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This book is dedicated to my two amazing little girls, Leah and Lainey, my very funny and supportive husband, Mike, and my dog, Princess, who is now in doggie heaven . . .






Foreword

WHILE ANTICIPATING OUR NEW BABY’S ARRIVAL, I THOUGHT that life would be the same as usual—plus baby—and that was that. I expected that our child would sit or sleep quietly while my husband and I discussed our day. I pictured our new baby fitting easily into our calm and established schedule and adapting to our routine. If someone had warned me that during the first few months postpartum I would be jogging the perimeter of my living room—baby in the front pack—while I attempted to eat my dinner, I would have laughed at the ridiculous suggestion.

However, that was my reality. With each lap around the room, I would grab a bite of food off my plate, gulp it down as fast as possible, counting the minutes until my husband came home and could take over. I learned quickly that if I dared stop and catch my breath, blood curdling screeches and pitiful wails would emerge from my baby’s mouth. I felt that each cry was a personal criticism against me. With every cry, I heard my baby say, “How could you?  What nerve! What kind of mother are you?”

To help my baby nap during the day, I would take her out for a drive . . . may I mention that I dreaded red lights? Or, I would place my baby in her carrier on top of the running dryer. She needed the warmth and constant motion—the bumpier the better. I would do just about anything to get her to sleep and help avoid the “arched back, red-in-the face” look we were all accustomed to seeing.

Having an infant with high needs makes the already taxing job of parenting much tougher. Those ruthless, punishing lies about motherhood, including,“Good mothers have babies who don’t cry” and “Good mothers know how to soothe their baby,” can beat down the best of us if we’re not careful.

Postpartum depression and anxiety is caused primarily by biochemistry, and it can occur regardless of how much our babies cry. However, having a baby with colic can make depression and anxiety much worse. I have worked with thousands of mothers whose main psychosocial factors contributing to their depression were burnout, depletion of energy, and feelings of failure while caring for a high-needs infant.

Thank goodness for The Colic Chronicles. Finally, we have a resource that directly focuses on this serious and frequent stressor. The Colic Chronicles dives into the raw feelings of caring for a baby with colic, and does so with a skillful blend of honesty, sensitivity, wisdom, and levity. Although The Colic Chronicles wasn’t written in time to help me as a new mother, you and those you love, thankfully, can take full advantage. Enjoy!


Shoshana Bennett, Ph.D. Author, Postpartum Depression For Dummies
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Introduction

YOU FEEL AS IF YOU’RE ABOUT TO LOSE CONTROL. YOUR BABY won’t stop crying and you’re tired, hungry, and all alone—not to mention you probably can’t remember the last time you took a shower, but that’s the least of your worries. What matters most is figuring out how to get your baby to stop screaming her head off! You’ve tried everything, but nothing works. Hunger, soiled diapers, and teething have all been ruled out. You’ve read all the right books, watched the best videos, and enrolled in parenting classes—yet all of your attempts at soothing your baby have failed, miserably. When you look in the mirror, all you see is a failed mother.

Sound familiar? I am a colic survivor, and if you can relate to any of the above, then you may very well also be dealing with a colicky baby. My mission is to help you learn how to care for yourself so that you, in turn, are better able to care for your fussy, difficult-to-soothe baby.

This book is for any new mother who is struggling to  take a shower in peace, who is forgetful in every sense of the word, and who is constantly yearning for a few more hours of sleep. You will learn about my life with Lainey, my colicky infant, and you’ll also learn from my mistakes (such as why it’s important never to broil anything unless you’re ready for a five-alarm fire!).

For those of you who aren’t sure whether or not your baby has colic or if there is, in fact, an underlying medical cause for your infant’s cries, it’s best to seek a doctor’s expert opinion. Although most often the cause of inconsolable crying in newborns is due to colic, your doctor can first rule out certain health conditions, such as reflux or infection, that might be the source of your baby’s fussiness.

So, what’s the definition of colic? Colic is most often defined using the rule of three’s: crying for more than three hours a day, more than three days a week, and for longer than three weeks, coming from an otherwise healthy and well-fed infant. A colicky baby’s symptoms include high-pitched screams, a flushed face, clenched fists—and bewildered mothers. Alas, there’s no known cause or cure (I wish I could tell you otherwise!).

