Insta-Family

Posted Jun 06 2007, 03:33 PM  by Roper with 14 comment(s)

Filed under: spilled breastmilk, sperm counts, meltdowns
Meet Clio and Elsa Moock, fraternal twins extraordinaire. And me, Jane, their somewhat less extraordinary mother.

In May of 2006, when I first found out that, as the ultrasound tech put it,  "we're looking at two pregnancies, here," I was overwhelmed, frightened, and even a little bit disappointed. I'd always wanted two kids, but not at the same time. Financial and practical concerns – and there were plenty – aside: how would I be able to give them both enough attention? What if I loved one of them more than the other? And, dear God, how were they both going to fit in there? I am not what you'd call a large woman.

But now that I've got my two girls, I can hardly even imagine just having one baby. Seriously, what would I do with all that free time?

I'll spare you the suspense and confess right off the bat that, yes, my twins, like so many, were the result of fertility treatments. After a year of concerted effort with no results, the mister and I got ourselves checked out. His sperm count was phenomenal, as he'll gladly tell you himself. (When I asked if it would be too personal if I talked about his sperm count in my inaugural post he said, "No, I encourage it.") I was the problem: my ovaries were covered with little cysts – eggs that tried to bust out but never quite made it. This, in combination with my wildly irregular cycles, suggested that I was ovulating infrequently, if at all.

We could have kept trying if we'd wanted, in hopes of getting lucky. I was just shy of 32 at the time, so the clock wasn't ticking too too loudly. But as anyone who's been through it can tell you, infertility sucks. Sex ceases to be fun, hearing about other people's pregnancies makes you miserable (Britney? Again? That whore!!), and you waste ridiculous amounts of emotional energy waiting for little sticks that you've just peed on to turn pink.

So, I started shooting myself up with ovulation drugs. I was lucky not to have any serious side effects, and, in fact, found it strangely enjoyable. I kind of dug all the equipment: the syringes, the alcohol wipes, the little bottles. (I'd make a swell junkie.) I went to the clinic every few days so they could test my estrogen levels and see what was brewing in my ovaries. And then, once it looked like an egg (or three) was ready to pop, I gave myself an ovulation trigger shot, my husband got cozy with a cup, and an IUI (intra-uterine insemination) was performed.

It didn't work the first time, but the second time the stars aligned. We got the positive blood test results the day of our fifth wedding anniversary. Two days later, another blood test revealed my HCG levels had, er, sort of quadrupled. That was our first hint that I might be carrying more than one baby. We found out for sure that it was twins when I was about seven weeks pregnant, and saw not one but two little dots on the ultrasound. Alastair – that's the mister's name – must have gone white, because the doctor asked him if he needed to sit down.

We were pretty much in shock for the first few days. We knew there was a decent chance of multiples, with the fertility drugs and all. We just didn’t think it would happen to us. But shock turned to acceptance, which turned, soon enough, into excitement: an instant family. The two kids we wanted, in one fell swoop. How terribly efficient of us.

My pregnancy was blessedly uneventful – if you don’t count the time I passed out on the T on the way to work, effectively shutting down the Red Line for ten minutes during rush hour. Oops! (I started driving to work after that.) By the end, I'd gained almost 50 pounds, had heartburn that made it feel like my esophagus was imploding, felt like my pelvis was being pried apart with a crowbar, and had to pee approximately every twelve minutes. But all in all, it wasn’t as bad as I expected. 

I went into labor just after midnight on December 28, 2006. I was 37 weeks pregnant to the day. Elsa and Clio were born at 9:28 and 9:37 a.m., respectively, after a fast and furious nine hours of labor. They both weighed just over five pounds. (Pretty good, for twins.)

Here I am after being admitted to Mass General, providing confirmation that my water had actually broken – a sophisticated diagnostic test wherein they see how thoroughly you soak your Johnny, your underwear, and the paper on the exam table while you sit there waiting for the nurse to come back.
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And here I am at home, a few days later, glamorous as always, enjoying the first precious, golden days of motherhood:
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The first weeks were basically a blur of nursing, diapering, burping, rocking, and being puked on, with precious little sleep. Tears were shed (by me), the words “what have we done?” were uttered (by both me and Alastair) and there were times when it felt like life had become a fleeting, exhausted thing that happened between feedings.

Now the girls are five months old, and—-Crap. I’m typing this while pumping, and the left collection bottle just overflowed and I totally got breastmilk all over my jeans, my chair, and the floor. Brilliant, Jane. This is part of the fun of being a mother of twins – I am literally a font of breastmilk. 6-10 ounces per pump on average.  My collection bottles runneth over. Excuse me while I sprint to the bathroom for paper towels. (I swear, I'm not just writing this for effect.)

Ahem. As I was saying. Elsa and Clio are five months old now, and have started to turn into real little people, with personalities and chubby thighs and everything. They even laugh.

It’s still tough, this double parenting deal. There are times when I'm totally jealous of my singleton mom friends. Not that one baby isn't hard, too. But I daresay we've got it just a leetle bit tougher: twice as many diapers. Twice as many middle-of-the-night meltdowns. Twice as much crap to pack, so that going anywhere, whether it's three hours away to see the grandparents or around the corner for coffee, is a major production. And as for sleep...well. Yeah.

But I wouldn't trade it for anything. To be, suddenly, a family of four is, on the whole, pretty damned fun.
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Hope you’ll stick around for the ride.

Twin FAQ

Posted Jun 09 2007, 05:28 PM by Roper with 3 comment(s)

Filed under: tandem nursing, tree-dwelling monkeys, dressing twins alike

1. Do you nurse both babies at once?

In the beginning, when each baby took, like, 40 minutes to nurse, I often did. Otherwise, once I’d finished nursing the second one it was practically time to feed the first one again. I wasn’t a big fan of tandem nursing, though, especially when the babies were still trying to get the hang of latching on. I had to be holding their heads and guiding them back onto the boob every time they popped off, which they weren't thoughtful enough to do in synch, so it felt sort of like trying to play that old boxing arcade game (Upper cut! Upper cut!) where you’re doing one thing with your left hand and something else with your right. I sucked at that game.

Now that the girls are more efficient eaters (15 minutes, tops), I almost always nurse them one after another. It’s nice to have a hand free to turn the pages of a magazine or work the remote. Oh yeah, and to be able lovingly bond with each baby as an individual. That, too. Definitely.

2. How do you tell them apart?

 Seriously?
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OK, OK. So maybe they look sort of similar if you're seeing them for the first time, or don't spend hours with them every day. And they are sisters, after all. So, here's how to tell:

Elsa's eyes are the color of an alpine lake and her hair is like spun sugar. She has the heart of a poet, the soul of a mythic hero, and the fortitude of a marathon runner. Clio's eyes are the color of sea glass and her hair is like velvet. She has the spirit of an artist, the tenacity of a mountaineer, and the laugh of a small, tree-dwelling monkey.

Does that help?

3. Do you have two of everything?

Breasts, check. 529 college savings accounts, check. Cribs, car seats, high chairs, Baby Bjorns, baby backpacks, check. Bouncy seats – we've got four of those. But just one ExerSaucer, one swing, and one floor gym thingy. Our place just isn't big enough to accommodate duplicate heavy baby equipment. Bonus: when preschool time rolls around, they'll be schooling all the other kids on how to share.

4. Do you dress them alike? 

No. I've never understood the whole dressing-twins-alike thing. Beyond making it easier to spot them in a crowd, it seems like it's something intended for other people's amusement rather than the kids' own good. I imagine it's tough enough trying to get a handle on your sense of individuality as a twin – no need to make the situation worse. Not that establishing one's discrete sense of self is a chief concern of your average infant. But still. I don't want to think of them as a unit either. Also, their coloring is totally different. Clio can NOT pull off pastels.

5. Do they wake each other up?
Yes. Yes, they do.

I was told there'd be no math

Posted Jun 13 2007, 08:48 AM by Roper with 19 comment(s)

It's not our babies' fault that they don't sleep through the night yet. It's us. We have no idea what the hell we're doing. Any sleep-through-the-night strategies we devise or resolutions we make during our waking hours are completely, utterly gone when it's 2 am and our only goal is to find the shortest possible route between point A (crying baby) and point C (going back to bed). Point B, if you're wondering, is the second baby, who gets woken up by the other baby's crying about three quarters of the time. So really, I guess, we're looking for the most acute isoceles triangle. Or something. 2 am baby trigonometry. Oh yes.

In theory, our nights go like this: I nurse the babies between 6 and 7 pm, and we put them to bed. Usually they go down to sleep fairly quickly, after a few trips back upstairs to pop in pacifiers and rub tummies. At 10:30, after I've pumped and gone to bed, Alastair bottle feeds them for a "dream feed." They go easily back to sleep, then wake up around 3:30 or 4:00 and I nurse them, then nurse them again at 6:30 or 7:00 before I leave for work. Occasionally, Elsa — who's a little heavier than Clio — skips the 4 am feed altogether, and when this happens, we feel like life is beautiful, the universe is guided by a benevolent, unseen hand, and world peace is attainable in our lifetime.

But about half the time, things are much messier. There are nights like last night: Alastair was out playing a gig, so instead of getting a bottle of formula at 10:30 per usual, the ladies got the Real Thing (Breastmilk, not Coke) which I don't have a great supply of late at night, and which they digest faster than formula. So Clio woke up 3 hours later because she wanted to be fed again. Or did she? Witness the clueless-fest that ensued:

NOTE: Some portions of the scenario that follows may be embellished, inaccurate, or completely fabricated. It was 2 am. I have no fucking idea.

Clio began wailing, so Alastair got up and went into the nursery to try to settle her back down. Correction: I got up and went into the nursery to quiet Clio down, thinking Alastair was still out, when in fact he was downstairs watching Larry Sanders episodes on DVD and eating my leftover pad thai, which I was planning to have for lunch today. But to his credit, he bounded quickly and contritely upstairs when he heard Clio. So, I hand her off to Alastair and he commences to bounce with her on the fitness ball in the nursery, which sometimes soothes her back to sleep. Fifteen minutes later, she's still crying — nay, screaming — so I get up again and go into the nursery.

Me: She may just be hungry, since she didn't have formula tonight. I should probably just nurse her.

A: What? (the fan is on, as well as a white noise CD of a vacuum cleaner, and Clio, of course, is screaming — and she's got pipes that Aretha Franklin would envy)

Me (stage whisper): She didn't have FORMULA so she's probably HUNGRY. Maybe I should just FEED her.

A:  Bbrs bues rly. Psh fddt?

Me: What?

A: (rolls eyes and motions for me to come closer) It's really EARLY. I thought we were going to try to PUSH them!

Me: Yeah, I guess so. The other night they didn't have formula either, and they slept.

A: But it's hotter tonight. They're probably too hot. Wait, how long has it been since they ate?

Me (counting on fingers): Four hours. No, three. Wait, what time is it?

A: Sometime after one. I think. 

Me: Do you want to bring Clio into our bedroom? Elsa's going to wake up.

A: But then you won't be able to sleep.

(At this point, Elsa starts crying.)

Me & A (in unison): Shit!

(I re-swaddle Elsa's arms. They bust out when we try to swaddle them in blankets now, so we basically make a little straitjacket out of a folded receiving blanket, and it keeps them from waking themselves up by thwacking themselves in the face. On the other hand, it means they can't stick their hands in their mouths to soothe themselves back to sleep.)

A: Did she come unswaddled?

Me: Yeah, but she probably just woke up because of Clio. Or maybe she's cold. Her legs feel cold. Maybe I should put a sleeper on her. Why did you turn the fan back on?

A: It was really hot. Turn it off if you think it's too cold.

(Clio takes it up a notch, Elsa starts whimpering again, and I'm still standing there, immobile and half-asleep, debating whether to put a sleeper on her or unswaddle her so she can stick her hands in her mouth or both. Someone — the cat? — has turned off the fan.)

A: Here, you feed Clio, and I'll take care of Elsa. Do you want me to put a sleeper on her?

Me: I don't know. I'm afraid it will wake her up. (I take Clio from him) Do you think maybe she's just teething? She keeps sticking her hand in her mouth.

A: Elsa?

Me: No, Clio.

A: I don't know. (He puts a sleeper on Elsa, and in so doing discovers she's soaked through her diaper, so he changes her, which wakes her up completely.)

Me: I guess I should feed Elsa, too, as long as she's awake.

A: Maybe she'll go back to sleep now that I changed her. Should I try to put her back down?

Me: I don't know. Maybe we should put the fan back on now that she's in a sleeper?

A: I don't know!

Me: I don't know either! 

A: There are too many variables!

Me: I hate algebra! 

Me & A (in unison): AaaagGGggHhhhGHHGHHhhGGhhh!!!

At some point, we're going to have to start being more scientific and consistent about reaching this whole sleeping-through-the-night goal. The problem (in addition to our laziness), is that all of the sleep books and methods out there are, naturally, about how to get one baby through the night. They don't take into account factors like one baby waking the other one up, or the babies having different appetites and needs, or getting both babies back on the same feeding schedule by morning. Or, say, having to function the next day at work. If anyone has any tips on how to try to get two babies successfully through the night without our having to sacrifice our sleep entirely, build an addition onto our house, or hire a wet nurse, I am all ears. As long as there is no math involved.

The more things change

Posted Jun 15 2007, 07:19 AM by Roper with 13 comment(s)

Filed under: Family Circle, obscene belly shots, motherness, post-partum hair loss

Well, my hair is starting to fall out. I was told that this would happen. I thought it wouldn't be until I stopped nursing, but there's clearly something going on, because every time I get out of the shower it looks like a small mammal has died in the drain. And if I comb my fingers through my hair while it's wet, I pull out small fistfuls. Fortunately, I'm not too disturbed by this. I've got a lot of hair. Too much, if you ask Carlo, my stylist, who has to tack an extra 15 minutes onto my appointments to accommodate the excess blow-drying time. (I can't believe I just wrote "my stylist.")

I've heard that the post-partum-hair-thinning thing isn't really hair loss, per se; it's just your body finally shedding some of the hair you retained during pregnancy. Maybe so. Either way, I have the feeling that my body is settling into a new "woman-post-childbearing" version of itself, complete with weird crepe-y skin on my (somewhat-flabbier-but-it-wasn't-so-great-to-begin-with) belly, a faded but still visible linea negra, and permanent dark circles under my eyes. On the upside, I'm currently in posession of a truly glorious rack, but I know that once I stop nursing, this too shall pass.

Still, considering the vast changes my body underwent — that anyone's does — during pregnancy, I'm kind of amazed to look and feel as much like my old self as I do. To give you an idea of what I mean, here I am just a few days before giving birth. Scary, eh?
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But this surprising feeling of normalness goes for the psychological as well as the physical. Everyone talks about how becoming a parent changes your life completely. With twins, you'd think it would be doubly true. And obviously my life has changed quite a bit. My schedule, my plans, and my priorities all revolve around these babies now. I have less time to sleep, write, read, socialize, do stuff around the house, exercise (see "flabbier belly," above). And yet, I still feel oddly, remarkably the same.

 It's not that I thought I'd suddenly become an apron-wearing, Family Circle-reading (magazine or comic, take your pick), mini-van-driving matron in high-waisted jeans and an applique sweatshirt overnight. (Not that there's anything wrong with minivans or aprons. And you gotta admit, that little PJ is awfully cute sometimes.) I knew I'd still be potty-mouthed, liberal, career-minded me. And the fact is, I've always been a homebody, so staying in with the mister and watching a movie on a Friday night isn't much different than what we would have done before the twins came along.

I guess I just expected to feel some sort of seismic shift in my sense of who I am. Maybe I thought that these babies would become suddenly so ingrained in my consciousness that I wouldn't be able to remember life before them. Maybe I thought (feared?) I'd want to spend every last shred of my time and energy on them, and, as a result, lose interest in the things that used to be important to me, like my job (I work part-time as a copywriter at an ad agency) and my fiction writing (I'm a wannabe novelist with an MFA) and my friendships.

I think, overall, I'm glad that this isn't the case. I feel fortunate to live in a place and an era where my mother-ness doesn't define me to the exclusion of all other aspects of my identity. At the same time, I look forward to feeling a little more like a mother than I do now, if that makes sense.

Certainly I feel more like one than I did during the first weeks and months after Elsa and Clio were born. I wasn't one of those lucky women who falls madly in love with their baby(ies) as soon as they're born, and spends hours just staring at them. I mean, I loved them in an abstract sort of way. But I didn't really feel like I had any sort of relationship with them. How do you "relate" to a floppy little creature that does nothing but sleep, eat, and cry? I felt guilty that I didn't bond instantly with my girls, but was reassured by friends and fellow moms who said they felt the same way. Sure enough, as they've become more interactive and responsive, and as their personalities have emerged, I've started feeling bonded with them in a major way — and it gets stronger all the time. I expect it will continue, and that as it does, "motherness" will become a larger part of how I see myself. My relationships with Elsa and Clio will become part of the fabric of who I am.

I don't know why people don't talk about this more; how the parent-child relationship, like any other relationship, changes you over time — not all at once. It might have saved both me and Alastair some panic and angst during my pregnancy if we'd had a better handle on the fact that although our lives were most certainly about to change, we weren't going to become suddenly unrecognizable to ourselves. He's still him, and I'm still me. We've just got two more people in our lives now. And I have slightly less hair.

Grill this

Posted Jun 17 2007, 11:02 AM by Roper with 4 comment(s)

Filed under: Edward Hopper, golf jokes, Lame-ass father's day cards

There are precious few Father's Day cards in your average, mainstream greeting card rack that don't make reference to 1.) Mowing the lawn 2.) Grilling 3.) Watching TV and/or 4.) Golf. Alastair does all of these things, with the exception of golf, but they don't have jack to do with what a great father he is. Or how lucky I am to have him as my partner in this whole parenting adventure.

And when I say partner, I mean partner. 50/50. Straight down the middle. In fact, if it weren't for the fact that I'm the one who wears the bra in the family, the scales might tip in Alastair's favor for sheer man hours of hands-on parenting. I work 25 hours a week out of the house, and for the bulk of that time, he is the primary caregiver. Double-duty diapers, bottles, naps, and baths; washing and folding tiny t-shirts and bibs; loading up the diaper bag and taking the babies out for walks in the neighborhood — he does it all, on his own, beautifully. 

So it naturally drives me a little crazy when we're together and people ask me how I'm coping, but don't ask him. Or when our pediatrician directs her questions to me instead of to both of us. Or when I'm looking for a father's day card and all I can find are lame-ass, insulting jokes that imply that the average father's greatest virtues are his ability to grill a steak or program the VCR.

I actually did find one card I liked: It said something to the effect of "Happy home. Happy me. Happy Father's Day." But it had beads or something on it, so it cost, like, $7.95 and I'll be damned if I'm going to spend that much on a card. Especially after I'd already shelled out fifty bucks for tickets to the Edward Hopper exhibit at the Museum of Fine Arts as a father's day present. I managed to find a halfway decent non-lawn/grilling/TV/golf card, for a slightly less extortive $2.50. In retrospect, though, I probably should have just ponied up the eight bucks. Because "Happy home, happy me" pretty much sums it up.

Happy first Father's Day, Alastair. And Happy Father's Day to all those other fabulous dad out there to whom the average Hallmark card simply doesn't apply.

That's how we roll

Posted Jun 18 2007, 10:04 AM by Roper with 21 comment(s)

Filed under: imperial Japan, Milestones, Aristotle, Plato, rolling over, Rice cereal

One of the most fascinating parts about having twins is watching the different rate and order of their development. That is, once you learn not to freak out about it. Elsa, for example, started smiling a good three weeks before Clio. At that point, Clio was barely even making eye contact, leading us to conclude, quite reasonably, that she was autistic. Then Clio pulled into the developmental lead with serious conversational cooing (experience it live on video), while Elsa was still basically silent except for the occasional "Ak!" We started having visions of speech therapists. Now, Elsa's "talking" just as much as Clio is. Not to mention squawking and occasionally randomly screaming in what seems to be pure glee. (I guess the short bus isn't entirely out of the question.)

Another interesting phenomenon has been the rolling over thing. From an early age, we dutifully gave the girls "tummy time" each day in an effort to build their torso and head strength, and to try to avoid baby pattern balding. (It didn't work; they've both still got bald spots on the backs of their heads.) At just shy of three months, Clio figured out how to roll from her stomach onto her back, and has been doing it ever since. She's only managed to go the other direction — from back to front — a handful of times. Often, while lying on the play-gym-mat thing, she'll roll onto her side and try to get onto her stomach, but after a little while, she seems to think, "eh. why bother?" roll onto her back again and start grabbing happily at the toys overhead. Elsa, on the other hand, is the back-to-stomach champion. Put that girl down on her back and she's over onto her stomach within seconds.

What does this say about their respective personalities? My only theory so far is that Clio, much like Plato, is concerned with the ideal, hence her preference for a heavenward gaze, while Elsa, like Aristotle, is more concerned with the earthly and empirical, explaining her earthward orientation. (See, I knew all the stuff I learned in Art History 101 back in college would come in handy someday.)

There is one thing, however, on which both babies can agree: Rice cereal sucks. We gave it to them for the first time last week, and it did not go over well. Elsa sort of ate it, but looked the whole time like I imagine my late grandfather would have if someone tried to get him to eat sushi. Game and all, because he was a standup guy, but a little suspicious of the whole affair, thinking; hey, I'll be a good sport and eat the stuff, but you know, there was a reason we defeated these people back in '45.

 Clio, meanwhile, just gave us a look like, "you've GOT to be shitting me."

We've tried it three times now, and the expressions are pretty much the same each time. Will they get used to it, or should we move on to some other grain? Your solid food wisdom is much appreciated. Bonus points if you can tie in a reference to Plato and/or Aristotle.

A funny sort of abundance

Posted Jun 21 2007, 11:58 AM by Roper with 8 comment(s)

Filed under: ping pong, knocking heads, abundance, MOTs, double the joy
When I was pregnant, reading books on twin parenting and seeking the advice of other MOTs (Mothers of Twins; that's right, we've got our own secret acronyms!), I was often assured that while twins meant double the work, they also meant double the joy.

I was skeptical. It sounded an awful lot like propaganda to me. I didn't — and still don't — think it's possible to measure things like joy or love or happiness. Is a person with one child half as happy as someone with two? If I had ten children would I be ten times as happy? I don't think it works that way. I do understand now, though, that having twins comes with its own singular — if you will — kind of joy.

 An MOT friend of mine once described it as a "funny sort of abundance." I think that's just about perfect. With twins, you've got not just one smiling face to get all googly-eyed at, but two. Two pairs of feet to nibble on. Two tiny butts to lower into the tub. Two different-feeling but equally satisfying bundles of baby to hold in your arms. How lucky you are!  How overjoyed by this excess of beautiful, bouncing baby-ness! But at the same time, you're a little overwhelmed. Maybe even slightly stressed out. The way you might be at a big brunch buffet, a great museum, or a really good used bookstore. Where do you start? How do you choose? How do you make sure you don't miss anything?

So you pick a baby, start grinning and goo-ing and talking with her, and you're loving every second, but meanwhile, the other baby is grinning and babbling at you from her chair, so you want to pay attention to her, too, but baby number one is still squawking and squealing, adorable as can be, so you can't just ignore her, and then you're trying to figure out some way to make eye contact with both babies at once, which simply isn't possible, so you end up bouncing your gaze back and forth between the two like some kind of deranged ping pong spectator. Or you try to gather them both up into your arms and hug them simultaneously, and they knock heads and start screaming. (True story.) So you go back to where you began.

I'm pretty sure that at six months, jealousy isn't in the realm of a baby's emotional capacity, so it's not like Clio seethes while I cuddle or play with Elsa, or vice versa. More likely, she's sitting there happily watching or happily oblivious. Still, on some level I worry that the one I'm not with at that moment is going to feel neglected. And that worry is there, like a tiny pebble in my shoe — a tiny ache — while I play with the other one. It never goes away. 

But it's a good kind of ache; the kind inherent in any strong love. The kind that makes all of us, as parents, nibble our children's toes and smother them with kisses and desperately inhale the scent of them, in some vain attempt to satisfy, physically, the intensity of how we feel.

I don't look forward to the day when my girls are capable of jealousy. I hope they won't compare how much time I spend with them or how I spend it and worry that I love one more than the other, but they probably will. (Don't all siblings?) I don't think I can expect them to understand, as small children, what it means to love two people equally but completely differently. I didn't really understand it myself before they were born. But at least when they're bigger, I'll be able to do things like hug them both at once (safely) or walk with them both hand in hand. I'll be able to express my love for them simultaneously, the same way.

It will probably still ache.

Sweet Summer
Posted Jun 24 2007, 07:40 PM by Roper with 3 comment(s)

Filed under: family, synchronized foot-eating, showtunes, Ridiculous hats, Buzzard's Bay
We had our first bonafide family summer vacation this weekend. Like so many Bostonians, we packed up the car and headed south for the Cape. Actually, not technically the Cape, but Buzzard's Bay. If you think of Cape Cod as an arm with bicep flexed, we were roughly in the armpit. But what a lovely armpit it is: blue water and sky, beach roses, sailboats, seashells, green grass, weathered shingles. The kind of place that makes you wonder why everybody in the world doesn't want to live in New England.

We were staying with family friends who have a veritable compound of cottages in close proximity. All your favorite family vacation characters were there: the elegant, elderly matriarch; the wisecracking, sports-loving grandfather; the doting, book-loving grandmother; the trio of boisterous school-aged boys; the professorial uncle; the young pregnant wife; the visiting distant cousin from Mexico; the affable Disney World pianist. All your standard archetypes.

Also in attendance was a wonderful college student whom we really should have paid for all the baby-holding she did. It was awfully messy baby holding, too; I think about 90% of the time the babies spat-up (spitted up?) for the three days we were there, it was on this poor girl. In general, people were very willing (dare I say eager?) to hold the girls, which was great. Within minutes of our arrival, Elsa was whisked off by an aunt to cheer up a little girl who'd just been stung by a bee. Even Clio, who's started having some stranger anxiety issues lately, allowed herself to be bounced on a few unfamiliar knees. At times we weren't entirely sure where one or both of the babies were, but we always knew that they were in good hands. I love that laid-back, communal feeling. And I love the idea of having kids who are comfortable with any number of trustworthy adults and adaptable and relaxed in new situations. It takes a village. Or a compound of cottages on Buzzard's Bay.

The highlight of the weekend was a parlor talent show at the matriarch's cottage on Saturday night, featuring some fine Suzuki violin performances (see: "Boisterous school-aged boys" above), a spirited rendition of Edith Piaf's "Non, Je ne Regrette Rien" by the wisecracking grandfather, some folk songs by Alastair, the pop keyboard stylings of the Disney World pianist, plus a few standards and showtunes mediocrely interpreted by yours truly. The elegant matriarch wanted to hear "Memory" from Cats, and I was the only one who knew it even a little. What choice did I have? I'd had enough wine not to care that I didn't know the words, as had most of the audience. So: "Memory!....All alone with my...memories? I'm a cat in a leotard, and I musn't give in....!" Yes, I'll be keeping my day job.

 Elsa and Clio, had they been awake to participate, would have wowed the crowd with some of the stuff they've been working on lately. Clio could have done some rolling over onto her stomach (she's become a real champ at it), Elsa could do some Bronx cheers complete with projectile spit, and for the grand finale, a sister act: synchronized foot-eating! Brings down the house every time.

Instead, they were upstairs in an antique crib in a strange room, probably disoriented out of their minds, the poor things. The next morning, we rewarded them for being such good sports by dressing them in ridiculous hats, dragging them to the beach, exposing them to UV rays and attempting to photograph them. I wore a ridiculous hat, too, in solidarity. (All hats courtesy of K-Mart. We're couture like that.)

Big shout-out to the Marion crew, if you're reading: we had a fabulous time. Thanks for making us feel like family.

Back to sleep?

Posted Jun 25 2007, 09:26 PM by Roper with 27 comment(s)

Filed under: blogging in haste, lab rats, upward dog, back to sleep, sleep positioners, sleeping on stomach 

I probably shouldn't blog in haste, but I must. As I write this, Elsa is soundly asleep in her crib, on her stomach. Her stomach!!

