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v I there.

Onee again, | nearly called if gur?‘!‘ o Z8C. As Avaust [cemed and iF
was fime +o do anrther iscue, & Sinking feeling came dver me. [ didn't fike it

o/ f*ﬂrféc{ this zine becawse | wanted o deciment & share my lte. /e
3u:‘cfc/y a0t Fakmalaic, and Lolks feemed enyey it, s 1 kept going.
Our vorcations, my kids, midwifery, Geek Doddy, metherhosd: i+ beganto Z?ee/
fike afi | ever dicd was brag or complain... but, hey, /s my Zine, n'jj.f?

eThen +wi hings heppened that set me spinning in very difevent ways:
One was Nell 5%0(""5}’;'6" ﬁu’m‘{’.}"'ﬂ W;?éf mf-ﬁf Wj?; mfm aéam‘}:'{'
later in Fhis Issue, but the ;m‘ of i+ is Hhis: if my very sest Lriond
bc’gmdgef me my (nov) Charmed & blessed [iFe, then how do my readers -

mamay, st of them, Feel when they hear me Camplain in ane breath
and {falk aboat my [ive-in nanny the next? How rmany sthers are

55%?_? sn A kench of anger & resentment?

o The tTher event was a morce positive one: | war at @ werkshoy in
California (Karen Sfrangei Newborn Resus clags, @ ruet-have far BNYONE
in the business; www. Rewbornbreath.com) and ene of the other gals,
a lwely yﬂhﬁ wemin, recognized me and waxed e{aﬁugnf’ about how

weal my 2ine i, €. [t kved in the Game fown’ well be best ol forendls
561'9 ascared me, She folf she bnew me So well. Thi was jncredibly

Flatlesing and sweet... and [f wademe & bit sad,4eo. | realized that

alhough | b bare Some gspects of my Seul here, it ir only & Feeny smidge
of me. There are se many stories | hawent Foldy will neve, fell - either
é@c“m{.ﬁ! / cannot bear fo wnte rllygm, o éac(m_;c, M@y /4 Jﬂfgnf oF Clen
alienate Some of you, |f mademe sad becaunse | stavted Z8C Jobe a
Creative outlet where | could pour my Soul~ but intfead (¥ has become
4 Jelf-censored little showplace. -
o 4 Secret: | dont always have funny Stovies £o fell, because | dont abyt

preds '/hr'nj; Lhat way. | dw'f always wanf fr)' draw (ifffe ?Itfkl’é’.f‘ﬁ/
evewything. | dont aboays want- o enfertain. i sonry.

d 56 T%f&' /$Sue, !/ de fo Ae// w}#v !‘f‘. /f'} o hha bc wfmf 1K qunna [;e.
1y to follow the formula... put j FS of i+ pIss Yo off or

e &9“ cut or offend you or whatever - fhati a chance {11 have
fo ke . Mayhe !m‘!l even enjy it. Who bnous?

o [m nd ;fin to fell all. | cant And foo much of wiat veally gpes
on 5 )1 Plain ol boring. Buf it yon ave reslly intereded
veu can always chede aq‘? my LJ. Ysername: 24 hourrmainn,

Dent Say ! didn't warn you. Be wetl, all. X0 féi |
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BECOMING A MIDWIFE IN 10 EASY YEARS

l S{'ﬁv”c&, 'an. Nc{{ S{-ay [qsf’ rssue ahcf -H«eh Ske bt’oke U/)
with me IRL and 5o 'now | dont really feel like Fmﬁl/ung
that S+ory, lm sorry. [n @ nufshell: we bonded over a very
bad, majorly piis-handled (by Aqnes) bivth, and then we
Falked on the Fhane aF  loast 0'266’ a wee[c (and vicited
when we COM{J) far Fen 7em after that End aﬁ J"/'oly

So leF me backivack a bit. Remember that ve Firet bivth
[ went to? Ussue#ﬂ That 3-day long ovdeal Yhat ended
th 4 Cé’deeaH Section) We{ affer that | was 5_‘_1_1 Sthre
[ wanted Tp be a midwite ... and | needed 1o see a bivth.
Back in m:dw:Fu School l had drawn Up 4 curvicilum #

1y

childbivth ed clag -)Cur wemen Who were refensmuishing
babies for adoption- 4 subject near & dear %D eavt |

decided 4o make the leap and [ bfjran fo romfe " _re/f
+o local adoption a cies & attorneys’ as a ;”W"{'é Chl c(bm”«

educator 4 !abor support £or heir clients. M Giret clipnt
haﬁp;’i\(ﬁd very c?)mddy 72; 19 year—a/d sﬂree%ylf_id ndmedﬂ/(n‘s

| met hey for lunch downtown and we instantl
bonded. Af once clemure & sweet, <avvy ﬁm—ﬁmg ) /2,//;:

me awny with her infelligence and mahurity.
To say :hed been Jhrou 17 o lof was an undetstatement. /in;/

here Jhe was, nearly nme months p jnan(' by a 9B/yJ e didnt
Pm‘hw(arfy Iile, f;vmﬁ i a hotel prvvrdec{ on the adqofwe
Pamnh' via Mc agency /affamz and plannirg to give vp the
Oh, did memham b yeme fal care?
Dy A/be/h’-f Ak yes. ,4 Compeﬁaﬂf OB with a PMS clinic - the
w im eveér uff m mom Masd J‘eaq% by —Me
q#vn ]Jr offce. n.s d farf"m/@d ka%he man - he
Coerned disres eetful, ma’a rmj Aftey we had
Jalleed awhile Km’ asked Lo come with her o her
next prenatal. I was haﬂyy '{'o .3



Meanwhile, Kris had nothing but +ime o
And 1;«md & read. She was 57%((/ oﬁh :efﬁon/}erl/jv,‘g ":;f/k” she, read.
about her cencerrs & her rights, d d She pade a | +ed y /m‘;
fw Dr. Alberts. fhmed with mf’wmﬂﬁah she Jeem;zf! e mm
&Wje_/f ”fﬁ“_ff'zfj thin when we first mé’?" and off we we::-a;o ﬂc;(;ndjlceﬂ /
at in the waiking roem o
his PMS c ni¢ cff 0493;' etrical ﬂ':;:ﬁfgmow} D/J:gf /jﬂ;”zf/ A S/Inne n
the Ph#v alburs Yhaf were lyin azaam{ ; ,Z o one of
Co,d Pimfo C?#t‘/r Pbméﬂ’ of ,DF /4‘/ t‘?i’-ﬁ' rMHan mfgd JW{ i
bd,y aftey bab /’Im"he deliveved. The mpﬂ:gr 7 udly, O/a/ega;)
W:n;/d ” ees 12 52}'_"6 o theom, That vas Ia}au{d .
ere Yina m,an atfer the u
a mc num cAose b}( Yiell," he mgj ﬂ;l; J?Crl.rA[ eres bafﬁfﬂ( ”
+hr’vu h her chart," you're due in fwo days... sa if P’:z? htmparfanﬂ)/
s baby by Monday, wel ]wl- have you 90 on in Zz{d WE;V;W pad oua
[:4He shot, a lite omeM et you 92'”13 ou mea;ave ITociy?"
Krrs Smoaf'h{}’ m{'e‘jf.’d'ed / 3" ”"f‘ be induced, |4 rather waik: " y
: ey, ¥ whateyer!" retovted Dr. A , P ym want 49'/1"‘1’- that risk!"
| f?(-o she Said. She had m‘her @:{c’ iens for hm, all of w;::d.
9 ooh-prohed (see befw dr own, he deaded 2hough
WS enovghy @ loves. Kis +ensed and
. oua{ dfj o the {ab e, askm
i vLast -/-m:e d'?
R me it realy art o
{af‘ | was wondesi
£ you could be more
gw{-{e this Hime.. [m

_ Juﬁ"SF thy Sersitve.”
ENSITIVE?"

he barlud, 4
he felf amund
m:rlde 2

“W}ﬂtﬂf’ '
- ﬂl"‘ﬁ ({f‘?zSSO
SENSITIVE -
abfw"-?h




(’Wl\dl’ is She SENS(HUE dbau””) "You Should -fry 98/1‘7” your
PROSTATE cheqeed,” he continued as he Finished”up His exam.
TNOBSDY [ikes THAT... well, maybe Hhose H!,j s domv /N SAN FRANSLY{Q
dont mind i¥.." he chuddecf Ze//

y mou open . This was Ve
moct unbelievable f’Dan‘or" (4 ex/er Seen. Kns and [ |ebf his
office in s:/ence Finally | said “Vou are NOT having your baby wifh
+hat man." And Kvis agread

But now what?

