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I grew up on a fault line, October's muse, summer's decendent. A shadowy warmth covers the bay, settles
into the air, haunting the fall. Of all twelve, October has always been my favorite. The time when I feel

everything.

The last light above the horizon.

I got pregnant so fast it was as if you had been waiting for us and not the other way around. That was the
first thing I knew about you. That you are like lightning. Five pregnancy tests on Valentine's Day, 2013

confirmed that you existed.

We decided not to find out if you were a boy or a girl which proved to be an olympic challenge. I was left to
Old Wive's tests, the likes of which kept me occupied, always guessing, practically obsessing.



I had two vivid dreams about you. One early on and the other three weeks before you arrived.

In the first dream you were eight weeks old and we were out together when I realized that I didn't have
anything with me to change your diaper or clothes. I panicked. I spiraled into the hot and unforgiving

center of the earth where I discovered what an inept mother I was. How could I have forgotten these basic
needs? In the dream I was somehow able to gather all the essentials for changing you. While gently wiping
you before being wrapped back up in a clean diaper, I remembered that I didn't know if you were a boy or

a girl. Just before the sides were sealed shut, I glanced down at you, my naked baby.

You were a girl.

That was the second thing I knew about you. Due in October, my talisman.
The volcano of my dreams.

My daughter.

We took a 12-week course that brought into our lives a lovely group of pre-baby, like-minded parents and
an insurmountable body of information about natural childbirth that we did our best to wrangle.





The second dream I had, I would later learn, was
like a dew drop clinging to the bottom of a leaf. A
tear in a pool at the base of a glacier. It was clear. It

was pure. Obscured by its own reflection, once
evaporated back into the clouds, I realized it was

the rain.

My storm.

In my dream I woke up in my bed. Ama and Dada
were standing side by side and its foot. My entire

body ached, the exhaustion like a million pounds of
sand resting on top of me. They told me that I had
the baby in my sleep. It only took one hour, they
said. I asked if it was a boy or a girl. My mother
pausing for an eternity while I waited to know, a

smile trapped in her voice when she finally
announced, "she's a girl!"

She took me into another room adjacent to my
bedroom, a hospital nursery. My bright-eyed baby,
full-faced with a head of brown hair, smiling, almost

giggling, looking up at me. She nestled right into
my arms.

We decided to name her Rafaela and began calling
her Rafi right then.

It was 4am when the dream woke me up. I was
euphoric, relieved, full of belief.

From then on, I was certain of who I'd be meeting
in the coming weeks. Your face occupying my

frontal lobe.

I would recognize you right away.







You were due October 18th. A Friday. When that morning came it felt like all the other mornings. A friend had gone
into pre-dawn labor and 3pm I had received the birth announcement of the arrival of their sweet little boy.

Monday the 21st came and we had an appointment to see if I was dilated. My doctor mercifully rounded things up
and told me I was 1.5 centimeters. We left our appointment, fighting our feelings of disappointment, and went out

for a lunch of "pregnancy pizza." We helped ourselves to seconds, believing in its promise.

By Wednesday morning, October 23rd we has passed the last of the birthday predictions made by various members
of our respective lives.

We had entered the echo.

With absolutes as our guide, we breathed into each moment a constellation of possibilities, exhaling a galaxy of
unknowns. Pacing the borderline of one life and another, we remained a party of three: husband-wife-dog.

We kept ourselves adrift in familiarity.

We went for a long hike. I felt good. I felt strong. And then by afternoon I felt something else. I was in the hot tub
when a warm, taut aching began to occupy lower back. Famous for always trying to walk everything off, I was

convinced I had just overexerted myself earlier in the day. I stretched, expecting my body to just resume to its prior
list of discomforts.

By dinnertime we were in line waiting for burritos, I shifted my weight from leg to leg, trying to work out the pain I
was in. By eight o'clock we had finished eating and I was on the couch.

And then, all of a sudden, my water began breaking. It wasn't like the movies. There was no ocean, just an endless
wave, cresting.