We just couldn't get her to settle down at bedtime tonight. She would seem to be drifting off — safely on her back, mind you, in a sleep positioner, no less — and then ten minutes later she'd wake up screaming bloody murder and I'd find her on her belly, out of the positioner, in a sort of modified upward dog position, head butting against the (safely bumper-free) crib rails, stuck and confused and miserable. After about forty-five minutes of this, instead of turning her back over, I just moved her away from the side of the crib and rubbed her back, and she put her head down and went to sleep. She is still there now. She is breathing; I just checked.

I am not generally one of these high-strung parents who worries about every possible danger, scrubbing down public bathrooms with antibacterial wipes and eschewing diaper ointment that caused a rare form of cancer in .000000043 percent of lab rats who were slathered with it five times daily for a year straight. We use pacifiers, I drink caffeinated coffee with Splenda while I nurse, and we almost never sterilize our bottles and nipples. I feel like the SIDs precaution thing has gotten a little out of control — the culture of fear, yada yada yada. But I have to admit, this stomach sleeping makes me a little nervous. What's most disturbing is the fact that she seems to want to lie face down, nose and forehead mashed into the mattress, instead of on one cheek. I tried turning her head, but she wanted none of it.

I just don't know if there's anything we can do. If the girl wants to sleep on her stomach, in a face-plant, we can't really stop her, can we? She's very strong — great head and neck control — and if she's agile enough to flip over, she can, presumably, flip herself back to a more, I don't know, oxygen-friendly position if need be, right? Right? And at six months old, she's well out of the SIDs danger zone, yes?

I realize this is the sort of thing I could call our pediatrician about or research more thoroughly myself in the morning, but why do that when I can, in a mild panic, solicit your reassurance and advice instead?

 (Clio, meanwhile, is on her back, arms and legs splayed, looking much like her father does when I get up in the morning and he finally gets the bed to himself.)

Comments

FeministMom said:

I also freaked out the first time my daughter slept on her stomach. Left her to own devices, she will flip herself onto her tummy, stick her butt up in the air, and plant her face into the mattress, just as you described. Don't make the mistake (which I made several times before I "learned") of going in to check her too often—I woke my babe up many o times doing that. My husband has been good enough to hold me back and reassure me that she's fine. I'm sure Elsa will be fine! happy sleeping!

babybaby said:

I so understand! One of my girls did the same thing - face down in the mattress. I too would go in and try to turn her head to the side. Sometimes it worked, sometimes it didn't. Either way, she kept on breathing. I say just follow her lead. She's obviously much more comfortable that way, and as you said, if she was having trouble breathing, she's strong enough to do something about it. And by the way, you will eventually need bumpers (we too were bumper-free till about 10 months.) At least have them on hand before you are stuck with one of the babes getting their legs stuck between the rails. Talk about a huge sleep deterrent!

Sheri said:

Our youngest was born 3 weeks early and spent almost that long in the NICU on a vent and then a few days learning how to bottle feed and the like.  The nurses used to put him on his stomach and then look at me and say "now don't you do this at home, we have all kinds of equipment and this is the only way he will sleep.."  Ummmm thanks, because when I got him home, he wouldn't/couldn't sleep on his back for more than 15 minutes at a time.  When he finally ended up turning on his tummy, he slept for 5 hours.  I called my ped and she told me that if he could roll himself over to his tummy, leave him be.  So I did.  Quinn is 3 now and he still sleeps with his butt up in the air, face in the mattress.  If you don't have any soft bedding (which you don't) and she rolls over by herself, in my opinion, she should be fine.  But you know that you'll be calling your ped just to make sure.  Good luck!

divrchk said:

Every pediatrician that we ever saw has told us that once the baby starts rolling over on their own, if they want to sleep on their stomach, it's ok.  

sarzini said:

Hannah did the same thing and we freaked out.  Now she occasionally flips over and falls asleep on her belly.  I think with the good head control and ability to roll over you're good.  That's not to say that I don't watch the monitor like a hawk and occasionally check on Hannah when she's face down.  

Eva said:

Basically, what others have said. The doctors generally say that once they can roll over, it's okay. Our doctor actually thinks the whole back to sleep campaign is overkill and doesn't necessarily believe the evidence, but that's another story. I hear you on the anxiety of it at first, but it's also nice to see how soundly our twins sleep now that they're on their stomachs.

E said:
... didn't they recently find that SIDS might be linked to something genetic, anyway?...

BadMom said:

Our twins were also in the NICU for 3 weeks (where they also they slept on their stomachs and we were told 'don't try this at home').  After a few weeks of only getting 20-30 minutes of sleep at a time, we started putting them on their stomachs.  We checked with our pediatrician who said that she could only recommend that we put them to sleep on their backs but that her own son slept on his stomach.  At first I would check on them every 15 minutes, but eventually I got over that.  We also got them Breathable Bumpers (no suffocation risk, but arms and legs don't get stuck in the rails.)

Tori said:

My son didn't sleep a wink for the first 8 weeks of his life...then one afternoon, in a totally sleep-deprived act of desperation, I put him in the bassinet on his tummy...and he slept and slept and slept...all the way through the night. And he slept through the night ever since. Of course I called the pediatrician in a bad-mom panic, and his exact words were "well, you and your siblings all slept on your stomachs and lived to tell..." So, in my opinion, moms and dads need sleep just as much as babies do — if your baby is sleeping on his/her tummy but not comfortable on his/her back, you've got to do what's logical. (And of course, even now that he's 2 and flip-flopping all over the crib, I check on my son a few times a night to make sure he's still breathing. That's just a mommy thing, sadly.)

E said:

It seems like docs just don't want to get sued.

Karly said:

My daughter was the same way! She would only sleep on her belly! Then again, I like to sleep that way to, so ya can't blame 'em! It is more comfy.

alicia said:

I always put my girls (not twins—18 months apart) on their backs to sleep, because I lost my first son to SIDS...They both liked being on their tummies, but I was WAYYYYYY too paranoid....One is 3 now, the other almost 2, and I still check on them a couple times a night....

alicia said:

but I worried less once they were able to roll over and move around a little better...

Roper said:

I don't blame you for worrying, Alicia. I'm so sorry about your son.

mamame said:
The part I want to empathize with is the head "stuck" against the crib rails. Oh man. Oh man oh man oh man. I thought we would NEVER get through those few weeks of our daughter working her way into the corner of her crib (in her sleep), getting stuck, and waking up wailing! We were up every few hours until she learned how to roll herself back over and/or turnaround. Fun times!

Cara said:

My daughter was born 12/1/06 and she first rolled over on 4/11.. also my birthday!  Anyway, right after she rolled over the first time she preferred to sleep on her back at night but would get "stuck" like you mentioned.  I would flip her back but 5 mins later she would roll back to her belly.  That lasted about 2 weeks and now she sleeps on her belly every night.  No worries from me.  She sleeps well now and really enjoys sleeping on her belly.  Oh, and we have a bumper in her crib.  She snuggles up to it and in the morning when she wakes up she likes to try to pick the little apples off the bumper.  It is really sweet.  

Roper said:
Cara, we have the same birthday!

Tonight Elsa fell asleep stomach again, and at one point woke up crying with her leg caught between the crib bars. I think it may be time for the bumpers...

BabyCakies said:

I find it so funny that after reading this post today, our nearly 8 month old fell asleep on her belly with her tush in the air for the first time.  I was very careful to place her on her back for sleep when she was younger, but since she's able to move around so well now, I don't worry.  It just doesn't make sense to me to keep flipping her over all night.  

I also let her sleep with a light blanket now that she can manipulate it and seems to find grabbing and snuggling it a huge comfort.  I wonder how many other babies sleep with blankies even though it's against the recommendations.

Jennifer said:

My son slept on his stomach too.

Apparently it was the way we were raised, it only changed to "babies must sleep on their backs or incur the wrath of god" about 15-20 years ago (?)...

A friend of mine recently lost her son to SIDS.  He was 6 months old.  

I did some reading on it afterwards... there have been studies saying that it is more than possible that SIDS is due to genetics (which explains why more boys die of SIDS than girls).  Apparently certain children are born with a lower reaction capacity.  For example, when a child is not getting enough oxygen (the blanket is in the way or whatever), instead of reacting to the situation by waking up or simply turning over, a baby with this genetic defect will simply fade away.

So sad, but sometimes life is like that.  Hélas.

Nicole said:

And the thing they fail to point out about the SIDS statistics- its not that babies sleeping on their backs will NEVER die of SIDS, they are only marginally less likely to die of SIDS. That means out of 10,000 babies on their stomach, 10 will die and out of 10,000 on their back, 8 will die.  And its still entirely possible that these statistics are nothing but a coincidence. They can't prove the link. So it is worth putting your baby to sleep on his back? Maybe. But I don't think its worth fighting with a baby who wants to sleep on his/her tummy.

Audrey - Pinks said:
My oldest son slept in his belly - preferred it over his back at 8 weeks!! I didn't sleep (I'm not kidding) for about 4 months after that - literally... but after he was strong enough to be able to get himself up on all 4's I calmed down...

I know the worry and anguish - why the hell can't they just sleep on their backs!!?? My 2nd and 3rd preferred - are you ready for this - the car seat over a crib!! My 2nd guy slept in his car seat until he was 5 months and my youngest - 12 weeks - has such horrible acid reflux, I have to have him sleep in it until 4 months... UGH! But he loves it.

Sleeping... you think it's your down time, who they heck thought that !!??

LOVE YOUR BLOG!!!!!!

- Audrey

Pinks & Blues Girls

Check out my blog...

http://www.pinksandbluesgirls.wordpress.com

mom-EE said:
Someone asked me today why I update my blog so infrequently. The honest truth is that I need not put forth the effort. I just tune into your blog, and the EXACT issue I am thinking of calling the pediatrician over is your daily topic, and all these nice people have already chimed in to quell my fears as well. How perfect!

Lately, Ethan won't stop crying at bedtime until he find his way onto his tummy, then he pops the binkie back in his own mouth and is out for the night. Emmet is officially a side-sleeper. The tummy thing freaks me out but I've stopped flipping him. And I find a nice glass of Syrah helps with the anxiety.

zellmer said:
I love an anti-neurotic mother like myself. I heard beer was good for breastfeeding and took it to heart with a vengeance. (Oh, the gasps. I can hear them now)

My daughter did some face plant sleeping, too. No, it doesn't look comfortable, but at six months, if she can't breathe she should naturally turn her head until she can. I just learned at swim lessons that babies under two years will also automatically hold their breaths when they go underwater. They're not as fragile as the fear culture would like us to believe. I would also recommend a good monitor if you don't already use one.  Mine is so sensitive, when I crank it to full blast and glue it to my ear, I can actually hear her breathing.

lla.ma. said:

im a nanny.  i once watched a kid whose older brother died of sids.

i was ultra paranoid.  i stared at him during his naps at seven weeks old, straining to hear his little breaths to make sure he was okay.

when he started flipping, he took naps in the swing or car seat or bouncy seat.  doubt that would really work overnight but they cant roll if they're strapped in!

lla.ma. said:
oh. and i was once a philosophy major (haha, a month ago) and in medical ethics we discussed sids data.

it is fairly questionable and difficult to link.

Stefanie said:
We discovered our daughter slept much longer on her stomach at about 10 weeks. I was paranoid but bought an Angel Care monitor which monitors breathing with a sensitive pad under the crib mattress. After that, I slept much better and the baby slept throught the night ever since.

April said:
Maybe i should be MORE paranoid, but I just can't get with the Back To Sleep SIDS paranoia party. When i realized that when i was a baby they told my mom, "She HAS to sleep on her side!" or tummy, or whatever...

Our baby sleeps in bed with us, usually on her side bc thats how she likes to sleep. Even a newborn has some powerful wiggling and screaming power if they are uncomfortable. Just my slacker 2 cents

Of Birthdays and Buddhism

Posted Jun 28 2007, 08:30 AM by Roper with 9 comment(s)

Filed under: 6-month birthdays, applesauce, babyhood, Zen masters
Today is Clio and Elsa's six-month birthday. Since they were born in late December, which is a lousy time of year to be born from a kid's perspective - your birthday can easily get lost in the holiday shuffle - I'm all for making a semi-big deal out of their half birthdays in the future. (Get it? Semi?)

This year, however, the extent of our celebration will be eating the leftover cake we saved from the baby shower, which has been taking up valuable real estate in the freezer. And this is really more of a celebration for us than for them, seeing as how they can't eat cake. (Speaking of eating: thanks for all of your solid food suggestions. We moved on to oatmeal, and it's been going over much better than the rice cereal. Veggies are next. And yes, Grandma Moock, APPLESAUCE!)

Six months. Half a year. How far these babies have come! In this last month, it seems, they've made especially huge strides. They don't feel like infants any more, but true babies: eating solids (sort of), sleeping swaddle-free, hanging out in the ExerSaucer and manipulating the various toys with what appears to be actual intent (Flip that monkey! Flip that monkey!). Elsa is well on her way to sitting up - she can sit leaning forward on her hands for a good 10 or 20 seconds before toppling over. And Clio, well, Clio has a great personality.

Both girls have become infinitely more expressive, too, with their laughing and babbling and smiling. They still do their share of fussing and crying, but most of the time we can identify the cause. At times they seem so person-like and aware of the world that I half expect them to open their mouths and start talking. "They're starting to seem like actual kids sometimes," Alastair commented recently. It's true.

And then they gleefully barf breastmilk all over us and we remember that they are most definitely still babies, and it's a relief. Because while I love watching them grow and can't wait for them to be able to interact even more, part of me wants them to stay little forever. I'm finding myself preemptively nostalgic for these days of prime, delicious babyhood - for Clio sucking on my cheek when I lift her up out of her crib to feed her at 4 am. For Elsa beaming up at me from the changing table and then attempting to stuff her entire foot into her mouth.

So I'm doing my best just to take it all in — not to be too focused on milestones or birthdays (half or whole) or the anticipation of what's next. I'm trying hard to stay in the moment, be mindful, accept and enjoy. I'd say that having babies has reinforced this easier-said-than-done concept more powerfully than anything or anyone I've previously encountered.  I'm incredibly grateful for it. 

Clio and Elsa, Zen masters.

Monkey Mama

Posted Jul 01 2007, 09:54 PM by Roper with 19 comment(s)

I have a confession to make: I love picking things off of my babies. I love cleaning the lint and fuzz from between their fingers and toes, plucking beads of wax from their ears, and especially — oh yes, especially — clearing protruding boogers from their noses with my pinky finger. (How do so many and such big boogers form in such small noses? It's astounding!) 

Sick, you say? Demented, unhealthy, unsavory? I say let she (or he) who has not taken pleasure from this sort of baby grooming cast the first booger. I mean, stone.

Let me be clear. This grotesquerie (is that a word?) of mine does not extend to No. 2 diaper clean-up. I don't particularly mind it, but I wouldn't say I take pleasure in it either. I am able to exercise restraint, too, like when Elsa was a newborn and had this little thing on her face for weeks that could only be described as a whitehead. I did not once attempt to pick at or pop it. Not until eventually I noticed that it was already sort of coming off, and then I just helped along what was a completely natural process.

I should also add that I dread clipping or filing the girls' nails — something it seems we have to be doing constantly, especially where Clio is concerned. Last week she looked like she'd been in a fight with a raccoon, she had so many self-inflicted scratches on her face. It wasn't because her nails were particularly long, but because a couple of them had sharp-ish corners. And the girl can really dig into her own face. I was afraid people were going to see her and think we were horrible parents. The kind that let their 6-month-old baby fight raccoons.

I've heard people suggest clipping and filing babies' nails while they sleep so they won't wriggle, thus preventing the kind of accidental injury I fear. (Both Alastair and I have nicked the girls' fingers while doing their nails, and it's SO awful to hear them scream in pain, knowing we caused it.) Sleeping manicures were more doable when the girls were newborns and slept constantly, anywhere, but these days when they sleep, it's in their cribs with the lights off and shades drawn - not ideal nail-clipping conditions.  So, we manage as best we can. A few times Alastair has clipped while I nurse, which seems to work fairly well.

My latest grooming dilemma is the girls' hair. More specifically, their scalps. For some time, they've both had little patches of oily, flaky, yellowish skin on their scalps.  I believe it's a mild version of cradle cap. The other day after I gave Elsa a bath and washed her hair I was - yes - picking at it a little, and then running a little baby comb over it, and the stuff does come loose. The question is, should I try to get rid of it, or just leave it alone? It seems like it's probably not a good idea to just let it stay there and build up; like it could interfere with healthy hair growth or something. But given my picking proclivities, I may just be rationalizing. Why is it that I find this picking and plucking so tempting? Is it Freudian? Jungian? Just plain simian? When the girls are teenagers, am I going to be begging them to let me pop their zits? The poor dears.

Coming soon to a landfill near you...

Posted Jul 07 2007, 07:57 AM by Roper with 8 comment(s)

Filed under: excess, jumparoos, exersaucers, toothbrushes

Back in one of my earlier posts, I boasted that we only had one exersaucer, because we just didn't have room for two, and it seemed excessive, and we thought it was cool that our babies would learn how to share. Yeah, well. That was before I realized that exersaucers are not for babies. No, no, no. They are for parents. They exist to let us do things like make dinner and fold laundry and pay bills without feeling like we're neglecting our offspring. Because look at all those IQ and motor skill-stimulating toys!  Look at that core-strengthening exercise the contraption promotes - nay, mandates! And, most importantly, look how much the babies LOVE it!!

So we now have two exersaucers — one that was given to us as a shower gift, pictured above (bought off of Craigslist, but good as new) plus one given to us by a co-worker of mine whose kids have long since outgrown it. We also added another piece of baby entertainment/containment equipment to our collection this past weekend: a Jumparoo from the yard sale of a fellow MOT. If our living room didn't look like a cautionary tale against the perils of unprotected sex before, it definitely does now.

While I am not always proud of the fact that we've succumbed to getting all this crap (like BabyDaddy, I think at one point I envisioned a more plastic-free childrearing experience) I can at least take some comfort in the fact that a lot of it — plus the girls' cribs, their double stroller, many of their clothes and books, their bath tub — is second-hand. Because seriously, I suspect that if you put all of the perfectly good used baby equipment on the earth end to end it would reach to the moon and back. And still, manufacturers keep cranking it out, and we keep buying, and the landfills keep filling.

At least things like Craigslist and EBay make it easier to pass all this stuff around. Our friends have also been great about giving or lending us their old baby gear, and we plan to do likewise. Still, I wish someone would come up with a way to melt down ExerSaucers and Jumparoos and Bumbos and repurpose them into school playground equipment or recycling bins or toothbrushes or something. Don't you think the public is ready for brightly colored toothbrushes made out of toys that have been slobbered, spit up, and possibly defecated on? I know I am.

Grand Slam Babies

Posted Jul 07 2007, 07:57 AM  by Roper with 8 comment(s)

Filed under: T under 2, Roger Federer, Wimbledon, Boob Tube, The Williams Sisters 
Since fellow Babble-onian Rebecca Woolf has confessed to using Sesame Street as a snooze button, I feel a bit more comfortable making an admission of my own: our babies watch TV sometimes. But wait, before you call DSS on us, let me clarify: the only thing they watch is tennis. Specifically, the major tournaments.

Still no good? Yeah, I'm not sure either. It's actually been the subject of some debate in the Baby Squared household of late. It started last month with the French Open, and now it's Wimbledon. Alastair, who is a pretty big tennis fan, sometimes puts the matches on during the day while I'm at work and he's home with the girls who, if not sufficiently distracted by the toys on their exersaucers or their own feet, will actually watch.

Back in January—Australian Open time—this wasn't a problem. The girls were teeny-tiny newborns then, too sleepy and larvae-like to take much notice of an external stimulus like television. We thought nothing of having matches on in the background while we hung out with the babies. We also watched our fair share of Netflix movies, episodes of the Daily Show, Scrubs reruns, etc. I'm not a big TV watcher in general, but being home all day in the dead of winter with two newborns who take 40 minutes each to nurse and have to eat every three hours truly gives new meaning to the phrase "boob tube."

It was when the girls were around three months old that we realized they were no longer oblivious to the big box with the noise and the flickering pictures. In fact, they were fascinated by it. One Sunday afternoon I was down on the floor grinning and babbling at Elsa in her bouncy seat, and she actually craned her neck around to look at the TV when Alastair turned a college basketball game on, leaving me dooba-dooba-daba-ing at her fat little cheek. Now we limit our already limited TV watching to evenings, when the girls are in bed.

But I haven't convinced Alastair to dispense with the tennis. I can't quite decide if it's worth being concerned about. The American Academy of Pediatrics discourages TV for children under two, but it seems like that's only to the extent that it becomes a substitute for direct, human interaction. This is background TV, and it's not like it's on all day. Alastair takes the girls on walks and plays with them and reads to them and all that good stuff. Then, of course, I come home and teach them French grammar and quantum physics.

He argues that by letting the girls watch the occasional grand slam match he's instilling in them a deep-rooted affinity for tennis, and for athletics in general, which will be good for their confidence and self esteem down the road. And maybe they'll grow up to be the next Venus and Serena Williams and we'll all be filthy, filthy rich.

Maybe so. But I'm still going to be pissed if their first words are "advantage Federer."

We're not in newbornland anymore.

Posted Jul 10 2007, 08:36 AM  by Roper with 14 comment(s)

Filed under: sleep patterns, cat food, extrusion, sippy cups, solid foods

Now that Elsa and Clio have passed the 6-month mark, it feels like we're suddenly in a new phase of babyhood. It includes, but is not limited to:

1. Food. I was going about the whole solid-food thing rather nonchalantly, thinking of it as a novelty more than anything else. Something fun for them (and us) to try. Some days, if it wasn't convenient, we skipped the solids altogether. Then, last week at the girls' 6-month doctor visit, their pediatrician said we should definitely be giving them solids once a day - both a vegetable or fruit and some cereal. And within the next couple of weeks we should start offering two meals a day. I felt rather stupid for not knowing this, as I try to keep up with the latest in childcare Best Practices, particularly those that fall under the topic of "how not to starve your children to death." I didn't want the doctor thinking I was a complete idiot, so I tried to make up for it by using the term "extrusion." I don't think she bought it. 

2. Sippy cups. Did you know that there are 728 types of sippy cup on the market? And that if you don't get the right one, your child will develop gum disease, a Hapsburg chin, and late-onset cleft palate?  I didn't know either. In fact, I didn't even know we were supposed to be introducing a cup, but the pediatrician said this was a good time to do it.  Again, me = clueless. So now we've got two orthodontically correct sippy cups which the girls fling around, suck on, and occasionally even manage to extract some Coke from. Ha ha! Just kidding! Water. Of course water. I just wanted to see the looks on your faces.

3. Twinteraction. (Forgive me) The girls are really starting to take notice of each other now. If we hold them up face to face, they'll smile and babble at each other, then reach out and grab each other's hands / noses / mouths / cheeks — sometimes gently and sometimes with great, violent gusto. Fortunately, they're not actually fighting yet. Occasionally they'll grab toys out of each other's hands, but neither seems to mind. ("I had the colored plastic thingy and now the colored plastic thingy is gone. OK. Whatever.") And when they kick each other in they head while they're lying on a blanket on the floor it appears to be mostly accidental.

4. More predictable sleep patterns. We're now regularly putting the girls down for a morning nap at around 9:00 am, and usually they'll sleep for at least an hour and a half. Clio has even done a couple of marathon three-plus hour snoozes. (She takes after her father.) Our attempts at a regular afternoon nap have not been as successful, particularly where Elsa is concerned, but at least we've got the nights down to a science: in bed by 7:00, dream feed at 10:00/10:30, nurse when they wake up at 3:30 or 4 am, nurse again and up an at ‘em by 7:00.  We asked our pediatrician if we should try to eliminate the 4 am feeding, but she said no, it's normal for babies this size/age to still need two feedings in the course of a night. "But what about all these people who say their babies started sleeping 12 hours straight at four months old?" I asked. "I don't know," our pediatrician said. "I think maybe they're lying."

5. Awareness of the cat. All of a sudden, Elsa and Clio have taken notice of the other small creature that lives in their house. When she walks into the room, they are transfixed.  Elsa, in particular, lights up every time the cat appears, and will just sit in her exersaucer beaming at her. Enjoy your last days of relative peace, I want tell the cat. (Whose name is, confusingly, Ella; we got her when we first moved in together, 9 years ago, and weren't exactly thinking about what we might want to name our children someday.) Pretty soon those babies are going to be grabbing your tail and "petting" you (slap! Slap slap slap!) and appropriating your food, because we won't actually remember to move your dish somewhere less accessible until we catch one of them with a mouthful of Friskies. Be afraid. Be very afraid.

6. High-pitched, glass-shattering squealing. Both babies have simultaneously decided that this is the best way to express any emotion - joy, anger, regret, ennui. Mostly joy, though. This is fine, even cute, except when we try to take them out in public, and their joy gets up in people's business. You can't tell a six-month old to please use their "inside voice," so you have little choice but to take it outside. ("It" meaning your business, not the baby. I mean, yes, the baby. But I'm not calling a baby an "it" is what I'm trying to say.) Anyway, I'm glad the girls have found their voices, but I hope they both end up being altos or at least mezzos.

And that's the news from Baby Squared land, where the woman is strong, the man is good-looking, and the babies are squash-eating, cup-sipping, morning-napping, cat-loving high sopranos.

All Elsa

Posted Jul 13 2007, 08:48 AM by Roper with 2 comment(s)

Filed under: Drama queen, determination, Firstborn, individuality [Edit Tags]
When you've got twins, it's almost impossible not to compare them. Not because you don't respect their individuality or because you think of them as a unit, but simply because they're always both there. You can't help but see them in reference and relation to each other, and it inevitably affects your perception of their personalities and tendencies. For example, I don't know that I'd think of Elsa as an outgoing baby if I didn't have the reference point of Clio, who is a little more hesitant with strangers. And I might not think Clio was a particular refined eater if not for the contrast of Miss Elsa Margaret-reclining-like-a-Roman-Emperor-with-her-fist-in-her-mouth-and-squash-on-her-eyebrows-Moock.

Still, they are individuals, and I do think of them and love them as such. And so, in that spirit, I'd like to dedicate today's post to Elsa, without making any contrasting references to — you know. That other one. Who will get the spotlight in a subsequent post.

We didn't exactly name Elsa for the lioness in Born Free, but we might as well have. The girl is fierce, determined, strong. You don't want to get in her way. When I was pregnant, she was initially Twin B — that is, the one farther from the cervix, slated to be born second. But Elsa wanted none of that. By my 18 week ultrasound, she and Clio had switched places, making Elsa Twin A, in position to be the firstborn. It was her density. I mean, her destiny.

I felt a special bond with Elsa during the birthing process, knowing she was coming first, paving the way. She and I were in it together, both struggling through this crazy, intense experience. Her umbilical cord was wrapped around her neck, making for a tricky passage, and each time I contracted and later, each time I pushed, her heartbeat dipped precariously. It was more than a bit harrowing. At one point during the pushing phase, not satisfied that we were making fast enough progress, the doctor said we'd need to go to suction, and if that didn't work, a C-section. Well, that did it. On the very next push, Elsa practically popped out like a champagne cork.

 OK, that's a complete lie; she did nothing of the sort. But we did start making some serious progress. I like to think that she, like me, heard the words "C-section," thought "hell no!" and redoubled her efforts. ("Here, maybe if I just turn a little this way....does that help?") We did it, Elsa and me. She was a little dazed as she was born, quiet and pale, and had to be taken to Transitional Care for a few hours, but she recovered just fine.

Ever since then, she's been the picture of health, growing fat and tall and strong. She was rolling over onto her stomach at 5 months, and now she can sit up on her own for short periods of time. She's below the 50th percentile for weight (though you wouldn't know it to look at her big ole thighs and chubby cheeks) but in the 75th percentile for length. And her feet — my God, her feet. They're long and thin like a rabbit's (or her father's, if you like) and I think it's safe to say that as a teenager, she will never be able to borrow my (size 6-1/2) shoes. This is, I think, a good thing.