This s fhe doctor that %e B?em y sent her fo. The thought of
the ofher

zﬁi Cd l/“ nergble womén who eke P)ﬂﬂﬂm o
91!/6 np their

(oS bem Sent 4o this Incredibl mrem:fg/e madh
made mée Vldusemr ﬁﬁd Kris foti stuck of course. [he was

homeless, relying on the agenty +o falke care of hor.

But NOT [JawerPSS

{ cat{zd Gad Hart, the midwite in fown | most wanted ]Lo
work with. Calm, Jﬂh/hanf' enerous & wise, | had 7 hen st
her af engfﬁ on #re Lmne, xboafm mid wi, {fw
| called

about Kus, and che fmdff ¢t 7‘0 yeel- with
us. Kir felt Gomﬁm‘ﬂé/e with hawin hak iby at the hitel
or éomm(/y anywhere hui he hospital Lm% v. Plbets and

+he s0) C-section rate Frest-fime ‘mithets.

G‘Qf/ "“d fo do KH'SfﬂLMHp Hss fﬂ?fie ha_d érda e
Krir hag& with me, and Tava &€ 1 Zﬁd 7‘3%% a [iler fa 33
uiet but sassy y young woman with

blue oy and
chy smile. [t brohe”my heart 4o ﬂmk thgr a/me in that
hotel, waiting o that ba

bfﬁqm‘ She wcwn‘ even

f’
we deadw( wa 1, that’ we were ad j Kris. %’e ;AV)%?J
her 1‘0. come S'%a}/ wn’% Us, in our

H%zrm amd have her

oR 1Y Gos!
s o SPES GOING




There was only one [Hle problem... the agency. They were
FREAKING ouf. NO she /fﬂu/d NOT have Z hm{qeéf‘r{z ! They
Vhl‘g}nL [ose 1% e adoptive pavents (£ che did something [ile Fhat!
Hmm... No, o+ Sounded file they m:ﬁh:‘ lse the KICKBACK they
oy ok voueassire rangerient’ wih
. /in erioy undereStimated The a Ve parents,
who loved & tvusted k);/a*: and def:g wha%averaé_éﬁ,. jam‘d-
Ah, the delicate palance of power. One Phone call from Kris
fo the adiptive pawents, C&J, ard a deal was redched : fris
could have her birth the way she wanted, with Gail § Paté]
altending —but it had { he 4t & bivth cenfer. Wedl, that was
o asily armnged... dnd so Kris SetHed nto sur qxﬂfraom /i wait

(The rest of he §tory..{ PROMISE .- I 1SSUE - ﬁlz...W

FROM THE "WHAT You DON'T KNOW CAN HURT You |
UK What we Lesrned abouF Dv. Blbeats:

A few weews after dhe bivth, | rend in horver an i:h‘de,
n the \ocal paper. Dv. Aberts was oping 4o “ial or
MULTIPLE, charggs of molestation & tmpRoper Condugk,
broudnt lv his Jormer patiemts! AND, S was nd\'kinoj
new, e was ALREADY on Prebaven tor Lavlier 5
complaints, when he was ordeved +v always have o
‘witnegs! (Yne Pemale nurse ) in the voom tor AU
internal exoms. | WAS LINID. ) Sewt & Copy o the
achide and o vew masty letter o the aopm ~whe
va SURE KNBW about Dr. Alberds’ dirky Wiie secret,
\ WaS a Pq\\ad Yhot M\ug would So urwelly send
Yoo wimen o a kinown “sRxusal abnser. DD
NOT ANSWER MY LBER. o PHONE CALLS.,

Then ... a Sov weeks before his vl (he had \ong
since nod Wis medical Uicenge gus?exdeé he DIED
{68 o sheoke. So unfair, Bastard.
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Dear Andy,

I'm sure you never expected fo hear from me again...but here { am.
Remember? Certified __ __, 1986. You were Howard's shining star, his
right-hand boy, climbing up that promising corporate ladder. | was just
one of the swilchboard operators, teasing you about how often your wife
called — more than anyone else’s. You were so handsome and boyish
{vou wore a bowtie), and charismatic. | couldn't resist; | asked you out for
lunch, told you | wanted to have a fling with you. No romance, no
homewrecking, just a roll in the hay. That’s just the kind of girl | was
then, I'm ashamed to say. | was surprised that you were game... | felt
like 'd really accomplished something, to tempt you away from your
omnipresent wife. So, we flung.

The first time was at my south side apartment, in my pink bedroom.
We had very sweaty, fun, athletic sex... | remember thinking you were
showing off a bit, but it was still quite fun. | even wrote a poem about it.

The second time was at your apartment on the north side, just a few
blocks in from the Lake. Lea was out of town on business. You were
nervous, very tense about my being there. [ have a vivid memory of
standing in your dining/living room area while you talked to Lea on the
phone (did she call or did you cail her?) | was admiring your oh-so-arty
photo prints that are now classic 80's. One was three broken egg shells
with the insides spilled out, the yolks whole, in perfect primary colors. |
thought it was such a cool photo, so stylish and grown-up. Your whole
apartment was like that, black lacquered dining room set, leather
furniture. You were Jiving a high-class life even then; one that I could
only hope | would achieve.

Once in your bedroom you were even more tense — probably due to
the painfully obvious photo of Lea on the bedside stand. | was already
partially undressed when you said, “/ can’t do this. She’s my best friend.”
You sent me home, into the night and the unfamiliar neighborhood,
without so much as cab fare. Or maybe you offered me cab fare and |
refused it, not wanting to feel more like a whore than [ already did. | was
infuriated that you sent me away... your devotion to Lea was fouching,
but it hadn’t prevented you from rolling with me in MY hay, did it?
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To get even with you a few weeks later | told you my period was
late. You were icy cold, wanted nothing to do with me. You were angry.
Again you sent me away, telling me you'd pay for the abortion if it came
fo that, but otherwise you were done with me. | hated you for it
I probably made life difficult for you, knowing me, until you came up with
the brilliant scheme of telling me that you’d been diagnosed with cancer.
Oh, how I grieved! This beautiful, virile man, sexy, in his prime, struck
with such a horrible disease! | wrote another poem. And | backed off. It
was a brilliant plan, Andy.

Not too long after that | quit working for Certified ____, but | still
thought about you. | wondered what | would do if | ran into you and Lea
on Michigan Avenue some evening... would | ask you, innocently, if you
had seen that new movie, Fatal Attraction? | figured you'd probably lied
about the cancer. It took me a while to stop hating you.

Many, many yearspassed. | got married myself, had a baby. Did a
lot of thinking, a lot of regretting. 1 especially regretted the affairs I'd had
with married men (what, you didn't think you were the only one, did you?)
| thought mostly about their wives, and how disrespectful | had been of
other women’s relationships, how much wrong | had done.

! looked you up online, to see if you were still married, mostly. To
see if you'd done well, were happy. | googled “Andrew and Lea Fastow”,
and got a lot of hits. The first one was a list of some sort of upper-crust
billionaire country club or something. Well, | thought Good. You're still
married — | guess you never told Lea. Wow, well, okay. | guess | was
Just a one-time mistake, probably one you never made again. | was glad.

The next hit was about the recent Enron scandal. What on earth
does Andy have to do with that, | wondered? And there you were — right
in the middle; one of the masterminds of one of the nastiest plots this
decade. Dammn. 1guess | wasn't your last mistake. And now you are in
Jjail — or headed there. Lea has served her short sentence (such love,
such devotion — it must have been hell seeing her go in for you), she
going in before you so someone could be home with your two little boys.
Not only did you drag your wife down with you, but Andy, come on. You
have two sons. What must they think of you?

.q9.



Then a mavie came out about it. | haven't seen it. | don’t know if I can.
Besides, I've already seen you ruthless and icy... | don’t need to see it
again. It was strange enough, hard enough to see your pictures all over
the web. You looked as boyish and handsome as ever in many of them.
Grey now, though, and looking tired and pissed in the more recent
photos. You got caught. And now you have to serve some time, sell
your homes, fork over $20 miilion. You know what? You had it coming.