I called our doula, Stacy, to let her know, repacked my hospital bag for the final (and one millionth time), messed
around with my birth plan and made cookies for the nurses I'd be meeting soon.

Contractions began at 3am. Lying there awake beside Dada, the final moments of you inside me, me containing you:
just us.



Waiting to postpone our arrival to the hospital, we invited Stacy to make her trip over by 11am. Enthusiastic and
loving, she laid in bed beside me massaging each contraction as they relentlessly came.

That week had been so hot, I thought I would swell up so big that eventually I would just float into the sun. But that
morning was overcast, and like a record turning around and around, the words of a song from my childhood played

over and over in my mind.

"You were born on a rainy day, the grass was yellow and the sky was gray." My version had swapped out "married"
to "born" from the original.

I wore Dada's sweatshirt to keep me warm.

In two separate cars, we three caravaned to the hospital, arriving at 3pm. By then, I was sure that I was at least 6 cm.
dilated, having already labored 18 hours. But there, in a bed in triage, I would learn that I was just one, maybe two

centimeters at best, and that you were posterior, or "sunny side up."

And like a small string at the bottom of a blanket, the unravelling of my perfect birth tapestry had begun.

Finally I was checked into room one at Kaiser Oakland.

We stretched, breathed, rocked and showered. Each contraction came on like thunder cracking at the sky. They
finished with an electric back pain that felt like I was being kicked - all sides of my body under attack. Coming on
every three minutes and lasting 90 seconds long, I needed a new word for tired. Ama, Bumpa and Jakey were all

pacing the halls by 6pm.

Dada and I focused on trying to turn you ourselves with the guidance of Stacy and her bag of tricks. I rocked and
swayed, moaning through each contraction. My body at the mercy of its own contortion. You were big and long and
turned around, and I was committed, focused and determined to do this the way I had hoped to. Dada held my hips,
moving with me, doing his best to syncopate, to help, to hold on and be strong. He sat at the edge of the bed and I

leaned against him, facing Ama and Bumpa. We all kept our tears welled up like tiny receptacles for all our fears and
feelings.



At 7pm I asked for fentanyl. There had been a shift change and my new nurse, Joan, was a traveling nurse from
Seattle. I was told that she unequivocally smelled of cigarettes, a detail I never once noticed in my consumed state.

But her voice had a lived-in sound, like a pick-up truck pulling into a gravel driveway.

After the fentanyl I fell into an oceanic sleep. So deep in fact, that I dilated 2 cm in thirty minutes. By 10pm I asked
for another dose, Joan obliged, happy to provide some relief. At midnight I asked Joan for another dose and this

time she made it heavier. I felt some relief, but less. I rested but the comfort was waning, pushing me closer to my
next request.

At 12:45am, I asked for an epidural.

After some prep an enormous needle was eased into my spine by a woman who looked like a wandering apothocary
from another time. Just after the epidural had been administered, I heard beeping and felt commotion all around me.

Four doctors rushed into our room and Dada, full of terror and hopelessness, looked on as both our heart rates
dropped dramatically. In a rush of movement and swift doctoring, we were both OK. By now my body was full of

monitors, probes and tubes all attached to me, attached to you and needles were wound all about my arms. The
nurses started me on a pitocin drip that would gently induce labor more.

That night Dada slept in the foldout chair, Ama slept upright in the chair against the wall, and much to the
annoyance of Joan, Stacy slept on the floor. When I woke at 7am we learned that you had descended a bit and I had

dilated to 6 cm.

There was a shift change so Joan and I said our goodbyes and Julie took over.



We had been told in our birthing
class to think of our contractions
as a finite pile of papers on our
desk and with each torrent, one

piece of paper would be taken off
that pile, never to be returned. I
held onto this image, faithfully
following it like a lighthouse

guiding me to shore.