When Elsa is focused on a task, she is dead serious. In her exersaucer, she's like a scientist in her lab, deeply absorbed in whatever she's doing: pushing the button on the little safari truck to make the music play, chewing on the rubber elephant, spinning the clear plastic ball with the fish in it. But then, if she's inclined, she'll suddenly look up at you and beam, with a smile so pure and joyful and delighted, you half expect birds to start tweeting and a choir to start singing and all the rest.

Elsa is also inclined to get extremely frustrated by her limitations. For example, she wants very badly to crawl, and is very close, but it clearly pisses her off that she can't quite do it yet. She can get on her knees with her butt up in the air, and she can push up on her arms, but she hasn't figured out how to do both at once. She'll wriggle in a circle, and sort of shimmy forward, trying to get her hands on toys just out of reach. At first she'll do this quietly, then grunting with effort, and finally whining and even crying. We'll eventually "rescue" her — turn her over or pick her up, or do something else with her. But put her back down, and within seconds she'll be at it again. Determination, thy name is Elsa.

Finally, it must be said that Elsa is a bit of a drama queen. When she cries, you'd think someone had just ripped her still beating heart out of her body. Her eyes become tiny slits and her face goes red and she shrie-e-e-e-eks! And then if things are really bad — like you want her to take a nap, and she really, really doesn't want to, but is really, really tired — she shifts into that awful silent screaming, so intense and breathless that there's no sound except for clicking. Oh, the misery! You think: I'm torturing her! I'm scarring her for life! So you pick her up or roll her over or give her her pacifier and seconds later she's playing with her feet and smiling at you, with this coy little "ha ha, gotcha," twinkle in her eyes.

Look out boys. (Or girls). This one's gonna be a heartbreaker.

 Water Babies

Posted Jul 16 2007, 07:19 PM  by Roper with 1 comment(s)

Filed under: infant life jackets or lack thereof, infant drinking, infant swimming
This weekend marked an exciting experiential milestone for the girls: their first swim. We spent the weekend at the summer home of some friends of ours, out in western Mass., right on a small lake. On Saturday morning, we put the girls in their rad new swimsuits (one piece, topless, because we're Euro like that) and slathered them with SPF 50. Alastair took them into the lake while I played the role of overly worried mother, standing on the dock dispensing helpful advice like "don't drop them in the water!" It just seemed like with all that sunblock, they might slip out of his hands like little greased pigs.

But they didn't. Elsa enjoyed the water, and seemed quietly intrigued by the whole thing. I suspected she would, intrepid baby that she is. When Alastair held her in the water and pulled her along, she even kicked her legs a little.

 Clio, on the other hand, was not a fan. This also didn't really come as a surprise. Not sure if it was the whole lake thing — murky bottom and unseen depths and the potential for the corpses of long-lost ice fishermen to come bobbing up to the surface — or if she just didn't dig the idea of cold water in general. Seeing as we haven't taught her about ice fishing tragedies yet, I'm guessing it's the latter. She didn't outright cry or scream, but she made her distaste of the affair evident, so we didn't push it.

This is one of the things I really like about having twins: you learn to respect the power of nature over nurture. If we had just one baby, and she didn't like the water, we might get all worried, wondering if we did something wrong to cause this. Have we not given her enough baths? Has the bathwater been too warm? Have we provided too much structure and routine, such that she now can't handle new experiences? Does this mean she's going to be afraid of all new situations? Will she be skittish and nervous and hesitant and afraid, tiptoeing through life like a small, anemic field mouse? But because we've got another kid, raised in the same house, in more or less the same way, who had a completely different reaction to the same set of circumstances, we don't worry. We just say: well, one kid likes the water and the other, not so much. No biggie.

After the swimming, everyone chilled out ashore with brewskies. Clio discovered her new favorite teething device. (The humor value of babies with beer never gets old does it?) Fear not, no babies were inebriated in the making of this photo. 

 I am proud to report that I also engaged in an act of aquatic daring. Well, two, actually: 1.) I wore a bathing suit for the first time since my pregnancy. All I can say is, thank God the mommy knockers were there to divert attention from the mommy belly 2.) I got up on water skis for the first time in my life. I'd tried once or twice years ago, at camp, but didn't succeed. So I was very happy to be able to actually get up on my feet few times, albeit briefly. I don't have a good picture of it, but I think it's safe to say that I pretty much looked like this:

As photos were snapped all weekend long, I thought of the pictures in my parents' old photo albums of me as a baby, with various of their friends, on summertime adventures. They're photos I've seen so many times that they've become amost iconic, representative to me of a whole era in my parents' life, for which I get oddly nostalgic: the early 70s, when they were still young and hippie-ish and outdoorsy. Back then, before the advent of digital cameras or even cheap photo processing, people took and printed pictures more sparingly, so each one seemed more special somehow. 

But still, maybe someday Elsa and Clio will look at a photo like the one below (also featuring our friend Megan and her 3-month old, Marlie, being held by Alastair) and it will seem representative of more than just one moment on one day. It will be "back in the 2000s, when our parents were young and fun, and the world was bright blues and greens, and people were too ignorant to know about important safety measures like putting life jackets on babies."  Er....

Damn! I feel like a mother!

Posted Jul 19 2007, 03:03 PM  by Roper with 3 comment(s)

Filed under: teething, fever, feeling like a mother
Even as a child, I was awed by my mother's ability to tell if my brother or I had a fever just by touching our foreheads. She could estimate almost to the decimal. Over the years, I've tried to gauge fevers myself, attempting to determine if people — friends, my husband, myself — "feel warm" by pressing a palm to their cheeks or foreheads. The problem was, they all felt somewhat warm. It's all relative, right? The only thing I could say with any certainty was that they weren't dead.

But yesterday morning at 4:30 am when Clio was crying and I picked her up to nurse her, I knew instantly that she had a fever. Her feet felt hot. Her head felt hot. She was a little ball of dry, radiant heat. I took her temperature, and sure enough, it was 101. I gave her some Tylenol and held a cool washcloth to her forehead while I nursed her. Fifteen minutes later, she was down to 100, and both of us were able to get another couple hours of sleep. By morning, she was down to 98, and I could definitely feel the difference.

 She'd been irritable the day before, with a runny nose and diarrhea (according to the babysitter) and intermittent bouts of inexplicable, vehement screaming. She'd been up twice in the night already, crying, and God, she is a loud baby. I mean, the girl can really wail when she wants to. It's like she's trying to be a parody of a crying baby. Her screams literally sound like: "Waaaaaah!!!!!"

We figured that either she was cutting a tooth, or she had a cold. (Elsa's nose has been runny, too.) So the fever wasn't completely out of the blue. Hence, it did not freak me out. What it did, in fact, was make me feel more like a mother: I know my baby so well, that I can tell by touch that she has a fever. What's next? Eyes in the back of my head? Tapered jeans? (Oh wait, aren't those cool again? Blech.)

It does seem to be when my babies are at their most unhappy and vulnerable that the mothering feeling comes out in fullest force. This makes good, biological/evolutionary sense, I suppose. We had to bring Clio to the emergency room a couple of months ago when she had a weird rash of broken blood vessels on her legs (turned out to be a harmless case of HSP, but our doc told us to take her to the hospital because there was a chance it could be a sign of a bad infection), and it was the first time I didn't feel funny referring to one of my girls as "my daughter." It was the first time I had to take responsibility for someone's health other than my own. And it was also the first time I understood in a visceral, up-close way how losing a child would be the worst kind of pain imaginable.

Back to yesterday: Clio's fever was completely gone by mid-morning, and she didn't seem to be as congested either. I keep looking at her mouth expecting to see the little white tip of a tooth sprouting from her gums, but no sign yet. If she is teething, and the symptoms she had were related, and it's going to go like this time after time until all 20 little choppers are in there — oh boy. I'm gonna feel like one hell of a mother by the time it's all done.

Incidentally, the title of this post is meant to be a reference to the Shania Twain song "Damn! I feel like a woman." A song which I hate. Whose annoying melodic hook is now going to be stuck in my head all day. Why do I do this to myself?

God help us, they're moving

Posted Jul 22 2007, 10:12 AM  by Roper with 12 comment(s)

Filed under: Baby proofing, crawling, holy water, twins

This is getting serious. The other day, Elsa and Clio were on the play gym mat / blanket complex we regularly set up for them on the living room floor, while I was in and out of the kitchen, making pureed sweet potatoes. (I've been possessed of late by some kind of evil SuperMom demon who has convinced me that in addition to juggling twins, a part-time job, a marriage, housework, exercise, a social life, a novel in progress and a blog, I should really be making my own baby food, too. Does anyone have any holy water?)

Anyway, I got a little too absorbed in the fun of pureeing (vive la Cuisinart!) and went a little too long without going into the living room to check on the girls. When I finally did (bad mother! bad! bad!) Elsa had crept her way off the play mat and blanket, over the rug and onto the hardwood, and was inches away from the power strip where our stereo components, fan, and Alastair's phone and iPod chargers are plugged in. Her little hand was outstretched, reaching, grabbing, yearning for those delicious plugs and wires. I quickly scooped her up and put her in the Jumparoo and made two mental notes: 1.) Do not leave babies on floor unattended for more than one minute at a time. 2.) Start babyproofing, stat.

 This relatively slow creeping is just the beginning, of course. Elsa is going to crawl any day now. She is at the stage where she's getting up on her hands and knees and rocking back and forth. Pretty soon it's going to click: "hey, I can move one hand, then a leg, then...whoah! Power strip, here I come!" Clio is making progress, too, doing more belly-pivoting and shimmying of her own. She can get up into a serious upward dog now, and push a little with her knees on the floor.

 When the day comes that they are both crawling, we are — how do I put this delicately? — fucked. One baby crawling is tough enough. But two, in different directions? (Because of course they'll go in different directions.) Oy. And yes, I know. Just wait until they're walking. On the upside, I suppose constantly chasing after them could help me lose the last five pregnancy pounds.

I think I've got a decent handle on the basics of babyproofing: cover the outlets, move any small or breakable objects out of reach, babyproof cabinet doors, put up gates as needed, set up the Pack-n-Play for brief periods of containment, consider vacuuming/sweeping more often so babies don't ingest too many dust bunnies. Any other lesser-known tips? Things you didn't think of until disaster (almost) struck?

Shhh....

Posted Jul 25 2007, 07:29 PM  by Roper with 9 comment(s)

Filed under: sleeping through the night, monkeys flying out of my butt 
OK, I don't want to jinx anything, so I'm going to say this very, very quietly: last night both of the babies slept through the night. Oh, what the hell. LAST NIGHT BOTH BABIES SLEPT THROUGH THE NIGHT!!

 Now, when I say "through the night" I don't mean twelve hours. They still had their "dream feed" bottles at 10:30. But after that, they both slept straight through until 6:00 a.m. (OK, technically Elsa was awake and starting to kvetch at about 5:40, but I didn't go in and get her until after 6:00, when she started actually crying, and Clio was up, too.)

It felt a little like Christmas morning, waking up and realizing that I hadn't gotten up to nurse them. That I'd actually been asleep for nearly eight whole hours — the most continuous sleep I've had in nine or ten months. I knew that this was going to happen sooner or later. Both of the girls have slept all the way through a couple times in the last week or so, but never at the same time. Sometimes I've been able to soothe them back to sleep when they've woken up for their usual four a.m. feeding. And when I have nursed them at that time, I've tried not to do it for too long, just long enough to comfort. Which is all they're really looking for, evidently.

I'm not going to get cocky or anything. The chances are pretty good that it will be a while before this is a regular occurrence. Who knows what set of variables happened to coalesce last night to make it happen. Was it the bananas for dinner? Their nap schedule during the day? The fact that I happened to put them in onesies and sleep sacks instead of sleepers, thus achieving the ideal sleeping body temperature? Or maybe it was something that we projected psychologically or emotionally. I read an interesting article the other day that suggests that your subconscious resistance to letting go of night feedings might actually contribute to perpetuating them. I'm willing to buy that.

In any case, now that I know that the girls are capable of sleeping through the night, I'm more willing to resist feeding them if they wake up before six. This may require separating them for a while so they can cry it out without waking each other up. We currently do a sort of modified "crying it out" approach with naps and at bedtime, letting them cry for 10-15 minutes at a time, then going in and giving them their pacifiers, rubbing their tummies or backs, a quick pick-up, etc. Usually after the second or third time, they fall asleep on their own, and it's getting faster and faster. Presumably, this would work at night, although I don't relish the idea of having to keep getting up, knowing I have to get up again at 6:30 to go to work. But it seems like it's time to bite the bullet and do it if we need to. 

 Then again, who knows? Maybe they'll keep sleeping through until six on their own. Yes. And maybe later monkeys will fly out of my butt. 

But can I make a confession? A very secret one? Part of me will miss that 4 a.m. feeding. I'll miss sitting in the dark or near-dawn in the nursery with a warm bundle of baby in my arms, both of us half asleep, rocking. It hasn't been that disruptive or difficult, really. I haven't actually felt sleep-deprived in a while. Tired, yes. But not unable to function. I'm certainly not saying that I don't want them to start sleeping through the night; only that it's one more sign of the teeny-tiny baby days slipping away. And, as such, I can't help mourning it just a little. (Who would have thought?)

Punk rock girls

Posted Jul 29 2007, 06:55 PM  by Roper with 6 comment(s)

Filed under: baby hair, Billy Idol, mohawks, badass babies
Both Elsa and Clio are sporting totally righteous hairdos these days. Elsa's got an inch and a half of fuzz sticking straight up in every direction, tapering into an excellent widow's peak in front, a la Billy Idol, while Clio is rocking a rad little mohawk. For people who think they look alike, the difference in their hair is proving to be a useful way to distinguish between them. I just wish I could think of a good mnemonic to help people remember who is who. Maybe...."Hey there Clio, you look like Mr. T-oh"? 

The more important question, however, is: which baby looks more badass? Elsa's got a sort of low-key, intense, DeNiro thing going on.
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What, you got a problem? No, come on, I'm asking you. Do we got a problem here? Because if there's a problem, we can just take it outside and settle it right now. Bjorn to Bjorn, like honest babies. You on your mom's chest, me on my mom's. No? No problem? All right, then. Good. Very good. I like you. No, really. I do.

Clio, on the other hand, is the same way she was in-utero — all action, all up in your grill. (Or up in your ribcage, in my case.)
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Dood, I am going to kick your ass! And then I'm gonna take away your Baby Einstein crinkly fabric counting book! And then I'm gonna kick your ass some more! And then maybe I'll lie here for awhile and suck on my own feet. Yeah, that's right. I like sucking on my feet. I'm teething, OK? You got a problem with that? Huh? Huh??
Frankly, they're both pretty intimidating. But just wait until their hair is long enough to put barrettes and elastics and things in. Then we'll see who's really in charge. Oh yes we will. Mwah ha ha.

Our adoring public

Posted Aug 02 2007, 08:50 AM by Roper with 18 comment(s)

Filed under: Boundary issues, Davis Square, Museums, Julia Roberts, Marcia Cross
You get a lot of attention when you're out and about with twins — lots of backward glances, lots of smiles, and lots of questions, generally the same ones over and over again: Are they twins? (Because I guess they could be cousins...?) Fraternal or identical? A boy and a girl? (Even when she's dressed head to toe in pink or purple, Clio gets mistaken for a boy) Do they have very different personalities?

Although I'm not the world's biggest extrovert, if I'm in a good mood and not in a hurry, I'm perfectly content to chat with curious onlookers. Even though the conversations are about as stimulating as workday elevator chit-chat ("hot enough for ya?") it's hard to get too grumpy about people grinning and fawning over your children. I'm especially happy to stop for older people, and parents with toddlers or small children. It's also always fun to talk to other parents of twins, or people who are twins themselves. There's an instant feeling of kinship.

There is, however, one type of twin-looker that Alastair and I have come to dread: the Museum Woman. I call them this because we have primarily been accosted by them while with the girls in museums, although they've shown up elsewhere as well. Stores, parks, strolls through Davis Square.

The Museum Woman is a white female, approximately 50-60 years old, and mother to teenage or young adult children of her own. She is well-meaning and well-intentioned, but she has NO sense of personal boundaries. She will come up and all but put her foot in front of the wheel of the stroller until we've answered all of her questions and she's given us every last shred of her wisdom on the topic of raising babies and children.

This is the woman who goes beyond asking if the girls have different personalities, and asks us to describe those personalities. This is the woman who will not only ask if twins run in either of our families, but will go on to ask outright if they were the result of fertility treatments.

This is the woman who will stand over me while I'm struggling to nurse a cranky, fussing baby without exposing myself, and tell me how her daughters were born 14 months apart, so it was almost like having twins, and they couldn't have been more different as babies — Sarah, that's the younger one, was colicky, were either of yours colicky?— and now they're the best of friends, and one is at the University of Vermont and the other one is at Boston College and they're really having a hard time with the separation. But girls are so wonderful, really, so self-sufficient, and I bet you're glad it wasn't two boys, huh? Can you imagine? Of course, I'm sure these little girls will keep you on your toes. Is she always a fussy nurser, that one? Emily — that's my older one — was like that, too. She's pre-med now. Do you think maybe she needs a nap? She's probably just tired. This is a lot of stimulation for them, isn't it. But it's great that you're getting out. It's important to do that, for your sanity. Gosh. Enjoy every minute. It goes by so fast.

I don't mean to sound like a complete misanthrope. I know that the Museum Women mean well. They're probably having a tough time with the transition to an empty nest, and/or are starting to long for grandchildren. And it's not that I mind a little friendly human interaction from time to time, or don't respect my elders. But I like my personal space and my privacy, even when I am in public.

Because, you know, me, Julia, Marcia, all mothers of twins, really — our lives may look glamorous and exotic to you, our public. But behind it all, we're just regular people like you. Truly, we are.

Comments

Heidi said:

I imagine these are the same women that when you're pregnant feel the desire, actually, the right! to touch and caress your belly without knowing you... :-)

Mom2Two said:

I don't have twins, but since becoming a mother, I have never heard so many personal and prying questions in my life.  Both my kids are small (my 8 month old weighs 15 pounds and her 3 year old brother weighs 26 pounds with all his clothes on), and I have been asked if they were premature or if they have an illness, and someone went as far to tell me that my son probably won't be able to play sports because of his size.  How do you not get rude with a person like that?  Perhaps flashing your boob at Museum Woman would make her go away so you can feed your fussy baby.
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StacysMom said:

That's a beautiful picture of you and Elsa!

churlita said:

Those were the same women who used to come up to me at the store and tell me that my daughter was too skinny. They would ask me if I fed her, (what? she just ate last week) and tell me a strong wind could take her away from me. Nice.

Eva said:

So true! Do those same women ask you if you nurse them at the same time? I get that a lot from strangers. The other thing that bugs me are the strangers who think it's okay to touch my babies, especially their faces. Not okay!

Or the gawkers (maybe they should be called zoo people), people who stare open mouthed but don't actually say anything to us or even ever make eye contact with me.

Or the woman the other day who told me my babies look grumpy.

End rant.

Danielle said:

As a member of the adoring Somerville ArtBeat public, I'd wager people are drawn to you by the comic value of seeing you and Alastair side by side, Bjorn to Bjorn.

Jen said:

Although it's hard sometimes, try to enjoy the comments now.  My twin girls just turned two and we don't get nearly as many comments as we used to.  I never thought I'd miss all of the too personal questions but now that they're gone I find myself kind of hoping that the Museum Woman will come up to me.  It's sad, I know...

Bits said:

Jane, you don't sound a bit misanthropic.  File M.W. under "unbelievable" with the other nut-cases!  I never thought I'd be so aware of politeness and courtesy (and the sudden lack thereof), but pregnancy and new motherhood sometimes seems to me like a never-ending showcase of other people's bad manners.  Here's a gem from my 36-weeks-pregnant/ shorty-with-a-watermelon existence:  "Are you sure you're not having twins?  Are you SURE???"  Said with straight faces and truly probing stares over and over and over again,  everywhere!  I should carry around ultrasound pix.

kayrock said:

I'll take the museum ladies over the not-so-adoring public! yesterday on the sidewalk, pushing my double stroller, a woman sneered as I walked past, "the person who invented those things should be shot". I guess I should should be housebound until my babies can walk on their own? sigh...

Marilyn Rea Beyer said:

Here's my guess: the comments will never stop and will often contain the words "Gorgeous!" and "Adorable!" If you think comments about your girls creep you out now, wait until they're sixteen.  Meanwhile, sounds like you're having a ball being a great Mom & Dad!  XOX

Maya'sMom said:

Hi Roper—I just found your website in desperation as my baby has been waking herself up constantly after rolling over onto her belly for the last month. Since finding your site, you have had me laughing and crying for an hour and a half! My daughter, Maya, is exactly the same age as your twins and it's sooo nice to have a companion in mothering...and to see that I'm not completely losing my mind. You are a wonderful writer, HILARIOUS and a great mom and I thank you! I'm a new, devout fan!

Dragon said:

I don't have twins, or technically any kids yet, but I'm 35 weeks pregnant and it completely astounds me that everyone and their mother feels the urge to comment and pry. I'm a very private person, and the audacity of some people completely shocks me. Where do they get the idea the because you have children (or will soon), terribly intimate details of your life are suddenly available for public scrutiny? I'm sure I wouldn't mind the "aww how cute" comments, but so far I've already started getting lectures from near- to complete- strangers on various aspects of my life (most assumed without any real reason), and I really don't get it. People sure are funny. :)

dc mom said:

I have a 5 month old and the pointed comments about how my child's neck is going to snap off (when sleeping in the Bjorn) or why I am "making" him spit up by holding him a certain way are a pretty infuriating (um, no?). But, perhaps because I live in a (mostly) polite town and ride a lot of public transportation, I generally love interacting with strangers and the baby. it's the first time in my life that just seeing me (well, the baby strapped on my chest) makes people happy. Total grouches light up. Men in suits make funny faces. Grandmas missing their grandkids come up and get some finger-squeezin. I think I will really miss it- as moms of little babies we really get to see the best of (most) people. as for those double stroller haters- they're missing out.

Beth said:

Ah, yes.  I have met the "Museum Woman" numerous times.  Thankfully now that my girls are older, we don't get it as often, but every once in a while...  Just nod and smile politely.

Knockedup said:

You are a far better person than I am - no matter how well meaning, I'd have a strong urge to clock the Museum Woman.  Hey, I want to clock the Museum Women of pregnancy.  It's probably just the pregnancy rage hormones.

Just in case you haven't heard it today - the girls are adorable.  

Clio's turn

Posted Aug 06 2007, 02:14 PM  by Roper with 5 comment(s)

Filed under: screaming, Muppet arm, the author looking moronic, bouncing
Clio is a silly baby. This is not just my opinion; it's a confirmed medical fact. At the girls' early doctor visits, our pediatrician would ask how we'd characterize each of the babies. With Clio, the first word that always came to our minds was "silly." Even when she was just a couple of weeks old. It's hard to pin down exactly what it is. Maybe it's her expressions, maybe her gestures (keeping her right arm extended out straight in front of her in a pose I call "muppet arm" is her latest), or maybe it's the panoply of very loud, silly sounds she's always made. She just kinda makes you want to laugh. The pediatrician gave us a polite smile the first time we told her this. She was probably thinking, “here are two people who are very sleep-deprived and, subsequently, deranged." But after examining Clio for a few minutes she turned to us and said, "You're right. This baby is silly."

 As befitting a silly baby, Clio has a great laugh, and once she gets on a laughing jag, there's no stopping her. Once I made her laugh for a full ten minutes just by repeatedly poking her in the belly and saying "Lulu!" She thought that was freakin' hysterical. (See? Silly.) The best thing, however, is when she combines laughing with her favorite activity: bouncing. I present exhibit A, the bouncing video. (In which yours truly also bounces and acts silly.)

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Q_BVh1bnfCQ&eurl=http://www.babble.com/CS/blogs/babysquared/default.aspx?PageIndex=6&feature=player_embedded
We might have conditioned her to this whole bouncing thing. When she was a newborn she was constantly falling asleep while nursing, and one of our techniques for trying to wake her up was to hold her upright and bounce her on our laps while singing a song of our own creation called "bouncing baby," sung to the tune of "Frere Jacques." ("Bouncing baby, bouncing baby, how are you? How are you? Who's a bouncing baby? You're a bouncing baby, Clio Moock. Clio Moock." Brilliant, isn't it? If you recall, the mister is a professional musician, after all.) We also found that bouncing helped soothe her when she cried, so in the early days, 2 a.m. often found one of us sitting on a big purple exercise ball, a screaming Clio in our arms, bouncing.

It should be mentioned here that another of Clio's defining characteristics is her LOUDNESS. When she was on the inside (of me, that is) she made her presence known with feisty kicks and punches, which was, in part, why we chose her name. Clio, the Greek muse of history, was known as "The Proclaimer." Our Clio has been vocally proclaiming herself ever since she was born, first with a really REALLY loud and relentless cry, then with some very purposeful cooing, and more recently with high-pitched squealing.

As expressive as she can be, however, Clio isn't what I'd call an outgoing baby. It takes her a little while to get comfortable with people, and she doesn't do well with strangers if Alastair or I aren't right there with her, in her line of vision. She's got a great smile, and will grin at people like a loon if she wants to, but usually from a bit of a distance. In fact, when she was really little, on the brink of eye contact and then smiles, we found that she was more inclined to do both if we backed off a bit. The girl needs her space, and I respect that. In fact, I really admire (and appreciate) how long she's able to entertain herself. She's usually happy just to lie on a blanket and play with (read: suck on) toys, including her feet, and watch what's happening around her for quite a while. I think she has a rich internal life. For a baby.

On the other hand, there are times when I feel like she's off in her own little world, on her own little wavelength, in a place where I can't quite reach her. It makes me a little bit sad, and also compels me to do things like periodically smother her with kisses and nibble on her feet and cuddle her when she'd probably rather I didn't, in some kind of attempt to hold her closer.

Baby Clio. She's only nine minutes younger and a pound and a half lighter than her sister, and yet she always has felt more like the "baby" of the two to me, if that makes sense. I can't quite imagine but can't wait to see what she's going to be like as a kid, a teenager, an adult. But even more so than with her sister, for some reason, the thought of her growing up makes me ache. She's really got the whole cute baby thing down.

The Great Leaps Forward

Posted Aug 09 2007, 09:19 PM  by Roper with 5 comment(s)

Filed under: teething, crawling, sleeping through the night, babyproofing, dream feed, dropping a feeding 

It's funny how babies—ours, anyway—seem to make advances in fits and starts. They'll be hanging out on a little developmental plateau for weeks, not doing anything terribly new or exciting, and then all of a sudden, wham! They're a completely different baby.

Take Elsa. Please! (Thank you very much; I'll be here all week.) All of a sudden, she's a babbler. No longer content to gurgle and goo and squeal (oh boy, can that girl squeal), she's started staging long, loud, monosyllabic filibusters: "Buh buh buh ga bah ah ah bah ga ga guh guh da da ba da ba ga ah guh guh buh buh!" And then there's her special pacifier sound, a funny, nasal little speech she makes when she's in her crib with her pacifier in her mouth, which makes her sound like a cross between Popeye and an old Yiddish man: "Goy goy goy goy goy!"

What's even more impressive, though, is how crazily mobile she has become. In the past week, she's gone from slow, casual creeping to seriously intentional, commando-style scooting and proto-crawling — always in the direction of electrical cords, naturally. She's also suddenly capable of getting up to a seated position on her own, from her back or stomach or all fours. This means that now, when I put her down in her crib to sleep, whether or not she remains lying down is entirely up to her. I'm not sure how I feel about her having this much free will.

In any case, we've had to make some adjustments. Yesterday, I lowered the mattress in her crib, just to be on the safe side. While she's not pulling up yet, I'd rather not have her first attempts at it land her on the nursery floor. And last weekend I gave in and paid a visit to the Superstore That Must Not Be Named for babyproofing supplies. There is now foam on the corners and edges of the coffee table, and a very nifty plastic cover over the power strip in the living room. (Who knew such things existed!) The other day, Elsa made a beeline for it and I watched, chuckling in evil triumph as she failed utterly in her concerted effort to electrocute herself.