This same baby will appear to be a complete angel at birth, yet, the minute all of your friends and family leave, she will transform into a force to be reckoned with. That’s because colic doesn’t appear until your baby approaches the two-week-old mark. You’ll undoubtedly be scared silly when you hear those first colicky wails; unfortunately, hiding under the sheets won’t make the crying fits disappear. Only time, typically three long months of it, offers relief.

My hope is that this book will comfort you, inform you,  and make you laugh when you need it the most. True, I didn’t think colic was a very funny experience while I was living it, to say the least. But, I did realize that sometimes it was critical to make light of my very dark situation. I’m here to tell you that like other mothers and myself, you, too, can—and will be—a colic survivor. Just have faith in yourself, and make sure to take care of your needs as well as your baby’s. I promise, if you incorporate laughter into your colic-crazed days, even the manic type of days, your life as you know it will soon become a whole lot better.






SECTION ONE

Head Games How to Cope with the News
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The most twisted and irrational thoughts can be found spinning inside the head of a mom of a colicky baby. At first you’ll try to deny your beautiful baby has colic, and then you’ll likely suffer from temporary bouts of insanity. After these crazy moments pass, it’s important to search for support from friends and relatives, even some of whom you may not particularly like! If you’re anything like I was, you will also, at some point, feel as if the whole world is against you: the little old lady in the grocery store, the young kid driving next to you in his red convertible, your neighbor’s cat. . . . You’ll be convinced that they all hate you and that they have absolutely no idea what you’re going through. But don’t despair, you will learn to accept the current hell you are living in and do your best to survive, one baby step at a time.





1

Somebody Pinch Me

GIVING BIRTH TO ANOTHER HUMAN BEING IS ONE OF THE most miraculous and torturous events a woman can experience. After surviving months of nausea, back pain, and kicks in the ribs, you then have the pleasure of liberating this amazing little person from your over-stuffed uterus. The reward, of course, is priceless. And for a mother who has just discovered her baby has colic, there is no amount of money she wouldn’t pay for a damn good babysitter.

For the first two weeks of her life, my daughter Lainey was a complete angel. Delivered by planned cesarean section, she weighed in at just more than eight pounds. Everything was going according to plan. I was healing well. Lainey was breast-feeding wonderfully, and three-year-old Leah adored her new baby sister. Little did I know this was the calm before the storm. Actually, it was more like the calm before a Category 5 hurricane.

Right when my sweet infant hit the fourteen-day-old mark, she suddenly turned on me. One day, she just  started crying—and would not stop. Every attempt at soothing her failed, and I was floored. I didn’t know what to do. After all, I thought, I had this mothering stuff down. I had been there and done that before. But, Leah, my first born, would stop crying if I picked her up, held her close, and rocked her. There was never a moment in time, that I can remember, when I was not able to soothe her and get her to stop crying. So what was going on with this new baby?

Clearly, I thought, something was wrong. She had to be struggling with something that I wasn’t able to pick up on. As a pharmacist, I knew in the back of my mind that colic could be the cause of her endless cries, but I remained optimistic that after I experimented with a variety of calming techniques, Lainey would eventually calm down. So when she started crying inconsolably, I began performing the series of checks that most new moms know all too well. I first determined she was dry, then moved on down the list: well-fed, adequately burped, and her body temperature was normal. She didn’t want to be rocked, held, swaddled, or walked. Nothing I did offered an ounce of relief. After the second day or so of my pulling out my hair, I threw up my hands and took Lainey to the doctor.

When the doctor entered the room, she only had to take one look at me to know I was at my wits’ end. My outward appearance was a direct reflection of how I felt on the inside: a complete mess. The black shirt I had on was riddled with spit-up stains, and my beige pants were equally splotchy with remnants of my morning coffee and donut. Once I started talking, my eyes filled up with tears as I began to describe Lainey’s every symptom in painstaking  detail, from gas to high-pitched shrieks of terror. That’s when the doctor looked me in the eye and said,“She probably just has colic. Try lots of white noise and swaddling.”

