she was getting the sleep she needed and how proper rest would play an immeasurable role in her confidence, sense of self, how she built friendships and how she felt about herself. The first ever baby to be sleep taught the Calm & Bright way has grown up to be a young woman who’s the epitome of kindness and empathy. She has an unwavering sense of self and a strong sense of purpose which even some adults would aspire to. She is a beautiful empath with the most wicked sense of humour. She stands at the front of a long line of C&B babes who are living proof of how enabling and life-giving sleep teaching really is.



Gem’s story


When I fell pregnant with my first-born, Toby, I had a preconceived notion that when I became a mother, not much would change! I thought I’d take it all in my stride, naively thinking that the night shifts and eight years of paediatric nursing would make my experience of motherhood a walk in the park. Toby was a good sleeper from birth, and I don’t mind admitting that I felt quite smug. I thought the reason he slept so well and was so content was down to me! I thought I had it nailed and was the most natural mother in the world. I genuinely wondered what all the fuss was about when exhausted friends of mine were complaining. Then, I had Louis!


I vividly remember calling the hospital when Louis was four weeks old after pacing the house for two hours as he screamed the house down. I demanded to speak to a doctor, adamant that I knew what I was talking about because I was a paediatric nurse. There was something wrong with my baby and they needed to tell me what it was!


As the long weeks unravelled (and after I’d spent hundreds of pounds on cranial osteopathy and rescue remedy!) Louis was diag-nosed with silent reflux and finally everything made sense. Why he screamed for the first three months of his life, why he pulled away from my breast constantly, making me feel like a complete failure. Why nothing would sate him. Why it felt like I just couldn’t meet his needs. Looking back, it feels such a contradiction that the period that was supposed to be the happiest time of my life was plagued with the darkest times. I remember thinking ‘How can I possibly be this tired? Is this normal?’ It felt torturous. My ability to function properly and stay connected to the people I loved was deeply impaired. I had an overwhelming feeling that I didn’t have the capacity to be who I wanted to be as a mother, a wife and a nurse. There were times when on a nightshift I had to triple check my drugs dose with another nurse, because I knew my brain wasn’t performing optimally. This made me on edge all the time and I became a highly anxious person. Once I understood Louis’ reflux and how best to help him with it (which I talk about later on) I was ready to tackle sleep in time for my return to work when Louis was six months old. Within two weeks of adopting the C&B approach, Louis was sleeping like a champ and I joined the rested parents club. It turned out to be the best membership I’d ever had.


The Birth of Calm & Bright


Remember how we told you about how Gem came on board at Calm & Bright somewhat reluctantly? While she’d always respected the work Eve was doing, she’d trained hard since graduating from the Florence Nightingale School of Nursing and Midwifery and was fulfilling her childhood dream to save lives. After some Eve persuading (this is very different from normal persuading, you see) and some serious deliberation from the queen of procrastination, Gem agreed to help Eve. Five days into her first support, Gem was on the phone to Eve with wet eyes – she realised that she was still saving lives, just in a different way. She was hooked.


From then on in, the team grew. We are now widely regarded as one of the UK’s leading voices in paediatric sleep. At the time of writing, we hold the highest level OCN Childhood Sleep Practitioner qualification, which is the most comprehensive training available in the UK. This extensive certification has a focus on a strong and healthy parent–child attachment, which ties in beautifully with our love-led ethos. In addition to this and our twelve years’ experience, our team has over forty collective years of paediatric nursing experience. Not only does this mean we can support families of children with complex health needs, it means we’re pretty unshakeable. It takes a lot to flap a paediatric nurse because they’re highly trained in real-life emergencies. This gives them an enviably calm composure when the heat is on and allows for a huge capacity for care and nurturing.