And what of Clio, you ask? Has she been sitting silently, stilly by while Elsa bounds ahead with verbal and gross motor skill advances? Well, sort of. She has started babbling a bit more, and last night I heard her try out the Yiddish Popeye pacifier thing. As for movement, she will occasionally push up onto her hands and knees or scoot a little bit when she's on her tummy, but she seems to be doing it more out of a sense of obligation as opposed to any real desire, like Elsa the Exploradora. Mostly, Clio's perfectly content to sit in one place and flap her arms around or play with a toy and grin, twinkly-eyed, at us, or to lie on her back and play with her feet. Cruising across the floor hell-bent on her own destruction just isn't her thing right now. And that's cool. But we are pretty sure that she's about to beat Elsa to a milestone for the first time any day now: those lower incisors are totally ready to pop.

In other news, I'm very happy to report that since my post in which the girls first slept through the night (or most of it, anyway), they have pretty consistently gone from their 10:30 dream feed through until 6 or 6:30 without needing parental intervention. Elsa still wakes up and cries a little around three or four most nights, but gets herself back to sleep after a few minutes. Clio has awoken with teething pain a few times, but some cuddling and a quick hit of Tylenol generally do the trick. Meanwhile, I'm trying to adhere to a strict I-will-not-come-in-and-get-you-before-6-am policy, because as far as I'm concerned, anything before 6 am still counts as the middle of the night — a value I want very much to instill in my children. The next big step will be to eliminate the 10:30 feeding. Any tips on how and when to do this — including how to involve majorly painful engorgement — from those who've been there are most welcome...

Twinz rooool!!

Posted Aug 14 2007, 08:53 AM  by Roper with 18 comment(s)

Filed under: nature and nurture, two and through, Why twins rule, wicked fun, pregnant with twins
One of my favorite parts about writing this blog is getting comments from expectant twin parents who say that reading about my experiences gives them hope or quells their fears. Because being pregnant with twins is scary: the risks of the pregnancy itself, including pre-term delivery, preeclampsia, and other complications, the fear of coping with two babies, the financial and logistical concerns you have to grapple with. The way some people react when you tell them you're having twins, you'd think you'd just told them you were headed to a gulag. The police officer who checked our carseat installation said, "I feel sorry for you guys." And one acquaintance of mine, when I told her I was pregant with twins, actually said "oh, no!"

Fortunately, I also talked with and read the blogs and books of twin parents who emphasized the positive. I was so grateful to the MOT I met at a meeting of our local mother of twins club who made a point of telling me — 7 months pregnant at the time — just how much fun it is having twins. So now I'll do the same: in honor of people everywhere who are expecting twins, I give you my Top 5 Favorite Things About Having Twins. (I may well follow this up at some point with the Top 5 Suckiest Things About Having Twins, but today I'm in a good mood.)

In no particular order:

1. Chill parents-R-us. I think having twins is a lot more like having your second child, in that you don't worry and obsess about things as much. You just don't have the luxury. Are pacifiers bad? Who cares! Both babies are crying at once! Am I doing enough to stimulate my babies' intellectual, social and emotional development? Hell, are they both alive, fed, and not breaking out in sores? Terrific!

2. Two and through. We've always been pretty sure we wanted to have two kids, and now we've got them. I don't have to go through the inconvenience and discomfort of pregnancy again (not that my pregnancy was that hard, truth be told, but I'm trying to do a Top 5 list here....) and we don't have to go through the whole sleepless, relentless, thankless newborn phase again. Nor do we have to attempt to simultaneously meet the needs of a toddler or small child and an infant, which has always struck me as more difficult in many ways than trying to meet the needs of two little'uns of the same age.

3. "Gosh, I wish I could, but..." For the first time in my life, I find myself capable of saying no — without guilt — to social engagements, freelance projects, favor requests, etc. that I don't have time for or simply don't want to do. One baby can only get you out of so much, for so long. But with two...Who would dare to try to tell me I'm full of shit when I say I'm too busy? 

4. BFF. Our girls are interacting with each other more and more. It's a blast to watch them together, and it's great for us that they can actually keep each other entertained. Sure, they'll probably go through a phase where they divide their room down the middle with a piece of string, refuse to speak to each other, and put each other's bras in the freezer. But even if they don't end up being the best of friends, they'll always have a special kind of bond.

5. Nature over nurture. Two babies raised at the same time, in the same circumstances, and they're completely unique individuals. Of course, they share some traits and tendencies, being siblings and all, and perhaps we treat them differently in response to their personalities, which, in turn, shapes those personalities further. But overall, having twins is an incredible opportunity to witness and appreciate just how innate personality, preferences, and the course of developmental progress are, and it's fascinating to watch the differences between the two babies play out. Put more simply: twins are wicked fun.   

Coming soon — as soon as the mister uploads all the pictures, that is — tales of this past weekend, in which Elsa and Clio take Westchester County by storm. The cast of characters includes abuelito, Grandma applesauce, two golden retrievers, one eccentric uncle, a 96-year-old great grandmother, an animatronic bear, and two small babies, one of whom can CRAWL!!

Comments

Eva said:

Oh my goodness, crawling already! You will have your hands full (sorry, I just like saying that to mothers of twins because I figure they might not have heard it in the last hour).

I agree it's easy as an outsider to imagine all the negatives, harder to know about all of the joyous moments. No one makes our babes laugh more than his/her sister/brother. I think twins may end up more socially advanced in that they have lots of practice interacting (and okay, beating up on) an agemate.

August 14, 2007 10:28 AM [Delete]

tralala said:

I'm due with twins in November, and as someone who is sick of being told what I *won't* be able to do (get on the subway, continue to write my book, leave my house ever again), I do appreciate your list. Keep 'em coming.

ETownDZ said:

Amen, sister.  OK, so I've only really been at this whole MOT thing for a week and a half, but still.  I might be sleep-deprived and occasionally hallucinating, but is there anything better than seeing the two of them cozied up under the same blanket?  I think not.

Though I'm sure I'll get my share of idiot comments when I start leaving the house with the babies, I was so tired of the stupid preggo comments.  Especially the sense that I was clearly out of my mind, that no mere mortal could possibly handle two infants.  Honestly, we're figuring it out.  It's hard, but we're still standing.  What do people with one baby do with all that free time??  Make stupid comments, I guess.  :-)

"Better you than me."  You're damn right.

"You're going to have your hands full."  Tell me something I don't know, genius.

"Are they identical?"  Yeah, aside from that whole 'one has a penis and the other doesn't' part.

"Mine are only 18 months apart, so it was just like having twins."  Uh, no it's not.  In fact, I think it's worse.  Stinks for you, lady!

Auddie1 said:

I'm so glad you feel that way! As the mother of 15 month old identical twins I can say I feel the same. I do love it and I don't let having twins (and a 4 year old) stop me from living my life.  I too used to get upset when I told someone I was pregnant with twins and their reaction was either "oh no" or "glad it's not me."  And twin books that made having twins sound so impossible - I stopped reading them. Life with twins IS crazy - it is just downright nuts at times and life can seem out of control.  However, watching these two is amazing and so much fun.

Emily said:

I'm having my twins next month, as long as my cervix cooperates (if not, that's OK with me, too). I've been reading your blog to find out what I'm really in for. Random people at the grocery store saying "Oh you're going to have your hands full" and other much-loved classics haven't quite held enough clout to sway my opinion one way or another. Now that I see you're still alive and your twins are crawling, I think I'll stop trying to give one away to my friends now.

Thanks for the inspiration!

Melissa said:

I have 3.5 month-old twin girls and I just found your blog; THANK YOU SO MUCH.  I really appreciate the level of detail that you go into because I really, really need confirmation that as hard as this is, it's wonderful too.  And that as long as both children are in one piece at the end of the day, it's been a successful one!

Twin Mom said:

I absolutely love your blog and stalk it for updates.  you are like me, only better looking and more interesting.  I have (at least) one more good think about having twins:  the "control" baby - my control baby has saved me so many calls to the doctor because my rule is that if they are both doing it, it is normal.

KathyB said:

We have almost 3 year old boy-girl twins. I just started reading your blog recently and find it very funny. This post really hit home - everything you wrote was true. It is hard to convince parents of singletons that it more fun than they think, they never buy it but that is okay because I know the real truth.

terrierhead said:

Thank you so much for writing this blog.  I'm due in November with twin boys, and people around me have been anything but reassuring.  Last week, a coworker who just learned that I'm having twins let me know how horrible my life is going to be, that I'll never sleep or have private time again, that my marriage would collapse and that my health will never recover (I have hyperemesis gravidum).  Then she tried to throw in a little ray of sunshine by saying that "At least you can dress them alike."

The twins books make raising twins look like a nonstop nightmare.  So, thank you for showing that you can be healthy, happy and relatively sane with twins.  Your blog gives me hope!

Julie said:

This is a great post - your top 5 are on the money.  I have 2.5 year old B/G twins and my husband and I just can't stop thanking our lucky stars that we had twins.  As a random woman said to us in the elevator as we were leaving the hospital with our two brand-new bundles, "The first 5 weeks or so are a total blur but after that it's an absolute blast."  And it just keeps getting more and more and more fun!!!  Seriously!

Amy said:

What a great list!  I have 2 yr. old b/g twins and have loved (almost) every minute of it.  Okay:  the beginning (first four months) were ROUGH!  But since then, I've been thankful every day that I get to experience being the mom of twins.  Like you, I was met with reactions that range from "Poor you" to "Oh my God! That's horrible!" when telling people I was having twins.  A good friend of mine with twin girls told me I would feel sorry for everyone who didn't have twins after having mine for a while.  She was right.

Becca said:

I have 11 month old twin girls.  I recently ran into a woman that was pregnant with twins and she asked me for advice about what things to buy and how to survive.  I assured her that the first 6 months were going to be rough (at least they were for me), but everyday gives you something to smile about.  And although I would argue that having twins is 

100 times more work than having a singleton it is also 100 times more fun.  I can't imagine only having one of them - it just wouldn't be right.

SeaBird said:

Hello to a fellow mom of twins!  This is a great list - especially the Nature / Nuture point!

Bella Terra said:

funky— i'm a (single!) mother of twins in Massachusetts too and I'm laughing because... my daughters, Mia Angelina & Zoe Isabella are nearly two. Your top five were very similar to what I'd have to say as well.

in the beginning, life is definitely a blur. I breastfed (still do!!) so I pretty much was nursing every 2 hours. I'd just tandem nurse until they were done (they usually just fell asleep, haha) The best word of advice I ever received and could ever give—- sleep when they sleep. I would nap with them in the beginning of it all. It was the only thing that kept me functioning as a slightly more sane person :) We co-bedded (still do!!) and so I think that also helped with them sleeping through the night since they were 3 months old. (people still give me strange looks when I tell them that, but its true!!)

well anyways, I'm so grateful to have found your blog, and I'll definitely be checking back from time to time to see what you've gone and come up with! haha.  

take it easy and feel free to email me anytime: naturalearthmama@yahoo.com

-pamela

D'Andrea said:

twins do rule.  

Watching my boys scream with the highest, operatic pitch in unison always makes me laugh.  They do this cause its fun and mostly beacuse it drives me crazy.  Before they start they look at eachother knowingly, give a small nod and let it rip.  The last 20 months have been so amazing, watching them and their "twiness" its truly an amazing bond I've never experienced (and I have 5 bros and sisters!)

Just came across yr blog, so fun to see how other moms (twin or not) are doing it.  I got pregnant with twins when my first was 9 months. <yikes>  Mostly I was scared but after the shock I felt like I had won the lottery. Thankfully we were lucky enough to get some help in and so we manage quite well, travelling a little bit and doing all kinds of normal things.  (the "parade" leaves the house EVERY day, you should see our stroller!)  My first was a totally hard baby to deal with (dark clouds formed around the house for 4 hrs everyday between 4-10pm) so I kind of felt like I could 

handle anything and praise Zeus, the boys were laid back babies.  No. 1 broke me in pretty good.  Having twins first would be hard because you just don't have a clue as to what yr in for!  But it's not THAT bad, so all you preggers out there, don't stress it.  too much...

Allright , I'm carrying on.. great post, love the list.

Just want to add one more thing- any chance I get, I like to advocate for

*EARLY BEDTIME* start 'em young!  

babyamore2 said:

Brilliant post ... I have 17 month old boys. Trwins rock and rule !It has been a blast and I agree with your high 5.

I love all the comments too

"watching my boys scream with the highest, operatic pitch in unison always makes me laugh.  They do this cause its fun and mostly because it drives me crazy." My little demons do this to me.

Ps I ended up here today due to Seabird  

Dani said:

It appears it has been a little while since you've had a comment on this post. My husband and I are expecting twin girls in early November, and we can definitely relate with negative comments. I found your blog yesterday, and reading your posts has not only subdued some of my fears, but also makes having twins seem to be a lot of fun...a lot of work, but also a lot of fun. Thank you and keep 'em coming!

Tanya said:

Thanks for this site. My partner and I are having twin boys(first time parents. For someone that was not even sure about having children I was scared and nervous about having twins. Though reading some of these posts have made me a little more relaxed. I know it will be hard at first but lots of fun later. It is just nice to read positive thoughts about twins.

Wall-to-wall Wonderland

Posted Aug 17 2007, 09:32 AM  by Roper with 12 comment(s)

Filed under: applesauce, crawling, twins, babies and dogs living together in harmony, visiting grandparents 

We spent last weekend visiting the girls' paternal grandparents, who live in the 'burbs outside of New York. It was a delightful visit, with lots of time for the babes to charm the pants off various neighbors and relatives, including their nonagenarian great grandmother and great-great aunt, a first cousin twice removed (or was it a second cousin once removed?), and my uncle and aunt.

But the best feature of the trip, by far, were the great expanses of nice, soft, wall-to-wall carpet at the grandparents' house and the great-grandmother's apartment. For the weekend, the whole world was the babies' play mat. We could just plop them down on the floor, scatter some toys around, keep an eye on minor hazards like tablecloths and tippy antique plant stands, and they were happy as can be. (And when I say "toys," that includes plastic measuring spoons, rubber spatulas and other cooking utensils, which are easily as fascinating and delicious to the girls as any plush or plastic gizmo.) We didn't have to put down a blanket or lunge to keep small heads from thumping against the hardwood, like at home. (We don't always get there in time.) So, while I'm not generally a fan of the carpeting aesthetic, I have to say: excellent for babies.

Elsa took advantage of the choice floor conditions to work on her crawling, and made some major progress. At her great-grandmother's apartment, she took her first real crawling "steps" — a good five or six bonafide hands-and-knees strides forward. The goal: the wheel of great-grandma's wheelchair. Fascinating! The girl's going to be a mechanical engineer, and is clearly a genius. She did some more crawling here and there throughout the weekend, although a lot of the time what seems to happen is she'll go for a bit, then bend one leg in and end up back in a seated position, much to her own dismay. Other times she'll crawl a little, then seem to get tired and revert to commando creeping.
Clio, meanwhile, still doesn't seem to have any interest in crawling. We put her on her stomach sometimes, and sometimes she'll hang out there for a little while, or even creep a tiny bit, but then she gets annoyed and wants to sit up, which she still hasn't figured out how to do on her own from lying down. I keep telling myself there's no reason to be concerned; she's just going at her own pace. Maybe she'll be one of these babies who skips crawling all together and goes straight to ballroom dancing.

I will hand it to both babies: they managed to co-exist incredibly well with their grandparents' two golden retrievers, one of them a fairly young and boisterous dog, both of them very excited about licking, pawing, and otherwise interacting with the babies. We started by having the babies look at the dogs from behind a safety gate, from a bit of a distance (Clio was, characteristically, a little freaked out by them at first) and then, once they were comfortable with them, let them get to know each other a little better. The dogs were reportedly very sad after we left.

One more event that must be mentioned: the feeding of applesauce. I get along very well with my mother-in-law (Hi, mother-in-law!) but we did have a difference of opinion over the matter of applesauce when the girls were first starting to eat solids. I'd heard that it was a good idea to start with vegetables, before fruit, so the babies don't get used to the sweet taste of fruit and then refuse vegetables. Joyce, on the other hand, swore by applesauce for Alastair, and reasoned (quite reasonably) that if you want to get them used to eating real food, you're better off starting with something they'll actually like. Well, I stubbornly stuck to my vegetable guns. But this weekend, the girls had applesauce for the first time, and their grandmother did the honors. They loved it, of course.

The person my babies think I am

Posted Aug 20 2007, 09:24 PM  by Roper with 5 comment(s)

Filed under: twins, engorged breasts, baby displays of affection, sick mom, why babies are like dogs
The other day I saw a bumper sticker that made me laugh: "Dear God, please help me to be the person my dog thinks I am." Lately, I've been feeling this way with regard to my daughters. When I come home from work, they grin so joyfully and with such adoration in their eyes, my heart turns to butterscotch pudding. To make matters even more unbearably sweet, Clio has become a kisser. If I hold her close or lie on the floor with her, she'll put her hands on my face and suck on my cheek or chin or totally try to make out with me. It's pretty much the greatest thing ever. I guess it's possible that she's just using me as a large teething device, but I like to think that there's more to it than that.

As for Elsa, she has become a face and mouth grabber, too, though she's not so much into the kissing. Her big show of affection is squealing. If I get all kootchy-kootchy koo with her on the changing table, she'll screech and wrinkle up her nose in an expression of utter glee. Admittedly, she does the same thing when she sees the cat. But she doesn't finish it off with her signature, guttural laugh-gurgle sound, which sounds more or less like "hehhhh!"

It's lovely to be loved, and I feel like it's no longer only because I'm the lady with the boobs. Granted, the boobs are probably still the main thing I've got going for me as far as the girls are concerned. But I get the sense they are actually starting to appreciate me in a broader way, too. All the cuddling and singing and talking and playing and comforting and generally tending to their every physical and emotional need is starting to make an impression.

At the same time, I'm very much aware that the day will come, probably sooner than I know, when they utter their first angry "I hate you, mommy." And one day, maybe when they're teenagers, maybe sooner, they'll realize that I'm not perfect or all-knowing. They'll understand that I'm flawed as can be, and it will break their hearts a little. Then, hopefully, eventually, they'll come back around and find a way to love me as the imperfect human being that I am, as I've learned to do with my parents. But they won't suck on my cheek or put their hands on my face, or reach up their arms to be carried. So, I'm trying to enjoy every minute of this very visceral, innocent, unconditional love while it lasts.

All this sloppy affection is taking its toll, however. Last week, Clio had a cold — nose running like a faucet, 102 degree fever, etc. — and a few days later, Elsa had the same. Then they were both constipated for a couple of days, straining and grunting with great effort with only very small, hard results. Now I'm getting sick — minus the constipation (knock on wood). When I got home from work tonight, between feeling like crap and having such limited time with the babies before it was their bedtime, I just wanted to curl up and fall asleep with them. Does anyone make sleep sacks for adults? Because I'd sure like one.

The usual protocol is that I stay up and pump at around 10:00, then go to bed. But given how much I've got to do at work tomorrow, I think I'm going to throw caution to the wind, down a shot of Nyquil, and go to sleep, engorged breasts be damned! 

 Bon soir, mes amis. I leave you with this:

Score one for the cat

Posted Aug 24 2007, 08:29 AM  by Roper with 13 comment(s)

Filed under: kitty, Nobody puts baby in a corner, oral fixations, first words
I have made a startling discovery: I think that Elsa can say "kitty."

OK, so she pronounces it "ghee ghee," but close enough, right? She has uttered these two little syllables, or sometimes just a single "ah-gheee!" in the cat's presence far too many times for me to believe it's a coincidence. It first occurred to me the other morning as she lunged for the cat, wild-eyed and grinning, that her exclamation of "ghee ghee" may not just be a generic gurgle of pleasure. When else did she say ghee ghee? Almost never, that I could remember. But I thought maybe I was just hearing what I wanted to hear. 

Then, other day, she was sitting on the floor, beaming across the room in the direction of the back sliding doors and said "ghee ghee," and reached out her hand. Our cat was sitting on the couch next to me, so my initial thought was, well, I guess "ghee ghee" doesn't mean anything after all. Or maybe it means "sliding doors" or "Gosh, it's great to be alive!" Then, I looked out the back doors, and what did I see but our our neighbors' big, fluffy badass cat strutting about on the back porch. Ghee ghee!!

Am I crazy? Is it possible that Elsa is actually sort of saying her first word? It makes complete sense that it would be "kitty." She is the cat's number one fan, and we say "kitty" this and "kitty" that whenever the babies see or interact with her. This actually would take care of the "what did they say first? Mama or Dada?" angst quite nicely. The cat, once again, shows us who's really in charge.

Now, of course, Alastair and I are both obsessed with trying to get Elsa to say ghee-ghee.  I've taken to randomly scooping our poor, beleaguered cat up and holding her in front of Elsa and saying "who's that? who's that? Is that the kitty? Is that the ghee ghee?" Elsa gives me her "what have you been smoking?" look and the cat writhes and complains and Clio watches the whole affair with twinkly-eyed amusement as she sucks on a rubber spatula. (Clio's first words are going to be "oral fixation.")

Anyway, we'll see how this ghee-ghee thing develops. Although, for the next week there will be no ghee ghee around — and probably no new posts, either. We're headed up for our annual week-long vacation at Sandy Island, a YMCA family camp on Lake Winnepesauke in New Hampshire, which Alastair's family has gone to for years. It's a little like that place in Dirty Dancing, but much more rustic, and no dance lessons with Patrick Swayze. Alas.

See you in a week!

How We Spent Our Summer Vacation

Posted Sep 02 2007, 11:14 AM  by Roper with 6 comment(s)

Filed under: self-centeredness, Twins on vacation, S&M, Sandy Island, nostalgia 
We just got back from a week at lovely Sandy Island family camp, and have the bug bites, dirty fingernails and suitcases smelling of damp towels to prove it. It was a great week, with stellar weather, and the girls wowed everyone with their cuteness. It was a lot of fun to introduce them to people we've known for years, some of whom have known Alastair since he was a kid. Clio quickly overcame her stranger anxiety, and let herself be passed from person to person like a small, smiling hot potato. (Or cheap floozy, if you like.) Elsa was actually the one who got a little cranky and clingy as the week went on, showing a marked preference for being held by yours truly. I must admit that while part of me wanted her to just buck up and deal, another part kinda liked it. (I'm the mommy! I'm the mommy!)

The gals had many adventures, including a couple of dips in Lake Winepesaukee and their first glimpses of live tennis, as their father triumphed on the court to become the reigning Week 9 champ. Elsa sampled mouthfuls of every natural substance on the island, including sand, dirt, pine needles, grass and wood chips, and Clio finally broke a tooth. It's just a little white speck, but it's there. In other oral news, both girls became quite proficient at eating Cheerios, which we employed frequently to keep them occupied in the dining hall during mealtimes. By the end of the week, they were actually swallowing the majority of the O's that they stuffed in their mouths, as opposed to dropping them down their shirts, getting bits of them stuck in their noses, smeared on their shirts, etc. By majority, I mean approximately 51%.

We had a great time, too, although, needless to say, it was quite a different vacation experience from past years at Sandy. Thankfully, people were incredibly helpful (extra special shout-outs to Heidi, Jeff and Julia and, of course, Abuelito) so we did manage to squeeze in some tennis, a few dips in the lake, and some nights "out" — contra dancing in the lodge, music trivia in the dining hall, moon-gazing on the dock. But — did you sense a "but" coming? — as nice as the week was, it was also the first time since the girls were born that I've felt a little bit of longing for my life before them.

I first went to Sandy 13 years ago, as a sophomore in college, when Alastair and I were dating. We've gone together every summer since, save for one or two in our early twenties when we were broken up, and another two when I was in grad school and we were living in Iowa. It's always the last week of August, abutting Labor Day weekend, so the nights are often cool, the wind off the lake can be brisk, and there's that delicious back-to-school feeling in the air. And though it's been a long time since I've had any school to go back to, the feeling has persisted — that sense of anticipation and a fresh start, mingled with a touch of nostalgia for the summer, for childhood, for all things sweet and past. I didn't realize until this year that a necessary ingredient for that feeling, beyond dry sunny days and cool nights (of which we had plenty), is time to be alone and read and reflect (of which I had precious little).

 But the other big difference, I've come to realize, is that for the first time in my life I'm not totally focused on myself, my plans, my ambitions. So when I look to the months ahead, I'm not only thinking about what I'm going to do for myself and my career and my wardrobe (every fall, I delude myself anew that I'm going to become a better dresser, for real this time). I'm also thinking about how the girls are going to need some warm clothes and we'll need to start installing some safety gates and maybe I should buy an inflatable seat to put in the big bathtub since they're almost too big for the infant tub. And I'm not looking forward to other things I might have in the past, because they simply aren't part of the picture anymore, at least for a while: long meandering walks alone with Alastair on fall weekend afternoons, browsing books at the Harvard Coop, meeting friends after work for drinks and apps, going to all-night S&M orgies. God, how I miss the all-night S&M orgies of autumns past.

My love for my daughters grows exponentially. They are changing and growing and blossoming into such cool, unique little people, and I can't believe the depth of the love I feel for them. I don't want to go backward to the self-centered (and I don't mean that in a negative way) years before the babies, but I can't help being a little nostalgic for them. Which is, I guess, in keeping with the season.

I promise another post soon with pics from the week and tales of the far more interesting characters in this ongoing saga: Elsa and Clio. 

Droolectable: My Latest Product Reviews

Posted Sep 09 2007, 08:15 PM  by Roper with 6 comment(s)

Filed under: Keeping twins entertained, The New Yorker, Cheerios, foot fetish, low-budget toys

Rubber Spatula. Farberware, $1.99

Bratz what? Tickle me who? The rubber spatula is the new, must-have toy that everyone will be talking about. Its soft, pliable head makes the perfect teething device, and isn't hard enough to cause major distress when one baby hits it against, say, another baby's head. The sturdy plastic handle is easy to grip, with no sharp edges, and makes a satisfying but not grating clackety-clack when whacked repeatedly against the floor. This no-frills toy can also be used for scraping pureed fruits and vegetables out of a Cuisinart, but ask baby for permission to use first, nicely. Dishwasher safe, top rack.

Cheerios. General Mills, $3.00-$5.00 per box

These delightful, fiber-rich Os are the perfect starter finger food. But you already know that. What you may not know is that they keep babies occupied and happy for surprisingly long stretches of time, freeing you to do marvelous things like have a conversation with another adult, prepare and eat meals, and clean Cheerios up off the floor. Just toss a handful onto baby's high chair tray, and watch as she shovels them greedily into her mouth. But wait, there's more! Later, when you change baby, get ready to be greeted by a jolly cascade of the Cheerios that have fallen inside baby's shirt and/or diaper! (Note: These Cheerios can be re-used at your discretion.)

The New Yorker Magazine. Conde Nast, $47.00 for a year's subscription.

Why let these treasure troves of fine writing, witty cartoons and shiny paper go to waste sitting in an ever-growing pile on your kitchen table, waiting in vain to be read, reminding you of all that you've given up by having children, when they can be put to use right now? Place one within reach of your baby and within seconds he or she will be flinging it around like a grizzly bear with its prey, crinkling and tearing out pages, and stuffing them into his or her mouth, all while grinning and squealing with delight. Just be sure to remove pages from baby's mouth before he or she manages to ingest them. Too much Hendrik Hertzenberg can be tough to swallow, especially for the under 12 months set.

Contour Changing Pad. Various brands, $9.99 and up.

It's not just for changing anymore! That is, not once your baby is seven or eight months old. Suddenly, it's the world's smallest and most dangerous gymnastics and wrestling mat! Watch baby writhe and squirm, in the process getting gloppy, disgusting solid food poop all over herself and everything within a five foot radius. Try in vain to simultaneously restrain her, put a diaper on her and keep her from falling as she turns over, gets up on all fours, and attempts to crawl off the edge of the changing table. Enjoy, knowing she's developing gross motor skills and a fierce sense of self-determination. Heavy-duty, ripstop nylon restraining straps sold separately — if you find out where, please let me know.

Mom's (or Dad's) Feet. Factory-installed, included in purchase price.