“Just has colic.” Those words still stick with me. Saying a baby “just has colic” is like telling someone that your mother-in-law is “just going to move in with you”—permanently, with her five cats. And all the doctor offered for a solution was . . . white noise and swaddling. I just didn’t have the energy to tell this woman I’d already tried everything, and nothing had worked. How was I supposed to survive colic? What was I going to do?

I had heard of colic before and knew the repercussions for mommies: ringing ears, frazzled nerves, and a possible divorce lawyer fee. I tried to recall the events leading up to Lainey’s first crying spell. “Maybe something is wrong with my breast milk,” I thought. “Or maybe it was that broccoli salad I had for lunch. It could have been a hair tourniquet.” (This is when one of your hairs gets wrapped around your baby’s toe and makes her scream. It happened to my first child. I had read about it before but never imagined it would actually happen!) Other possibilities that you may come up with for your infant’s cries may include tiredness, or even teething. True, it would be odd for a two-week-old to sprout a tooth, but hey, you’re looking for any possible cause that can be cured, or at least treated!

But no matter what tiny details I tried to retrieve from my tired memory, I couldn’t come up with a clear answer. Colic just happens. Some babies, for one reason or another, are meant to begin life’s journey by screaming their little lungs out. Maybe they’ll grow up to be the next Ozzy Osbourne (don’t worry—your odds are pretty slim)  or, better yet, a mom. Or, the mom of a baby with colic.

Then, again, maybe I was just having a really bad dream. I told myself this, many times, and actually tried pinching myself. Out of sheer desperation, I even had my three-year-old pinch me, then my husband. When I was about to ask the mailman to pinch me, I knew I had some issues. Thinking back, I should have known it couldn’t have been a nightmare. I’d just had a baby—with colic! Sleep . . . what was that?

So, you’ve been to the doctor. You’ve ruled out all other possibilities. Your baby has colic. Now what? Please read on.




How to Handle the News


-Accept it and feel free to complain about it. You deserve that right. Complain to whomever your little heart desires. Let it out! If you can’t find anyone to spill your guts to, grab a pen and paper and vent your frustrations. It was the aftershocks of Lainey’s colic that drove me to write. Even after Lainey became better, I was still struggling with the turmoil of it all. Just because she stopped crying so much didn’t mean I was fully recovered. Writing turned out to be a very therapeutic way to express my thoughts and concerns without worrying that anyone would pass judgment about me being a bad mommy. And who needs that?


-Mark it down on the calendar. Included at the back of this book is a “Colic Countdown Calendar.” For every day of colic that you survive, X it out in big bold letters. For every X, you’ll earn some sort of prize when the colic days are over. Whether it’s a foot massage from your husband or a day of luxury at the local spa, you deserve it.


-Cry or scream really loudly. I would often go upstairs, close my bedroom door, and scream. It felt good to get it out. Don’t worry if you don’t make it to a closed room in time. Your baby will be okay. If you happen to live in an apartment or home where you can hear your own neighbors argue, you can still scream. Maybe they’ll have mercy and make dinner for you one night. My point is, it’s okay to cry, and it’s okay to scream—these are normal reactions to living with a constantly screaming baby.


-Laugh about it. I call this the laughter response. Life with colic is sometimes just so absurdly cruel that it becomes funny, and laughing about it helps lighten your load. The best laughs are those from the belly that leave you feeling sore and out of breath. Research has also found that laughter is beneficial to your health and can increase blood flow about as much as some cholesterol-lowering medications and light exercise. Some suggestions for getting a quick laugh include:• A tickle session with your husband or other children.

• Funny movies: Something About Mary, Happy Gilmore , A Fish Called Wanda, Airplane!, and Coming to America are a few of my favorites.

• Funny Shows: One you really have to watch, if you haven’t already, is The Ellen Degeneres Show. Her love for life and quest for happiness is contagious. Other personal favorites include Seinfeld reruns,  Scrubs, and The Office.

• Have a “Who can make the silliest face” contest with your other kids.

• Tell your husband you think that you’re pregnant.




-Learn about it. Read books and surf the Web for colic suggestions. Talk to other mothers who are proud survivors and stay away from those who have perfect babies, at least for the time being. They will only make you feel worse.


-Tell everyone you know that your baby has colic. With luck, this will give them plenty of time to volunteer their services when you need to escape.


