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Editor's Note: While passing out information to a mother on the "Infant Intervention 

Project" at "The Parent Show" last fall, another mother tentatively caught my 

attention. 'If I may interrupt" she started, "that program saved my life!" Eager to hear 

first hand of the "Watch, Wait, and Wonder" program at the C.M. Hincks Treatment 

Centre (another name for the "Infant Intervention Project"), I asked her about her 

experience. Julie Bedard has graciously agreed to share her story with Parent to 

Parent readers. 

My Brutally Honest Story 
by Julie Bedard 

"Most women do not talk about the need to keep a child safe from 

one very serious threat - their own impulses to hurt that child. 

However temporary these urges are, women have enormous guilt 

about their vengeful feelings toward their children. Frequently, 

mothers become depressed rather than face those feelings." 

The Myth of the Bad Mother by Jane Swigart P217 

 

"He whines, he cries, he doesn't sleep at night. He's up every hour wanting to 

nurse. He won't nap during the day. As soon as I lay him down his eyes pop open 

and he starts crying all over again. During the day when I'm trying to get work done 

around the house he walks behind me literally clinging to my pant legs. We do 

absolutely everything we can think of to make him happy. Nothing seems to work. 

We've eliminated every possibility; is he tired, hungry, teething, bored, wet, is he in 

some pain, does he have food allergies...? 

 

This is how I described my second son (then 10 months old) over the phone to M. L. 

of the C.M. Hincks Treatment Centre. I had come across a small advertisement in a 

local paper that stated something in regards to an "Infant Intervention Study” for 

mothers and their babies. I wasn't sure what it was about or if it could help. I just 

knew I needed to change the atmosphere around my home. 

 

It's always hard as a parent to admit that you need help. I believed that taking care 

of a child was, for the most part, based on instinct. Everything I needed to know 

would come to me through divine intervention. That's how it had seemed to work 

with my first son (now 2 1/2 years old). I knew what every little cry meant. We had a 

solid bond with no communication problems. We clicked! 
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AND THEN CAME Sean! However and wherever our difficulties began is hard to 

pinpoint. I seemed to notice a problem at about 7 months of age (when he started 

crawling). I had read all the books. I knew to expect certain anxieties that Sean may 

be experiencing at this stage etc. etc. etc. But the relentless crying, whining, clinging, 

sleeplessness was beyond anything the books could advise on. I really felt I needed 

to talk to someone, so, with that notion; we went to meet with E. M. and M. L. 

 

Describing our home situation to strangers was difficult. It was really very 

frightening thinking that someone might tell us what we were doing was wrong, or 

to put pressure on us to do things differently. Although things were not going well, I 

felt positively and strongly about my parenting style -- and I certainly did not want 

some "professional" telling me to change. 

 

Admitting my concerns that I felt everything I had strived for - the warmth, 

tranquility, laughter and most of all, the FUN was gone from our home - was 

very hard. But it was true. I experienced none of these qualities as a parent 

anymore. I dreaded each day to the point where it was difficult to get out of bed 

in the morning. Would Sean cling and whine all day? Would I get a 5 minute 

break? Would my other son get the attention he needed? Would I ever again get 2 

hours of uninterrupted sleep? What was wrong with this child ... or worse yet, 

what if these professionals said something was wrong with this child's parents?? 

After spilling our guts we asked E. and M. if they thought they could help. "Yes", 

they assured us, "you're in the right place." 

 

E. explained the "Watch, Wait, and Wonder Program"- and the research study 

associated with that program. First they would do some developmental tests on 

Sean to see what stage he was at. Then, once a week, for 1 hour, Sean and I would 

play on the floor with toys that were provided. E. would sit quietly to the side without 

any involvement. I was not to initiate any play. I was to follow Sean's lead and “watch, 

wait, and wonder". Then for the second half hour E. and I would discuss what had 

occurred during the play time. What did I see in Sean's behaviour? What did I think 

he might be trying to do? How did I feel when he acted in this particular manner and 

so on? All of this would be filmed (with our consent) on hidden cameras, so Sean's 

and my play could be studied further for research purposes. 

 

I recall the first session as being stressful and I was worried about the discussion with 

E. I remember Sean being very aggressive, with little attention span. Toys were 

flying everywhere. Although Sean was pretty difficult at times, the discussions that 

followed our play time were not. I was not told I had done things wrong. Never did E. 

suggest I should do things differently. Rather, she asked lots of questions, and 

helped me figure out some of what mattered to Sean by helping me notice his 

actions or behaviour that I may have overlooked. She gently urged me to consider 

particular things he had done. After some time, things he had done many times 

before began to take on new meaning and I was better able to understand his 
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needs. 