The perfect toy — right at the bottom of your own legs! Shod or not, your feet can provide minutes of amusement to your baby. Let her grab at them, suck on them, attempt to remove them from the rest of your person. Wiggle and tap to your heart's content — baby will be riveted. Paint your toenails in a high contrast shade for added appeal. No feet? No worries. Your nose is almost as good.

Out with the old

Posted Sep 11 2007, 10:13 AM  by Roper with 3 comment(s)

Filed under: dream feed, dropping a feeding, bathing twins, Hindsight, The Baby Whisperer
Recently, it seems, we've been getting rid of a lot of things where the babies are concerned. I just sorted through a big bag of the clothes they've outgrown (some of which they never even had a chance to wear), designating some things to keep for sentimental reasons, others to donate or give away, and others to sell at my MOT club's upcoming sale. A few weeks ago, we returned the co-sleeper we used for the first few months to the friends who'd lent it to us, and this weekend we returned the folding swing to some other friends. I recently bought an excellent little inflatable tub to put inside the bathtub, rendering the old baby tub we propped in the sink obsolete. We won't need the bouncy seats much longer, either — Alastair uses them to give both girls their bottles simultaneously, but they're both getting pretty good at holding their own bottles now.

Each time we get rid of something, I feel a palpable sense of relief (less crap in our house!) and excitement for the forward progress; It's really fun, for example, to be able to put both girls in their new inflatable tub together and watch them splash and giggle. At the same time, I can't help getting a little wistful. No more gingerly bundling babies up in towels laid out on the kitchen counter. No more putting them in the "magic swing" (oh, how it could pacify them) and watching them stare at the blinking colored lights and bat at the little dangling toys. No more tiny, swaddled babies sleeping next to our bed in the co-sleeper, making those funny grunting, snorting newborn sounds.

Not that I particularly miss the exhaustion and thanklessness of the newborn phase. I find this older stage of babyhood infinitely more interesting and rewarding, and it seems to just keep getting better — and easier. But what can I say. I'm a sap. When our friends Mark and Polly were here the other night with their 5-week old, it was so sweet to watch him sleeping, tiny and bundled, making little snorts and sighs. I found myself wishing I could go back and relive the early weeks and months with our girls, but with the super-powerful bond I feel with them now, and the knowledge of what their personalities are like. Alas, life has to be lived forward. Who's the genius who came up with that idea?

Anyway, tonight, we will attempt to bid farewell to another institution of our LWB (life with babies) up until this point: the 10:30 feeding, AKA the "dream feed" for you other Baby Whisperer devotees out there. Alastair has generally done this feeding, which is meant to "tank up" the babies just before we go to sleep, to get them to sleep as long as possible. For the past couple of months it's basically been their only nighttime feeding, and most of the time they don't even wake up for it anymore; we end up feeding them in their sleep. Alastair has been gradually decreasing the amount of breastmilk or formula he gives them, and I've been pumping earlier and for less time, and sometimes not at all. So, tonight, we're going to try to forego the feeding (and pumping) altogether. If/when the girls wake up in the middle of the night we'll (gulp) ignore them and hope they fall back asleep within a few minutes.

How will our heroines fare? Will they be able to go the full 11-12 hour stretch? Or will they wake up angry and miserable and screaming bloody murder at one a.m.? Will their mother be able to resist going to them, or will she cave and whip out the boobs? Tune in tomorrow — well, more likely Thursday or Friday — and find out.

The Good, the Bad, and the Curdy

Posted Sep 14 2007, 10:15 PM  by Roper with 10 comment(s)

Filed under: Milestones, twins, cottage cheese, pulling up, impossible diaper changes 

It has been a banner week for accomplishments in the Baby Squared household — some good, some not so good, others neutral. What qualifies as neutral? Well, for example, the babies ate cottage cheese for the first time this week. I guess it's good that they've added another dairy product (in addition to yogurt) to their repertoire, and one with a little texture, to boot. On the other hand, well, who cares? I always get very excited about introducing new foods to the babies, and then once I do it, it's kind of like — hey. Great. Cottage cheese. It's lumpy, it's curdy, it's...come to think of it, what is it, exactly?

But here is one recent development that is definitely, unequivocally good: THE BABIES ARE SLEEPING ALL THE WAY THROUGH THE NIGHT!! As promised, we stopped giving them their 10:30 feeding on Tuesday night, and for the past three nights they have slept all the way through, from 7:00 pm to 6:30ish, with nary a peep. Well, some peeps. But we've ignored said peeps, or gone in for a quick pacifier re-insertion, and they've gone right back to sleep. I can't believe it. We probably could have done this much sooner. Why the hell didn't we? I feel incredibly lucky; I know not all babies do this and I'm fully aware that they could backslide and probably will at some point. But for the moment....They sleep. Ah, sleep.

Another exciting milestone: Elsa pulled up to standing for the first time, on Tuesday afternoon. Right up onto the coffee table. I was, unfortunately, at work at the time, so I missed the big moment, but Alastair captured it on film. I knew she was on the brink; she'd been doing a lot of downward dogs and semi-pull-ups onto shorter objects. But on Tuesday, she did it for real. She got up on her feet and stayed there for a minute or two, totally on her own. Because she wanted to, and she could. How fucking cool is that?

Clio still isn't showing any interest in crawling or standing. She's content to sit on the floor or bounce in the Jumparoo, give us big, open-mouthed grins and Clio kisses, and tell knock-knock jokes. But she's working on some new moves, too — like clapping, which she now does from time to time for no apparent reason. And Bronx Cheers. All of a sudden, the girl is constantly blowing major raspberries. Sometimes she's silly about it — twinkly-eyed and smiling through her pursed lips — but other times she seems quite serious: brows furrowed, lips puckered, saliva spewing hither and yon. Why does she do it? What does it mean? Should we take it personally?

Another recent development, which I alluded to in my last post, is our new bathing arrangement. The girls now get bathed in the bathroom, in their inflatable tub, inside our big tub. They seem to really enjoy this, but it's something of a logistical juggling act for me. It seems like no matter how carefully I plan, laying out towels and diapers and pajamas, getting everything ready and thinking through the order of things, somebody ends up hanging out naked for a while. Not that anyone seems to mind. (My apologies to Elsa, who's probably going to hate me when she's 13 for posting this picture, but how cute is that butt?)

I mentioned that there have been some not-so-good developments. Well, one, really, unless you've got issues with cottage cheese. I touched on this in my Product Review post, but changing Elsa's diaper has recently become quite an ordeal. She basically refuses to stay still. She flips over and gets up on all fours and sits up and tries to divebomb suicidally off the edge of the bureau. It's not so bad if I'm just changing a wet diaper, or trying to get her into PJs after a bath. But when she's got a messy diaper, it's the worst. She gets poop all over herself, I get poop all over me, everybody's poopy, nobody's happy. I've tried giving her toys to distract her and reasoning with her and holding her down as firmly as I can without feeling like Nurse Ratchet, but nothing seems to work. She's a strong little bugger. Has anyone else figured out some way to deal with this problem? Is it just a phase?

While you consider your reply, please enjoy this latest installment in the babies (and parents) in ridiculous hats photographic series: the first birthday party of our friends Todd and Michele's daughter, Mia. There was excellent ice cream cake at this party — and no cottage cheese.

Carniphobia

Posted Sep 17 2007, 02:22 PM  by Roper with 29 comment(s)

Filed under: twins, Steven Spielberg, Introducing meat, closet vegetarians, That's good bass! 

I'm suffering from a mild case of carniphobia. I don't mean the fear of carnival people (small hands and cabbage aroma notwithstanding), but the fear of meat. More specifically, the thought of feeding it to my daughters.

Now that they're almost nine months old, I could start introducing meat into their diet (between 8-10 months is the usual recommendation), but I'm really dreading it. I'm not sure why, exactly. I'm not a vegetarian and never have been. I don't have a problem with eating animals in principle — the way the animals are raised and treated is a whole separate issue — and yet for some reason the idea of putting meat, especially pork or beef, in my innocent babes' mouths seems akin to putting makeup on their faces or vodka in their bottles. There's something unsavory and vaguely barbaric about it to me. Did any other (meat eaters) out there feel this way?

Maybe it's just pureed meat that freaks me out. I don't think the girls are ready to handle little chunks of actual meat yet, so I'd have to put the stuff in the food processor or blender, which keeps bringing to mind: A.) That nauseating fake Saturday Night Live commercial for the "Bass-o-matic" with Dan Aykroyd and B.) That disgusting scene in the movie Gremlins where one of the gremlins gets, well, blended. Gremlins is, to this day, the only movie I've ever walked out of, and it was blender scene that put me over the edge. I was ten years old, at a friend's birthday party, and I remember sitting out in the lobby with the mom and another girl who wanted to leave, eating Junior Mints and opining that the movie really ought to have been rated R.  Wikipedia tells me that Gremlins was, in fact, one of the movies that prompted the institution of the PG-13 rating.

But back to pureed meat. (If I must....) I just don't think I can do it, or even buy it in a jar. I'd rather wait a few months until the girls have some teeth and are really proficient finger food eaters, and give them actual little bits of meat. In the meantime, I'm perfectly happy to stick to proteins like egg yolks (we tried this for the first time this past weekend) and lentils and tofu. I don't even really like tofu or tofu-based products that much myself, and yet I feel much better about giving the girls tofu than giving them chicken smoothies or pork pudding. I'd be up for giving them fish, too. When can they eat fish? And how about "fake" meats made of soy and quorn, like Boca burgers and Chik'n patties?

But, more importantly, what is this all about? Am I, perhaps, actually a vegetarian in deep denial?

Tapped out

Posted Sep 20 2007, 07:45 PM  by Roper with 13 comment(s)

Filed under: breastfeeding twins, breasts, more breasts, weaning
It pleases me to no end that my girls are still getting almost exclusively breastmilk. When I was pregnant, my attitude toward breastfeeding/breastmilk-feeding was always, "if I can do it for a while, great; if not, no big deal." I never expected I'd be able to do it for this long, especially given that I work and given that, well, TWO BABIES.

I also never expected that I'd enjoy nursing so much. I find I appreciate it even more lately: because both girls so active and alert, it's one of the few opportunities left for calm, quiet, physical closeness — especially with Elsa, who is so eager to move and explore that it's hard to even get her to sit in my lap and look at a book for a few minutes. The other plus is that nursing is so convenient. No bottles to warm or formula to mix, nothing to carry or wash. If it's chow time, no matter where we are, I can just lift up my shirt and voila! Free Mardi Gras beads! Oh, wait, that was a different time... (But, oh, the Mardi Gras loot I could get with the bigger, better knockers I've got now. Another benefit of nursing that I'm not eager to give up. TMI? Yes. Sorry.)

Anyway, if I were a stay-at-home mom, I think I might easily end up nursing my girls until they were two years old. Why not? But I'm not a SAHM. Which means that in order to keep serving up the mama's milk, I've got to pump. And I gotta admit, it's beginning to wear on me.

Twice a day Mondays and Tuesdays and once on Wednesdays and Thursdays (when I only work mornings), I unplug my laptop and hide away in a little room with a shower and a sink at the back of the office next to the HVAC room, which most people in the company don't even know about. I turn on the dim single bulb, sit on the step of the shower, throw on a hands-free pumping bra (best invention ever), set up the pump, and milk myself like a Holstein for the next twenty or so minutes. I can keep working on my laptop while I pump, and the wireless works, so I can even still get email and meeting requests — not to mention check for new comments on my blog. (Shh — don't tell my boss.)

So what's the problem, you ask? It doesn't sound so bad. Well, it's not so bad. It's really no more than a minor inconvenience. But, like I said, it's starting to wear on me. It's a drag having to lug the pump back and forth to work. And it's a drag to have to schedule meetings around pumping sessions or even — as I've had to do several times — figure out a place and time to pump while meeting at a client's office or during a recording session. And I know there's no shame whatsoever in breastfeeding, but — call me old fashioned — I can't help feeling a little self-conscious each time I walk past the desks of no fewer than eight male colleagues on my way to go pump, knowing that they all know where I'm headed and what I'm about to do. For those wondering why I don't pump in my own office — it's because I don't have one. We work in low-walled cubicles in a big, open space. Dynamic, creative, collaborative environment and all that. Synergy. Innovation. Thinking outside the box. Etc.

I would consider tapering off of pumping over the next couple of months, so that on workdays, I just nurse the girls first thing in the morning and in the evening before they go to bed. But here's the question: what happens when I work half days, or Friday through Sunday when I'm not working at all? Will my milk supply re-up so I can nurse for all feedings, or will I have to stick to the same routine and bottle-feed the girls all but morning and evening? And if my supply does go back up, then when I go back to work again on Monday, I probably won't be able to get through the day without pumping. See? Methinks it has to be all or nothing.

Anyway, I just registered for a conference happening in New York at the end of January. It will be the first time since the girls were born that I'll be away from them for even one night, let alone four. They'll be thirteen months old, and I'm thinking of it as sort of a marker for when I'll stop nursing them — unless, of course, they decide to wean themselves before then. 

I think I'll be ready, but it's hard to say for sure. No matter when I stop nursing, I'm sure it will be bittersweet. I'll enjoy having more freedom and I'll definitely enjoy retiring the pump. But I'll miss the closeness, the intimacy, and the convenience. And, well, dammnit, I'm going to miss being a C-cup.

With a capital "T" that rhymes with "E"

Posted Sep 24 2007, 02:36 PM  by Roper with 20 comment(s)

Filed under: cat food, horsemeat, calamity, spilled coffee, Touch and Feel books, Trouble

...and stands for Elsa. Although really, Friday morning's calamity was more my fault than hers. A little scene setting: our downstairs is now partitioned by three hinged safety gates, allowing us to confine the girls (but really just Elsa, since Clio stays put) to either the kitchen or to the living / dining room. First thing in the morning, we usually all hang out in the kitchen, so Alastair and/or I can make our coffee, eat our breakfast, not read The New Yorker, etc. The cat and her food dish go on the other side of the gate, safe from the marauding Elsa.

It was just me and the gals on Friday, and after I'd had my raisin bran and poured myself a cup of coffee, we moved operations into the living room. I was sitting on the floor with Clio, looking at some "touch me, pet me, scratch me!"-type books while Elsa slalom-crawled around the chairs and table legs of the dining room table nearby. Clio was having a great time touching the fuzzy yellow chicks, stroking the smooth velvety horse, etc., but I was getting bored — enough with the farm animals already — and wanted some new material. I was pretty sure we had some more Touch and Feel books upstairs in the nursery (Touch and Feel Home, Touch and Feel Seasons, Touch and Feel Chemical Manufacturing Plant, etc.) so I ran upstairs to get them. Clio, I knew, would stay put, Elsa was under her high chair eating fallen Cheerios off the floor, and the whole room is pretty much baby-proofed, so I figured all was well.

And it would have been, except that I'd forgotten to move the cat food back into the kitchen. So when I got back downstairs with the books, Elsa was sitting in a puddle of water (from the cat's overturned water dish) shoving fistfuls of cat food into her mouth. Yes, for all my hemming and hawing about whether or not to feed the girls meat, there was Elsa, happily downing horse entrails and veal by-products and fish eyeballs and whatever else it is that goes into cat food. (Alastair, later: "Do we have to give her cat food four days in a row now to make sure she's not allergic?")

After getting what bits of cat food I could out of Elsa's mouth (to her great disappointment), I scooped her up and brought her over to the other side of the room near Clio, shoved a book (Touch and Feel Auto Body Shop, I think....) into her hands, and went into the kitchen for towels to clean up the water and cat food. I got back just in time to see Elsa standing up at the coffee table, knocking over my coffee mug, and spilling (fortunately only tepid) coffee all over the table, the floor, the rug and herself.

That was when Clio, who is developing an excellent sense of comic timing, hit the trombone button on their Leapfrog Music table: "Wa wa waahhhh..."

Why is it I get the feeling there are going to be more and more mornings like these?


How to go grocery shopping with twins

Posted Sep 26 2007, 07:42 PM  by Roper with 18 comment(s)

Filed under: supermom, low-rise jeans, Zweiback, grocery store with twins
Because I like a challenge, and because I'm trying to prepare for the fact that I'm going to be a single mom for most of October (more on that later...) and because we were out of bananas, laundry detergent, yogurt and other staples at the Baby Squared household, I decided to go to the supermarket today — by myself, with the girls.

While I've gone to the store with them before, it's always been when I just needed a few things and could put them in a hand-held basket or stash them under the stroller. Today, however, I attempted my first all-out, major, triple-digit shopping trip avec twins.  I'm proud to report that it was a resounding success.

Just follow these handy tips and you too can successfully shop with two human beings under the age of one.

What you'll need:

· A car, equipped with car seats

· A backpack baby carrier (I used the Kelty Wanderer(tm), bought second-hand from another MOT)

· Two babies capable of sitting up on their own

· Pacifiers or toys or whatever else you generally use to distract and appease said babies

· Strong quadruceps and decent core strength

Before you go:

· Make your shopping list. You don't want to be wandering aimlessly around a supermarket with fifteen to twenty pounds of infant on your back.

· Feed and diaper your babies, and make sure they've recently had a nap. The last thing you want on your hands is cranky-ass babies.

· Eat something. You'll need your energy.

· Pee. (This is good advice for any time you're going to the grocery store.)

 In the parking lot:

· Choose a spot close to the entrance or a shopping cart corral

· Get thee a shopping cart with four functional wheels and a working safety strap for the seat part.

· Choose the smaller of your two babies and remove her from her car seat. Set the backpack carrier on the tailgate or in the trunk of your car and load your child in. Put on backpack, inhale deeply and stand up. Adjust as needed to make sure your underwear is not showing. Damned low-rise jeans.

· Remove the larger of your two babies from her car seat and put her into the seat portion of the shopping cart. Good mothers will wipe the cart down with sanitary wipes prior to this step. Mothers like me will not, rationalizing that it'll help build up baby's resistance to germs.

· Proceed to the nearest entrance.

In the store:

Shop as you normally would, but remember the following:

· When bending down to reach something on a low shelf or to retrieve a fallen pacifier or toy, go straight down, bending at the knees. Remember: you have a baby on your back.

· Do not take more than two or three steps away from your cart (and the baby in it) at any time. This means that if, while you're in the cereal aisle you realize that you forgot to get lemons, you can't just leave your cart and sprint back to the produce section like you used to. You have to take the whole kit and kaboodle, big baby and small, cart and all, back to produce. This is why a good list is essential. (As if you're actually together enough to make a truly complete list before you go. Ha!)

· Watch out for those protruding coupon dispensers. Remember: you have a baby on your back

· Do not be alarmed when people smile in your direction, but at the level of the top of your head. They are not crazy. They are looking at the baby on your back.

· Have one of the free sample cookies on the counter in the bakery section. You'll totally burn it off walking around with a baby on your back.

When you leave the store:

· Put the grocery bags into your trunk or rear compartment

· Remove baby from cart and secure in car seat.

· Sit on rear of car to take off backpack, remove baby from backpack, put into carseat.

· Pat yourself on the back. You done good, kiddo.

At home:

· Bring the babies inside first, deposit into exersaucers or other containment devices.

· Bring groceries into house, preferably while shaking your head in disgust at how poorly and inefficently they've been bagged. (That stupid kid used a whole bag for ONE loaf of bread. One loaf! Why does he hate the earth? Why didn't I remember to bring used paper bags? Why do I hate the earth?)

· Find Zweiback biscuits you bought and give to babies to keep them occupied while you put the groceries away

· The most important step of all: Be sure you have a nice Sauv. blanc chilling in the fridge for after the babies go to bed.

Oh yes, and one more thing — be sure to snap a picture with your phone to document the occasion, even though it will be very tiny when you post it on your blog:

Flying Solo

Posted Sep 30 2007, 10:25 AM  by Roper with 2 comment(s)

Filed under: Milestones, Single parenting, Iraq, separation anxiety
As I mentioned in my last post, it's just going to be me and the girls for the next few weeks. Alastair leaves on Wednesday to go on tour in Europe and won't be back until the end of the month. I think he's more apprehensive about it than I am — and understandably so. Given the choice between having to manage on my own with the girls for almost a month or not seeing them for almost a month, I'd definitely pick the former. 

I've promised Alastair that if the girls appear to be on the verge of any major milestones, I'll do what I can to stave them off. So, if Elsa threatens to walk, she may suddenly find her ankles tied together with a shoelace. (Is that wrong?) Actually, although Elsa is getting good at standing up and cruising against furniture, I think she's got a ways to go before she's ready to take her first steps. A more likely scenario is that Clio might start crawling. This weekend while we've been down visiting A's parents she hasn't protested as vehemently as usual when we've tried to put her on her stomach, and a few times has gotten up on her hands and knees and rocked. Once she even took a tentative crawl-step forward. This resulted in her falling on her face, of course, but that's how one learns. Not just crawling, but most things.

I'm not too worried about being alone with the girls for so long; I mean, I know it will be tiring and exasperating at times, but I'll cope. It may even be sorta fun to have the bonding time. We'll do each other's nails, drink cosmopolitans, watch What Not to Wear. My mom's going to come down a few times to help out and look after them while I'm at work, some friends have generously agreed to help as well, and we'll be coughing up the cash for some extra sitting. It'll be OK. Mostly I'll just miss Alastair immensely, as I always do when he goes away. I'll miss having the four of us all together. Our family. (Holy crap, we're a family!)

Getting ready for this month, I've found myself thinking in a way I haven't before about just how much it must suck for military families who have to deal with this kind of separation all the time, on a much larger and more worrisome scale. A month alone with your babies while your husband is over in Europe playing coffee shops and house concerts is one thing. What if it was six, twelve, eighteen months and he was over in Iraq dodging roadside bombs? That's hardship. What we're about to do isn't. 

Nine in, nine out

Posted Oct 05 2007, 07:06 PM  by Roper with 5 comment(s)

Filed under: crawling, pediatrician, blood tests, giant heads, percentiles, nine-month-old twins
The girls had their nine-month checkup today, and although the official milestone passed a few weeks ago, they've now been out-of-utero longer than they were in. I don't like to speak for them, but I think it's fair to say that if asked which they prefer, in mom or out of mom, they'd say out. More room to move around, more stuff to hear and see and taste. Mom and Dad are out here, plus cats and dogs and grandparents (in order of fascination). And there are definitely a lot more Cheerios here on the outside. Intact ones, that is.

Since Alastair is away now — we sent him off to the continent on Wednesday, where he arrived safely — our friend Mara came to the doctor's appointment with me. Thank God. I don't know how I would have done it without her. When the girls were teeny tiny and content to sit in their carseats I might have been able to manage a solo doctor's visit (though I never had to), but with one crawling and one getting close, there's no way. Poor Mara got more than she bargained for, too: Not only did the girls get shots (flu vaccine), but they got blood drawn for lead and iron count testing. Ouch.

That is, Clio got blood drawn. The nurse wasn't able to tap a good vein in Elsa, and I had to sit holding her in my lap (Elsa, not the nurse. Settle down.) while the nurse wiggled the needle around inside her skin, looking for an in, and Elsa screamed bloody murder. I managed not to cry myself, but felt pretty damned awful about it. It looked like it was going to be the same for Clio (even louder screaming) but eventually it worked.

I guess babies have pretty small veins, so this is probably not uncommon. Right? Or did we get Jabby The Incompetent Nurse? She's a sweet lady. Every time we're there, she asks us in a low voice if we need formula and somehow manages to score us giant free cases of the stuff. Today she was pushing the free samples of Beech Nut cereal sitting out in a basket at the nurse's station. "Help yourself," she said. "Go ahead. Take a whole bunch. Take as much as you want."

 Other than the blood and screaming, it was an excellent visit. The girls got a clean bill of health. Elsa weighed in at a sturdy 18 pounds 12 ounces, putting her in the 47th percentile for weight. She's in the 63rd for height. L'il baby Clio was 16 pounds 9 ounces, only in the 11th for weight and 28th for height, but she totally whooped Elsa in the head circumference category: 43rd percentile for Clio's giant noggin versus 24th for Elsa's. Either that or they were measured by Imprecisey the Other Incompetent Nurse. Because I swear Elsa's head is bigger than Clio's. Not that I put much weight on stats. But it is rather fascinating.

Meanwhile, I'm both pleased and terrified to report that Clio is really starting to work the crawling thing. (Just in time for my month alone with them! Whoopie!) Today she several times got up on her hands and knees and started rocking on her own, and once she made a heroic effort to retrieve a pacifier just out of reach by going from a sitting position to a modified all-fours. Tonight she was even getting up onto her feet and hands, downward dog style. But — this is the cutest thing ever — sometimes in the midst of all this effort she puts her head down takes a little rest. Becoming mobile is hard work. Especially when you've got a 43rd percentile head on a 11th percentile body.

Double Yuppie Bobbing

Posted Oct 08 2007, 06:48 PM  by Roper with 7 comment(s)

Filed under: Double jogging strollers, running with twins, self-loathing, yuppies

After my pathetic plea for an Urban Mountain Buggy a few weeks back, my in-laws generously offered to help us buy one. (Thank you, Abuelito and yet-to-be-named Grandma.) We looked into getting a used one — save the earth, save the money, and all that, but, let's face it: sometimes it's just fucking easier to buy stuff new. (Oh my, I think that was my first blog F-bomb!)

We went to our local yuppie baby equipment retailer to review our options, and actually ended up preferring the double BOB to the Mountain Buggy. Partly because it's a jogging stroller, and it occurred to me that with Alastair periodically heading out on tour, I might want the option to jog while he's away. I only jog twice a week, but I try very hard to stick to it, and am more or less succeeding — more than I ever did before babies, ironically. I guess the flabdomen they left me with is quite the motivator.

So, yesterday I loaded the babes into the Bob and went for a jog. This was the second time I've gone stroller-running, and while it's definitely better than not being able to go at all, I've got two major beefs. First, it lacks the freedom of normal running. You can't use your arms, you have to worry about navigating bumps and obstructions and curbs without ramps, and, well, you're pushing almost forty pounds of baby and another fifteen or twenty of stroller. The Bob handles like a dream and is very lightweight, but still. It's hard. I can't zone out and enjoy the way I do when I run unencumbered.

Secondly, jogging with a stroller makes me feel like such a freakin' yuppie. Which I am in some ways, I suppose (I work in advertising, for God's sake!),  but that doesn't mean I have to feel good about it. I have this fear that people are judging me, thinking — hell, I don't know what they're thinking. That I'm torturing my babies by doing this? That I'm a vain, selfish woman Trying to Have it All, and my children will undoubtedly end up in therapy someday as a result?

Maybe I'm feeling particularly sensitive because the other day when I was walking (not running! walking!) with the girls in the Bob in Davis Square and talking on my cell phone to a friend, some teenage kid gave me a disdainful look as he passed and said — I'm pretty sure — "Why?"  Which, of course, I interpreted to mean "why, yuppie scum, with your fancy jogging stroller and cell phone, do you insist on propagating your yuppie genes in duplicate through the use of fancy fertility medications?" If I hadn't been on the phone, I totally would have stopped and confronted the little shit. Then, if I hadn't been on the phone, he probably wouldn't have had the guts to say anything. And I wouldn't have looked like such a yuppie scum.

Yes, I know. Clearly, I have issues. 

Anyway, yesterday when I went out Bob-running, I made a point of wearing my "Buck Fush" t-shirt. I figured that way, if people thought I was a yuppie, at least they'd know I was a liberal one. Because everyone loves a liberal yuppie.

Ha. Ha! Ha! Ha!

OK, I think this single parenting thing is beginning to take its toll. I'd better sign off. Good night, dahlings. Kerry in '08!

Comments

nancyt said:

Teenagers are idiots. I'm sure he went home and wrote an emo poem about how his own parents didn't take him for enough stroller rides.

SER said:

I agree with Nancy - never worry about what teenagers think of you, since they are all idiots.  And that characterization most certainly applies to me when I was a teen. And probably now, but in a different way.

I am impressed you can jog while pushing that much baby! Wow!

GirlsGoneChild said:

Touche, touche!

knockedup said:

The Bob is our dream stroller (single, not double).  I guess that makes me a yuppie, too.  Sigh.  