-Remember, it really will go away. It annoyed me when people would say,“Don’t worry dear, it will be gone before you know it.”“No it won’t!” I would think to myself.“I know about it every second. When I try to take a shower, eat, or heaven forbid, try to go to the store.” Colic seems never ending when you are in the thick of it.

 



The fact is, though, in most infants, colic really does disappear by the time they hit three or four months. I know it’s hard to believe, but that little terror who is now among you will soon be a giggly, drooling, chubby-cheeked little angel. So have faith in yourself. You can handle it. You may often feel yourself teetering between insanity and reason, but most of us, and our babies, make it through unscathed. Remember, you just gave birth to a child—miracles really do happen.
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Insane in the Membrane

“A child is a curly, dimpled lunatic.”

—Ralph Waldo Emerson

 



 



 



 



ACCORDING TO WEBSTER’S DICTIONARY, THE DEFINITION OF insanity is the following: “The state of being insane; derangement of intellect; lunacy.”

I think that about sums up what happens to the typical mother by around day two of colic. Looney tooney. You either have to laugh or cry. I chose to laugh and throw two-year-old temper tantrums, which featured me throwing a variety of inanimate objects and cursing every now and then. True, these aren’t the healthiest outlets for stress, but they were extremely satisfying. It wasn’t until after colic ended that I was able to catch up on healthier alternatives for dealing with an absolute lack of control, decline in judgment, and oh, derangement of intellect.

Let’s face it. An inconsolable infant will drive even the best of parents absolutely bonkers. If you feel anything other than totally stressed out, I’d actually wonder if you were human. I mean, how could any woman not go completely crazy in the world of colic?

I bet even Mother Teresa’s will would have been tested. And boy, was I a far cry away from the goodness and sanctity of Mother Teresa during my bout with colic. The minute everyone had left my house after a visit, my head would start spinning, and obscenities would start popping out of my mouth. I also learned the art of juggling. It just had nothing to do with balls or fancy gadgets—I juggled an inconsolable infant, a whiny three-year-old, and a deaf dog.

And, I admit, I threw a couple of things. Not at anybody, but at the wall. My poor walls. So, don’t feel bad if you happen to throw the remote. It won’t be that expensive to replace. Just never hurt yourself or your baby. Remotes can be fixed, and walls can be plastered and painted. That little baby of yours, however, can never be replaced.

Next comes cursing. We all do it. We all regret it. So what do we do about it? Curse, damn it! Just try to go into another room before you begin cursing up a storm. Although your infant has no idea what you are saying, you’ll most likely feel guilty for saying the “f” word in front of her. It is for this reason you should at least attempt to avoid exposing her to unnecessary obscenities. There will be times, however, when you just have to let it out and that’s okay. I firmly believe the reason babies aren’t born with the ability to understand the meaning of words is to protect them. They have no idea what we’re muttering. As long as you put that fake smile on your face while cursing up a storm, they won’t know the difference.

By the fourth week into colic, I had a hard time containing myself and holding my tongue. My husband, Mike, was working rotating shifts at the beer brewery and never seemed to be home when I was on the verge of a meltdown. Lord knows I could have used a beer! So, I must confess, there were times I said things I shouldn’t have. But, I forgive myself, and as far as I know Lainey has no recollection of my not-so-pleasant words. As for Leah, my three-year-old, I always made sure she was not within earshot before I broke out into expletives. All I needed was to get a phone call from her preschool teacher informing me of Leah’s use of the phrase “damn it” every time she dropped something. Bottom line: No one is perfect and if it makes you feel a little better to say “oh shit” instead of “oh shoot,” go for it.

Now that I’ve shared what I did to cope, let me offer you some healthier alternatives that may ease your colic days:


-Meditate. I just recently started meditating. Thankfully, you don’t have to hum and sit crisscross-applesauce style while you do it. Just take five or ten minutes out of your day to do this. Go somewhere quiet (aka, put in earplugs, go in the bedroom and close the door, and turn your fan on high), close your eyes, and focus on your breath. Focus only on your breath going in and your breath going out. Why is this so good? It gives you control of  something. For that five-minute period, you are controlling how you breathe, and you are relaxed while you do it. It does wonders, trust me. It may be the only thing you have control of all day.
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