After two weeks of concentrated nurturing time with my newborn, I’m back blogging about how so called strong black women need to remember that their strength comes from God, and they should acknowledge that in their actions. This was definitely something I needed to (and did) remember the week I gave birth to my third child, Justus Emmanuel. Most every day that week of January 10th, I either had a doctor’s appointment or was in the hospital and was reminded of God’s faithfulness every step of the way. Twice I was rushed on a gurney because of sudden changes that threatened my unborn’s life. The threats occurred Tuesday and Wednesday and have shaped my perspective as I convalesce, able to do very little. 
Monday—I had my final prenatal visit so my doctor could check my amniotic fluid and the baby for fetal distress. Both were fine, but she sent me to the hospital Tuesday (my due date) for an ultrasound to make sure the baby wasn’t too big for a vaginal delivery.
Tuesday—The ultrasound showed that everything was normal except my son’s heart rate was fast. The technician called in the practice’s head doctor for consultation. In front of me the doctor asked the technician, “Is he breathing?” Through a furrowed brow and darting eyes toward this doctor who was to determine my fate, I was somehow able to hear him tell me to go to the hospital where I would deliver to be monitored to figure out why Justus’ heart rate was high. In a short amount of time, the staff at the second hospital said that my baby’s heart rate was up when he moved, which was supposed to happen and it was quite normal.
Wednesday—I started to receive contractions this evening. After recording their frequency every 1-3 minutes for an hour I headed to the hospital. Through the pain of contractions, I was able to answer questions from the shift doctor whose husband must have left her or her best friend ditched her or she was too tired from working a long shift because she was lifeless and perfunctory, so much so that the shift nurse busted into the room and rallied other nurses because she noticed that my baby’s heart rate had dropped by 50%; the doctor hadn’t a clue. The nurse consulted with the doctor, not able to work on me without the doctor’s orders. When the doctor was too slow to make a decision, the nurse took matters in her own hands: she had me get on a gurney, put oxygen on me and whizzed me to a delivery room. They got Justus’ heart rate stable; at this point I had dilated to 7 centimeters. Just as I was deciding if I wanted pain medication, my doctor arrived and checked me.

She found that I had dilated to 9; I couldn’t get any pain medication now and I couldn’t have a vaginal delivery. Justus’ umbilical cord was descending before he was, causing his head to hit it and cutting off his blood supply. My doctor rallied the staff and rode the gurney to hold the cord inside me as they rushed me to the operating room for an emergency C-section.

Incident One—The insensitive doctor who essentially asked was my baby alive had me in disbelief about why he was allowed to still practice medicine, but because God sent me a dream that showed I had three children who were alive, I was able to not audibly respond to the doctor’s poor bedside manner; I knew that Justus would live and not die (Psalm 11:17).

Incident Two—When the shift doctor was oblivious to my baby’s decline, God was in control and had an alert nurse to care for Justus. I truly know that it’s better to trust God than man (Psalm 118:8).

Incident Three—God had my alert doctor make a quick and wise decision to perform a C-section because any pushing (on my part or Justus’ part) at 10 centimeters dilated would have cut off Justus’ blood supply and he would have died. I know that God has angels assigned to me and on that day one was Dr. Patrice Harold.
Though I didn’t want another C-section because of the long recovery time, I am thankful that I could have one for the life of my baby. I praise God for 1) choosing me as Justus’ mom; 2) blessing me with health insurance; 3) living in a country where I have access to good healthcare; 4) competent health providers; 5) a loving and dutiful husband who has taken great care of me; 6) wonderful friends and family, particularly my church family, for supporting me with food, money, baby clothes and other baby items so that I can recover without any concerns; and 6) growing me up. Though recovery while taking care of two little ones most of the day alone is hard, I am happy to be able to give myself to two healthy children created for God’s glory. Truly God is faithful.
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