Bits (in Davis, CA) said:

Oh, JR!  Just when I think you can't be any funnier.  :)  I've had similar moments:  

The other day, while breast-feeding my 7-week-old in a burger joint, I was discussing the phenomenon of the pay-what-you-will system Radiohead has embraced with their new album.  Specifically, I was explaining to some scientist friends how lesser-known artists have been using that approach for quite some time now, and it'll be interesting to see what Radiohead's financial results are, and iTunes this and CD-are-obsolete that, and blah blah blah.  I just happened to glance up, and what did I see?  

Two teenage boys, laughing in the booth across.  LAUGHING in such a way that I instantly knew they were laughing... at me!  There was no mistaking it.  They were looking at each other knowingly, cracking up.  Hysterically.  No doubt over the fact that an old lady with a baby attached to her boob was talking about Radiohead.  And digital downloading.  "As if she even knows, like, who Radiohead is.  I mean, she's probably never even been ON the internet!!!"  (So I imagined them saying.)  Hey.  Hey!  Just because now there's a baby where a guitar used to be doesn't mean I wasn't once a fabulously lesser-known, twenty-something singer/songwriter on tour!  I KNOW digital distribution!

[grumble]  

and

My baby could kick their World-of-Warcraft-playing asses.  

Roper said:

World-of-Warcraft? Is that like Space Invaders? ;-)

Can your baby do this?

Posted Oct 11 2007, 05:18 PM  by Roper with 13 comment(s)

Filed under: twins, toy pianos, dancing babies, Beatles
I'm sorry to say, for absent Alastair's sake, that it has been an eventful past week where baby accomplishments are concerned. Clio now has two very visible front bottom teeth coming up, and is right on the brink of crawling, with lots of rocking and creeping and downward dogging and shifting from sitting to all-fours. (She often does these things while making grunts of such arduous effort that I'll sometimes go and sniff her butt to see if, in fact, she's been...er...multitasking.) She's moving enough that today — not without a little pang — I lowered her crib mattress down to the "big girl" position.

She also continues to be an excellent clapper. And her toy piano playing has really advanced. Now instead of just banging her hand on one section of the keyboard repeatedly, she'll bang it up and down the keys. It's very minimalist, very modern. A bit over my head, to be honest. I'm sure whenever I plink out "Ode to Joy" on the thing, Clio's thinking, "Could this melodic structure be any more predictable?"

Elsa, meanwhile, has started waving when waved at, and is suddenly taking a more toddler-ish interest in stuffed animals. When I hold up a stuffed monkey, for example, and make it jump around and talk in a stupid monkey voice, she gets all happy and delighted about it. But her most exciting new trick is dancing. I first noticed it the other day when all three of us were feeling antsy and bored, so plugged my iPod into the stereo and started dancing around the living room like the nutjob that I am. The girls thought this was hilarious. They beamed and giggled. And then Elsa started bobbing her head and rocking back and forth, almost in rhythm to the music. I thought that, like the ghee=cat thing has turned out to be, it was just a fluke. But ever since then, almost any time there's music playing, she starts to dance. Especially if it's got a groovy beat and a mod new sound. Observe:

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_mOYz2ZC-a0&eurl=http://www.babble.com/CS/blogs/babysquared/default.aspx?PageIndex=6&feature=player_embedded
Please forgive me for ignoring Clio's cries of distress while filming Elsa. It's just that every other time I started to roll tape, Elsa would become fascinated by the camera and stop rocking out to crawl over and try to grab it out of my hands. Clio was fine, by the way. She just thinks the Beatles are totally derivative.

Daddy lives inside the computer

Posted Oct 14 2007, 04:36 PM  by Roper with 2 comment(s)

Filed under: transatlantic twin web camming, Max Headroom, desperate housewife
Thanks to the wonders of modern technology, particularly the glory that is Skype, Alastair has been able to see and talk to his gals from over in far Europa, and vice versa. It's not the easiest thing in the world to teleconference with 9 month-old twins; Elsa likes to bang on the keyboard and Clio likes to put the webcam in her mouth. Then there's the fact that I'm incredibly vain about making sure the angle of the cam doesn't make it look like I have seven chins. But we manage.

Do the girls realize that it's their dad talking to them, appearing on the screen? (When he's not making hideous faces, like above, and putting the creepy talking kitten icon on the screen, that is?) I'm sure they recognize his voice, but whether or not they recognize his face is hard to say, especially since the resolution of the image isn't great. And I don't know if their little brains can process the idea of a two dimensional representation of a real person yet. Then again, today Alastair was playing web-cam peekaboo with Elsa and she was looking right at the screen and laughing. So, at least she seemed to get that the thing on the screen was playing a game with her.

I miss Alastair — the three dimensional version. I feel like I'm coping just fine without him, thanks in part to lots of help from friends and family, but it can definitely get quiet around here. Delightful as babies are, when you spend too much time alone with them, you start to go a little bonkers. I begin to understand those 1950s housewives who popped valiums or carried bottles of hooch around in their apron pockets. I've been making a point of seeing friends and making plans, taking walks, etc. But there have still been lots of stretches of time alone at home, just me and the gals. Both this weekend and last, I've honestly looked forward to going back to work. All you full-time stay-at-home moms out there: my hat is off to you.   

Of mosh pits and pit stops

Posted Oct 19 2007, 04:08 PM  by Roper with 7 comment(s)

Filed under: coffee, traveling with twins, moshing babies, rest stops, dancing grandmas
Not to be outdone by her older sister, Clio has started dancing to music, too, with her own unique Clio style. She's not so concerned with staying on the beat. For her, it's more about letting go, man. Really feeling it. And note the rad 180 she does in the middle of the dance. (That's my mom dancing along in the background. She's got her own style, too.)

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UN1CU7fAjc4&eurl=http://www.babble.com/CS/blogs/babysquared/default.aspx?PageIndex=5&feature=player_embedded
We're up in Maine, now, staying at my parents' house for the weekend. This was the first time I've attempted a road trip of any length alone with the girls. (My mom, who'd been staying and dancing with us for a few days, had to come up a day before me.) I was careful not to drink too much water before I left, and though I would have liked a cup of coffee for the road, it was just too risky. I didn't bring a stroller, which meant that there was pretty much no way I could have stopped to go to the bathroom. Fortunately, I didn't have to, but I tried to imagine what I would do if things got really, really desperate. I decided that I could:

1.) Pull up close to a gas station with a convenience store, look inside to see if there was a sane-looking woman working there and, if there was, run in and beg her to go out and keep an eye on the girls while I peed. (No offense, guys, but it just wouldn't be cool to ask some random man to watch my children. Probably not so cool to ask a random woman either, but if I had no other choice....)

 2.) Pull over to the side of the road somewhere semi-secluded but not too secluded and go behind a bush while still able to see the car, but somehow still hidden from other motorists. It would be hard to find the ideal terrain scenario for this.

3.) Go to a Dunkin Donuts, where there's a high probability of seeing a police officer (in New England, the cops at donut shops thing isn't just a stereotype — or a mere line from a Bangles song, for that matter — it's for real, I swear), and ask him or her to keep an eye on the babies while I went inside.

4.) Put one baby in the baby backpack, which I did have in the car, and carry the other one, and go into a rest stop. But this would present the problem of what to do with the baby I'm carrying while in the restroom. Put her on the floor? Ick. But again. Extreme bladder emergencies require extreme measures.

5.) Figure out how to get online with my cell phone, which I believe is theoretically possible, and put a post on my blog asking my beloved readers what they would do, because I'm sure they'd come through with some killer ideas....

Necessity is the mother of rationalization

Posted Oct 21 2007, 08:50 PM  by Roper with 9 comment(s)

Filed under: traveling with twins, guilty liberal whining, french fries 

Today, for the first time in recent memory, I went to a McDonald's. Well, I didn't go, exactly. I used the drive-up window.  I was leaving my parents' house and didn't have time to grab anything before I left, because my goal was to leave as soon as possible after the girls ate lunch so we could make it home before they got hungry again or needed a diaper change. There was a McDonald's with a drive-through window in town, right near the highway entrance, and since I couldn't easily get out of the car to get, say, an organic, vegetarian sandwich from a locally-owned business, I did the arches. A grilled chicken sandwich and — because they're just so damned good, and if you're going to sin, sin gloriously — an order of fries. No beverage. (See previous post).

I am generally not cool with fast food, environmentally or nutritionally speaking. I think it sucks that for a lot of Americans, fast food is the most affordable, most convenient choice. Since reading and teaching Fast Food Nation while I was in grad school, I avoid McDonald's and the like almost completely. But today, I found myself reasoning: "Hey, I'm alone with twin babies and I'm hungry and tired. This is the only place where I can get food without getting out of the car. It's OK to cut myself some slack, just this once."

And it is, I guess. But it did make me think anew about how tricky it is to draw those lines — the common good vs. convenience and sanity — where babies are concerned. It's easy to talk yourself out of doing the more environmentally/socially responsible but difficult thing when you've got a kid or kids to think about.

Cloth diapers, for example. We could have done cloth diapers. It wouldn't have killed us. It would have been an up-front investment, and perhaps a little bit inconvenient at times. But we cried "twins!" and used it as our excuse to go the disposable route. So, we're lazy and irresponsible, right? (That is, if you belive cloth is better than paper.)

On the other hand, we DO use the more-expensive Seventh Generation disposables, and we make most of our own baby food to avoid all that packaging and processing. And our babies wear almost all second-hand clothes. So, we're good, right? 

 But on the third hand, I've started driving to work instead of taking the T since the babies were born, we keep the house warmer for their sake, and we do about twice as much laundry and dishes as we used to. So, we're....hypocritical? Hopeless? Human?

I'm going to go with human. And, as such, perpetually inconsistent, conflicted, and not quite good enough. But trying as best we can. One more rationalization, though? Not really an environmental one, but a caloric one: I bet the high sodium content of the fries was a good way to keep me retaining water and, thus, not having to stop and pee on the way home. (See previous post.) So I pretty much HAD to get them. Come to think of it, I probably should have gotten one of those deep-fried apple pies, too...

Never were there such devoted sisters

Posted Oct 24 2007, 09:18 PM  by Roper with 6 comment(s)

Filed under: crawling, twins, nostalgia, cheesiness, sisters
It's official: Clio is crawling. She's been practicing for a few weeks now, but yesterday morning it was like the light went on, and it all came together. Now she's slap-slap-slapping across the floor, going after rubber ducks and stuffed animals and remote controls and trying to follow me into the bathroom in the morning when I'm getting ready for work.

An unexpectedly fun thing about this milestone is the fact that Elsa seems really excited about it. Finally, her l'il buddy can keep up with her, and they can go marauding on all fours together! She has someone to crawl into the clothes hamper with! Someone to pull bottles out of the wine rack with! Someone who can join her in her ongoing quest to eat the cat's food! Parrrr-ty! The sight of them crawling around side by side or one after another is priceless.

Over the past few months they've been interacting with each other steadily more and more. This mainly involves looking at each other and grinning and/or cracking  each other up for no reason that I can discern. Sometimes they'll pass (i.e. steal) a toy back and forth, and other times they'll grab at each other's ears / eyes / mouths / noses / etc. They really seem to enjoy slapping each other on the head or grabbing handfuls of each other's hair. The victim (usually Clio) will often cry, the perpetrator (ahem, Elsa) will continue to giggle and smile with gleeful abandon, and Mommy (yours truly) will say useful things like "gentle! gentle!" and "you have to be nice to your sister!" I think they think that they are being nice, though. For them, to put someone in a headlock or attempt to gouge their eyes out with their index fingers is the highest form of affection.

But they show genuine concern for each other, too. When Elsa cries, Clio often will start looking upset or even cry (sort of fakely) herself. And if Clio is upset, Elsa will come over and investigate. The other day during one of her crawling attempts, Clio bumped her head on the floor and started crying, and Elsa cruised over from clear across the room to make sure everything was OK. And here's another incredibly cute thing: often, while they're sitting side by side in their high chairs, they'll reach over and hold hands — a beautiful, sticky slimy tangle of fingers and thumbs and pureed vegetables and Gerber Mixed Grain cereal.

They have a relationship, these two. It is fascinating to watch. And at the same time, I'm a little jealous. Is that insane?  I see the intimacy between them — the secret laughter and unspoken understandings and budding mischief. And as cool as it is, there's a part of me that feels slightly left out. They will (I hope) always love me, but I'll never be a part of their sisterhood. There's a special bond between siblings — I've always had it with my younger brother — and I imagine it's that much stronger with twins. They may love me and Alastair to death, but ultimately their loyalties and sympathies will lie more squarely with each other. They will roll their eyes to each other about us. They will have their own inside jokes. They may not be the best of friends, but they will always have a deep, undeniable connection.

I don't begrudge them that closeness. And still, I found myself, the other day, holding the two of them, one under each arm, and saying with a certain desperation, wanting them to hear and understand: hey, remember when we were all together, the three of us? You guys were in my belly, and we were all one? We were a team? Us three girls, sharing the same air and food and blood? Remember?

The end is near

Posted Oct 27 2007, 10:36 PM  by Roper with 11 comment(s)

Filed under: alone with twins, reunification tears, baby humor
The end of my being a single mother, that is. Alastair comes home tomorrow night — thank the Lord! I've definitely started to feel the strain of being on my own. It's not that any one task is so difficult; it's just the way it all adds up, and the fact that all of it is my responsibility alone: the feeding, the changing, the bathing, the playing. Bringing one baby upstairs, then the other. Bringing one baby downstairs, then the other. Getting the stroller out, getting on jackets and shoes, loading babies into stroller, unloading babies from stroller, etc. etc.

Not to mention all the other stuff that has to get done: the dishes, the laundry, the trash and recycling, the cat litter, the bills, feeding myself. And, oh yeah, my job. And at the end of the day, my reward is not a nice dinner, conversation and a cuddle with my husband, but a DVRed episode of Mad Men and the guilty feeling that I really ought to try to get some work done on my novel, when in fact I'd rather just go to bed. Meanwhile, the floors needs vacuuming, the lawn needs raking, and the knobs of all the cabinets in the kitchen are all covered with a slight, crusty film.

I've had lots of help and visits from friends, from both grandmothers, from sitters. And it's wonderful. I'm incredibly grateful. But it's still more work than just having your partner around — someone you don't have to give instructions to or be "on" for. When Alastair gets home, I have this feeling I'm going to melt into some of those "reunification" tears I mentioned in a recent post. After almost a month of holding it together, it will all come pouring out, to him. Poor guy.

In the meantime, the girls are doing their damnedest to keep me entertained with their kooky antics. Clio seems to think it's very funny to tilt her head onto one shoulder, giggle, then tilt it to the other side. (It's even funnier, apparently, when I do it.) She's also started doing this crazy hand-jive motion while I'm feeding her, shimmying her fists over each other. And then there's the gag I like to call "The Toboggan" where she goes and sits behind Elsa, straddling her like they're on a sled together, and pats her shoulders like she's saying "go, go, go!" Elsa, meanwhile, is more of a prop comic. Here she is doing her homage to When Harry Met Sally. (Reference, anyone?) 
[image: image8.wmf]



Them apples

Posted Oct 30 2007, 07:45 PM  by Roper with 15 comment(s)

Filed under: applesauce, muffin tops, outings with twins, Fall Fun
I took the day off from work yesterday so we could spend the day together as a family of four once again — yahoo! We went the full-tilt, New England Fall Fun route with a trip out to Shelburne Farm to pick apples and select a pumpkin and eat some cider donuts.

Because it's late in the season, "picking" apples pretty much meant picking them up off the ground. This is easier said than done when you've got a baby in a pack on your back. The matter was complicated by the fact that my pants kept falling down. Allow me to explain. One would expect that after carrying and giving birth to two babies, one's hips would be wider and one's ass bigger. But in my case, the opposite seems to have happened, and all of my jeans are now falling off of me. The problem is exacerbated significantly by a frame backpack that exerts downward pressure on the waistband, and the action of squatting down and standing up repeatedly. (And lest anyone think this is a case of someone complaining about a problem they're lucky to have, let me assure you that what I seem to have lost in hip/ass circumference has been more than compensated for in the abdominal region.) Did anyone else out there have bizarre post-partum bodily changes like this? And, also, can someone please tell me what a "muffin top" is? I suspect I have one.....

But back to the Fall Fun. Alastair asked what the hell we're going to do with all these apples, and it had better be good because there's a hefty "experiential" surcharge when you opt to pick your own as opposed to buying them. I replied: "Make applesauce for the babies, of course!" They love it, and lately, it seems, the only way I can get Elsa to eat non-orange vegetables is by mixing them with applesauce. (Peas and applesauce....mmmmm).

I could just buy applesauce — and I do sometimes — but I have discovered that delicious homemade applesauce is very easy to make — and make a part of your everyday routine. Plus, unless you pick the apples yourself at a touristy orchard, it's cheaper than store-bought. With less packaging, too! And that's something everyone can feel good about.

(Did I mention that I'm a copywriter by profession?)

My applesauce has been complimented by gourmet chefs, visiting dignitaries, babies, and local access cable celebrities. Here's how to do it:

1. Buy a bunch of apples. Any kind will do, but let's face it, Delicious apples simply aren't. Something a little tarter makes a better applesauce, and the sauce — for reasons I don't understand — will not taste as tart as the raw apples themselves.

2. Peel the apples and cut them into quarters. I generally do it with four quick slices, top to bottom, around the core. Toss the cores and peels to the hogs out back. They love 'em. 

3. Put the apple quarters in a large pot and add just enough water to cover them.

4. Put pot on the stove, cover, and turn the heat to medium-high. Go away and do something else (play with babies, feed babies, change babies, sell babies into slavery, whatever), forgetting about the apples completely. When you remember them, approximately twenty minutes later, they'll be nice and soft and cooked, foaming slightly.

5. Drain apples in a colander or strainer, and give them a quick whirl in the food processor or blender.

6. Pour applesauce into ice cube trays and freeze, then remove cubes from tray and store in a ziplock bag in the freezer. Thaw overnight in the fridge before use. Or, more realistically, zap in microwave for about a minute just prior to feeding while babies sit in high chairs screaming. (Screaming may be lessened with Cheerios.)

That's it! Easy as — nay, much easier than — pie. Happy Fall, everyone.

The Rubber Duck Method

Posted Nov 02 2007, 06:48 PM  by Roper with 12 comment(s)

Filed under: feeding twins, finger foods, rubber ducks 

So, I've figured out one way to keep cranky babies eating instead of crying during feeding: give them each a small rubber duck. Between bites, they can suck on its head or bang it against their high chair tray. This seems to calm them down, and distracts them enough that they're willing to absently open their mouths for those lovin' spoonfuls of cereal or veggies from time to time. And strictly speaking, I suppose, it doesn't have to be a duck. Probably any small toy or non-choking-hazard object will do. I've also had success giving them toddler feeding spoons. They can't quite get the hang of actually feeding themselves with them yet — I tried, suction bowls and all — but they seem to enjoy sucking on them and batting them around and dropping them on the floor.

The larger issue here, though, is that I think they're getting impatient with being fed. They obviously like to be able to do something with their hands and feel like they're an active part of the feeding process. (I'm not exactly sure how they think the rubber ducks play into this, but whatever works....) They are increasingly enthusiastic about eating things with their hands, so I fear I'm going to have to start incorporating more finger foods (other than Cheerios and crackers) into their meals. I say "fear" because this requires a change from the last four months' routine of make-ahead purees, powdered ceral from a box, and yogurt — a routine we've got down pat. We fear change.

But here's what I'm thinking we can start with: soft, cooked chunks and cubes of the veggies they already eat (squash, sweet potatoes, carrots, peas, etc.), pieces of banana and avocado, maybe some pasta (the little wheels? fusilli? what works?), scrambled or boiled egg yolks (we've tried this, and they like it OK), bits of tofu (ditto).  And maybe they could handle some ground turkey or chicken. I'm feeling less terrified about giving them meat lately. The whole cat food thing really paved the way, I guess. But I'm sure you folks have got plenty of other fabulous ideas, so bring 'em on. Please!

Bye-bye, Great Grandma

Posted Nov 04 2007, 08:54 PM  by Roper with 9 comment(s)

Filed under: Milestones, saying goodbye
I'm sad to report that last night Alastair's grandmother, the girls' great-grandmother, passed away. Bertha, or "Bert" as she was called, was nearly 97 years old, and was loving, gracious and whip-smart. Elsa and Clio won't remember meeting her, but they brought her a great deal of joy in her last months. And right now, they're providing a great deal of comfort to the whole family with their happy presence. They're (very cute) reminders that life goes on, new generations continue where the old left off, and that for as much sadness as there is in life, there's equal measure of joy.

 Bert was wonderful with the babies the several times she visited with them. Though she couldn't always remember their names or who was who (then, plenty of people half her age can't either) she showered them with affection. "You're a shayneh kepelah!" she'd tell them. (Yiddish, meaning, literally, "pretty head.") And then she'd ask us, a twinkle in her eye, "You feeding them steak yet?"

I think it's so cool that someday Elsa and Clio be able to look at pictures like this and know that they were held in the arms of a woman who lived through two world wars and the Great Depression — things that will no doubt seem like ancient history to them. Bert was the child of immigrants from Eastern Europe who came to Manhattan's lower east side at the end of the nineteenth century, looking for opportunity and religious freedom. They were garment workers, dressmakers. Bert was raised in Brooklyn, along with three sisters and a brother. When she married, she and her husband moved out to Long Island and up into the middle class. Bert's daughter (my mother in law) has a PhD from Columbia University and is highly respected in her field. Who knows what Elsa and Clio will do?

Great Grandma, you will be missed.

Please don't call my baby that.

Posted Nov 07 2007, 07:04 PM  by Roper with 49 comment(s)

Filed under: Baby clothing, stereotypes, Paris Hilton Sucks, misogyny
I don't know if it's some kind of conspiracy or what, but there's a major gap in our stockpile of baby clothing gifts and hand-me-downs in the 9 to 12 month range, which is generally what the girls are wearing these days. The most serious deficit is in sleepwear — we've only got a few sleepers that aren't too small or too big — so today, in desperation, I loaded the gals in to the car and we went to our local Tar-jay to get some PJs.

There wasn't a lot to choose from in 12 month sizes (see conspiracy, above). In fact, the pickings were so slim that I sank to a low I swore I'd never sink to: I actually bought an item of girls' clothing that says "Princess" on it. It's in loopy pink script, right on the chest, over an illustration of a little pink crown. 

Already, I'm regretting it. Even though it's just a sleeper, and even though it was a steal at $3.99 on clearance, it's just so fucking lame. Why would anyone want a piece of clothing implying that their daughter is a spoiled brat who demands and gets whatever she wants, as if that's a good thing? Same goes for baby girl clothes that say "diva" and "drama queen."

I guess some people find it funny. Like: Ha ha — an innocent baby girl can't be a spoiled pain in the ass! So it's funny to call her one! Because, really, she won't be a spoiled pain in the ass until she's at least twelve! And if she is one then, that's fine! Because that's just what it means to be an empowered young woman in America today! Getting what you want — whether it's shoes or clothes or an iPod or a chihuahua or your own reality show or whatever. God bless America! Ha ha ha! Princess! How cute!

As for girls' clothes that say things like "angel" and "sweetheart" and "daddy's little girl" and "so pretty" (I saw a sleeper today that said this...) I'm definitely not a fan. I hate the girls-must-always-be-well-behaved-and-pretty-and-seeking-male-approval sentiment it implies. (Are there boys' clothes that say "Mommy's little boy" or  "Cherub" or "Very handsome"? Hells no!) But somehow these are less annoying than the "diva" stuff on account of their sincerity.

Still, if you must slap a mass-produced, generic label on your daughter, why not something like "Future CEO" or "Me in 2040" or "Wicked Smart"?

Yeah, if there was an item of girls' baby clothing that said "Wicked Smart" I'd be all over that. If it was on sale.

Comments

Jeannie said:

As mom to a boy, I have a similar problem: I can't find clothes without sports, trucks, or tools on them. No words, of course, because girls read and boys don't. But nice, manly power tools! It sucks. Who are they making these clothes for, anyway??
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Amy said:

You said it.  I also went shopping for sleepers for my 8-month-old boy/girl twins today, and I must admit, I bought one that says "so adorable."  It's just that the pickins' are so darn slim, I'm not left with much choice.  It's just as tough to buy for my little boy: everything he owns says "Daddy's Helper" or "I Play Sports with Daddy."  I'm so over that, too!

dawn said:

at least it wasn't written across the seat!

Eva said:

This issue makes me crazy. As others said, it's true for boys and girls (in different ways). We received all kinds of gifts at birth like onesies that said "princess" and "future quarterback." I put my daughter in future quarterback, but admittedly couldn't put my son in princess. Someone bought my daughter a onesie that said "does this diaper make my butt look big?"  I try to use lots of hand me down clothes for daycare as they get dirty fast, but I can't bring myself to dress my daughter in "angel" or my son in monster truck pictures.

A related thing (rant will end soon, I promise) is that you can't even SHOP for babies online (or in stores) without first choosing if you're shopping for a boy or a girl. You actually have to click on "boy clothes" or "girl clothes" at most on line stores. How hard would it be to design clothes for 6 month babies that are gender neutral?  I do love pink and blue, but lots of other colors, too.

Morgan said:

Why does it matter?  It is just an item of clothing.  I don't see what the big deal is.  Just wait til they are 3 and want everything Princess... shirts, dresses, shoes, toothbrushes!  What will you do then?  Tell them, "No, here is a three piece suit and a briefcase.  Play with that."  

Twin Mom said:

I ran into the same gap/problem with cold weather 0-3 month clothes.  As a result, one of my daughters now spends most of her days dressed in an olive green pantsuit with the phrase "Major Giggler" written across her chest.  (It was a steal at 2.99).  My husband and I spend most of our time walking around the house saying "Major Giggler Reporting for Snuggles" "Major Giggler reporting for Bathtime"  "Major Giggler Reporting for Feeding."  

Liz said:

And don't even get me started on the butt ruffles.  Why, oh why, must my daughter's pants have ruffles on the butt??

While I don't abhor pink, I never intended to dress my baby daughter exclusively in it.  And yet, it's awfully hard to find truly gender-neutral clothing.  It all has at least some pink.  And gathered seams at the shoulders so it's more feminine.  And ruffles on the goddamn butt.  Even her itty-bitty jeans have ruffled hems and pink thread.

And no, I'm not going to scar her inner tomboy by putting her in a pink shirt at three months old.  I just wish there were more options, especially non-pastel ones.

BabyMama said:
I've resorted to buying J. some boys' clothes too... And sometimes buy lavender clothes just to appease Papa, who says she has too much pink, even though it's really not her color. But she has too much pink because of this conspiracy! BTW, Old Navy has some good sleepers for relatively cheap... and not all the boys' clothes are trucker/QB based. (Although for some reason there IS a lot of camaflouge — like, do you want your baby to HIDE??)

Roper said:

Morgan — if my girls express an actual desire to wear princess gear when they're three (as in fairy tale princess, not brat princess) I'll let them — that's totally different. For now, they're too young to express preferences, which means MAMA'S IN CHARGE! And mama don't like clothes that say idiotic things on them.

nancyt said:

Stores sell this stuff because people buy it. There is probably a big percentage of people who'd love to buy a sleeper that says "Wicked Smart", but there's a bigger percentage that goes for the "Princess" stuff. So bingo-princess wins. And sure, you've got the random discerning shopper parents who seek out online stuff with a little more variety, but for the most part, if you need sleepers, you're going to buy what's easy. I guess a princess (or blue doggie, in my son's case) sleeper that is reasonably effortless to buy is the price you pay for-well, having to shop with a little one. Or two.

BabyMama—I've picked up some of the camo stuff from Old Navy for my son. I prefer to think of it as an homage to his love of peek-a-boo. But maybe all of that stuff is meant to appeal to military moms and dads? ON is very rah-rah America...
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willowbaby said:

my big problem with the whole princess thing (in addition to your very fine points) is that it implies that you have to be royalty to be special and pretty and loved. do i really want to impose this kind of social and class statement on my one-year old? well, she probably doesn't care, but i do.

i do love pink, though.  

mom-EE said:

Two words: Carter's Outlet. There's one across from the Arsenal Mall in Watertown. Pretty much their entire reason for being is PJ's, and everything is on sale all the time.