 

For example, before I understood how badly he needed my undivided attention for 

some period of time throughout the day, I simply could not get him to go to sleep. If 

he did get to sleep, he awoke crying after a short while. Often, he would only sleep 

in the back pack, being carried all day. Once I started making sure he had more of 

my attention each day by actually playing with him regularly, he became much, 

much calmer. He willingly went to sleep, napped for long periods and woke up 

happy and cheerful. 

 

In the sessions that followed, he began to enjoy playing more and would be quite 

contented to play along side of me, that was, until it was time to speak to E. A 

common pattern emerged with Sean. When it came time to discuss the half hour 

play time with E., Sean would run over to me immediately, start pulling my shirt and 

wanting to nurse. I would nurse him, as I always did, but in discussions with E., I 

began to realize that Sean, although comforted momentarily from the nursing, did not 

seem happy and content in general. In fact, he was just the opposite. Also, his wish 

to nurse at this point did not seem motivated by hunger, fear, fatigue, but rather an 

angry, rather hostile, demanding attitude. We explored many aspects of the nursing 

-what it might mean to Sean, what it meant to me. I began to realise that by nursing 

constantly, I had not learned to comfort Sean in other ways - with my arms, my 

heart, my voice, my hugs. I had only learned to sooth him in one way and in the long 

run, he was not very soothed at all. I was encouraging him to turn to my milk rather 

than to me for comfort. It may seem that my milk and I are the same thing, but 

somehow it wasn't the same. 

 

I came to realize that I often felt exasperated, even angry when I offered Sean my 

breast. He seemed to be wanting too much of me and deep down, almost 

unnoticeably I felt hostile towards him -- especially those times when he came to me 

with a demanding, hostile, attitude. Outwardly wanting so very badly to show my 

son that he was loved, inwardly, sensing my anger and feeling guilty for it (shouldn't 

you ALWAYS love your child ??), meant I wanted to nurse him all the more. I was 

trying to make sure he would never feel my hidden resentment and anger. At times, 

my breasts felt almost like plugs that I could shove in to make him stop crying. 

 

I realized that sometimes (certainly not always) the nursing had become a way of 

trying to hide these hateful feelings within myself. On the surface, by nursing Sean I 

believed I was giving him my unconditional love, but as I began to explore these 

issues with E. I began to realise there is a deeper level. I actually was feeling 

quite hostile towards him when nursing so my breast was not offered with love, 

but rather in exasperation. With this painful insight, I started to try and find ways of 

comforting my baby that would not express my hidden resentments and would let 

him know that I really loved him. 
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Making this change was very difficult for both of us. I first tried it in a session with E. 

Trying to get him away from my breast and used to another type of comforting made 

Sean very angry - he hit me, he wouldn't want to be put down, he wouldn't calm 

down in my arms. He cried and fought with me. I was terribly tense and felt near 

tears with futility. E. encouraged me to keep trying to find a new way that would work 

for both of us and for at least 25 minutes this struggle continued. Eventually 

Sean fell asleep -- in my arms. Exhausted - yes - but connecting with me and in a 

new way. I wonder if, in fact, Sean's recognition of my hidden (or perhaps not as 

hidden as I thought) hostility was what made him so very demanding of me and 

making such demands on my breast. I think he was desperate to get as much of me 

as he could because somehow he knew what he was getting was not "quite right". 

 

The weekly sessions with E provided the opportunity to explore so many issues. I 

could see plainly how much Sean needed and loved individual attention from me. He 

began to respond differently to me as I learned to understand what he needed more 

clearly. I began to see Sean not only as a funny, smart, affectionate little boy, but I 

also saw very little of the aggression that was so prevalent prior to our starting in the 

program. In fact, I began to discover that Sean was a perfectly normal child. It wasn't 

him with the problem, it was me!! This discovery was the key to our re-connecting. 

 

My fears coming into the program - that it WAS me - had come to pass, but gaining 

this insight had not been the threatening experience I had feared. E. somehow let 

me find the answers myself, in my own time and in my own way. I do not ever 

remember her directing me in any particular way; instead, I think SHE was watching, 

waiting, and wondering to see how I might like to use her expertise. 

 

It was interesting to see Sean adjust to my efforts to comfort him in new ways -- 

and my increased desire to comfort him as he stopped making such unbearable 

demands on me. It has been months since he has nursed during the day (except if 

he has been sick). Whenever he asks, I say, "Ok, but let’s read a story first." By the 

time we read for a few minutes, he is happily off exploring something else, the 

nursing forgotten. His insistence that he get ME, all of ME is now, largely a 

behaviour from the past. 