Do you know how many people you hurt? Not just the Enron employees
who lost their jobs and their retirement, but the ones affected by your
energy-manipulation schemes, the faked rolling blackouts. How dare you
play around with people’s lives like that? What is the matter with you?
Where is your decency? Did you ever have any?

It makes me sad that you went on to do such horrible things. 'd hoped
that you'd at least stopped screwing people. | guess not.

Andy, Andy, Andy. | think about you, headed for prison. | think about
Lea, going fo raise your boys to manhood without their father (perhaps a
good thing), while you do whatever it is you will do at club fed. | think
about my humble life, both then and now; my rather petty screw-ups.
You may have been Mr. Billionaire, with your multiple homes and your
country clubs. .. but somehow, | came out the victor. Somehow, despite
all the incredibly poor judgment | exercised, despite all the wrong I've
done and the regrets I've had... | have found my way home.

Maybe someday you will, too.

Pseage

.S. Tell Lea I'm somry.
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D 7leld.

| was at Hianer with m Pam[/y he oz“&r m‘ght, doing #he
usual rectaurant dance: (e Josie play wth icé and satf and
whatever eke will keep her enterfained <o | can et a
fow bives before che climbs down and wardedt away. [F was
a happy, loving meal at+ the end of 2 long day. | was fired
but content. Then [ looked vp and saw /ZF and barct rnts
fears. Well, ot “burst” - the teprs welled up and started rolling
down my Cheeles befwve | cauld Stgo them.

No, & wasmt Nell. [t was just another woman who reminded me

of her. She had WNells distinctive Coloving: tur fair tkin, pale
tyebiows & exelashes, thick blond hair pulled pick in
?ohyﬁmi. She didnt veally lgok [ike WNell — Nells Ffeatures are more
e(ﬁan{' - byt first glance weas Close enouah. R’andy asked what

L% wader oo dnd [ ol him. He hel my hand “ o Jﬂny,ffmhf
and Zuzu {Lepf‘ Fﬂf‘ﬁ(/\g ny hand and arm and Iﬁ'fj’i‘nﬁ me and

Jotkig worvied- | Stopped the tears, put on my brave Face, wondeved
Lo the umpteenth +ime when 1t was Opirg fo Sop, when was |

qginﬁ 1 done gn‘ew’nﬂ }tey.7

J[n many ways my ¢ rief has ﬁ(mee/ a covmer. A8 it was /

never veally ogt to gn‘eve at all, not the woy | have always
done - [ve abvayt done grief very e%tien#yﬁ‘/ﬁému:’jwy-

With Kids, thougn, guief is “an indulgence, o luxury, an impoSi-
]f:ilt‘w- [ cant Jus+ break down & chy whenever ( Loel 1kee i

| camt juet lock myself away and ‘brood. And I way, way
Yoo busy when [ do get #ime- glue .. becides, you cant orboys
“urn orief on like 4 °light. It comes When i Comes; o deal
with it or you ctifle # lje had fo sufle b for the fiest

Jime I my life...and al a result ¢ Seenk. to e dr;?giﬂj g
and on, marphing and ervpting jn unpleasant & unrecdonizati
WS -

| hate it.
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| wont qo jnbs detall — [ canty; not new, not" heve. Besides,
# dine’, 45 over - the defails are, ina way, irrelevant:
ot the detals feem fo be what (F was all about: my lite &
4 is: envighle To Nell, creafing resentments frat | had Fu idly,
blithely rﬁohe cmawore of . Shes having & hard time of .fé
chronically ill child, |ess-than -ideal partner; giving vy midwifery
to % fo hur Sing school — while {1 ﬁane my mery, blesced
way with the }per&c# Spouse, +he life of luxury (1€ no Financd)
worvies for the' Firct Hime in my life.), childven whe are
h.ga{-.‘hy; and o ne:ufyfb[aami@ i caveev. Like
erf. - | shoutd have seen (f CoOming - Puf | didi4 , and |
wirs Wivdsided. /f escalated @w‘ckfy dej’P!'fﬁ my Lest effarts -
dﬂd { adm roud 'FD —QI}’ +Aa£ / .S‘hayfz/ f?anef}‘) /ovf/lj and '
respectful to the bifter end. She caid things fo mé (via emal-
we have not spaken on the {fl’w”e at all - the’ epded {he Fiend.
Ship in ewil ) Hhat went' [haight fo my Spul ard Shvedpled if.

e grn‘eﬁ, a lve Said has morplud, I was despevately Sad
a0 long while; angry. yes; but missing her & worried For
her. |4 wad @t if she had oied, suicide, so conflicked
weve my feelings. | wanted +o call her every day, but
conldnt. Eqnd}/ Lved to ynderstand ~ he even bought a
book , an om#tolojy called "The One who Got Away' or 50'7!(‘#!37
lice that- stores written by women qbovf Hhe pett Lriend

b
they Lot Ho was more Sympathetic abfer reading fhe bolc
less puszled at e eﬁue los | war Freling. Bt stil,
he couldnt lewow . [ Hhank him for d#mpw‘mg.

/-{:} net like | have no friends vow, | mean, [ have other
sod - even best- Priends. They ave all moms, and [ love
el deef;[y And am in wg‘d‘ f"'y!fff harde/r' ‘{'6 maiu_‘ Sure
| dont ever lpge them, foo ( (Kate aTsures me that che will
hever begmrige me the vight o complain. X66K Kate!)
I3



Na, f have other closer ,Cy)@ndr f"& +hat f\/e]! WS my M DW IEE
pest fFriend- Thé underetord EVERYTHING.

Ev@yyaﬁhmg.

Even as | wiite Fhis the feare are rolling. | cannat Stop them.
what do vou do when your bect Pviend divorces you?

Deefo brea}’/‘». '

Su, okay. The newest incarnation of the proces ha$ been Far
when | was i Fourth or Fitth grade, a qgirl Yhat | had been
bhest Priends with, Lenefie, cuddenly decided | vas her enemy.
OV’Wﬂ(‘g}WL 5'}19 f‘(‘ﬂy‘f‘d{ baﬂy;ﬁﬁ ime. She awne 'fa m hga;‘e”
chﬂ”efﬂ mc '{() Came ﬂ(;hl EQWIM&KQI ‘ﬂ’feﬂ a4t arn now,

| did. "/ toved her; | did not want ke ﬁgh{* with her:
Che would not let me back in my hapse. | dodtged hev,
can fo the bade door. She beat me there, then J/afpec/
my cheek, hard. [ oid nﬁh:‘nﬁ. She glapped me again, Hen
4 Creepy Shule cured the cosner of her mouth. UYour mouth
(s b!eed[r\g;” 5}\8 GbStWed‘) in & very Sqﬁr,ﬁy’ul vorce.

W[5 that what you wanted 7 Dpes that make You feel better?"

Somchow | dudged her aﬂaf}’?, #G{gm‘ng one nway, then the other.
' dhe door hardle, and she gmébcd my dim. | Gt the
dofr open and |Fkd my leg ide—#z‘cki}g her hard in the
stomach. She fell on her Qg8 in my grav dnvewmy, bbed
a handful of rocks and huring them af he closing dosv. .
They raied loudly on +he aluminum. | was torrified, and
devastated. And freom then on | had +o watch over my
choulder For She who lkmew all my seoretr. She wihs hated me .

| Fnd my-“‘f‘lwf theve vow..- and even kug/« Nell is in Montana
and | know damn well Shes neF some .S’ck'ofyard bu”y
whas oping To Comte §0p miles o kick my afs, [ feel 4
stat 0?0 ear evovytime | See Somesne o resemblec hew:
Hew hatred is real... and so was my tear.

4



That fear lasted & Lew weeks. Now [ am a4 parently o cle 42

pw;i l ﬁm‘eﬁ as pvidenced by my reaction in' the vestqurant
f‘ :

wish  would just énd, thovgh. [f; ot only when |

cee Stmepne who [soks Hte hew. s when | dvive throvgh the
sl of othor wooded avea. [t whea | have o midwi

%ueﬁ‘fon and [ howe 4o call Ssmesne other fhan her. Hs when

\ eat or dvinike cevtain things, when | hear certain pusic

when my kids do 59”’1?&!‘;[5 Lanny or my husband doer Some-

#fﬁiiﬁ Pmsﬁfﬂﬁvg. s alt” the. time.