Mar said:

Totally agree with you, tho as a mother of a boy, avoiding "Lil' Slugger" and "Champ" is my hassle (I'm ok with puppies, cars, and "regular" trucks (not "monster trucks" though)).  It's especially problematic when bargain hunting; I find that the more you're willing to spend, the less likely those catch phrases come up.  I LOVE LL Bean for baby/toddler clothes, especially when they're on mark down. Great quality, cute but no nonsense.  

julielynn said:

How timely a post!  We just got an invite to my niece Grace's first birthday party........it refers a number of times to "Princess Grace".  Now, I highly doubt that deceased Monacoan royalty will be attending, so I must assume that the "princess" they refer to is that poor child. :(

Mettamom said:

Given our level of servitude, my husband & I think of our baby girl as the empress, not the princess.  But, yeah, she's only owned two shirts with words: "Give Peas a Chance," and "Feed Me" in a bunch of different languages.  I must say, though, that I like the shirt that says "Princess. Not in need of rescue."  

churlita said:

Exactly. We found a shirt in some hand-me-downs that said "attitude problem" which my daughter wore with a little too much pride when she was eight. She would have been horrified to wear something that said "princess" though.

Don Mills Diva said:
It's not a political thing for me - I just think all that princess stuff is soooo cheesy. And yes I do refer to myself as a diva, but I worked for that moniker damnit - I wouldn't thrust it upon a baby!

diera said:

I just sent an annoyed letter to the help desk of this catalog:

www.uncommongoods.com/.../item.jsp

Blue one says "I'm Super" and pink one says "Super Cute"?  C'mon,  people!

EFG said:

I generally have no problem with the sweet, adorable, etc labels bc although trite, all babies are sweet and adorable.  I have big problems with princess, diva and the like bc why does an infant need to project some sort of attitude?  

And the clothing problems for girls only get worse as they get older.  I have a 4 year old and tons of things in her size are ridiculously sassy and/or sparkly and bedazzled.  I avoid dept stores and am all about land's end and ll bean.  I dont want her to look like laura ingalls wilder but I do think her clothing should be modest and age appropriate.  And message- and sequin- free.    

Alyson said:

What about the shirts that say "Heartbeaker" or, egad!, "I'm Hot"?  Why in the hell would I sexualize my 10 month old daughter?

bbbgmom said:

There are some really sick slogans out there - I have seen "My Daddy is HOT."  Wow... there's too much wrong with that to put into words.  And I see grade school girls wearing low rise pants with the "hottie" and "juicy" labels across the butt.  Granted they probably wanted them, but I HOPE (can't guarantee, but can hope) that I'll have the wherewithal to raise a daughter who does not want to wear "hottie" on her butt when she's nine.  Mine is just a tot and I put her in her brother's hand-me-downs for the most part.  Lots of people thought she was a boy until her hair was long enough for barrettes  ;-)

Autumn said:

I agree with Morgan.  You can fight it all you want but it will get you.  I am a professional woman who thought that stuff was for other people.  Then, I am standing in the Disney store with my adorable three year old who has her third cold in 2 months.  She runs to me with a pair of pink marabou slippers with a princess face on them, looks at me with her huge, gorgeous brown eyes, pitiful runny nose and says, "Pweeze Mommy!  Can I have them?  They are so bewutiful!"  Right then and there I burst into tears.  She is precious and deserves every single thing in that store dammit!  I waited my whole life for 

this child what kind of ogre denies this angel something "bewutiful"?  So I promptly left my body and ripped out the credit card.  I bought her the shoes, the nightgown with the pegnoir and the Jasmine dolly.  The look on her face was worth every penny.  She wanted something pretty and feminine.  Being feminine is not bad or makes us worth less.  She does not think she has to be a princess to be special.  She thinks she IS as special as a princess.  She sure is to me!

PS Santa is on the Princess Train this year! Watch Mulan or Aladdin.  Those princesses were tough ladies.

MPG said:

It is a conspiracy. I saw a great bright blue striped playsuit for my little girl at Target, but when I pulled it off the rack, it said "World's Best Boy" across the chest. It's like they figured out I was buying all the blue stuff for her, and called a meeting to figure out how to make sure none of the blue playsuits ended up on girls.
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Clementine said:

Total conspiracy for sure.  But I loved your "wicked smart" sweatshirt idea so much that I made one for my baby girl last night.  Hand-me-down plain sweatshirt plus iron-on letters equals GENIUS!      

p said:

RIGHT ON!  i feel for you — i totally want to puke when i walk through most stores' girls' section.  

the good news is, if you can get away from stores that target (pardon the pun) sheeple, you can find less gender-specific stuff.  everyone loves their target and walmart, but in truth, hate to say it, the people stocking up on kids' clothes there instead of staple items tend not to be the most progressive individuals you've ever met.  ergo, pink divawear and sporty jock stuff is what they stock. try h&m!  way more gender neutral AND easy on the wallet.

S's Momma said:

Ok, for those of us out there who would like to offer our duaghters gender neutral clothing and/or something that doesn't say "Naughty Girl" across the butt (in a size 9-12 months? Who thought that was in good taste??!?!)... try LLBean, LandsEnd, OldNavy (school uniform) and, if you want really cute but NOT princess-y try Hanna Andersson. (They have stuff for boys, too...I just happen to have a girl) I do TONS of shopping for clothes from these labels on Ebay! Good Hunting/Shopping fellow Momma's!

Vivian Manning-Schaffel said:

I'm with you Roper. Fuck that girly shit. I've got a couple of Ramones tees waiting for my two month old. She's also going to end up in a lot of her big brother's hand me downs. I think boys clothes are so much cooler.

Rob Johnson said:

The big problem is that this stuff SELLS.  That's why they keep making it.  My 2 year old boy won't wear a shirt unless it has some sort of truck or car emblazed on it.

For onesies and shirts you can use cafepress.com.

You can upload images and apply them to infant cloths and bibs.

There are also a multitude of stoefronts (I have one) that you can get just about any design from.  Not much choice in colors (Pink, Blue, Yellow, White) but better than Target

Roper said:

Hey Autumn — What you (and Morgan) are talking about — fairy tale / Disney princess stuff — is different from what I'm talking about: clothes for babies (who don't know  a princess from a teething ring) that simply say "princess" as a cute sort of joke for adults — as in, this little girl gets whatever she wants. She's our little princess. At least, that's how I read it. And it's just not my style.

When my girls are older and want to pretend or feel like or identify as princesses — as in Cinderella, Snow White, whoever - I'm certainly not going to try to repress it. I have no problem with little girls wanting to be girly and feminine. It's a totally separate issue, though. (To be covered in a future post, no doubt!)

Oh, and as Disney princesses go, I'm a fan of Belle. She reads books and rejects that ass-hat Gaston. Good woman!

BabyCakies said:

One of the downsides to knowing you're having a girl is a shower of pink clothes.  Everyone wants to buy the baby girl something to wear!  I don't mean to be ungrateful, put I returned every overly frilly, "Princess" item we received.  No way am I going to dress her in those things while on my watch.  She wears pink, little ruffles, dresses—because being a girl is great!  But I can't stomach anything that presents her as a sexy, bratty princess.   Now only to instill in her the value of being a wise, generous, intelligent individual before she starts making her own clothing choices!

Karen523 said:

Roper- great post! I can't tell you how many times I thought yesterday (while at BRU), "Am I glad I had a boy!" I completely feel for mothers of girls and all the crazy clothing choices out there. I mean, come on! The ridiculous frilly, frou-frou outfits for infant girls just give way for the pre-school and school-age sexualization of girls. how do you get away from that? I just would not want to deal with any of that, and I admire you and other moms who want their girls to aspire to be and dress as something other than a princess or hottie or whatever! And to the poster who commented on the "tools," etc on 

boys' clothing- I'm right with you on that! In fact, I'll take it a step further and say I refuse to buy anything with commercial characters on it. Gimme a break with the Disney characters and Sesame Street characters on everything. (Um, I'm an admitted Cookie Monster fan....) The influence that toy, TV, and clothing companies try to exert on our children is just scary and out of control.

p said:

something to consider: does pink really have anything to do with being a girl?  being feminine?  it's just a color.  i wear blue all the time; does that make me masculine?

i encourage you to really think about the message the onslaught of pinkness says to your daughter.  can't she like green?  walk her over to the boys' department or even to the women's department and ask her what SHE observes.  she may catch on quicker than you give her credit.

Erica said:

I've been buying some great pjs at Target.  They are from "Just One Year" and are in the aisle with the bottles and other baby supplies.  They aren't really boy/girl specific and are one piece sleepers that come in a package like long underwear. They go all the way up to 4T. They are made of great material, are cheap, and hold up well.

SER said:

I am totally with you.  I also dislike the boys' clothes that are all about sports, construction, trains, etc.  I've bought some since I do love the Carter's outlet, but I wish you could just get some cute, plain, gender-neutral things once you're past the newborn stage. I mean, most places have lots of cute gender-neutral stuff in the 0-3 mo. age range since some people don't find out the gender in advance, but then it's as if they figure that once you know the gender, you'll want to go into full-on gender stereotyping.  Pffft.

I like the LLBean and Land's End suggestions.  I'll have to check those out since we don't have an H&M here.

knockedup said:

I totally agree.  If you go to Neighborhoodies.com, you can get the girls custom onesies that say Wicked Smart - or whatever else you choose.

Karyn said:

Why is it so hard to find baby clothes without cutesy animals, flower appliques or embroidery, and/or slogans without spending a ton of cash? I like plain solids, in nice colors(not pastels). Plain tends to be more expensive, oddly enough. I do enjoy a nice ruffle butt though : )

Chiara said:

Amen, sister! I love sweet and fluffy and my Bunny looks smashing in pink, but the snotty-attitude-in-the-making stuff is not happening.  We did receive a "My Daddy Rocks" onesie that was totally cute, though.

melanie miller said:

This has driven me crazy all of my sons 3 and a half year old life!!! Infact, it has made me so crazy that it actually drove me to do something about it. I just started importing super cool kids clothes from Denmark and Sweden. Almost everything is gender nuetral... I do not have a section dedicated to boys or girls. Really cool prints, kind of vintage but really modern, colorful, and of course, comfortable. Please check out my site www.ittikid.com

Thanks,

Melanie  


kara said:

I was just thinking this today.  The 8 year old in front of us at the drive through must have just received a brand new t-shirt because she was holding it up proudly in the window for all to read.  It said, "I'll try to be nicer, if you try to be smarter."  Why would you buy your daughter that?  It made me want to punch her and that isn't how one should feel about a 8 year old.  

jennifer said:

I stumbled on this company and love their stuff because they are the anti-cute...I would choose wry humor over cutesy anyday...

the bandage on the elbow tee is great, so are the man and woman bathroom symbols and if I had twins they would be in those bacon and eggs tees...plus I like how they have brown and olive colors which are perfect for my little girl who is so not a pink.

www.twinkle-kids.com/TSHIRTINTROPAGE.html

I also like the felt hair snaps because under no circumstances will a bow ever appear in my daughters hair.

www.twinkle-kids.com/ROLLOVERHAIRCLIPS3.html

Mom2Two said:

My daughter wears a lot of pink because she looks good in it.  And I'm a girly girl who likes pink.  And she does have a couple of items that say Pretty or Princess on them.  I'm fine with a couple of items.  Just not with everything.

At 3 years old, a girl wanting princess slippers because they are beautiful is developmentally appropriate then about society saying women have to be beautiful.  It's when they get older that you need to worry.  And a lot of gender stereotypes are ingrained.  We have tons of gender neutral toys, but my son will still turn anything—ANYTHING—into a truck.  So if my baby girl wants to wear princess clothes, that's fine by me, but I want it to because she wants to, not because she thinks she has to.

The "Does this diaper make my butt look big?" onesie makes me want to vomit. I just went shopping for my baby and had a terrible time finding *any* clothes in the 9-12 month range.  Maybe it's a popular size?

 AllisonWonder said:

If you have time (ha, ha, ha), check out the book "Packaging Girlhood" by Sharon Lamb and Lyn Mikel Brown. I don't have any girls, and I still found it fascinating, if a little overly-critical (or paranoid) in some areas. The chapter on girls' clothing is particularly good, talking about how all those "princess" and "spoiled brat" clothes give girls the illusion of choosing an identity while safely stuffing them in convenient, marketable boxes...

Sheri said:

I dunno, maybe it it just me.  I don't see the big deal.  Then again, I have 3 boys.  I always thought of Cinderella when I saw something that said princess on it.  And if you've seen the Disney film, she was a nice person.  I would have loved to have been blessed with a little . Being somewhat of a girlie person myself, I am all about the pink pretty stuff, bows and ribbons, and then again, there is nothing cuter than a tomboy too.  When children are that small (under a year) parents can get them the cute outfits.  As they grow and develop and their little personalities emerge, they will let you know what they want to wear.  Enjoy it now.  Because in a few years, you'll really have problems with clothes.  

chyna823 said:

Last spring, the Children's Place had green rompers that said "Future CEO," red ones that said "Future President," and yellow ones that said "Future Rock Star"—all non-gender specific colors! I got some for my baby niece and daughter, I'm OK with some pink and all that, but it can be too much of a good thing. And the Princes and Diva stuff makes me want to barf.

Adam's mom said:

OMG!  I feel ecaxtly the same way.  I have a son & I hate the "sassy-face" t-shirts (will sell sister for food, don't do homework, etc.)  My stepson's mother let him wear one for school pctures.  YUK.  ANYWAY........ I took the family to the Museum of Science & Industry in Chicago.  They have t-shirts that say "Smart Chick" and "Genius" in baby sizes!!  The lame web store only has tote bags (http://www.msichicago.org/) but the actual store has socks, tees, onesies!!  I want a girl :(  Or adult size smart chick stuff.

April said:

I have no problem with the "Princess" type stuff.  I am a pretty feminine princessy girl myself.  I am anti sports though mostly because my husband is a total computer nerd. So when I was pregnant with twin boys I told people that I wanted to avoid sports stuff since it was doubtful that my boys would grow up to be jocks with a computer nerd as a father and a mommy who hated football.  Well it was super hard not finding anything un sports related.  

Yeah well now I will buy sports stuff if it is cheap and cute. I just stopped caring. I have the boys to care for now and I just could care less.  I guess my priorities changed. Don't sweat the small stuff and all that. :P  

Biting the breast that feeds you

Posted Nov 12 2007, 10:36 AM  by Roper with 13 comment(s)

Filed under: breastfeeding twins, weaning, Zweiback, biting while breastfeeding
Clio's two bottom teeth are very, very cute. But they're not nearly as charming when they're clamping down on my nipples, which has happened several times over the past week. The first time, it was at the end of a nursing session when Clio had started getting distracted and silly and was just sort of messing around. She seemed to think it was pretty funny, and I couldn't help laughing either — that is, after I yelped and said a firm "no" the way I read somewhere that you're supposed to. 

But since then, it has happened a few times out of nowhere, right in the middle of nursing sessions. And nobody's happy about it. This morning I was nursing both girls at the same time, Clio bit (hard!), and I screamed, and both girls looked up at me, then pouted and started crying in a low, pitiful "why mommy, why?" sort of way that nearly broke my heart.

I know that Clio is teething — we've had a number of middle of the night screaming episodes lately, and she's been chewing on her finger a lot — so it's possible that this is a temporary thing — Mom as Zweiback. But let me tell you, it sure takes away from the cozy cuddly sweetness of breastfeeding when you're tensed in anticipation of those little choppers coming down. I guess if it continues to be a problem, I'm just going to have to start weaning, which is a sad thought. Both girls still really seem to like nursing, though Elsa is certainly more voracious and focused about it, as she has been from the get-go.

Could I wean Clio and not Elsa? I don't know. The inconvenience aside, I don't like the idea of having that physical relationship with Elsa and not Clio. I guess I could make up for it with some separate "cuddle time" with Clio. She's a totally cuddly baby. But I don't know how Clio would react if she saw Elsa nursing while she had a bottle instead. They're very aware now of when the other one is nursing, which is why I've gone back to sometimes nursing them both at once.

They're almost 11 months old (gulp!) so it's not like it would be a tragedy to have to stop nursing them. I'm planning to stop fairly soon in any case. But it would be nice not to end on quite such a painful note.

Embracing Chaos

Posted Nov 15 2007, 09:36 AM  by Roper with 8 comment(s)

Filed under: life with twins, decorating, chaos
I have always drawn a great deal of satisfaction from decorating and ordering the spaces I inhabit. As a child, my room was my sanctuary, and I loved being in it, door closed, among my books and games and knickknacks, all arranged just so. My favorite book was "Molly Moves Out," a story about a bunny who leaves her home full of messy, pain-in-the-ass siblings and gets her own little house. Total fantasy fodder! My sophomore year of college, my dorm room was described in an article in the campus paper on people who "decorated" their dorm rooms. I've always loved setting up my desk or office at work. And in each of the various places Alastair and I have lived together, we've enjoyed nesting and organizing and decorating — never spending a lot on new decor, but finding ways to make the hodge-podge of stuff we've acquired over the years "work."

We bought our first house — the one we currently live in — almost two years ago, while in the midst of trying to get pregnant. In fact, while we were painting and sanding and cleaning our new "baby," I was doing my first (unsuccessful) round of fertility drugs. A few months later, our house was starting to really feel like a home, and I was pregnant with twins. I remember at one point in my third trimester, sitting (no doubt uncomfortably) on the couch, admiring the very adult-looking space we'd created for ourselves: Shelves full of books, lovely hardwood floors, various exotic knicknacks and framed artwork. Antique furniture in the dining area. Curtains I'd made on the windows. It was lovely, and it was neat, and I knew that soon, it would be history.  I didn't know if I'd be able to cope with the change gracefully. (My world! My beautiful world!)

Flash forward a year, and, as predicted, our house is overrun with baby-ness. There's a Jumperoo in the corner of the living room, a ball house thingy by the window, an entire shelf of our bookshelves cleared for the girls' toys and books, and various plush and plastic doodads scattered around the floor at any given time. The sideboard in the dining room is a changing table. The dining room table is a catchall for stray bits of baby clothing, bibs, a box of Cheerios. Two giant white highchairs that vaguely resemble Star Wars stormtroopers take up a whole corner of the room. Our knicknacks and magazines and framed photos have been relegated to higher shelves, safe from little hands. The neat, sophisticated order of our home is, indeed, a thing of the past. And you know what? It really doesn't bother me.

Sure, in the evening after the girls are in bed, we like to straighten up a little — pick toys up off the floor, wipe the errant flakes of rice cereal off the dining room table, put baby shoes and hats stripped off after a walk back where they belong. But we can't erase the evidence of the babies completely, nor do we want to. Their toys and books and clothes and feeding paraphenalia are part of the whole messy, tiring, chaotic, ridiculous joy of having these two in our lives. What can we do but relax and embrace it?

Worst idea ever

Posted Nov 17 2007, 08:50 PM  by Roper with 17 comment(s)

Filed under: twins, cotton balls, developmentally appropriate activities
Every once in a while, I start to feel guilty about not providing my daughters with more stimulating, developmentally appropriate activities. My play repertoire at present pretty much consists of reading books to them, making stuffed animals dance for / kiss them, scooping them up and blowing raspberries on their stomachs so they'll giggle, and playing a game I like to call "I'll give you the ball, now you give it to me (thank you!), now I'll give it back to you, whoopeee!" (It's a long name). And then there are the times when I'm half playing with them / half puttering around doing chores or checking email / paying bills / checking for new blog comments, etc.

So, the other day, I was hanging out with the girls, and we were all chewing on plastic blocks or something, and it occurred to me that I needed some fresh ideas. So I turned to a book our babysitter, Jean, leaves at our house to read while she's here: Baby's First Year, Week by Week. In the 44th week chapter — roughly the girls' age — there was the following activity suggestion:

 Gather together plastic, metal or wood scoops of various sizes and shapes. You might choose a coffee scoop, varoius-sized measuring cups, various-sized measuring spoons, plastic teaspoons and some serving spoons.Place baby on the floor in front of a pan or bowl filled with cotton balls. Place another pan or bowl next to it. Show him how to scoop the cotton balls from the first pan into the second with one of the scoops. Encourage him to scoop cotton balls from one pan into the other and to keep repeating his actions. Watch baby carefully so he doesn't put any objects in his mouth.

I thought: hey! I've got scoops! I've got bowls! I've got a bag of cotton balls I purchased circa 1998 that still hasn't been opened!  I gathered the necessary materials (I stuck with just a couple of measuring cups for scoops, because I don't think even I have the small motor dexterity to pick up a cotton ball in a teaspoon) and got ready to be wowed by my daughters' 44-week-old ability to transfer small puffy objects from one receptacle to another via scoop. Needless to say, the activity didn't exactly go the way the authors of the book seemed to imply that it would.

After scraping the cotton off of their tongues and lips with my fingers, I tried to work on the whole scooping thing — getting them to actually use the measuring cups to scoop up cotton balls. Forget about transferring them anywhere; if they could just get cotton balls into the cups, I would have felt like the activity was a success. But they just put the measuring cups in their mouths.  (Watch baby carefully so he doesn't put any objects in his mouth!) More specifically, they pretended to drink from them. This is one of their new favorite things to do: to "drink" from anything cup-like.

 Or bowl-like.... 

At this point, I shifted gears and tried to work on just getting them to pick up cotton balls from one bowl and put them into the other one. Elsa managed to do it a couple of times before she got bored and started handing them to me or Clio instead. (Another favorite new activity: handing things to people.)

Clio seemed generally unimpressed by the whole enterprise. And I think she had some cotton stuck between her teeth. 
I threw the cotton balls away, and we all went back to less sophisticated activities: Peekaboo. Tickling. Banging on the toy piano. 

Are there really 10-month-olds in the world capable of scooping cotton balls from one bowl into another using a variety of scooping implements of different sizes and materials? Is something wrong with my children? Or are the authors of the book just, oh, I don't know, insane and demented? Yeah. I'm going to go with insane and demented.

Thanks

Posted Nov 21 2007, 08:14 AM  by Roper with 3 comment(s)

Filed under: abundance, RFK, abuse, giving thanks
The ad agency I work at is doing some pro-bono work for the RFK Children's Action Corps, and yesterday afternoon I got to go out with a co-worker to visit one of their program sites. It's a residence and school for kids aged 8 to 18 who have been taken out of their homes by the state because their parents are abusive or in jail or otherwise unable to take care of them. We toured the school and the residence hall, then joined the kids and staff for a thanksgiving dinner.

If I had visited this program a couple of years ago, before having children of my own, I certainly would have felt some of the same things I felt today. I would have felt sorry that these kids were dealt such a crappy hand in life, and glad that they were getting help and support, and frustrated that the organization wasn't better funded. 

Going there today, however, as a mother, I felt things on a much more visceral level. To see these innocent kids (babies!) living without parents in what was basically a dorm; to know that they were probably much safer here than they would be at home; to know that they've been deprived of security and certainty and stability and affection - the things that no child should have to live without. It really was heartbreaking. There's no other way to say it.

I know that people suffer some serious hardships in their lives. I know that poverty and addiction and violence are stubbornly intertwined, and that the parents whose kids are in these programs probably had pretty lousy childhoods themselves. And still - on a purely emotional level - it is unfathomable to me that a parent could neglect or abuse their child. It is unbelievable to me that they don't feel the same kind of fierce, protective love that I feel for my daughters; a readiness to make almost any sacrifice for their wellbeing. Isn't that hardwired into us as human beings? Can drugs or mental illness or circumstance really overpower that instinct? Apparently, yes.

So, this Thanksgiving, I want to express my thanks to the people - the social workers, the teachers, the counselors, the nurses, etc. -  who dedicate their time and energy, too often with scant recognition and reward, to taking care of children whose parents, for whatever reason, can't or won't. They are doing God's work.

Hope everyone has a safe and happy Thanksgiving.

The dogs have their day

Posted Nov 27 2007, 09:00 AM  by Roper with 5 comment(s)

Filed under: Milestones, first words, mimicry, dogs, Beethoven
A few months back, I thought that Elsa was trying to say "kitty," based on the fact that several times she exclaimed "ghee!" prior to lunging for our cat. Then she stopped saying it, and I told myself it was just a fluke. So, I hesitate to write this, because I don't want to jump the gun again, but I am reasonably certain that Elsa is now trying to say "dog." She pronounces it "dah!" (Note exclamation mark.)

When we were down at Alastair's parents' house for Thanksgiving, she started saying it almost every time she saw their two golden retrievers. She'd stand up against the glass doors leading out from the living room (the designated "baby" room in the house) or the sliding doors over the deck, and when the dogs approached she'd say "dah!" over and over again. Not just a babbling "dah dah dah," mind you, but a very pointed "dah!" (pause) "dah!" Like, "Hey! That's a dog! See? I know the word for dog! That's what it is! A dog!" And sometimes she'd even go up to the glass doors and say "dah!" when the dogs weren't there, like she was looking for them. (Maybe she was just saying "door?" Nah.) The corker: on our way home when we stopped at a rest stop and I took her out of the car for some air, she saw a woman walk by with a dog on a leash and said "dah."  (No exclamation mark that time, because we'd been crawling in holiday traffic and she — like the rest of us — was exhausted.)

 Full discosure: She also said "dah!" several times while pointing to the drawing of Eeyore on the back of her new Winnie the Pooh rider toy thingy. Now, I realize that Eeyore's not a dog. But he's got four legs and a tail. Same goes for our cat, who Elsa is also now calling "dah!" So, maybe she doesn't understand the finer zoological distinctions that make a dog a dog. But she does seem to think that "dah!" is a word associated with four-legged animal-type creatures.

OK, even fuller disclosure: sometimes she says "dah!" for things that don't look remotely like a dog. But I swear, it's not just a random sound. I get the sense she's actually trying to talk. Or at least she seems to get the idea that when you make a sound, it can actually mean something. So, while I'm not sure "dah!" counts as her first word, I'm going to say it's her first proto-word. 

Meanwhile, Clio's got a new linguistic trick of her own: sticking her (surprisingly long and pointy) tongue out and saying "la la la la la" when she hears music or singing. My dad swears she actually sang "Ode to Joy" after I played it on their toy keyboard, but I think she just got lucky. Still, there's definitely some kind of vocal mimicry happening. In fact, more and more, the girls are becoming little imitators.

Pretty soon we're going to have to stop cussing, spitting, and kicking puppies. Truly, it's the end of an era.

How not to cut your baby's hair

Posted Nov 29 2007, 08:00 PM  by Roper with 13 comment(s)

Filed under: twins, gangsta babies, silliness, First haircuts

Yesterday we decided it was high time the girls had a haircut. The front part of Elsa's hair was over her eyes, and Clio's mohawk was just getting to be too over-the-top. So, we put them in their highchairs, found our sharpest pair of scissors (not very sharp) and I went to work. I'll spare you the suspense: I did a terrible job.

Of course, it's not the easiest thing in the world to cut a baby's hair. They don't like having things done to them — whether it's having squash washed off their faces or diapers changed or protruding boogers extracted from their little noses. There's a lot of wriggling and yelling and crying. And when a sharp object is involved, it's doubly stressful for everyone.

My mother — who, God bless her, cut my hair at home until I was in college, and still cuts my father's hair today —  told me I should just lift their forelocks up between my fingers and snip. This, she said, would give it a natural, layered look, instead of having it be all one length. Well, I am not nearly as skilled as my mother. Or my babies weren't nearly as patient as I was as a baby. Because what I ended up with was more like a natural, deranged scarecrow look. Totally uneven and spikey. I tried to do some evening out afterwards, but inevetably, it just led to the hair getting shorter and more uneven until...well, you can see for yourselves.

The good news is, babies — being babies — are so damned cute that even a bad haircut isn't so bad. And it'll grow, right? I'm looking forward to when their hair is long enough that I can actually brush it and put it in barettes and braids and pigtails and things. That, I think, I'll be able to handle. But the cutting...eep! Next time maybe we'll suck it up and take them to one of those fancy barbers who specializes in kids' hair. Unless, of course, anyone has some good baby haircutting advice. (Hint, hint)

The Diaper Chronicles

Posted Dec 03 2007, 08:23 PM  by Roper with 8 comment(s)

Filed under: diaper sizes, diapers, baby self love, poop

A few notes on diapers (and related matters) in the Baby Squared household. Note: this post involves graphic discussion of matters scatalogical and butt-o-logical. Reader discretion advised. Because the writer certainly didn't exercise any.

