‘OUR BIGGEST LITTLE HERO’

Excerpt

"Where is my husband? I need Charlie, please help me find Charlie." I cried, "I can’t do this without him." I needed his reassurance and presence desperately.

"We don’t have time to scrub him in, dear. He is watching from that mirrored window over there." A kind nurse pointed in his direction. I wanted to hold my hand out to him as if to touch him, but I couldn’t even see him. Suddenly, out of all the tragedy, I was embarrassed that my naked, well-rounded behind was available for full view to my husband, as the anesthesiologist finished the spinal block. It seems funny to me now that I felt that way with all that was going on.

The oxygen mask was suffocating me, or so I felt. I unconsciously kept pulling it off. I felt that I was hyperventilating myself enough and it didn’t matter. Finally someone replaced it with a canilla, a nose tube that provides extra oxygen. 

I prayed out loud to Jesus during the incision. I know that the nurses and doctors thought I was crazy, but I had to pray non-stop to Jesus to keep my sanity. I also know I often said words no one understood, making myself look more like a kook. The doctor had said the baby would be three to five pounds, and I instinctively felt he would be okay if this was so. I calmed down a little. The anesthesiologist was very comforting. I asked if there was anyone in the room who believed in God. A nurse stepped forward and sat face to face with me as I continued to pray.

Meanwhile, Charlie was in a state. He didn’t want to leave my side, but they wouldn’t let him scrub in. Poor Charlie was petrified as these events took place. He was led to a room where he could watch from the window. He couldn’t look at the medical aspects of seeing his wife cut open with knives and such, and turned his head many times as he wiped tears from his eyes. There was a phone right next to him. He picked it up and called my parents.

"Mom," he cried, "they are taking the baby now. I can’t do this alone. Please come here now." My once strong husband was now reduced to tears. To his relief, my mom agreed to make the hour and a half trip in just under an hour. As he turned his head from the phone, he saw his tiny son being pulled from my womb and held up in the air. Charlie had nothing to compare size to, since he had never been a father before, but this did not look like a baby, only a tiny, gray, bird. Elation overtook him as he thought he heard our baby cry out. Later we were told the baby did not cry or make any noise. I think our minds tell us what we want to hear.

"Is he out? How is he? Is he breathing? Why isn’t he crying?" I pleaded for answers as my concern for the both of us changed to just concern for him. The nurses were very quiet and my praying nurse left my side, as she was now the baby’s nurse. I exhaled a sigh of grief, no longer fighting the inevitable thing that just happened; now only grieving for the baby boy I couldn’t see or hear. With no real answers from the medical staff that hovered around my miniscule infant, I shouted, "IS HE ALIVE?!" 