I+ came o mzegs%erday that i+ feels a lof like the grief

| expevienced re | ng'in contuct wiHh my con. HE g
different Sort of Paiﬁ, Owiﬂg that she is alive, but that
[ cait contack hor. H would be esier in a way & She yere

not, because there would be a Ffm[;iyr Newver vwould | wish

that, Ahough, So heve | am, in purgatsry of [ssing a best

%wd ﬂ,m i€ o answey, no 701’)(. H s ovet.

| have a new riidwile -Fviend. We bifh have the Same
viewS of midwifery, ape both Hu Same Socis-economic Status,
both kind of edgy amd carcatbic. Weie 3051’! to be daﬁy our
First birth %ef{ler Sosn, ond | have a0 Lroe aid
high f’lofef. e is also hewly ?»@nanﬁm% ey First La£y~
<o aljrhau?h the connection 1v -Hwe in pany WAys, that

2 Ciond ‘mama- comnection i ket And theres alot 4o be
said for that mama-Comnection; that bedvaggled, ysqurt-
covered, brustyated, df)aloﬁeh‘c, fm&a'h‘wi' , -Mdm—mw{hﬁ
Hiat Ohly anothgy mawo Lan pro icle.

Buf Sﬁmda% [ feel, that convection will be c’ampl’ea‘?.
Her name s Kake, too..- o between Kate H. & Kate M, Michelle,
!\jc_Ph)(v’, and Wendy my cicter, my wiom & my hushand, M)’
wonderful  Live Journal SLLFPoH’ netwotk,, &nd my keids ...

[ will heal.
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Coming “Full Cirele..

Alter 10 or 1/ Years of attending birthr, ﬂmfrfz’ng, Sorme
remares, efc. . [ f?/m//y hu wp m)/zwn J‘A/@/e S’Aay{/x after
521 le was born. Gt my Wgﬂfe 74 Jeored an awesime
apprentice, tonvinced Paf fo stay unretived, got- the businea
caids prinfed up... dnd waited. | didnt bagd tos fong to
wait="1got my First client, T, prety j“’wV' Soon there.
after C came infs the cture. /find then / jﬂL a call or
maybe an emarl fieom Carvline.

CW'JA}I&» was ﬁ/ﬂ?ﬂdlf well //'1%0 hab pN nﬂﬁgg éy 1%9/1
She had been J?ez}vy Kasser midwives put Zd/ had wanted
# fry andttur homebirth. Her Lt oaby, a Swed ltffe
3«_ y hamed Simen, now 3, was /oaJ{@nbr dmmj labor.

Two or three days of béclk [abor, and she wil ffsz/)m‘f’t/
2 the hosptal for Seme pelief & Ae//o‘ mauﬂfv Jrmon ‘was
born yaginally, it war nat the sweet home birth shed
envicioned, When they Concieved auin they were nof Sute
they could affavd a4 homebricth, bnt in the end they
decided bo aftord i anyway. Carolinet college friend,
Stacey G. (of Ferfile Ground fame) had lorg Sinte ﬁ’m 1
zine to Carpline, avd So She fecided 79 come Heet cuth me.

Carvbons, ber hushand Pete and Simon all volled up o
my house on their bikes. She war Slender with a cweet
[l belly, an, hualtty, and so lovely | war a bif infiyi-
dofed... but She was alvo Very open Frendly, so if wasok!

Far some peason Edn&;? ) 'whe had been /z:/- with the

irls, came home with fhem about ¥ iits owr meeby.

eeing my mnbancﬁba{ ’4 heﬂ‘fﬂ girls, bowiling me over
with their lite bodies, " Mama. Mama’ fourse!" was ﬂ/ﬁpargmﬁ/
zv& clincher Yor Catoline & Pete. While (. and |

nished vo; Pete & Rardy got 4o c/m#hﬁ ibinf -/each/'/ﬁ.
4.



/45 ]CAC [eFF )%ma( asked Pete /£ hed be J'fﬂlﬂ them a
(he d:d net reafive /Aey were (hfeyviews e’) and Pf’fja
said, "Yeah, ! Yhink so..." dnd 5o then T had ﬁﬁﬁeﬁ C/fdml.r.
/ WN very oxated abau% all of #wm buf V/-wu 2+l y
Carplines, Since we had ofher cannggmnj ?é'/ﬁ you read
Fertile Ground zive then you may recognize 1he name
Vanessa Ross... Vawessa is a CNM 0 was in town for
Simony birth AND She wrtes Sor EG AnD She I A Friend
oF Staceyt AND she reads ZBc. |yhew! You see how all
Ca,ajln‘ d together this is?)
Caroliner p;«gnanc v Wwent dalon moSt éemﬁﬁf/ -
it is had when a busy, active” wemadn reafizes

re nanty s creatin /fm:/'.r and Cm{me baunaea’

cz we,gj litHe setback 5&&0964// Zﬂ‘
bef fnehdf imeh Cawne Over a/nd ,o/ayed 744

rf? Pete & Randy went out, b'}?z';?, WW%M
C’arv/rhes Bfefrfngway was fovel I d {rong civcle of women.
Simon came over fo /D/ay A - -

and [efF us the flu.

k Mama,
wis He ﬁfﬂ- time e;ﬂ,,,r V770 % Wvind
of the girls had it, and  JBA more J:E;NND;EMH"

+hough o.ms’ had a

» *Hdan THIS.
mal casre, Zuzu RRRY

er/mg, d:mrlsm ’/ .'
all af oree. i ,;‘ / TR
f_r/__ﬂl,

fad.
was aw : //; I 7247

Cavoline wias 9
week overduye ;

I" pra edfhe «/f e
wouldnt go X i w Silkphive 3\ | A 77
inko /méor.. Rl B _ Ao



The Flu passed, the days Pdr{ed w0 baby. Having asne +wo
weeke Overdue vath Zuzy and [ days over wifh Josie, 1

had the utmost Sympathy for poor Carsline. Some days were
better than others, but mostly she was skay, waiting for tos
baby 10 inake an agpearance . Big brsther had come on his
due date, So (t -was a bif ynusual.. but we confinved f1
monitor mama and baby, whe both Seemed ﬁ“””"’””y be

0ing well.
a (f was July (q, ten days atfer baby was due . find Sarmething
was not right" my qut fold me. Well, | ty fo [isten fo myopt
whevedr " can... 50" | called Carsline. "1 [ike to come have
& (ong listen fo that baby, "l fold her. Randy hod made me
a comphicated |#e ﬁ”;f’h tor chartirg fetal ractivity - a
grdceﬂ’ where you i¥fen to baby with the do ‘ﬁler or fehg -
cope, and call out the rate every Five Seconds. q'he afs:lrﬁnj
450N whtes down o litle olot on rzw M‘?mph, and then you
J’ﬁ le the Laby oR wait unbil [+ movés, ridfe #mf-, and confinge
(A?[frg The hoart rate. Youie /aa/cmj for Variab;f,fy and
reac-ﬁu‘?{y in the heartheat: when baby moves, the rafe should
increase b? at least 15 beats perminute Lbpim) for 15-30 Secends.
it noF foal proef, but gpod reactivity is geﬂemﬂy a Sign of fetal
heathh. [ a good thing to have chavted; when youle got a
gal overdue. .. a%ouyh 4l weeks is f%r'l/aieffm”ly novimal? Byt, as
[ said, my out was Telling me v Chede out Yhis baby, s6 Jen
and | went ower. Fete, an elementary 5(?0&/ feacher, was home
for the Summer, and he hung out with Simon and Jen's toddler
Buinn while we gt Carsfine “all comby on the couch. Hey
belly bulged, full o baby; and she lpokid lovely. We apea/
” oppler and { put i+ on hor belly .. and counttd..
and what | heard was a heart yote that sends a litfle
spie of fear inte & prectitioners mind. 100. 97. 100.
A normal babyi eartbeaf /s between 120 and 190, -

700 Is ’]tﬂa low... in ‘ff’dfmfm/ j—@rnz_f, bmdycﬂydfq_ /Vﬁﬁaoc/a
"Can you lie on your other side?" | asked Casoline

1%



Jen asked £ Whe Should be c/;arﬁ‘nj and | ld her not )/e;é
| wanted to Start over; | hoped ¥ was Just a Fleeting lithle
Femporary e}of‘sode--- éaby /D/ayi'hg with his card---famc’;l;jng.
Carg}fne )C/; p{d ovér and we /f.f‘{'@hed AGdiN.
200. 100. 4. 8%. 98. 1p0. Un and on it Plodded, slow as
an adult hearf. No, [ did not like this, not one I¥fle bif
[ asked Catoline to move agamin, z;zjam fe/fmg Ten we would
stant over. With Caroline § ting, feanin bagk, we were
)Cv'nafly oble Fo briet 1205 ."But +h4 Laby... that baby
was not doing S0 eat h there .
5)/ now we had JCM.’Dpﬂd ‘H’IQ Ghdrﬁng, and | f?{d Pﬂ%
£ Caroline that | was concewmed. | atled Par § we
agreed that an immediafe BPP (Biophyscal Frohle) was in
prdey. We have a ferrific M-:‘ur'a/m% In fown who fs also
a midwile AND & Shilled uttrasors rﬂ?b/w/, and we catled him
and 601' Carolime an d,ffainh-w(;f.