Our methods and philosophies are based around the very roots of that nurturing and care; of healthy separation, emotional security and a thriving parent–child attachment. Our approach allows children to spread their wings and fly, albeit next to us and alongside us. If we liken what we do to swimming lessons, we do not swim with our babies on our backs. That would be swimming for them, which would not save them if they got into any kind of trouble in the water. Instead, we teach our children to swim themselves, giving them the skills they need to feel safe and secure in the water. Giving your child the gift of sleep doesn’t only benefit them, it brings immeasurable benefits for the whole family. Parents are not only rested but empowered, having made the changes needed for a better life themselves. When we are parenting rested, we are so much more able to serve our little people and ourselves. By keeping our cups full we can pour generously from them when others need us. And let’s face it, as a parent, that’s pretty much every flipping second of the day!


We once came across a beautiful illustration of a tree with a bird in it. The words read: ‘There are two things we must give our children: roots and wings.’ Most of us want to provide our children with firm, unwavering roots. Equally as important is granting them permission to ‘go it alone’. One of Eve’s favourite bedtime stories is Mole and the Baby Bird. It’s about a little mole who finds a baby bird who has fallen out of its nest. Mole keeps the bird because he loves it. But the wild bird is unhappy and lonely in mole’s dark underground room. After some reflection, Mole decides to release his bird, and when he sees him flying free, he is glad. We find it so beautiful that Mole kept his bird close because he loved it. And he let him go because he loved it. This is a beautiful metaphor for the work we do. We hold our babies close and let them free for the same reason. Love.


But it can feel as if sleep teaching is the opposite of loving when you hear statements like ‘If you don’t see to their needs, they’ll stop needing you’ are veiled threats re-packaged as golden nuggets of advice. The message is that if you make yourself unavailable to your child overnight, they will not want or need you any more. An unneeded mother! What a way to guilt-trip a parent into staying stagnant in an intolerable situation. The origin of statements like this stems from an innate fear within today’s parenting culture of exposing a child to upset or discomfort. Society has swung from raising children at an emotional distance to protecting them from experiencing any discomfort or difficulty at all costs. But the pendulum has swung too far. Never allowing our children to experience difficult feelings gives them unrealistic expectations of life and undermines their ability to form a skillset to cope when they are presented with struggle. Boundaries that are set in place with love are instrumental in a child’s confidence in their ability to sort out the things that life throws at them. Our children will push our boundaries and test them in order to be sure that they are safe within them. They will always test us as much as they need to until they are sure and secure. It is our job as their parents to let them know that the limits are there for their benefit and that as adults it is we who make the decisions as protectors of their growing hearts and minds. It is precisely because these years are so golden and so fleeting, because they are only young once, that we must be as at peace and as present as we can be for the children we have the honour to raise. Having a well-rested family means we can enjoy these precious years to the best of our ability. Being rested expands our capacity to love, nurture and guide.


Twelve years ago, Eve made it her mission to find a love-led way through the sleepless nights and dark days. To become the person she needed. Today, together with Gem and senior sleep supporter Lucy’s medical knowledge – and the team’s extensive experience – we are here to be those people for you. We are here to enable you with the all the tools you need to figure sleep out yourself. You don’t have to choose between a well-rested and a well-attached child. You do not have to drag yourself through these early years or settle for less sleep than your family needs to thrive. You deserve to have the knowledge and the evidence to make up your own mind about sleep, free from anyone else’s judgement or shame.


We are here to let you know that you can enable solid sleep just as well as we can. In fact, you can do an even better job, because you have the closest link to the world’s best expert on your child; the person who inherently knows what they want and need. The one who has studied your child intently for all their life – yes, you! We will tell you what we know about solid sleep and its barriers, but we will not strictly stipulate what you should do and when you should do it. That is up to you. We have full faith in you making that empowered decision yourself.


