
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


18 Days

Sara Fiore

––––––––

Translated by Giulia Mastrantoni 


“18 Days”

Written By Sara Fiore

Copyright © 2017 Sara Fiore

All rights reserved

Distributed by Babelcube, Inc. 

www.babelcube.com 

Translated by Giulia Mastrantoni

Cover Design © 2017 Sara Fiore

“Babelcube Books” and “Babelcube” are trademarks of Babelcube Inc.


Each and every decision that we take shapes our life. It turns our world upside down, in a sense. We are always trying to figure out how things will be like, but the truth is life is unpredictable. Life follows patterns and paths that are unknown to us. If we are lucky enough, at some point we will get to understand the motives. It usually happens a long time after things happen. Most of the times things are just bound to be a mistery. What I have come to understand is that life is always putting proofs on our path. It doesn’t really matter whether we fall or we stop for a while. We might as well cry for a little while and it would still be acceptable. But we must find the strenght to carry on and to keep on taking decisions in the end. Fear doesn’t have to hold us back and that’s what we must understand when it comes to life.

When I got pregnant, I could picture the emotion of being a mother. It didn’t go as planned, though. Not a bit. These are my first eighteen days as a mother.

Day 1 - Saturday

10.52. You were on my chest. You were looking at me as awkwardly as one can. You were lovely and you still look at me in that very same way whenever you discover new things that leave you speechless. You were not as I was expecting you to be. I don’t really recall what it is that I was expecting. You were incredibly beautiful. You opened your eyes and you looked at me. You were still new to this world. I wondered if you were as tired as I was.

What a night. I knew giving birth would have been painful, but I was not expecting it to be like that. I was feeling as if I was about to die. The epidural didn’t have any effect on me. The nurse said it was because of my back. I was unable to move it, so she was unable to make the injection right. I was unable to stand still either and it would have been the only position that might make my labor sustainable.

The nurses and the doctors were amazing to me. The ostetrician was a lovely woman and I have her sculpted in my heart.

I screamed. I feel ashamed about that. I think many other patients have been able to hear my cries. I tried to focus on you, though. You were my priority, my little wonder. You were so similar to my dad. You were so beautiful. You were looking at me as if you could really look into my soul. Then you turned to your dad.
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