
Babies on the Brain 

 

          From a young age, I knew I wanted to be a mother. Even though I didn’t necessary idolize 

my own mother or want to be like her, I was infatuated with all things “baby.” At various points 

in my life, this interest took different forms, but the one constant is that babies have always been 

on my mind. When it was time to choose a career, I wanted to find a job that honored this 

passion but also gave me enough flexibility to be a good parent myself. My parents run their own 

business, so I’ve always been comfortable with the idea of entrepreneurship. With these factors 

in mind, I eventually decided that I would like to start my own business, a business that focuses 

on the needs of babies and young children. 

            I was four years old when my parents brought my baby brother home. It was love at first 

sight. I loved his tiny hands, his sleepy eyes and his sweet baby breath. Our family photo albums 

show me holding him carefully, beaming from ear to ear. “My baby,” I called him. 

          I was seven years old ––my brother already a big three-year-old–– when our neighbors 

brought home their new baby. I was elated. Almost every day, I knocked at their door, asking to 

help out. Bless their hearts, they almost always invited me inside to hold baby Ava. I continued 

to visit and grow closer to Ava until her family moved three years later. By that time, lucky for 

me, my aunt had twins. Although she lived in Portland, over an hour away from our house, our 

families often visited. Always, during these visits, I spent my time with the babies. 

           In middle school, I was finally old enough to actually babysit. I babysat for the babies and 

children of neighbors and teachers. Although sometimes it was exhausting, I loved it!  I loved to 

play with children and to read stories to them. I loved how grown-up it made me feel. I liked 

watching them learn. I liked their questions and their excitement for the world. 



During high school, I began teaching dance class to three and four year olds. Children dance the 

same way they draw. They dance without worrying about whether what they are doing is right or 

wrong. They dance because it’s fun. They don’t worry about what dance is; they discover what it 

is while they are doing it. 

             In high school, I found myself teaching children dance, babysitting several nights a week 

––even, occasionally, staying overnight when parents were out of town –- and, at home, helping 

with my younger brother. My parents began to worry that I was exhausting myself and that I 

might not have enough time for my schoolwork. Was I jeopardizing my grades and the 

possibility of going to the college of my choice? 

           It was during a discussion with my parents that I realized these jobs weren’t simply 

something to do until I was older and could get on with my real pursuits. I wanted to work with 

children and their parents, not just because it’s the kind of work available to young girls, but 

because it’s my vocation.  

I was lucky to know, at such a young age, what field I wanted to pursue. Even so, it 

hasn’t been a straight path. Instead of going to college after high school, I joined the Army. I 

liked the teamwork and the challenge of the military, but I knew it wasn’t my life work. While I 

was in the Army, I met my husband. We began living together and planning our lives. We both 

wanted children and often talked about when the “right time” would be. Finally, we realized that 

the perfect time never comes. No matter how long  someone waits, they never have enough 

money, the right jobs or the right mental preparation. So before I knew it, I was twenty-one years 

old, pregnant and loving life. 

          Immediately, I began to research my heart out. I studied the internet, learning all I could 

about pregnancy, birth, nursing, cloth diapers, bottles, bedding, outfits, car seats, toys, books, 



and on and on. I upgraded to Amazon Prime because I wanted all my baby’s things now. I 

prepared the nursery, and our home quickly filled with baby products. 

            Of course, dreaming of being a parent is very different from the reality. It’s not all 

snuggling with your baby and watching her sleep. It’s like falling madly in love–– but it’s also 

hard. Babies are demanding and impatient. They want to be fed, to be changed and held and 

rocked, often in the middle of the night. Early parenthood is tiresome, constant and sometimes 

frustrating, but I came to believe that with the right tools, knowledge, and resources, everyone 

can succeed and even retain a level of sanity and happiness. 

              As I thought about my experience, I decided I’d like to start my own business, a store 

for new parents, designed to make parenting easier. I want to provide not only a place where they 

know they can find the best products for their babies and children but also answers to their 

questions. 

            One of the first challenges for a new mother is breastfeeding. With that in mind, I decided 

to become an International Board Certified Lactation Consultant (IBCLC). This is someone who 

supports mothers as they become comfortable nursing their babies. The requirements for this 

certification are fourteen different college classes, 1,000 hours observing and hands-on 

experience with mothers and their babies, and a final qualifying examination. I plan to take the 

necessary classes to become certified as an IBCLC. I’m beginning by taking my core classes 

here at Linn-Benton Community College. 

         In order to complete the required training hours, I will attend meetings with other moms 

and lactation consultants such as La Leche League, a group whose mission is to “help mothers 

worldwide to breastfeed through mother-to-mother support, encouragement, and education, and 



to promote a better understanding of breastfeeding as an important element in the healthy 

development of the baby and mother” (La Leche). 

         I will finish a degree in business administration and, with the help of my parents, develop a 

business plan. I will also continue to gather information, training, and differing opinions on 

products that parents find helpful. 

          In ten years, I hope to have one or two more children and, at the same time, be a successful 

businesswoman. I want parents to come to my store for their baby products, knowing they can 

trust me. I want new mothers to use me as a resource for all questions baby.  I want to engage 

with my community by supporting families and helping mothers and fathers be better parents. 
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