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September 23rd, 2015

A Bear Tale by Ali Lawrence



Tucked behind the horizon, the sun continued to disappear earlier each day making winter a
crisp reminder of sweet endings and carefully stored memories - like bookends to another year
gone by. With our Christmas tree and its lights long gone and a new calendar on the wall, each
evening was clear with Orion and Perseus, our constellation heroes occupying the wintertime

night sky.

The promise of springtime and new beginings had only just begun to gently drift back into the
cherry blossom trees, the breeze and the softer shadow of the slightly lingering sun when your

dad and I got the most welcome surprise we could have imagined:



.

You would be joining our family in the fall of
that year.



A little less than two years earlier we had
received similar news that your brother, Teo

would be arriving in October of 2013.
Mirroring one another, both times we found
out just before set plans to go to the zoo, the

perfect place to commemorate the occasion. We
picked out a glass figurine of a duck the first

time for Teo and then for you, a bird.

And almost as soon as I knew you existed, I
also knew you were a boy.

From the identical citrus cravings I had with
Teo, to the long first trimester full of morning
sickness - but it wasn't until we met up with

our Bradley baby group that it was confirmed.
Our friend Steve, an acupuncturist, held both

my hands to check if the left or right had a
stronger pulse. Concentrating and counting

beats, Steve looked up and before he could give
me his prediction I asked, "boy?" In his

immediate and confident smile, I knew that
only the ultrasound we had scheduled for
shortly after could have made me more

certain.



Later that
week in the
car on the
way to our

appointment,
your Aunt
Moni and I

tossed around
a few baby
girl names,

but I knew it
was just for
sport. And

then as much
as it was in
the stars, it
was on the
screen. Teo

was going to
have a little

brother, I was
going to have
two boys, be

totally
outnumbered
- and I was

thrilled.





As you got bigger and your welcome wild kicks continued to come, Teo began falling in love
with you, kissing my belly each day and calling you, "Baba."

Spring blurred into summer and soon, just as easy as the days had stretched out into nights,
the sun began setting earlier and the air began to hint at the warmth and magic of the

California fall.

I was convinced that you'd be two weeks early, just like Teo. But as each week passed, we
inched closer and closer to our given due date of Septemebr 20th.

At an appointment with Lindy, our beloved midwife, she told me I had a "moon face" and could
expect to meet you soon. She was pretty certain that the next time she and I would see each

other would be to greet you into the world. But much to both of our surprise (and my
disappointment) our next encounter waa at the appointment we had scheduld for one week

later.

A few days following I developed a fever which brought us into the hospital. Being sick at 39
weeks was among the more unpleasant experiences I'd had to date, but it was nothing serious,
just a little bad timing. To be safe we had an ultrasound and lucky us, we got a bonus peak at
your beautiful face. There you were, swimming around with your sweet button nose, chubby

cheeks and plump lips. You looked so much like Dad.

Despite the fever, Braxton Hicks and impatience I felt to finally meet you, after that
appointment a soft and gentle calm washed over me, and a renewed sense of peace was

restored to those final days of pregnancy.



Officially one day late, On September 21st I
got a massage to hopefully help induce labor.
Later that day we went to the pool where we
met up with our friend Tasha and her little

one, Tati. While administering some pressure
points in an effort to begin your trip into the
world, Tasha picked up on your sweet spirit,
predicting a kind and gentle soul. I did my
best to simply bask in the beauty of that

moment, but I was as excited as ever to meet
you.

For weeks your Aunt Moni had texted every
morning wondering if she should be calling in

sick to work, and each day, despite the
ongoing false labor, I had to give her the same

unenthusuastic report: no baby today. You
had made yourself quite comfortable on the

inside and I was starting to lose hope
thinking that maybe you might just take up

permanent residency.



And then midnight on the
22nd rolled around, the first
night of the fall sky full with

the twinkling stars of
Hercules and Libra, I finally
got to welcome true signs of

labor: consistent contractions.
Despite my hopes for being

well-rested at the starting line
of what was sure to be a

marathon, I knew we had
begun and it would be

excitement, adrenaline and
pure will that would carry me

through to the finish line.
By 12:30am I was in the
shower, delighted with

anticipation. Dad popped up to
see what I was doing and
when I told him you were

finally coming, he urged me to
get back into bed and do my
best to rest. I didn't want to,

but I did.
Contractions continued

throughout the night, forcing
me onto all fours, like gusts of

gale force wind. I slept
between them, despite Dad's

snoring.



By the time Aunt Moni
arrived at 6am contractions
were 10 minutes apart. We

made Teo a smoothie for
breakfast and got him ready
for school, happily explaining
to him that Grandma would
be picking him up today and

bringing him to meet his baby
brother. He obliged exicitedly,

so ready, even at only two
years old, to begin building
that unbreakable bond of

brotherhood.
It was no coincidence that the
moment Dad and Teo left for

school, contractions began
coming every three minutes. I
looked to Aunt Moni, catching
my breath, and hoped out loud

with all my heart that you'd
be coming today. She didn't
disappoint, responding with

utter confidence that you
would be here soon.





Dad was back by 8:30am and it was time to go
to the hospital. We called Lindy to let her

know it was time. She was slightly skeptical
as I could still talk through my contractions.

Not wanting to postpone the car ride any
longer, I was sure to moan and groan a little
louder to get the point across when the next

contraction came on.

We three (plus you on the inside) piled into the
car. Dad driving and me in the backseat

cuddled up with the birthing ball. I directed
Dad to the fastest route to avoid morning

traffic while Aunt Moni lovingly rubbed my
back.



Having some sense of what
was coming allowed me to

enter this experience with you
with such lucidity, that it was

as though my thoughts,
emotions and body were as
clear as that deep blue and

cloudless sky above me.





When we arrived at the hospital the contractions were so strong that sitting in a wheelchair
was out of the question. Before we even arrived to the third floor at 9:15am I was already in
transition. Wanting the least amount of contractions in the hallway, I hustled into our room

with Dad and Aunt Moni in tow, and was thankfully allowed to bypass triage. Your bith room
awaited us with dim lighting, candles and classical music. Lindy was there waiting, ready to

check my dilation.

I was 10 centimeters.

Afraid to push, the memories still so strong from Teo's birth, Lindy had some convincing to do.
Unable to avoid the inevitable and with the thought of finally holding you in my arms as my
guide, soon I was on all fours, resting on the birthing ball between contractions and pushing.



And then my water broke and
only a few minutes later your
head was out. Already crying,
you practically slid past Lindy
and Dad's arms right onto the

bed.

I recognized your face right
away, round, plump and lovely

- like a cherub.

And before your dad could cut
your umbilical cord you laid
down on my thigh, so dear,

your arms nestled above your
head and fell fast asleep.





And like a soft breeze in a clear cerulean sky,
our sweet little bird joined our flock on that fall's first day.



Drew Valerian Brown, born 10:27am
Wednesday, September 23rd, 2015

9lbs, 21"L








