
Rebirth  

I’m watching Donahue; Colby is playing on his rocking horse. Suddenly Phil begins to pirouette 

on T.V., trying to grasp the finer points of a triple axle. He gets off his horse and begins to mimic 

Phil. When the audience claps, so does he. Next, he runs to me for an approving hug, leaping 

into my lap. I squeeze him and ruffle his soft blond hair. He sports a pageboy these days. Then 

he returns to his play as if nothing happened. Only a few months earlier this funny little being 

was the source of a great deal of angst for me. My infant brought me to the absolute lowest point 

in my life.   

Today is January 17th; he is fourteen months old. I remember when I would celebrate the 17th of 

every month, turning the page on his first-year calendar, sighing with relief. The cause of my 

angst was simple, I had an atypical infant; he was an enigma wrapped up in a conundrum.  

I often thought, “Is this really my baby?” That thought bowling me over with despair. The cause 

of his angst took months to unravel and required lots of walking. Driving too; hours of driving.  

Colby’s life was never threated by a ghastly disease. He was just inconsolable. On a daily, he 

cried non-stop for hours. Sometimes during the day, sometimes at night, sometimes both day and 

night. I was told it was colic. After the expiration date for colic came and went, I became 

desperate and anxious. I couldn’t help my child, doubting my ability to be this baby’s mother.  

Diet change after diet change brought no relief. I blamed myself; I stopped nursing after only 

trying for a month. Guilt became my constant companion. He fell victim to cold after cold. He 

developed asthma and was plagued by ear infections. The sicker he got, the deeper the roots of 

my guilt grew.  

Six month old, and he slept less. Another ear infection; another bout of asthma. My husband and 

I walked thousands of steps from one end of our house to other, night after night. Car rides to get 



him back to sleep became commonplace. Another diet change; still no results. Desperation 

collected in my soul. Anxiety gnawed at me. Would he ever be happy?  

People came to help, to give us a break. The more he was passed around, the more inconsolable 

he became. The wonderful breaks we got caused him greater unhappiness. More car rides and 

more tears. Now I’m beginning to feel useless; I can’t help my boy. I need to fix my baby. He 

mystifies the M.D.s.  

I’ve had enough! I’m tired of feeling useless. Colby is sick again, so I tap into my analytical side. 

I find it buried under the debris of uncertainty and self-loathing, and I begin to research. After 

finding a book about food allergies, his formula is changed, and he begins to feel better. Relief! 

He sleeps, and the whole house sleeps. He slowly emerges from his mummification of misery. 

I find an article, after the fact, explaining “Immature Shutdown Reflex” in babies. The essence is 

babies afflicted with this problem can’t calm themselves when overstimulated. They don’t have 

filters to shut out stimulants. Looking back, I remembered when we had a quiet day together he 

had a relatively quiet night. Christmas day, at the early age of six weeks, begat the nightmare 

after Christmas for our fledgling family. Based on his prior behavior, it’s clear he had this 

affliction.  

Even though I discovered this when he was 9 months old, I noticed he still become 

overstimulated from time to time. His fits weren’t as sinister as when he was an infant, though. 

He was developing coping mechanisms. My husband and I now knew how to help him; we 

needed to keep it light. Change his diet gradually. Keep visits to a minimum. Let him take his 

time. Following our lifestyle change, in a matter of months he developed the most outrageous 

personality; funny, outgoing, and a bit audacious. He finally became the gregarious little boy I 

knew I gave birth to.  


