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Femail real life

& [ O'CLOCK on Sunday evening
and I'm waiting for a knock at the
o, front door with a mixture of
oA dread and anticipation. I am
1 extremely nervous and have been
<o snapping at my husband, Simon,
all afternoon. He, sensible man, has
taken refuge at the gym to leave me to
deal with this frightening visitor: Paula
the night nanny.
Frightening? Surely night nannies are large-
hosu%ned lages whc{y wi]!gcu:idte tiny babieggfﬁ
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sleep while their shattered mums get a few hours
desperately-needed shut-eye. Not this nanny.
Paula is here to 'sleep train’ my baby.

Osian is six months old and an absolute
delight. He smiles when we play peek-a-boo,
langhs right on cue when his big brother Caeo
(two-and-a-half) tickles him and lurches

around andcaringl}vl in his baby walker while I
run argund the house trying to keep the
domestic chaos at bay.

What Osian does not do is sleep at night., Or at
least for anything more than two hours at a time,
when he wakes and demands my bosom for a
guick feed to get him back to sleep for the next
two hours.

The character Sue in Ben Elton's BBC sitcom
Blessed brilliantly describes this constant
feeding cycle: "We used to go out to the pub ...
now I am the pub.’

I have taken to giving in and letting him sleep in
my bed while Simon retreats to the spare room,

The silly thing is that I should know
better: Cago was the same, and did not
sleep a full night until he was almost
two — by which time Osian was due to
make his appearance in the world and
condemn me to begin this sleep-
deprived hell all over again,

Sleep deprivation, as any parent will
tell you, is an evil thing.

I remember a friend — a new
mother — telling me that she had
never truly understood the concept
of being so tired you could barely
function. I was puzzled.

I looked back on my years spent in
London, where I worked and partied
in fairly equal quantities, and
thought that if I could manage to go
clubbing until 3am and still be on
the Tube to work at 8am, T could
certainly cope with motherhood.

After all, I wouldn't have to do
anything strenuous or mentally Laxing
during the day and I could sleep
whenever my baby slept.

Caeo proved me hideously wrong. He
refused to sleep during the day except
for the odd power nap alter a feed, and
demanded my attention at least every
two hours at night.

This time around, the final straw
came when I tried to remove my
mascara with hair conditioner (the
bottles looked similar in my semi-
comatose state).

The result: sore red eves and well
conditioned eyvelashes. There could he
no more beating about the bush — I
needed sleep and I needed someon
to help me get it ¢

There will he people reading this
who find my attitude ridiculous, My
father, the presenter John Humphiys,
was one of them.

When I told him I was considering
employing a nanny to help get Osian
on the path to regular sleep, he
reacted a bit like he does when some
hapless politician tries to duck his
questions on the Today programme,

What he said was: "Just leave him to
cry — it won't do him any harm,” What
he meant was: ‘Don't be 50 bloody
daft!” Part of me knew he was right —
It only a very small part of me.

M E HAD made endless
4 attempts at Lhe ‘controlled
1 crying technigue with Caeo,
and they always ended with
me in the kitchen doing a
lot of not very cnnt.mlh;rd

o BY erying and berating Simon
for telling me it would be ‘worth it in
the long run'.

S0 here I am, awaiting the magic of
Paula, who has been dispatehed to me
by an agency — called, appropriately,
Night Nannies — and who holds an
NMNERB diploma in childeare.

I have warned her that I am not
prepared to merely shut the door and
tolerate the screaming, and rather
hope that she might have some magic
technigue which has, until now, been
a very closely guarded secret from all
mothers.

The hour of judgment arrives at
G.10pm, and I take Paula upstairs for
the boys' evening bath, Paula is in her
mid-30s, petite and dressed in a sensi-
ble jumper and trousers. I guess there's
no point being a plamourpuss ifyou are
going to end up covered in baby sick,

I am bafMed when, within minutes of
getting into his bath, which he usually
adores, Oslan is sereaming,

Obviously my darling boy has seen
this strange woman and realised —
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with that bizarre sixth sense that only
babies and animals have — that she
means trouble. Bathtime over, I give
him his bedtime feed and hand him
over to Paula.

It feels strange to be walking out of
Osian's bedroom before I have placed
him gingerly in his cot, tryving not to
rouse him after he has fallen asleep at
my breast,

In fact, I now discover that this is
Rule Number One: always place baby
in cot while wide awake.

I've always known this is the theory,
of course — if he wakes in the night, he
will remember he has gone to sleep in
his eot. and will recognise his surround-
ings instead of thinking: ‘How did I get
here? The last thing I remember was
being snuggled up to my mum,”

I retreat into Caeo's room and read
his bedtime stories while listening for
a sereaming Osian. Amagingly, I don't
hear anything more than a few
whimpers, and then all is quiet.

At 7.15pm, Paula appears on the
landing and I suddenly think that this
might not be so bad after all.

At 9.45pm, Osian is awake, and
because I have not appeared within
the 30 seconds it usually takes to drop
whatever I am doing (often my supper)
and offer my breast, he is hysterical

s AULA relents and says he can
dhave a bottle this time, but
inzists he must then go until
2 the morning without being fed
or taken out of his eot, This is
all quite alarming. He refuses
&l Lhe bottle that Paula offers him
as he is now too distraught.

I quietly suggest that I give him his
bottle 5o at least I know he will not be
cryving out in hunger the next time he
wakes.

But Osian is now too upset to take a
bottle from anyone and is very vocally
demanding a breast feed. Paula allows
me to feed him, although I detect a
distinet air of disapproval, (She has
already got me sussed — I am weak
and far too emotionally involved,)

Osian finishes feeding and is
instantly asleep, still eradled in my
arms. Unfortunately, this is not
allowed under Rule Number One.
Paula firmly insists that T wake him
before he is placed in his cot.

S0 into his cot he goes, now wide
awake and baffled at this change of
routine, and the hell of our frst nizht
of sleep training begins.

My beautiful child begins to sob —
and more. He retches, moans, coughs
and screams for a solid 55 minutes.

‘This is absurd. I am effectively paying
someone to torture my baby, I retreat
to the back garden to cscape the noise
that is tearing me apart,

What I really, really want to do is
march up to his room, shove Paula
aside and grab my son. After all, he
only wants to join me in my cosy bhed
and suckle until he doses off. Surely I
can't deny him that?

But I know if'1 give in this time, there
will be no sleep for me for the next 18
months. And I can't face that.

At 11.10pm he is Minally asleep, and
Paula has another go at giving Osian
his bottle, this time using the
‘dreamfeed’ technigue,

Onee baby is asleep, you gently pick
him up and he will almost literally
drink in his sleep, Iam terrified that we
will have the sereaming all over again,
but he drinks and setiles in seconds.

But at Zam, Osian Is awake and
crying. Now he will not get milk or
euddles, This time, the howling is nol
quite as desperate, although it
continues for 30 minutes,

AL 3. 10am, he cries again, off and on
for an hour, but settles in between, At
5.20am he eries for 12 minutes, and
wakes, finally, at Tam.

On the second night I go out lor
supper, with instructions from Simon
Lo stay out as long as possible so 1
don’t get upset.

Although Osian cries for 25 minutes
at Tpm, the rest of the night goes