1. Our babies got back, apparently. A couple of weeks ago, we had to switch from size 3 diapers to size 4. We use Seventh Generation, and their size 3 diapers claim to go from 16 - 28 pounds, but my girls are nowhere near 28 pounds! I guess there are some long, tall, skinny-assed 28-pound babies out there that these diapers fit. I would be incredibly curious to see what these children look like. Meanwhile, the size 4 diapers puportedly fit babies from 22-37 pounds. Again, I seriously doubt that either of my girls are 22 pounds yet, but apparently they have 22-37 pound booty, because the size 3 diapers were just not doing the job. I couldn't get the sides to overlap front to back. I had to stre-e-e-tch the tabs, so that sometimes it looked like the girls were wearing string bikinis. Very puffy, bulky, crinkly string bikinis. Not very good for poop containment. And speaking of poop....

2. Solid food poop stinks. Literally and figuratively. Back in the day, when the girls were getting nothing but breastmilk, their poop smelled like buttered popcorn. Seriously! It was almost pleasant. Now — ugh. Nasty. Multi-hued. Unpredictable. And the fact that they're more mobile and squirmy on the changing table makes cleaning up that much more treacherous. They're also doing their business a lot more frequently, it seems, and at all hours of the day. Clio, especially. In fact, Alastair composed a little song that we like to sing about Clio and her new...er...nocturnal habits:

Sleep pooper! She poops in her sleep!

Poop sleeper! She sleeps in her poop!
 3. If it feels good, do it, right? Yes, of course. It's perfectly natural for babies and children to touch themselves down there. But must they do it while having their diapers changed? I don't want to discourage this sort of happy exploration. I don't want to be saying "no, no, no," while they're getting to know themselves, doin' what comes naturally, etc. But what do you do when your baby is gleefully plunging their little hands into a big ole mess? How do you expain to an 11 month old that yes, it's perfectly OK to touch their own bodies, just NOT NOW, PLEASE! Please.

You know what? I'm sorry. I've gone too far. I've said too much. Special apologies to all you non-parent readers out there. Let me attempt to make it up to you with this very sweet, non-butt-or-poop-or-anything-else-related picture of the girls on their first Thanksgiving, taking a joyride on their new Winnie the Poop — I mean Pooh — rider.

I point, therefore I am

Posted Dec 07 2007, 09:59 AM  by Roper with 4 comment(s)

Filed under: Milestones, twins, pointing, Extraterrestrials
Anybody who's anybody in the Baby Squared household knows that pointing is where it's at. Get your little index finger out there and aim it at your mother, your father, your sister, the cat, the couch, the wall, the inside of somebody's nostril....who needs a reason or a meaning, just point!

I wonder why this is a common developmental stage, this pointing thing? I suppose it's a form of communication: As in, "Look, I am indicating something." (My girls, at this point, don't seem to be pointing at things they want; they just point.) And at the same time, maybe it's a sign of developing self-awareness: As in, "I am aware that something exists outside of and distinct from my own self. Look! I'll point at it!" A third possibility is that it's just a by-product of improved small motor coordination (Hey! I can control these finger things!) that happens to get a good reaction from grown-ups.

Clio's favorite pointing maneuver is to do it E.T. style. She'll reach her finger out toward you, and if you touch your finger to it, she gets a big goofy grin on her face. (To match yours.) Another of her favorite things to do is point at your mouth. In this case, I recommend nibbling on her finger while making pretend "munch munch munch" sounds. Gets a laugh every time. The girl has always been into putting her hands in other people's mouths. Perhaps she'll be a dentist. Or a performance artist.

Elsa is a little more concrete with her pointing: she likes to point at pictures in books, and occasionally at the cat, while saying "dah!" But she'll sometimes play the the E.T. finger touching game with Clio. It's very sweet. (An aside: I think Clio is good at bringing out Elsa's sillier side. She's got her doing the head-tilting trick now, too. The two of them will sit in their high chairs side by side and tilt their heads onto their shoulders simultaneously, for no reason except that they seem to think it's cute. They're right!)

Anyway, maybe the next development in this point-fest will be the ability to point at actual objects to indicate need or desire. Like pointing to food or bottles or my breasts when they're hungry, or at a book when they want me to read to them, or at the door when they want to go out on a walk. For the moment, however, we're all just enjoying pointing for its own sake. It's a nice reminder of our own existence. Or something like that.

You're all getting gift cards this year.
Posted Dec 10 2007, 08:00 AM  by Roper with 10 comment(s)

Filed under: shock and awe, malls, Christmas shopping with babies
I'm a big fan of Christmas, and always have been. I love the music, the food, the parties, the decor, the traditions. I even sort of like Christmas shopping. Rather, I did, back before babies, when I had nothing in the world but free time. (At least, that's what it seems like in retrospect.)

I'm not a procrastinator, so I usually spread my shopping out over November and December - ducking into shops here and there, doing the mall thing as needed, poking around online. I like to find the "right" gift for each person, and tend to do a lot of hemming and hawing over my selections. But this year, I've been doing my Christmas shopping like a general plotting a military strike. Get in, get the gifts, and get out. Shock and awe! No time for bargain hunting or second-guessing. I'm shopping from the hip this year.

Because here's the thing: I have three basic types of time in my life now. Job time, baby time, and non-baby time. The logical thing would be to go during non-baby time, right? Right. Except that the non-baby time is also prime husband-friends-family-writing-blogging-cleaning-grocery shopping-exercising-showering-sleeping-relaxing (ha!) time. So, choosing to use it for things like Christmas shopping means one or more of the following may occur: bad marriage - neglected friends - estranged parents - unfinished novel - lame blog - dirty house - empty fridge - love handles - dirty hair - fatigue - ulcer.

What about the Internets, you ask? The World Wide Web? Well, yes — I'm doing some of my holiday shopping online. But even that takes time. And sometimes, frankly, you just need to get out there and look around: see things up close, feel the fabric, kick the tires. Find something unexpected that you wouldn't using a search engine.

I've made two attempts at Christmas shopping with Elsa and Clio in tow. Once, we spent a couple of hours at a mall, armed with Zweiback and pacifiers. I used the Double Snap-N-Go (front to back) which was slightly less cumbersome than the side-to-side stroller would have been, but it's still a bitch to maneuver through racks of clothing. Especially when small babies are reaching out and grabbing at things. (We had a small incident involving a table full of argyle sweaters at Banana Republic. In the girls' defense, I believe they were cashmere.)

In some cases, I used the store clerks as unpaid babysitters. Once they'd shown interest in the girls (who can resist a pair of chubby baby twins!?) and peppered me with the usual questions (fraternal or identical, how old, do they have very different personalities, etc.) I felt safer straying a teeny bit farther from the stroller. But obviously, I couldn't just park them by a rack of V-necks and take off. So thorough, considered shopping was more or less out of the question. One begins to understand the appeal of things like honey baked hams and bath soap gift sets. Fruitcakes. Gift cards.

Our second attempt was on Saturday, when I went out on a walk with the gals and we tried to go into a tiny little artisans' gallery in Porter Square. A fool's errand. I had to back the stroller into an alcove between a shelf of pottery (in retrospect, I can't believe I did this) and a rack of copper-fired...things, then basically climb back out over it into the aisle. I was looking at some silk scarves mere yards away when I heard one of the shop clerks who was cooing over the babies asking somebody — who wasn't me — "are they identical or fraternal?" and when the woman said she didn't know, they weren't hers, I sort of sidled back to make it seem like I was there the whole time and said, "Fraternal." Is it bad to leave your babies alone while you browse in the next aisle? I go back and forth, feeling like I'm being a Terrible Mother and then feeling like I'm being paranoid.

In any case, we all started feeling claustrophobic soon enough, and inched our way out of there, out into the parking lot, where — to our delight — it was snowing. Outside the grocery store across the way, the Salvation Army guy was ringing his bell, and there were wreaths for sale. We walked home in the snowy dusk past houses ablaze with Christmas lights.

Aw, man. I started this post out intending it to be a rant about what a pain in the ass it is to go Christmas shopping with twin babies, and instead listen to me — I'm getting all mushy.  

Yeah. I guess that pretty much sums it up.

Off-Crib Betting, Anyone?

Posted Dec 12 2007, 09:17 PM  by Roper with 13 comment(s)

Filed under: Milestones, twins, Pete Rose, first steps, questionable ethics, betting on your twins, gambling, walking 

I don't know why I didn't think of this sooner. We've got two babies, both striving for the same developmental milestones. We never know who's going to be first to achieve the next one. They're both raised in the same conditions, the same environment. It's one big experiment in nature vs. nurture. So, why not make it a little more interesting, if you catch my drift?

I won't participate, of course, because it would just be wrong for a mother to bet on her own children. The last thing I want is to be known as the Pete Rose of the mommy blogging set. But as disinterested (and perhaps slightly interested?) bystanders, you can get in on the game. 

 Ever since they've been pulling up — starting back in September for Elsa — people have been saying they'll be walking "any day now." I think they've still got at least a month to go, personally. But who knows. Sometimes developmental progress happens in fits and starts. But the question remains: which twin has the Toni? And by Toni I mean not a bad at-home perm from the 1950s, but the will, the determination, the get-up-and-go to do that which separates man from meerkat: WALK! On two legs. (Meerkats can't do that, can they?)

Before you make your prediction, please take a moment to get to know the contenders, and consider their respective strengths:

On the right: Elsa "Give 'em Hell-sa" Margaret Moock

Eyes: Blue

Hair: Sedona Dusk 

Body Type: Tall and sturdy.

Interests: Nursing, bathing, cat food, Cheerios, peas, puttting blocks into a bucket, climbing stairs, squealing, whacking her sister on the head in glee, postmodernism

History: Elsa has traditionally been the more advanced of the Baby Squared twins when it comes to gross motor skills. She rolled over first, sat up first, started crawling first (7 months) and started pulling up to standing first (8 months). She's a confident cruiser, and has lately been doing a lot of getting up on one knee as if to stand, but hasn't made the final push to independent verticality. She's also gotten much more interested in more sedentary things of late, like cuddling and pointing at pictures in books. So, does she have what it takes to go bipedal? No doubt. The question is, when?

On the left: Clio "O Sole Mio" Rose Moock

Eyes: Hazel

Hair: Calistoga Taupe

Body Type: Compact and tightly coiled

Interests: Drinking from a cup, sticking tongue out, putting fingers in people's mouths, giggling, Cheerios, bouncing, taking blocks out of a bucket, thrashing, ska, hedge funds

History: Clio has always done things at her own pace, unfazed by the gross motor skill progress of certain other babies and generally preferring to focus on social and verbal skills / bemused observation. But in the past couple of months, she's made great strides in the mobility department. In October, she went from getting up on all fours to zooming around like a little roadrunner within the space of two weeks. She was pulling up by early November. And — get this — in the past couple of weeks, she has started letting go once she's up and standing completely unsupported — at times for as long as 15-20 seconds at a time. Sometimes while clapping, to boot! Clio just might be the dark horse entry in....

THE ULTIMATE WALKING CHALLENGE!!

So, my friends, who will be first to take their first steps? The intrepid Elsa?

Or the maverick Clio?
Mesdames et messieurs, les jeux sont faits!

Comments

Aunt Heidi said:

My money is on Clio - I give her until MLK Jr. Day in January...so she can celebrate with a 3-day weekend.

Jeff Kurzweil said:

I'm voting for the future dentist, too.  Because she has hazel eyes.  It's all about the hazel eyes.  In fact, I think Clio walks in 2007.  Elsa will walk in 2008.

amandashea17 said:

I vote Elsa!

mary said:
I'm betting on Elsa.  My twins are quite similar to yours one with more motor skills, the other with more verbal skills.  Mr. Motor skills walked first, about a month ago, Ms. verbal just took her first steps yesterday.  Try letting Elsa and Clio go barefoot for a while (I know, its cold out) - but it really helped my twins with the confidence they needed to take those first steps!

serahrose said:
i think Clio's gonna go first.  bravery (ie balancing and clapping!) trumps the early crawlers every time.

Myra said:

Definately Clio.  My DD started doing the whole unsupported thing and in about 3 weeks was zooming across the room.  I vote for Clio!!

Stephanie said:

I love underdogs.  And I love the way that it seems like Clio, from your posts, is so much of a going-to-brood-until-I-can't-handle-it-anymore-and-then-I-will-show-'em-what's-really-going-on sort of spitfire.  She's got my vote through and through.

(Besides—she's got that observant thing going on—which makes her seem, somehow, writerly.  And I go for the writerly sorts...)

knockedup said:

Ooooh, betting!  I vote Clio.  Now, what else can we bet on?  Who talks first?  Ability to color between the lines?  I love a good wager.

chyna823 said:

I think Clio's looking pretty badass in that first picture.

churlita said:

I can't bet. That first picture is so adorable that I can't think of anything else.

Nanny Jean said:

Its hard to say because they watch and learn from each other so intently...but with Clio standing and experimenting that so quickly and standing for longer and longer periods of time..Clio is my vote.....but NEVER under estimate Elsa girl on the go!!!  :)

ps..great site...& Pictures!!!!

feefifoto said:

You are so funny!  I'm going to guess Elsa, with Clio egging her on and providing strategy, which will be the basis of their relationship for the rest of their lives: Clio will be the planner and Elsa the executor.

chochomom said:

Clio. I've got a soft spot for her.

Eat this, bad nurse.

Posted Dec 16 2007, 08:50 PM  by Roper with 24 comment(s)

Filed under: Milestones, feeding twins, spoon feeding, meat, fear-mongering, annoying nurses
The other day, I called my pediatrician's office with some food-related questions. (Food and poop, food and poop — I think I could write a whole baby blog just about food and poop.) I spoke to a nurse, and asked her the following questions:

1. Is it OK to give the girls baked/cooked foods that have honey as an ingredient, even though they're not supposed to have raw honey? (Answer: yes, if it's thoroughly cooked, it's fine)

2. Is it OK for them to have baked goods—i.e. perhaps a Christmas cookie or two — made with eggs even though they're not supposed to have egg whites until over a year? (Answer: well, yes, what can you do...and they have to have cake on their birthday, right?)

3. When and how we should start introducing cow's milk? (Answer: we can start now if we want, mixing a little into their bottles of breastmilk or formula and gradually increasing the amount.)

My final question was about self-feeding. Both girls have gotten to be very adept at eating with their fingers/hands. And by "adept" I mean that slightly more food appears to be ending up in their mouths than in their hair, on their clothes, or on the floor. They are not starving. Anyway, I asked the nurse when we should start trying to get them to feed themselves with a spoon. Here is the conversation that ensued:

Nurse: They're not using a spoon yet?

Me: No, mostly they eat with their hands, or we feed them. We've tried giving them those curved, "first spoons" a few times, but it hasn't gone very well.

Nurse: What do you mean, they can't get the spoon to their mouths?

Me: Well, yeah, they can. They're just not very good at it. And they don't seem to quite get the idea of dipping the spoon back into the bowl to get more. They just stry to stick their hands in.

Nurse: (Sounding concerned) Well, you should keep trying. But if they don't get the hang of it, then it's something you should talk to their doctor about, because it could be a sign that there's some sort of developmental problem.

Me:  (Pause) What the HELL is wrong with you, betch?

OK, that's not what I said. I said "sure, sure, right, right, thank you for your time," because I'm a sane and reasonable person and I know — at least, I think — that it's totally normal for 11-1/2 month olds not to be spoon-feeding themselves yet, and even if it isn't, I am not prone to getting freaked out if my children don't hit their developmental benchmarks exactly when the books — or weird nurses — say they're supposed to.

But imagine if I were a less informed, more nervous mother? And this idiot brings up the possibility of a developmental delay based on a few sentences over the phone? WTF? Frankly, it threw into question the validity of her earlier responses re. honey, eggs, and milk. 

That being said, of course, I now feel compelled to start letting the girls try the spoon thing more often. So, today we gave it a shot, with baby cereal. The results were deliciously disgusting. As on past occasions, the girls were happy to hold the spoon and eat cereal off the end of it, but after that, they'd just stick their free hand into the cereal for another mouthful and, eventually, fling their spoons to the ground. I can't say I blame them. I mean, if you've got a perfectly good method for getting food into your mouth, why complicate it with utensils? Hell, in some cultures people only eat with their hands. Does that mean they're all developmentally delayed?

 I will admit that I'm curious to know from you experienced moms out there when your little'uns got proficient with utensils, and how you convinced them that it was worth the trouble. In the meantime, here are the results of today's self-feeding with spoons. Glorious!

PS — Quick dietary update, for those of you who recall my meat fears : The girls have eaten both turkey and chicken now, in the form of little shredded bits of it, and turkey meatballs. For some reason, once they both had two teeth and started spending more time standing upright and acting like little people, the thought of giving them meat didn't seem quite so...unsavory. And get this: they freakin' LOVE it. Sorry to all the vegevangelists out there — looks like for the time being, anyway, these gals are carnivores.

PPS — I'm still scared to give them pork.

Snot-nosed brats

Posted Dec 20 2007, 06:47 PM  by Roper with 8 comment(s)

Filed under: sick mom, when twins get sick, mucus

That's what we've got around here. Two sick babies, daily excreting what appears to be equal to their body weight in mucus. And oh, how unhappy they are about it! Clio, especially. There have been several times over the past few days where she has cried inconsolably for fifteen minutes at a stretch, refusing to nurse, flinging bottles and pacifiers angrily away. And then, all of a sudden, she'll be fine — happy as a small, chubby, snot-nosed clam.

We have to follow the two of them around with tissues, periodically wiping off the little twin snail trails of mucus over their upper lips. And if there is one thing these girls HATE, it's having their noses wiped. Actually, the only thing they hate more is having their noses suctioned out with a bulb syringe. Thank goodness it's winter, because if the windows were open and the neighbors heard the girls' screams of agony while we do this, they'd be fully justified in calling the authorities. (And to think, a few short months ago, my girls actually let me pick their noses. Ah. Memories.)

But back to the bulb syringe: it's a real Catch-22. The thing really can be effective — and I'll admit, I do draw some small, sick measure of satisfaction from suctioning out a big, gurgly ole glob of nose juice — but because the girls cry while we do it, they just generate more snot. And on it goes. When can you teach a baby to blow their nose? Shouldn't there be some deeply ingrained, primal extinct to exhale forcefully through an orifice if said orifice is clogged?

It must really be a drag to feel awful and not understand why and not be able to do anything about it, or ask for a cup of tea, or knock yourself out with NyQuil. They can't even nurse or drink from bottles comfortably, because their noses are clogged. And the only "treatment" we can give them is a steam vaporizer in their room.

I'm sick, too, naturally. My throat hurts, I can barely speak, and I'm exhausted. As Murphy's law would have it, this was also one of the busiest weeks I've ever had at work, and instead of being able to curl up in my PJs and drink OJ and recover, I've been writing web copy for a pharmaceutical company and going to meetings. And scraping ice and snow off my car, repeatedly. And getting up in the middle of the night to nurse and rock sick little babies. But still. At least I know it's temporary. And at least I know how to blow my nose.

A Very Baby Christmas

Posted Dec 23 2007, 09:31 AM  by Roper with 5 comment(s)

Filed under: twins, nostalgia, dancing babies, holidays, baby's first Christmas
As I've mentioned, I'm a big fan of Christmas. Commercialism aside, there really is something magical about the season to me, which I guess goes all the way back to childhood. We did the whole nine yards when I was growing up: cutting down our own tree, making tons of Christmas cookies, hanging stockings by the chimney with care, etc. But during the past ten or fifteen years—that long, carefree stretch of young adulthood—the holidays were always kind of disappointing. Still enjoyable enough, sure. But something was missing.

Then last Christmas was just strange. I was 36-1/2 weeks pregnant, gigantic and incredibly uncomfortable. (Aching pelvis, aching back, swollen feet, horrible heartburn, braxton hicks contractions.) I was too exhausted to go to any Christmas parties. Not to mention the fact that I had exactly two pairs of pants and two pilly maternity sweaters that fit me, and was sporting seven chins.  We couldn't leave town, in case I went into labor, and didn't particularly feel like entertaining, either, so we had a quiet little Christmas at home, just the two of us, bored out of our skulls, waiting for it to become the four of us.

And this year, it is. Not coincidentally, I've felt more Christmas-y this season than I have in a long time. The snow certainly helps (we've gotten dumped on three times here in Boston), but I think it's mostly the babies' doing. It's funny; they're not even old enough to be conscious of Christmas, or understand the concept of a gift, or get into the whole Santa thing. (They did, incidentally, have their first Santa encounter last week, when "Santa" visited my workplace. They were totally unimpressed.) And yet, something about having them in our life has put the shimmer back on Christmas. I guess what it really comes down to is that thanks to these two little buggers, I'm happier than I've been in years. Maybe happier than I've ever been.

More importantly, for the first time in my life, I understand the value of singing, animatronic decorations:

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Qup3dSufekQ&eurl=http://www.babble.com/CS/blogs/babysquared/default.aspx?PageIndex=5&feature=player_embedded
Happy Holidays, Babblers. Catch you on the 28th — Elsa and Clio's first birthday.

One year!

Posted Dec 28 2007, 09:46 AM by Roper with 12 comment(s)

Filed under: twins, smurfs on ice, birth story, birth order, first birthdays
Exactly one year ago today, as I write this, I had just given birth to our two baby girls, and was holding a very slimy, Vernix-y little Clio in my arms. Elsa, who'd had a bit of a rough time getting out, was in the TCU getting a little TLC, so she'd join us a bit later. (Anyone—I'm thinking expectant twin moms in particular—who's curious to read the whole birth story can check out my old personal blog.) It was easily the strangest and most surreal thing I've ever experienced — with the possible exception of "Smurfs on Ice," circa 1984 — to suddenly have these two tiny little creatures who were (gasp!) my children. This is what they looked like:

They didn't feel like mine. I didn't feel instantly like a mother, nor did I fall instantly in love with them. I wish more people talked about the fact that bonding with your children isn't necessarily an immediate thing (as Oz does, in an excellent recent post). It's a relationship, like any other. It grows. And grows and grows and grows. Now, I love them so much I think I would literally, physically kill anyone who tried to do them harm. And I'm generally not a big fan of killing people. 

But enough talk of death. This is a birthday! Time for fun! So, how about a funny picture? Like, one in which the girls' binkies — about 2 inches across — look like dinner plates because the girls are so small! (Just over 5 pounds at birth, if you're curious.)

Amazing how much growing and changing and maturing happens in the first year. (And that goes for me, too.) Part of me feels like, yes, the time flew by. It seems like just yesterday they were nursing every 3 hours for 45 minutes at a time (aye ay ay) and wearing preemie diapers and sucking on binkies the size of dinner plates. On the other hand, it feels like it's taken exactly as long as it should have. Maybe it's because this past year, I have felt more present and centered and living-in-the-moment than at any other time in my life. With babies in the picture, you don't really have a choice. You just do and do and do. And while you may not love every minute of it, the overall, backdrop feeling (for me, anyway) is one of great satisfaction and joy. In fact, I'm so damned happy that I'm willing to post a picture of myself 48 hours post-partum, looking fat and tired and terrible, on the World Wide Web for everyone to see:

On a slightly different note, here's a birthday-related question that I've been thinking about lately: how will the girls react in a few years when they find out (because they presumably will ask) who was born first? Will Elsa lord it over Clio that she's nine minutes older? She already seems like the "big sister" in many ways, blazing trails and whatnot, but maybe we're projecting. Likewise, I have a tendency to think of Clio as the "baby."  But she is smaller. I've heard of some parents not telling their twins what order they were born in, but that seems like a bit much. Especially if you're trying to help them develop a sense of individual identity.

Besides, it's right there in our girls' baby books and embroidered on the gift baby blankets in their cribs. Once they can read, they'll figure it out. Should we keep them in the dark until then? I don't know enough about the ways of the toddler mind to know what's best, but my instinct is to be honest. Then again, it might also be fun to keep changing it around, just to mess with them. Elsa could be all "Mommy, I should get to pick what game we play 'cuz I'm older!" and I'll say, "Did I tell you you were older? I'm sorry. I must have been confused. Clio was born first." And Clio will be all, "Yeah, step off bitch, you my bitch now!" and Elsa will be all, "Oh no you di'in't just disrespect me!" And I'll be all, "Stop talking like gangsta babies!" And they'll be all, "Bitch, go get us some apple juice."

I can't wait!

Big birthday party tomorrow at our place. Pony rides, clowns, juggling bears, ice sculptures, the works — you're all invited. But please be advised, it's B.Y.O.P/C/JB/IS/etc. We will, however, provide the cake. And two awesome one-year-old girls.

Comments


TLB said:

Happy 1st Birthday, Elsa and Clio!  Speaking as the older sister, I can say don't tell her.  She'll be drunk with power.

winecat said:

Oh my goodness, a year already!  Happy Birthday Elsa and Clio.

Eva said:

Happy birthday! It's hard to believe a year went by already. I had forgotten their birthday was so close to Christmas. I hope the party is great.

mary said:

Happy bday elsa and clio!  My twins just turned 1 on 12/23 - enjoy the day and make sure you have the video camera ready.  I think you'll eventually have to tell them who is older, I mean, some one needs to hold the "but I'm older" card!

diera said:

My son and I talked to two children who are twins yesterday at a playground, and the FIRST thing they told us, after telling us that they were twins, was which one of them was older.  (The boy.  By 30 minutes.)  They're clearly aware of it!

mama de marlie said:

happy 1st birthday Elsa and Cli(eeeeeee)o!!!

if the Poti (my mom and her twin, last name Potus) are any indication, the older will for sure always act the older.  aunt gerry is 1/2 hour older and you can hear it all that's said between them.  the tone is unmistakable.  

GirlsGoneChild said:

Happy Birthday Clio and Elsa!!!!!!!! And Jane!

SER said:

I just checked in here to see what date exactly they'd been born, because one of my other good friends just had her first baby last night.  I am pleased to see that her daughter and your girls will share this auspicious birthday!  

Happy first to Elsa and Clio, and to you and A!  (And Ella, too.)

Alisa said:

My sister and I are 2 minutes apart and it was always something of a joke. Always mentioned, but definitely not a big deal.... Happy birthday girls!

knockedup said:

Happy happy birthday to the girls!  

churlita said:

Happy birthday cute babies. I can't wait to watch them grow into amazing people.

Julia said:

Happy birthday, Mooklets! Mom, Robin, and I want to come visit the little buggers sometime soon, so once the holiday buzz dies down, let us know.

Also, I can't remember a time I DIDN'T know Evan was the older one. I think it's partially because Evan's always been so much bigger than me and partially because our personalities fit the middle and youngest child respectively better. (Evan was a mediator and I was bratty.) And then when we got older people started thinking it was the other way around (Evan held back and was timid, I was always blaring out first), but the people who asked about it always seemed to care more than we did. Maybe it was the boy/girl thing, though, or maybe it was just because Evan's always been much less stubborn, or maybe it was because I took every milestone there was and beat him to it by a long shot (reading? shoe-tying? talking? tooth-losing? Got his ass kicked). In fact, one of my proudest memories was when I was old enough to realized that I had an underwear drawer and Evan was still using diapers. Sucker. So what if his feet were about three sizes bigger than mine and he was about ten pounds heavier and two inches taller? I had underwear! Hah!

It all ends up evening out, though. Now I (mostly) feel older and Evan feels younger, but he says the same thing about me (which, I don't know why, I always end up being the one that does the advising and older sibling duties and he does all the younger sibling ones. I 

guess it helps that he can look really really down on me.) I don't think it'll ever really get to the girls' head either way. After all, how many minutes older than Clio is Elsa? If you ever see Elsa lording, my suggestion would be to sit her down with an egg timer, set it to the exact number of minutes she is older than Clio, and then tell her that's how much older she is and so clearly it's no big. Of course, that might be logic beyond her when she's about two, but please, she's a Mooklet. I've got faith in her cognitive abilities.
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