DELIVERING A BABY – WITHOUT GIVING BIRTH!!!

By Darryl Egnal
The day started like any other. I’d been house-sitting for my parents for almost a week and my morning routine didn’t change just because I wasn’t at home. I set the alarm for 7am, but as usual, I turned it off and went right back to sleep. When it went off again at 7.30am, I got up slowly and made my way into the bathroom, barely awake. As I was about to get into the shower, the doorbell rang.
Irritated, I put on my gown and went to open the door. Rita, my parents’ domestic, was standing there holding her heavily pregnant stomach.

“Something’s wrong,” she said, coming inside.

“Is it time?” I asked her, surprised because she wasn’t due for a few more weeks.

“No, I don’t think so, I think I ate something bad last night?”

“You mean you have indigestion?”

“I just feel sick. I don’t know.”

“Rita, are you sure you’re not in labour?” I asked, assuming she would know after four children.

“I’m not due yet. I can’t be.”

“Well, I’m not taking any chances. Let’s go to the clinic.”

“I don’t want you driving into Alex*, Darryl,” she said. “Let’s call the ambulance.”
So I dialled the number for the ambulance service left for me by my mother.

The operator took down the details and said someone would be there within half an hour.

I told Rita to lie on the couch while she waited and raced through to the bathroom.

There’s enough time to have a quick shower and get ready for work, I thought. It must’ve been one of the quickest showers I’d ever had... hmmm, my Dad would’ve been proud.
Once I was dressed, I went to check on Rita. She was pacing around, leaning over, holding her stomach, pacing, obviously in pain.

“Oh Da, it hurts.”

“Rita, this can’t be something you ate.”

“I don’t know, maybe.”

I called the emergency services again. Once more, the operator said the ambulance was on its way.

“How long will it take?” I asked. “We’ve already been waiting 45 minutes.”

“They had to make another emergency call first.”

“But this woman’s in labour. How long must she wait?”

“A woman in labour is not an emergency,” the operator stated. “They’ll be there soon.”

“Unbelievable,” I thought, putting the phone down. I turned to Rita. Now she was kneeling on the floor, trying to find a more comfortable position. Then she stood up and ran to the toilet. I was beginning to worry. What if they didn’t make it in time? What if the baby...? Don’t think like that, I said to myself. She’ll be fine.

Rita came out of the bathroom bent over, her face contorted in agony.

“Rita, maybe I should take you...”

“No, they’ll be here soon. You can’t go into Alex.”

She sounded like my mother. All I wanted was to pile her into my car and rush her to the hospital, but I had no idea where it was. Maybe I should take her to the Morningside Clinic’s emergency room, I thought.

“Phone again, Da, see where they are.”
I dialled the ambulance service for a third time as I watched Rita move herself slowly to the patio.

“Where the hell is that bloody ambulance?” I shouted into the phone. “This is the third time I’ve called in nearly two hours. This woman is about to have her baby on my parents’ patio floor! What’s wrong with you people?”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am, but we have only one ambulance and it was sent to another emergency.”

“Only one ambulance?! What type of emergency service has only one ambulance? I’m going to phone the Sandton ambulance service.”

“We are Sandton, Ma’am.”

“What? I don’t believe it. Sandton** has only one. That’s ludicrous.”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am.”

“Why didn’t you tell me that before? I could’ve taken her to another hospital myself.”

“Da, the baby’s coming,” I heard Rita say.

“Oh my God, she’s having the baby on my parents’ floor, you’d better tell that ambulance to hurry,” I cried into the phone before slamming it back into its socket.

“Rita, hang on, they’ll be here soon,” I said, rushing to the patio. “No, don’t push; I’m just going to find some towels.” 
Racing to the cupboard, I frantically unlocked the door and searched for towels I could use. I had to find some older ones; my Mom would kill me if I used her new towels. Oh boy, what was I thinking? They were only towels! I grabbed two older towels, remembering they’d belonged to my late grandmother. Strange the things you think about at times like these.
Suddenly, I remembered my parents’ complex employed a nurse on the premises. I ran to the study to find her phone number and dialled. When she picked up the phone, I calmly explained who I was and what was happening. She said she’d be right over.
As I got back to Rita, she was squatting on the floor. The baby’s head was crowning. I placed one of the towels on the ground and held the other between her legs, just as the baby “fell” out. I managed to catch it before it landed. I gently wrapped the baby in the towel, trying to steer clear of the umbilical cord. As Rita continued to crouch, trying to get the after-birth out, I raced to the kitchen to find something to tie and cut the cord, not knowing when the ambulance would arrive. 
It didn’t take the nurse long to get there, but she was too late; the baby was there. I asked about the umbilical cord and she said she’d see what she had in her office. She ran off. She came back with some type of clasp. I had found some ties and a pair of scissors and we were about to tie the cord when I heard the ambulance arrive. 
“Thank God,” I thought as I rushed outside to direct them to Rita. Now I could calm down to a panic. They attended to Rita and the baby – a little girl – remarking about how clean a birth it had been. They cut the cord, wrapped the baby in the towel and gave her to me. Then they helped Rita onto the stretcher and I placed the baby into her arms.

As they wheeled her to the ambulance, I suddenly realised that I was the first person ever to hold this baby.
“Have you chosen a name for her yet, Rita?” I wanted to know.

“No, not yet.”

“Well, why don’t you name her after me?” I asked apprehensively. “My Zulu name is Thando (love).”

“Sure, I’ll think about it.”

The ambulance drove away and I just stood there, staring.
Wow, have I got something to tell people at work today, I thought to myself as I turned and walked inside.

* It wasn’t safe to be driving around Alexandra Township north of Johannesburg due to high-jackings and other potential crime situations.

** Sandton is one of the wealthier suburbs in Johannesburg