There was a machine next to me
that measured contractions of
which nobody could take their

eyes off. Each wave of pain
engulfed my entire body while

Julie made it her business to
hover around its screen, checking

the tides of my pain like a surf
report. I began to watch her

watching it as though her body
language was as much a readout
as the lines dancing across the

monitor. And then with no
emotion at all she reported that
my contractions were "puny"
and this is why you hadn't yet
arrived. Even in my virtually
unslept, emotional and hazy

state, I imagined lurching at her
like an animal.



When the doctor on duty arrived at about 10am Friday morning, she began a gentle conversation with me
about what might happen if things continued this way. This was to say that if my contractions continued to
be puny and the higher and higher dose of pitocin didn't increase their strength, another path would need to

be considered. This was the first time that the slightest intimation of the words c-section had entered the
room. The doctor leaned into the edge of the bed, her eyes filled with concern, that word at the bottom of
her knowing. Still, I understood birth by way of surgery as a last resort. I held tight to my belief that this
was not our fate, I acknowledged its place in the order of things and locked it out of the realm of my own

possibilities.



The doctor kindly left me with a generous timeline
for the pitocin to do its work. By 2pm the doctor
was back on rotation. She read the monitors and

reported that there had been no more progression.
That you were at station 3, had not turned, and I

was still at six centimeters. We had the talk.
Presented with its own self-contained birth plan,
she finally said the word cesarean, and it moaned.



I laid on my side and cried. Not only had the word
entered the room, it had crawled into bed with me.

Pain medication and pitocin continued on like
gangbusters. I held on tightly to my dream of

vaginal birth. Magical thinking had all but taken
over completely. If I work hard, if I am grateful. If I
am strong. If I am loving and kind. If I fight. If I, if.

I. If. I.

At 6pm the doctor came back. She sat closer to me
this time. She told me there was only one millileter
of pitocin she could give me. She told me there had
been no changes to your position or to my cervix.
Without hesitation, my magical thinking told me

that would be the one millileter my body needed, as
though that is how things work, as though there is

any science in magic.

She then discovered that I had developed a fever
and that your heart rate had risen to a dangerous

height. I knew what had to happen, the thought of
you being in any kind of distress eclipsed my every

need in this world.

And deep inside this moment I became a mother.



The doctor was getting ready to leave for the day. She described the staff that would be with me in the OR,
what needed to take place to get me ready, and told me with compassion that I was doing the right thing,

that I was incredibly strong and that my body had done everything it could.

I was transferred to a different bed and rolled into the OR. Dada walked along side me, ever-convinced that
you were a boy up until the last minute, said he was thinking that "Gino" would be a good name for you.

Gino would have been fine with me.



Julie who was once cold and harsh, turned loving
and caring. She held my hand, called me sweetie and
told me that everything would be OK. The surgeon,
Dr. Minikel was a warm woman with strength and

competence emanating from her. The
anesthesiologist, Carla, made it her job to comfort
me, stay near and listen to me. She rested her hand
on my chest as my arms were stretched out beside

me, beyond me.

It felt like someone opened up my entire body and
took everything out. It was not gentle, there was

tugging, pushing and rooting, and my entire body
felt emptied.



And then you were in the room.

I heard you cry. Dada announced through his
happiness and surprise, "it's a girl."

You were brought over to my chest. My whole
body was full of laughter and tears - a universe of

love held us as we finally met face to face.

I told you that I had been waiting for you, that I
love you and that I was so glad you were here.

You were my dream. I had seen your face before.

My Rafaela, my Rafi, my daughter.

You were passed back to Dada just as I heard
someone ask where all the blood was coming from

and you were both rushed out of the room.

I looked up to the ceiling - drifting into the
flourescence while Carla made everything else

disappear and over half my blood was replaced with
another's.

When I woke it had been an hour, just like my
dream. They brought me to you where you had

been suckling Dada's chest.

Both of you waiting for me.



Rafaela Rose Acampora
Born at 7:13pm

Friday, October 25th, 2013
8.9lbs. 22.5"L

My near life. My disaster.
My paradise. My love.

You fit perfectly into my arms.

My very own October.








