Page 4C

Thursday, February 20, 2014

_Midell Liiest

The day my life almost changed forever

Tt started like most
any other Sunday here
at my house.

The baby woke up
laughing, like he always
does, at the crack of
dawn. In a fog of fatigue,
I brewed a pot of coffee
while he gleefully
pushed his walking toy
around the house,
shrieking at the novelty
of putting one foot in
front of the other. He'll
be a year old March 10,

and he's so close to -

walking on his own. His
whooping and hollering

soon roused his 8-year-

old and 3-year-old
brothers and 6-year-old
sister. There were frozen
waffles and Bible stories
while we let Daddy

sleep in (it was his turn),

followed by the mad
rush of dressing and
washing and brushing
and hollering that is
getting ready for
church. g

We pulled into the
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church parking with a
few minutes to spare--a
small victory, as we're
usually late. Mark, my 3-
year-old, and his sister
Juliet had unearthed
some leftover Valentine

candy from the bowels

of the minivan, and
Mark emerged from the
vehicle with a lollipop
in his mouth.

"Don't run with that in
your mouth!" I called to
him as he raced in the
direction of the build-
ing, where my husband
was waiting with our
oldest. I followed be-
hind, the baby on my
hip, when I noticed the
lollipop stick on the
ground. I stopped to
pick it up when I heard
a stranger's voice di-
rected at my Mark--
"Can you talk?"

This is where my
memory gets extremely
hazy and painfully
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someone might have
said.

I remember getting to
Mark, looking into his
face. His eyes were wide
and his features frozen,
his mouth open, but no
sound coming out.

Did I ask him if he was
OK? Did I ask him if he
could breathe? I might
have. The baby was no
longer in my arms--he
was on the ground, cry-
ing. Did I drop him?

"He's choking!" I
screamed.

"He's choking!"

I can so clearly recall
the sound of my voice--
unrecognizable to me,
frantic and  high-
pitched, the desperate
scream of a panicked

mother. I remember my
husband's alarm as he
realized what was hap-
pening.

I picked up my boy--
and did what? I don't
know. With uncertainty I
felt under his ribcage
for the place I thought
my fist should go. I
might have flipped him
over and shaken him.

"I don't know what to
do!" I shrieked, to no-
body, to everybody.

And then he was out
of my arms. A man, a
stranger, grabbed him
and was doing some-
thing, but I couldn't tell
you what it was. Did I
see what happened
next? Was I even watch-
ing? The baby was cry-
ing; a stranger was
holding him.

"Call 911!" I cried, my
hands fumbling desper-
ately through my diaper
bag for my phone. I
couldn't find it.

"Call 911!" I was on
the ground, my knees
soaked with mud and

grass.
- "Somebody! Call! He's
choking!"

The fear was paralyz- -
ing. Seconds passed
like eternities.
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