ﬂqff all Sounds UW using3s filee arnd Strai f/l#;WWﬂﬁ’{-"
Je did this, then thes, than Hat... but mﬂ,jﬂ was an ariou
and stvessal fow moments. | was nof temibFied or /mnr‘dwd’ or
Qhyéhing... st Very concerned. | now thir showed on my&ce,
becouse |V saw it reflected in my friends’ Faces: puzzlement...
what?! what is it?; Concern; worry. The next few moments were
A.Hur... Jen daxded to head home Since She had ler son
with her. Somehow childeare for Simon was arranged, and
we héadEJ gver fo +he dacl’. [ dont knew war'/' Cﬂra/me
was feeling, but what was coming over me whs a cloud
of uhcerf?u'm%y and worry, that ~| tvied f%‘em:/)/ +o combal
with pasitive enerpy and hapefulness 7o ho availl.

TIZC baby waS not doing so well in there. To be

recise: theve was no more room, and hardly any profecive

amniotic fluid 1ef: Baéy,s" cord was 9(:’;‘7;? compressed. A

/mg labor woald ;orabaé/)/ be ddhjp/a . 14



Dr. Ed, who was also Caroline & Peter family ﬁﬂ?‘umfw/h, was
cardid with me. "] would fake her jn," he admit/ed. Which
was how 14 been [eaniry Since | Arst heard these Leart-faner.
fs he spoke with them, | made phone calls— 4o the hospital,
fp [et them lknow we were coming; o Fat, ts et her byow
we Wwere 90:"?9,' to Jen, and fam:/y, to let them know Hhe f/ah-
Meanwhile “ Caroline was a bit in Shodk, | +hink . They understond
+he need to go in but [f just didnf Jeem real o any of us.
BeauhFul, het day, blue sky. 71 baby, waiting ts be borm.

A mama, lovely and big-belled, full of hope & patience for

her beautiFul home birlh . 7776 baby... with _a_df'fermf p@_/ﬁ»,_,__

[in oving b faet-Bward a bi‘f..'ﬁ:‘ve some of i to Vo in

Sna Jhr?.r. FirgF let me foff you Hie mantra that | stasted
saying to myself & To them: |4 rather én'hj tore o HenLTHY

baby” than BRING IN a SICK sne. "

Canlines Conpractions Ftarted, of ceurre, the mirute we feft the
wHrassund. Which was rgadd' really. excellent- fiming, since -the

idea waf fn’goﬁ hospital %U’Qm‘ her induced! /}'ZZe)/ had piched

yp their szﬁb A& labor Supper¥ pesson Lara, and tojethes we

went (1. };aﬁy was J‘aam/:{v Just fine, and they encou ed ur
o walk around with [m&r;e,who WaS Yem dilated and 100
thaced! We decided 4o break the rudes and leave e hospital
wounds. e went To Bara Evesh ... 4 Stavge bt walle in rft-Me-

-%qgeway, non-pedeftian 4-‘,4,%//}, .mburbh.r?f wat just So nof what

hn i - MKaZ/F us
AW 1 FINE .
gy Ohy cxp erffd

STUFF cAME KA




The day had stavted at 10:45am, and new i+ was G pm.
Carolines baby (Baby Twe Hours) ac picknamed b)/ b;‘g brother S}'man)
was dw'nﬂ w?rea'/', and 54 was Carsline... but hev contvactions weré
S aa'ng out and it seemed a taood fime 4o a0 home and rest:
'f},a ospital  Staff Jud been warm & waord evful, the CNMS om
statt wese gracious & aceepting, and | Low Yhey weuldif
any monkey businesy,

ka 920m | came back. They had started Carvline on Pitocin,
which we had expected, and She was in great Spirtts Baby Turo
was plugging aleng st fine and ¥ crossed my mind (just one ofF
man f?‘mer) that muyée | had been wrond.. maybe’ this baky
could be _lpom af home... Mﬂ)d?{’ }'ylﬁybf.-.

But my gut told me otherwite, everydime. And 5o heve we were.

[ ara Fumed out fp be THE most entertainin fabor sopperf [ve
ever encountered. She danced. She sang. She ‘z'mde Carvline /Mjh.
Everyone Scemed happy. Tes happy.

T+ Finally hit Carvoling at 1020, Thic was net goiry to be the
Jromebirfn She wanted. She was here, in & swall h J}'Ji/'d/ roon,
hooked up to an I, labwing in a hospifal gewn with fale
contvactions. She went into the bathroom and closed the desr.

A moment later her opieF appeayed, loud and clear. 1 bioke
my heart 1o hear her patn and disappointment... but [ also kemew
it had to come. Lava & 1 (Pete was on a break, m‘ﬂﬁ%
Simon 1 Hhink) sat ard leoked at €ach other Sadly. A

a few moments Cardine reappeoned... sevene ard rad

werde. It was a diffcult acceptance, and she did it with 3mct

Ut 11:30pm Cawdline was worltirg has, happy ts NUT be having
back labor. " could do this rdarf-f "she sad. What a weman.

B Lam Baby Twothours was Shil jugh in her pelvis, her cereix

was af 5cn?:, and rest was neea’g!. Tl.ey S‘ém‘ea’ sorme [V Huids

and at 2em Cawline 3# a much -desevved epidural.

Priocin contractions are nef normal contractions. /4/)%0{@4
[ook pre#y normal on a stip, they are Still net

naturally-occurring, So the [lsvef doinhins—
ot ttuval parh-veliveeys, dode bt Hre same.
2




The whole feedback locp /'S%‘om‘ hot theve when itr ha ing
avfiFicially, Which i why | was §o //O*zmd and amazed al-
how [s C{‘/MMP labored on fn‘-/', and L)app)z for her +that

she Cliofe an go:‘dumi.
50 am - a¢ offentimes happens, once she was able fo relax

3

and rest, Caxsline dilated #vlly as she vested... | went in to

fip her over o her other side and she smiled dreamily. | thirk

| oy have pooped, 1 felt Ssmething come out ¥ she’ Said

/ “fyéd fier Theet and +there Was a veny interesting Sight.