 

I've somehow been able to differentiate when his nursing (and my willingness to 

nurse) is based on a loving feeling rather than a hostile one. Of course, this is only one 

aspect of our relationship that I've understood in a new way. I will try and summarize (in 

no particular order) what I learned about Sean and myself (with the help of E. and the 

"Infant Intervention Study"). 

 

SENSITIVITY: The most important thing I learned was how sensitive Sean was to my 

moods and emotions. If I was stressed out, then he would be also. It was as though he 

could feel the tension in my arms and body and hear it in my voice when I held him. He 

would react by crying or whining. He was uncomfortable and couldn't relax enough to 
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fall asleep because he was being held by someone who wasn't relaxed. But why was I 

so tense? Why was I constantly at my wits end? 

 

RESENTMENT: When Sean arrived, he came right into the middle of a wonderful 

relationship between my first son, Joseph and me. (Joseph was 1/2 years old when 

Sean was born.) Joseph was a very contented baby. We did everything together. We 

just had a lot of fun together. During my (unplanned) second pregnancy, I was quite 

worried about the changes a second baby would bring and honestly, I wasn't sure I 

wanted those changes. So, when Sean came home I tried very hard to keep up the 

same schedule I had before and that is where the trouble began. Without realizing it, I 

had been shutting Sean out. I didn't like it that he was taking up all my time (as 

newborns do) and I just didn't know how to balance it all - baby, toddler, husband, 

housework, and myself!! I was over-whelmed. Well-meaning friends tried to help but 

this made me feel that THEY thought I couldn't handle these two children myself. This in 

turn fed my own doubts, making me run around frantically trying to do all and be all 

and somewhere in the back of my mind, blaming Sean for everything going wrong. 

  

ANGER: I was so angry at times that I thought I might hurt someone. I could literally 

feel the urge to strike out in my fingertips and hands. This scared me. I didn't like this 

intensity of anger. What sort of a person am I turning into I wondered? What is this baby 

making me become? Again, more angry feelings towards Sean. I simply did not know 

how to handle this depth of rage. When I felt this way, I would put Sean into the crib, 

screaming, and close the door until I could calm down and let my rage subside. 

As I learned in my work with E., Sean was not the CAUSE of this anger, but merely the 

catalyst. With each new stress in our lives (and a new baby certainly adds stress) our 

repressed rage from the past becomes more difficult to keep "out of sight, out of mind". 

In our initial visit, E. asked about my husband's and my family history. 

 

I told her how my parents were when I was growing up and how I was afraid I would 

become like them. My own mother left me and my five brothers and sisters when I was 

six years old. My father raised us for a few years with the help of my 14 year old sister. 

We basically took care of ourselves since our father was working most of the time 

trying to support us. Then he married a horribly strict woman who believed in corporal 

punishment. She was physically, emotionally and verbally abusive. Not a day went by 

in that house where someone wasn't being thrown around.  
 

 

I therefore, had no idea where to begin with my own children. I was afraid of my own 

anger and was trying to control it. I have never hurt the children and I know I never will. 

But as much as I wish it was not true, I FEEL like striking out at times. At the same 

time, I was more worried that in trying so hard NOT to be like my step-mother that I 

would be ineffective in matters of discipline and would spoil my children. This pressure 

and worry built up to the point where I knew I needed help to sort it out and am very 
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grateful to have found "The Infant Intervention Project – Watch, Wait, and Wonder". 

I no longer ask of Sean, "Why are you doing this to me?" Instead I stop and ask, 

"Ok, Sean is starting to act in his old way. Could it be something I'm doing, or in fact, 

is he struggling with an issue of his own?"The answer is never easily apparent. Of 

course, he sometimes wants more from me than I can give - he's a baby. Sometimes I 

cannot give as much as he is entitled to - I am human and have lots of shortcomings. 

 

Overall, though, we are so very much happier and I have far more tools to work with 

now to try and understand not only Sean, but Joseph, my husband and myself. I keep 

reminding myself who is the adult and who are the children. I try to really listen to the 

children. I get down on the floor with them and try to allow myself to be led into their 

world so I can remember and appreciate what parenting is all about.  

* The C. M. Hincks Institute 114 

Maitland Street, Toronto M4Y I El (416) 972-1935 ext 3250 or 3330, is available to 

help mothers with babies with sleeping, eating or irritability problems. Parents are 

welcome from outside Toronto as well as within Metro. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


