The Purple Baby
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By Fred Villari


My wife, Francesca, and I decided we were ready to experience one of the greatest gifts in life, having a child.  After months of anticipation we started our Lamaze classes.  We attended, participated and practiced breathing and pushing.  The classes were informative on many aspects of how to care for the infants once they were born as opposed to what to expect in the delivery room.  I was ignorant and uneducated as to multiple approaches for bearing a child.  I always heard that when a woman is pregnant, "Watch Out!"  They may become moody and have spontaneous cravings for certain foods at odd hours of the night.  Moreover, the slew of doctor's visits throughout the pregnancy with the OB/GYN physician failed to ever apprise me of the events or expectations that transpire in the delivery room.  I never in my wildest dreams thought that I would encounter what I did in the delivery room and what would yield a beautiful baby boy. 


On the day my wife went into labor, I diligently advocated in a heated trial. The judicial assistant notified me, “Sir, I’m sorry to interrupt, but you have an emergency telephone call.”


I rushed to the telephone and spoke in a panic to my wife.  “Honey, what’s the matter?”


"Fred! I am giving birth!  I am driving myself to the hospital."  


I froze for a few seconds and then said, “Fran, I’m on my way there.  Drive safely.  I love you.”


My son’s arrival was two weeks early.  He had to be extracted by C-Section.  Then I recalled my golden rule, when I have an emergency, PANIC.   I bolted for my car speeding like Mario Andretti in the Indy 500.  I made it from Miami to Boca Raton in twenty minutes flat.  


As I arrived at the hospital, the nurses threw a gown, gloves and hat at me and ordered, "Hurry up ‘cause this baby's coming out."


  I ran into the delivery room as soon as I dressed.  The obstetrician briskly looked into my eyes and asked, "Are you ready, Mr. Villari?  Have you ever been in a delivery room before?"

 
 I replied with fear, "No, never, but I’m as ready as I’m going to be."  


It immediately became apparent that it would have been a good idea for me to have read up or even asked the doctor what would happen to my wife, my son and even me in the delivery room.  Nevertheless, we were in the 11th hour.  I found myself sitting next to my wife holding her hand and praying.  She had been administered an epidural, with a needle the size of a broom stick.  The doctor placed a large bed sheet so that my wife and I were unable to see him slice and dice her open for the C-Section.  I was as numb as my wife--- the only difference--- I wasn’t injected with an epidural. 

 
Suddenly, the doctor asked, "Mr. Villari, do you want to see the miracle of life?"


I stammered, "Yes doctor."

 
I stood up and peered over the bed sheet only to see my wife's insides hacked open.  Literally, I was looking at an enormous box-size opening that was supposed to be her stomach.  I became ill. I hid my sour stomach from my wife to appear strong.  In a matter of a few seconds, the doctor, with one hand, pulled out my son by his foot.  


I WAS TRAUMATIZED.  


Oh my God!  My new-born baby looked as purple as a grape. 


My wife's first words were, "What does he look like, Fred?  Is he adorable?"

  
I stood there like a wooden Indian at a cigar store entrance--- shocked, numb, scared, and isolated.  I thought, “What do I say? Do I lie? It’ll make her feel good for now.  Do I tell the truth? I’d risk her freaking out on the OR table, all cut up with her intestines hanging out.  


I lied. "Yes dear, he is adorable.  So cute.  So delicious."  I couldn't stop thinking to myself, “My poor son is purple.  Be optimistic, Fred.  He can undergo some type of skin treatment to remedy this ailment.  


 About twenty minutes later, the nurse casually approached, "Mr. Villari, don’t worry about your baby’s purple skin eventually when the oxygen starts flowing in your son, the purple color disappears." 


As I sighed with relief, my blood pressure dropped, and I pondered, “Why didn’t my wife tell me about purple babies?  Why didn’t the doctor tell me about purple babies?  Why did the nurse wait to tell me this most important fact about purple babies?”  I stopped complaining because I knew I had just witnessed the greatest gift in life.  