Ller membranes- af least Yhose in freonr Of baby; head,

had been born...and i h:::;g fieon hor e a Ofearﬂ:?/o/
r " /

ballson, with about & §uarter- cup of Qumnisfic Fhid inth
It was & very odd sight Chris B,(the CNM who had

bhéen on our side ﬁw—m the beginninﬁj we loved Aey) caime

/n and we exclaimed over phis cwiosity. T o
Chiis +hen checked Cardlive, who war complefe

//— as we Suipected. She had (awpline to" push
"'" Shill lyin Fon hey vide, but e baéwwqf Sl
) not rea y covning Clown, C/m‘.r luahzgd' fo wad an

hour move o see (F the baby would come down
on its own, So to speak. [He “helped Carsline rolf
N\ o her ofher side... and thats when it became
A clear- that Lhud in the ballon® It was all that
i 7] baby had. The heartrate P/umm@;‘fd Lresm the
LS poteck 1205 it had been’ +o 70. Ard ne miattey
what posifion we ow her in, Hhat basys heartrate 3‘1%1)/60’
Slow. Tfey put an oXygen mask over Cawolines mouth & nose,
ts Py b compensate a bit- [t became a litfle dance: help
Camline move & bit, search for hearffspes, still low, hejp her
moe... Far a ln Jca%—faw thﬂdwf 7%{)/ flvmmf no Ade-
Jones at all | Yemenmber fhe look on (anoline face,
confused. concomed. | could sec the fensian in the badks of

Chris and Toy {the nuvse: | felf ¥ in my olwhn batk. Come on,
29. baby -




Finally, lying Flat o her back, head pro pea’ vp a 77es; bif/
right hip propped vp @ teeny bif . b/ﬁé:y}; heart rate rﬂyw&reo/.
we Ji he with retief, and said &‘f‘lﬂa/fﬁﬂé’oaf/)/ "ﬁawww_fﬂ
Not +hat Cardline had plans 7 9o an ywhere. She was content,

it seemed, to rest Some more. [~ love epidurals “the had said ot
the point, and | pawt fo agree: sonéfimes epidualr ane just
whaﬁ i needed

we all yvested. | tred to stay out of Cawvliner room as mudh as -

| could, wa,nff}z fo let ha Jutt be with Pefe & Lara. | laid

Ih 4 Couch in fa¢ family waikng room, listening to the ofher
Lolleg in there: a randmal%u; ung, her rambunctious foddler
grandson high on the nog/h, oF being up at i hour. Other
members of the fame 1amdly, Hallang” abogt oftier bivthe,

other times, | drifled off for an hour oR So. [ was 3}«4&&«/
that- (andline wos in the hospital ... those heart fanes“had
seared me. | played “what - for 4 while... and finally,
inevitably concluded that theve is Simply no way fo fenow
what might of happened. We were here,'t+ wns the rght choice.

{ 520, Cansline '
ﬁf’@rf‘ed Pw/u'n . She
was an excelléhf
pr e

ianted i ée when
?“'?? could Sege fhe
pakys head crownirg-
Push - Gi661E - push-
GI66LE Gls6LE - push-
H was sich a sweef
and. funny entry for
that babg- He war borm.

)
' g
Y

oot 55t it e W
In addy s welconing arms. 7 vion Oaldey. Leosne BBE/
Safe and Sound. £ a A -2%




A’FTE/QB//QTHa Doajie%wm'mament

-km‘do_ijcmmg notice Fhat the fuat Gt |
MMW&,M&[_WW&WM WW&&&L‘

2é it had bean Yy was
7 ing 7 mm@am@%'w
M? um%/hmmm 4 s A
o [t tvran Miﬁ(l alee daman, ,WW/
MMW%WMJ%M%&,
at i noded 1o be done. And vp wrtd
WWWW h crach, | wondend
- ). (e Al rtw it wao The s
: dnt admit it uAil the bt Yit
e fam. ln fadd, | Hounde | twen pand it aboud, pbunwe
; ot decont hegrttonge afin that hmt;ww% X
- ng moruml, "THATS wt ane here, and

] MW ' Liling om the totd hard Loy, it

5
x

TR

bome " VI a0 cowineed 12 den Hhe night Hue.
o | was 40 4 : %W,Mﬁi(ﬂﬂﬂg’#‘uy
s iof | said Wik St wao 40 , Ao

, A2
and wmaging. | am #2 Bdve ban tur
%,Mﬁﬁ #emaMa’ﬁm/de/m‘%M

Caught Yur , tul [ aetTo wafch fum !
Jhante ‘%fm, W Pete(n 774 mw)ﬁm
.21.{.



THINGS | WISH | COULD CHANGE

When | was [0 or (2 or So.. before | Cared, anyway,

and bebsre my contact lenges; | was wvestling woith

my Cousin Jason ﬁ'r‘rahge qu‘ [ war, but -HZr.s' )

how 1¥ hafpmed) dnd bis head came dpww on m

Face- IF' hit my glasses, hard, and they barhw/v pht

ma‘ﬁ my wgi«‘r yel:araw mﬁl% a dec stigje -
LA e a SCaﬁ"Hv&ff’ ng,

and no haires grow Frem

—_T ik S i/ hve 5;‘
3 TIN5 lavge blank $
- i fgre middle éﬁmy

. > alveady Iparse eyebran.
{ mirvor !maje }’F Course) /V(x';‘ 4};9 i+ is a imole

where no hair rows either, I is ;mfe mole,

50 baflCﬂ/ ( am m;m a /af JF my Wg“’
f’bnw )/ Pluck he J‘ﬁ—ay hairse (iF | didnf
my ey obrow would floole I Hhe plctupe) and /
2/ n the /anlf— nf / ﬂeVér ,V\ea// minded
1,9, it w:-/? pne rMoming my theh - boyfriend sAw me
vﬂ:ﬂm ¥ in. (Luke had n Wﬂﬂffd fo be with me,
put | Farced the issue-and paid for . /-/e wds 9 years
W,, ey, and wanted ¢ peRFect, young irfPriend.
vght my body wa ﬂ’ly but névey said Lo
,,‘ W ni? Just actions. | tried havd to appear
When he Saw e fiXing my exebrow he waf

ﬁed “You £ill our ey ebFows? | afbm. ¢ thought
df ;Swm st nahin/y Mﬂff‘(’ Now lve [ost fami
yfs ect ﬁ,r you Yes, he wos a bastard. But | Jhink
abm— i+ nearly every cloy...as | fill in imy eyeérzw




1970 2005
Let me fell /au a [iHle sec,ef. Im a ectiomist
Ne, really. | am. It started of a vely, ver {ovh?
age, before my memosvier. According o 'my mathes,
/ 50 frustvated with my blscks at age | Y2
at she had fo Take fhem away from me.
This desire fo be Pchecf- fo do everythin ] ever
attempled perfectly , the Pirst #mefzaunﬂd rne
all ﬂmwjh childhosd & wall inte adubheed. | have
vivid memories of yelling at inanimate objects:
my bedspvead, my hair, iny brke, for not” pevlorming
Fc.rPecHy as | believed they Should. | war a
straght -A  student, byt was never Aa’bpy with
my report cavd becawre there wesr never
a:‘g‘n‘ A-PLUSES. Lucky for me | was not afafl
competitive, or ( weuld have comflefely alienated
myself/ [nh‘eao’, / maujeol +o mainfain %'MJ.FMP:
with people [ike myself: Hhose driven Pz\"[eo{-
%cmselvﬁ... and 1(0 Ael/ wiﬂt anyone eb‘e-
My poor mather! M}/ poer family ! Net enly were
+£V¢\/ 5ubjeﬂ" ] my fifs of roge over the %w:auf
mcompc'l‘cn of my bcdrpread or My fousy attifude
aboat losing a gqame (it was dlmfPa"ﬂ"'mm'("‘;n
myself, never nger at the winner): bl’f‘“"'?)’ were

2b-




alss Unw;”m arheci fahf: (or withesses)<v imy
sbsessive - co ﬁ;re Vehavions, | nef convinced
+hat being a Perﬁ?cham# owtornatically makes
ovie obJtessive -Compulsive, ov vice versa . bu+ thanks
fo a eheraur dore of my fatherd genes mixed
+Aoro y with my momi (and [ do Gelieve that
m cfl her would not have been such & neat freak
,‘-B/ not driven S6 by my oad.-. hevertheless | learned
early on Jo be 'hdy [ was, well, unbeﬂraue . T
myself, mostly. [ mean, look over there, fo fhe |
jeft ). This is the kpmd of ?.:r’t;ufﬁ fIWmId Fertute
myself over. Frankly I'm amazed |
ﬁmm -Hl)gf' | eveyr ca}nple'fed an assi hmcnf' '-
(garbage Considesirg that if | dignt Al out
ran ouk of the ob/, r;a O?y UPIJe«r 2] }-,Humd cerher'
r?jf“{,’ Er,cec-{- [ would .rcm the paper
ket CM)’ reasoning of my mreasmabie

Rhiovda Wheeler, ~Mind in Gth grode o is parenfhee)
Spcﬂmj ervors were not allowed.

ar!oa( c’

Cag(aydu nob even Cfoaked wn*mg, hot allowed.