By the end of this book, you will feel much more capable of cutting through the confusion and scaremongering surrounding child sleep and you will have a good knowledge of your child’s true sleep needs at every age and stage between birth and six. You will feel more in tune with your child, your partner, any other children you have and, most crucially, with yourself. You will learn to trust your judgement again with a new clarity of mind. You will be able to spend your time and energy on the things and people you love. Proper sleep has enabled parents in our care to run marathons, return to work, have another baby, set up their own business or start a project they’ve always dreamed of. Sleep heals. It just needs to be given the chance to do so. Later in the book we will hear what a leading neuroscientist, mental health psychologist, a doctor and a headteacher have to say about sleep and its impact on family life. We will show you the evidence behind sleep teaching and the origins of the anti-controlled-crying movement, dispelling a great many myths in one fell swoop. We will show how sleep teaching is in perfect alignment with raising an emotionally intelligent, well-attached child. We will share some of the real-life stories of parents we’ve helped like Sarah, mum to eight-month-old William, who told us on our first phone call that she’d thought about jumping down the stairs because she was too tired to walk up them ever again. And Sally, who was passionately against any kind of crying but spent most of her time doing precisely that before she found our plans.


You do not need the 15,000+ studies into the critical importance of sleep to help you understand how much you need it. You can feel it, just as our children can. Any parent who wishes to meet their child’s fundamental needs cannot do so without including sleep at the top of the list. It is high time that sleep is viewed as a fundamental pillar of health that we cannot remain propped up without. We need to think about sleep in a new way, addressing our and our children’s true needs and giving sleep the importance it deserves.


We will show you the surprising role that you play in your child’s sleep and how you hold the key to unlocking a rested life. We will simplify the steps to creating a no-frills sleep environment and we will give you the tools to craft a flexible daily routine that is realistic, flexible and freeing. How can any routine work that insists that a nap must happen at a certain time? What about the other kids? The school run? That lifeline class that you really want to do? How can a nap possibly be at the same time for a baby who wakes at 6 a.m. or 8 a.m.? Surely it’s more about the time awake, the quality of sleep up to that point and (most importantly) the baby themselves? What if your child needs less or more sleep than the recommended amount? Where does that leave you and how do you know how to adapt things? We’ve used our approach to help us navigate a busy family life with multiple children of different ages and needs, and a working life. We’ve got great pleasure from watching it work for countless other families too. We will give you an unshakeable inner confidence to throw out the archaic sleep rule book and tune in to what you innately already know. We have included some audio resources to support you as you find your way forward, free from whatever has been holding you back. Once solid sleep is in place, we will equip you with the tools you need to future-proof it so that the sleep you enabled stays firmly put. This book will help you step into your power, leaving the helpless and hopeless days of old behind. It’s going to put the most precious commodity of time back in your hands. Dare we say it, it will change your life. Are you ready?





CHAPTER ONE



[image: image]


LOVE TO SLEEP


Love


Let’s start with love. Because, from the beginning to the end of our lives, love is what we are here to give and to receive. We are going to show you, in no uncertain terms, that you really can love your child to sleep, without guilt or shame. For each parent, how they’ll do this will look very different. For some, it will mean giving a great deal of physical and emotional input to their child: the parent playing a central role in their little one’s sleep. For others, it will mean empowering their child with the skills and confidence to sleep soundly themselves. Both ways are expressions of a parent’s love for their child. Both are the right way, because the right way is the one that works for you.


Guilt


Before we begin to help you think about whether sleep is a problem, we’d like to start by clearing the way for such important thinking. We ask you to take a moment to expel any guilt or shame you may have been feeling around sleep. We want you to hear us when we tell you that it’s ok. All of it. Your fears, your scary feelings, your hopes and your worst bits (you know, those parts you’re ashamed of). Those parts are all essential pieces of the rich tapestry of you. A seed needs to begin in total darkness in order to grow. The stars can only be seen when it’s dark. Your worst parts, your intrusive thoughts, your darkest dreams and your deepest fears about your worth are all welcome here, because they’re part of you. We hold space for you here, within these pages.


Parenting is super-charged with emotion and hotly debated conversation. And sleep is at the top of that list (along with the breast vs bottle debate – plenty of worms in that can!). We all want to get it right because we love our children, of course, but also because of what our parenting says about us and our worth. The conflict and confusion arise because there is not a definitive answer to what right is. This is mainly because there is no one right way at all, which means that most parents are searching for something that doesn’t exist. The moment we can accept that there is no one right way when it comes to parenting and sleep in the early years, the sooner we can focus on what feels right for us.
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