bvja;e;;l;:hd yau lare Ye'f‘ eve  was alse m)’
g on & line!?) | ingrained fear of waste-

g - Rhmda Whedtr (ness~ Jhrowin awa Jo
k Z"‘i-ﬁf’w much unused P
| Yra. K’dga, | BABBAD BAD! More ﬁu.l
\ o s tar my sel- loathing.
\ aspired fo be like
f‘\ ond ‘ my o}:o{d - h;_s- :?,:a.re,l'
] e tiog ainfully neat ca Y
) 77&.4.,?% lfs sense of order m‘:j R
) CU W That W.’) ' T!zdhon— were what
Ij gtﬂ”ma& -ka\;[e{, avbage- | I'S'hP
| Do oem'.) J 27



"4 place for everything and everything in s place *
t PuF ﬂ,,'nss back whe?re -H\ey 0 Wft;h yau?efdme'
These were manifestos for me.” ftill ave, So sheald
| be surprised when | hear Zuzu, voke 96#'509
increasthgly louder and moere agz‘r‘m" 5 éeamfng
Srustrated when she cannet accawy?f:kﬁ dame#u‘ng 2
Sheuld { be alarmed that she has a Stron
sense of the way +thingt muit ipe: when JHe
vells ot me "THATS Nof THE RISHT WAY To po (1!"
So Har, | am not... nof concerned, fhat is, | know
that seme of this behavior 5 normal becawse | ree
i+ and hear absut it all the time from other mamas
and kids, [ knew 1 abeut |eeping ﬂ,fngs -
manageable, abayt havizﬁl some fense of ah('m/ aver -
“her TiFe. pF learning The hard way Vhat you
have fo /(e? trying, somefimes, 'Tfrmz rure no-
a[wdfg/s Qoing to 'get' " right away. ThrngS take
ractice. /ﬂmd Hhe main reason [m not worvied? .
he needs consfant veminding fo put things away
wheve Fhey go, or t find
grgecia( laces #ﬂr +hings 3}1‘-’-
wanb t’: keep frack o . Shes
& normal kid in that regard:
She deesnt keep +rack aza her
‘sfuff : she expects me to.
" fil worry when [ see
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et 20, .2005

omen who are planning a VBAC (Vaginal Birth After Cesarean)
have usually read a lot about birth, and Corry was the most prepared
mama I’d encountered. Sweet and warm, wise and loving, she happily
nursed her toddler as her belly grew and grew. Her belly grew so much,
so fast, that I was not at all surprised when her 20-week ultrasound
revealed a 24-week fetus! We laughingly bumped her due date up a
month, and awaited the birth of her baby in mid-September. Of all of my
clients, she was the one I could most vividly and easily picture having her
- baby at home. She was just made for it, and her attitude was one of such
joyful expectancy — she couldn’t wait to be ‘more of a mom’,

I grew to love and admire Corry very much as we worked together.
She impressed me on so many levels: her deep love for her husband (who
is kind and smart and loving and beautifut); her patience with her very
sweet little boy; her ease in her body; her acceptance of any and
everything that came along. She was the perfect candidate for a home
birth, and fast becoming a friend.

On August 20, Kate M. and I (introducing Kate M, a wonderful
midwife I was working with on a few clients, in order to give Pat a
break... Kate M, zine readers; zine readers, Kate M.) did a 36-week
prenatal visit with Corry. Her baby was growing well, and mama looked
and felt great. We talked about her puzzling little bit of bleeding five days
earlier which we had decided was pretty normal, if a tiny bit heavy, after-
sex cervical bleeding. We talked about the birth, all of us getting excited
about it and agreeing it was going to be a great birth. We set her next
appointment and headed home.

At 11:30 I walked in the door and just a few minutes later my cell
phone rang. It was Corry, frantic. “The blood is just pouring out!”

A million thoughts went through my head all at once, as they do. She
was home alone with her 19-month-old. Her husband was at work, but
very close by. If she called an ambulance, they would probably not take
her toddler along, they would have to wait for someone to get there to take
care of him anyway. ' -29.



And it would be even more stressful for her husband to have to follow and
not be right with her. I knew she was close to the hospital. "You need to
get to St. Vincent's," I told her. "Call Adrian and call someone, your aunt
or someone to care for Ray-Ray and I'll meet you there at the hospital."
“Should I call Adrian first?” she asked. “Yes, and while he’s on the way,
call your aunt. Okay?” “Okay,” she said, sounding panicked but still
rational. T knew she would be okay. |

Should I have had her call an ambulance? Why didn't I?
Perhaps I should have, but [ knew that it would be more traumatic for the
family and possibly financially devastating. Should those be consider-
ations when a life is at stake? Whether they should be or not, they ARE. ]
didn't tell her to call an ambulance because 1 knew Corry well enough to
know that if she thought she was going to pass out or felt her life was in
immediate danger, she would have already called 911. I also knew that if
the baby was not moving, she would have said, "The blood is pouring out
and the baby's not moving..." in which case I would have said, call an
ambulance. I felt I knew her well enough, I felt that what was unsaid was
as understood as what was said.

I tistened to my gut. In cases like that, it's all you've got sometimes.

I called up to Randy, “Randy, my client just called, she says the blood is
pouring out, and [ need to go meet her at the hospital,” I hopped in the car,
calling Kate and Jen, my apprentice. I did not want to take the time to grab
Corry’s chart from the office (Oddly enough I had forgotten to bring it
from the office to her prenatal, so it was still there, locked up in the file
cabinet) so I asked Jen to go by and get it. I called the hospital and alerted
them at labor and delivery. Adrian called me from his cell phone as they
were en route, asking "What is happening? What is causing this?" The
placenta is abrupting, I told him, it is coming away from the uterine wall.
It was crucial that they hurry, and that Corry stay conscious. She was
doing okay, he told me, just scared and crying, but they were on their way
and together. I told him to go in the main entrance and straight up to L&D.




[ called Kate, who was already there at the hospital entrance. I parked
quickly and we waited for what seemed like twenty minutes. There was
no sign of them. | tried calling Adrian’s phone and got no answer. We
were confused and worried, where the hell were they? Kate volunteered
to go up and see if they were already there. She called me from the
mother-baby unit, "The baby's okay, they are here, come up."

Corry’s considerable support network was there as well; Aunt Jill, cousin
Jessie, Jessie’s daughter Jasmine, and of course Ray-Ray. All of us sat
around wringing our hands and wondering aloud what happened and what
was going on in there. Itried to stay calm, but my heart was still racing.
We were all in a state of disbelief. I prayed that somehow that placenta
would miraculously reseal itself, that somehow she could have her home
birth. It was not to be.

By the time I was allowed in to see her, they were shaving and prepping
her for another c-section, this time absolutely necessary. The blood was
trickling out steadily and although the baby's heart was still beating, it was
not getting the O2 it needed. There was not time to waste. She lifted her
streaming eyes to me and said, “They have to do another cesarean,” and
then we just cried together. It was such a sad, hard moment. Aunt Jill
came in a moment later and somehow got Corry to laugh about the baby
being a Leo instead of a Virgo. My heart was so full of pride for this
beautiful strong mama, who could still laugh and smile through her tears.
She was amazing.

Her family was springing into action. Jessie and Jasmine were taking
Ray~Ray shopping for the baby, and getting some things from the house.
Jill was on phone call detail. It was the calmest chaos. It seemed s0
unreal. This baby was coming, now, today, a month before it was
supposed to. The Blessingway was still three weeks away! This wasn’t

how it was supposed to be, yet here we were.
3.




There was nothing to do but wait. Jen arrived with the chart — she and her
husband had had to break into my file cabinet. (I immediately gave her
my spare key!) Jill made phone calls and Kate and I sat, talking over the
likelihood of this, wondering aloud if our palpation at the prenatal had
been the last straw for Corry’s placenta, talking through my decision to
have her come in by car, which Kate assured me was a perfectly sound
decision {a good LJ friend later pointed out that what 1 had done was
practice holistic midwifery — taking everything into account rather than
Just blindly following protocols — thank you Miranda!). It was one of
those times when even though you KNOW there is nothing you can do to
change what happened, you still go through and play ‘what-if".

NN
one of  SOREANRH
these babies B 'i\,‘-i‘l’
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Finally at 1:20 pm, less than two hours from Corry’s phone call to me, the
baby was bom. Apgars 8 and 8, baby was crying in the background as the
nurse relayed the info to Jessie over the waiting room phone. They would
not, however, tell us the sex of the baby, and this was more than we could
bear. In this family of strong women, it was assumed that this baby was a
girl. She was to be named Lacy, after Corry’s mother who was no longer

living. Jessie had bought lovely pink baby clothes for this little girl. But
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We waited.
We waited some more.
A half-hour later T could not stand the suspense. I went through the doors

into the unit and smiled apologetically at the nurse. “Is there any way,”
began sweetly, ~ that we can find out the sex of the baby?” She smiled and
pointed down the corridor. “Why don’t you ask daddy? That’s him, isn’t
it?” Adrian was practically running toward me in his operating room
flight suit, ripping the mask from his face. Irushed toward him.

15 4 ]
oy

We hugged, tightly. Together we breathed that relief. It’s a boy.

He’s alive. Corry’s alive.

News spread quickly. Tears of joy. It was such a wonderful moment.
Adrian showed us the Polaroid they had taken of the baby, a head full of
curly black hair, like his daddy, and big! He weighed 71bs 40z at birth,
one month early! Would have been a 10-pounder, for sure! Laughter.
Release. Relief. 33'



I didn’t get to see that baby until the next day, but I did get to visit with
Corry in the recovery area. She was smiling, relieved, content, and

hungry. Of course they wouldn’t let her eat anything for a few hours, but I
fed her some ice chips while we talked about the baby, and what had
happened. She was concerned about breastfeeding, that she would still be
able to nurse and that her milk would still come in. 1 assured her that she

and that baby would still have a great nursing relationship. Somehow, our 7
bodies and our babies survive these things. Somehow, despite an initial
separation, we still bond. {
And they did.

Corry’s Blessingway was on September 10, nine days before her due date.
She held swecet Jacob for much of the ceremonies, occasionally passing
him to an eager Auntie or cousin. She was serene and beautiful, her heart
at peace. We’ll never know why her baby chose to come this way, but she
has accepted it and him with her usual cheerful grace.

Jacob 1s a sleepy little guy, very beautiful and sweet: still in stasis in a
way. After all, he’s not even supposed to be here yet! Meanwhile his
mama holds him, his big brother kisses him incessantly, and his daddy
‘holds them all in loving arms. And I will forever hold them all in my

heart.




CASE FILE: THE ROLLING EYES

Actl, Scene i:

Early evening. A party for no good reason. it's part potluck, part
barbeque. There are thirty or so people spread over three
rooms, a broad porch and a back deck. Two coolers sit open,
with cans and bottles finding their way into an endless
succession of hands.

One couple (Freddy and Daphne) wanders through the kitchen.
They are am-in-arm, full of smiles. (They've been married
three-plus years.)

Freddy sees his friend Shaggy.

Shaggy (Voice raised over the crowd): Freddy, you
made it! Grab a drink; you've got a lot of catching up
to do! (Hands Freddy a botile).

Freddy (Twisting the cap with a grunt): Man, this is
hard to open!

Daphne (Bored): It's not a twist-top. You have to use
a bottle opener.

Freddy (Looking around the party-goers
mischievously): Are you kidding? They’re all twist-
tops. You just have to have the right touch. Who can
get this thing off without using an opener?

Daphne (rolling her eyes)

Five minutes later...

Shaggy (Smiling triumphantly): Yes! Shaggy one,

le zero!
bottle zero 25



Actl, Scene i
An hour later.

A few couples and singles are arrayed around the back deck,
having a meandering conversation about kid’s TV programs
(the ones they used to watch vs. what's on for kids now).

Daphne {Interested; talking to everyone but her
husband, sifting beside her): My oldest, Scrappy,
loves Thomas the Tank Engine for some reason. |
mean, don't you think that fake 3-D animation is just
creepy?

Freddy (Dead-pan): Hey, | Jove Thomas the “Spank”
Engine, who wouldn’t?

Daphne (rolling her eyes)
Act |, Scene Ui
Later evening.
The party has thinned somewhat as babysitters go off-duty and
the wild and free crowd heads for a party with a band. A CD

plays a slow oldie in the background.

Freddy (approaching Daphne with a grin). May |
have this dance?

Daphne (rolling her eyes)
Freddy (encircling Daphne in his arms)
Daphne (tolerating): | think it's time {o go, 'm tired.

Freddy (voice lowered, a question). We can keep
the party going at home?

Daphne {(opts for the tired sigh)
36



Act I, Scene t:
Anywhere, five years later...

Daphne (soul-weary): So that's why | had to leave him. Maybe
I'll find somebody more mature.

Act il, Scene I
Some other anywhere...

Freddy (resigned): | don’t know what happened. She just didn’t
want to have fun anymore,

THE END

Stop asking yourself what happened to the kids. This is not
about them. it's about the eye rolling — or have you forgotten the title
already?

And before you ask, the characters and events depicted in this
story have been marginally altered from true-life events that an idiot could
see through, and have in fact been witnessed in a million variations with
couple after couple after couple.

What are some of the variations?

Well, instead of eye-rolling, the female partner can say
“Freddy!” in an elongated disappointed sing-song voice, punctuating the
complaint with a mild slap or a harsh glare of disapproval. Alternately she
might say, “Is that all you ever think about?” or “Are you done?”

The man has even greater range. He might try to kiss or fondie
his mate at an awkward moment, or beich loudly in public. You can
imagine the rest. Or maybe you don’t have to...

Being a man, you'd think I'd feel sorry for poor Freddy in this
story. (And of course 1 do. About two lifetimes ago, | was him -- poor sad
bastard).

But | fee! much sorrier for the woman, and it’s not because |
share her red-faced shame that her mate-for-life would make such
unfunny, uncouth, or just plain insensitive comments in front of her
friends. And it's not because | blame the man for failing to pick up on her
moods as they travel the globe in a never ending adventure without so
much as a map or compass.

Here's why she gets more of my sympathy: She rolls her eyes
as if to say, “Please ignore my husband, he’s a fool, and he's :
embarrassing me.” In fact | believe that is actually what the rolling eyes
are meant to convey: that she is aware and barely tolerating the fact that 37



he’s an embarrassment to higher civilization, and that yes, she’s in on the
joke, and only tolerates the dumb ape as an aci of kindness. But here’s
what she’s saying to me: “I fell in love with his unselfconscious
willingness to play, his childish enthusiasm and because he made me
laugh. I've subsequently {ost my sense of humor, and now perceive that
I've married an immature loser.”

it's a long, ugly road from point A to point B. And, aithough { too
am opposed to loud public belching (except in dire need), it is a road I've
traveled. There comes a time in many relationships when the clever
banter becomes a bore, when the sexual innuendo becomes tedious, and
when attempts at sincerity are likely to be interpreted as just the next gag
in an ongoing and unfunny stand-up routine.

More often, I've seen it in other people’s relationships.
Especially the ones where “he makes me laugh” or “he has a good sense
of humor” are commonly heard in the opening dialogs among friends.

So here is this season’s great fear: becoming that married man
who is more like a piece of furniture to his spouse than a partner. He’s
done his part, the kids are here, he provides some useful services — but
mostly he's an old sofa that must be covered with a sheet when company
comes, vacuumed beneath when he’s sat in one place too fong, and
shamefully excused when a visitor inadvertently provokes his squeaky
spring to make an ungentle noise.

Just. Kill. Me. Now.

So, men, rein it in a little, at least on weekdays, and ailso on
weekends between the hours of 9 A.M. and 9 P.M. And try to bear in
mind that you're not half as funny as your best friends let you think you
are. Pay attention to the eye-rolling. it is akin to the blaring of a fog-horn.
Ignore it long enough, and eventually you will hit something cold and
unyielding that will take you straight to the bottom.

And women, lighten up a litile. At the very least, he is actually
having a good time. If you find yourself less than enthusiastic about his
boyish charms, ask yourself, “why?” Odds are you used to brag about
him to your friends about those exact qualities (Minus the belching thing.

Yuck.)

(In case you're wondering, Rhonda was very concerned that
this article was about her. It's not. it's about what 've seen in a lot of
relationships, including at least one of my own. Eye-rolling: 1 fear it, |
watch for it. It's a barometer for how much partners take each other for
granted, wear on each other’s nerves, and no longer believe the other
has anything new or interesting to contribute.)

Disclaimer: | have no clue if or how this applies to alternate family
structures, cohabitation arrangements, or marriages.
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