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Going to content for a few months, I didn't feel any connection what it was to my newborn son. And then one day there was an idea that changed everything. Trying to remember the very moment I fell in love with my son, Nathaniel, is hard. This might have been when he seemed to listen attentively as I read him my favorite book from
childhood, The Velvet Rabbit. It could have been during a walk when he reached out his baby carrier and grabbed my finger. But I do know that this was not the first time I had held my child - and the shock I felt without the rush of love I expected as a mother was staggering. Even though I had a C-section, I still expected to see Nathaniel
right away. I thought he was lifted over the curtain and put on my chest. It opens our eyes, and we look at each other, and the collective wisdom of generations of mothers who were before me, beamed in my heart. Instead, my son and I held our first meeting in the recovery room at the hospital, a few hours after he was born. My parents
and my husband were there. A good nurse asked me where I was on the pain scale from one to ten. Someone handed me a baby at some point, but the memory is elusive, just out of my reach. The last thing I remember was obviously in the operating room. The child had just been delivered, but he had not yet cried; Nurses are still
cleaning their mouths. I was shaking a lot, either from fear or from all the drugs that were pumped into my system. I begged the anesthesiologist to do something for my nausea. Before she added another drug to my IV, I heard a nurse asking my doctor for a caesarean section, presumably for hospital papers. It's late and I wanted to go
home,' he said. I suppose he was joking, but after 36 hours of work, I wasn't really in the mood to laugh. In the blurry weeks that followed, I went on to the events of the day, in my opinion, as an investigator at the crime scene, trying to figure out exactly when something went horribly wrong. Because something was clearly terribly wrong.
As I held Nathaniel, I felt a thud of all-consuming anxiety. One word throughmmed through my head like a drumbeat: run. I wanted to put Nathaniel in a crib, walk out the door and never come back. When we took him for the first check-up, I sincerely hoped that the doctor would see that I was not on maternity call and would allow us to
leave the baby there. What kind of mother was I? What kind of man was that? You're a monster, I told myself. A monster who doesn't love his child. It didn't make sense. I always thought of myself as the kind of woman who was born to be a mother. But here I was, desperately plotting my escape from the role I craved most in my life.
When my husband took a picture of me with a child, I tried to force face smile, but my eyes told the truth. They're Them flat and empty. My voice sounded like it was coming from a long tunnel. I had no appetite. The food tasted wrong. A few friends suggested that I might have postpartum depression, but I don't think so. It was like a crutch,
an excuse. Besides, I didn't cry all the time. I didn't cry. I was just sitting there, either numb or panicking, not being able to do anything right. I wasn't sick. I was useless. I can't do that. I'm not going to do that. These words ran in my head day after day, hour after hour, minute by minute. Every time the phone rang, I was hoping someone
was calling to save me. Friends came and visited, but they always left. Take me with you, I remember begging one of them. I tried to pretend I was joking, but I wasn't. After a few weeks, I got worse, so I called a psychopharmacologist I saw a few years ago. She was straightforward and told me that with the right medication, I would feel
just like my old self. I didn't believe her. My old I disappeared - I was sure of it. I went back to the therapist I saw before I got married, but over time she became more of a friend than a counselor. I was ashamed that she saw me in my current state. I went once and didn't come back. Then I tried the psychoanalytic boarding school of the
old school. Dr. Freud, as my husband called him, was warm and encouraging, but he wanted to talk about my childhood, and I wanted to focus on the present. By this time, Nathaniel was more than 2 months old. I was afraid that if I didn't get better anytime soon, I'd never get in touch with him. In addition, my maternity leave is coming to
an end. I needed a more aggressive approach. A friend gave me a postpartum depression hotline phone number and I carried it with me for weeks before I got on my nerves to call. When I finally did, the good woman assured me that I had PPD and that she was irresistible. The other doctors I saw told me about it, too, but she was the
first one I really believed in. She told me she heard women say exactly what I said all the time. I felt so alone in my dark, ugly thoughts, but she personally talked to other women who went through exactly what I went through. They're better, and I'd be better, too. The girl from the hotline offered a therapist specializing in PPD. When I
called her, she told me that the fact that I felt guilty for my negative feelings about motherhood was a good sign. It meant I didn't want to feel that way. And she told me that she also had PPD and she got over it and went on to have a second child. On my first visit, she gave me her a copy of Brooke Shields's book on postpartum
depression, Down Came The Rain. After reading the book and consulting a therapist, I began to feel better. I went back to the antidepressant I was taking before I got pregnant, which makes a big difference. And and still helped me too: a line from an article I read about Rosanna Cash. Describing her work ethic, she said: 'Just show up.
Just do it. Even if you feel like s--- and you think you're terrible and you'll never get better and it will never go anywhere, just show up and do it. And at the end of the day, something is happening. That was what was talking to me. I felt like a terrible mother and didn't know what I was doing. I couldn't understand what kind of cry meant I
was hungry, and that meant I was tired. I couldn't get the baby to turn to work. I didn't know how often to bathe him, or when to put him to a nap, or put him in his pajamas or let him sleep in a diaper. I was sure that if I left one in my care, he would die. But when my mind started with his refrain from I can't do it, I won't do it, I thought about
that quote from Rosanna Cash. Just show up, I said to myself instead. Just do it. That's what I did. And she was right: something had happened. I started getting the hang of it. I turned the corner when Nathaniel was 3 months old and I went back to work. I love my job, so going back to it - and going back to my pre-routine baby - made me
happy. Eventually, I rediscovered my confidence, which felt as if she had been put in a car, driven into the middle of the desert, and set on fire. It took me a while to come to terms with what happened in the early days of my child's life. More than once I found that I wanted to know him when he was born. And of course it's stupid because I
was there. But also, I wasn't. See us together these days, you'll never know. When he smiles, my heart breaks like fireworks, in a thousand tiny stars. I love nothing more than snuggle up with him or read it to him. And I think I'll never understand exactly what went wrong, whether I was injured by a C-section, or if I experienced some kind
of hormonal failure, or if people with my personality type - those of us who like to do things perfectly on the first try who would like to be in control - are just destined for a certain degree of panic when we become mothers and lose control of absolutely everything. I thought I was going to fall in love with my child the first time I had him in my
arms. But that didn't happen. It couldn't happen until what broke in me when he came into the world was fixed. But I love it now, boundlessly and without reservation. And perhaps, in the end, the most important thing is not the moment when we fall in love, but what we do with that love as soon as it takes hold. © copyright. All rights are
reserved. Printed with link to an external site that may or may not comply with accessibility guidelines. On a Sunday night last November, Patrick Moberg, 21, a website developer, was on Union Square subway in New York City. From the corner of my eye, I noticed this girl, he says. She had bright blue shorts and dark blue dark blue and
a flower in the back of her hair. New York is fun if you're a guy - a lousy city with gorgeous women. But this one was different. She was his perfect girlfriend. When train number 5 entered the station, they got up. I was ecstatic, he says. I noticed the details of how her braided hair was and what she was writing in the pad. I couldn't shake
the urge to talk to her. Patrick Moberg created a website to find the girl of dreams he saw while walking in the subway one night. Deeply sighing, he headed towards her. That's when the train entered Bowling Green station. The doors opened, the tide of humanity swarmed, and then suddenly, she left. He thought of the pursuit, but there is
a fine line between blind love and persecution. He was thinking about plastering the station with posters. Then brainstorming: the Internet. It seemed less of an assault, he says. I don't want to pierce her comfort zone. That night the world had a new website: nygirlofmydreams.com. On it Patrick stated: I saw the girl of my dreams on the
subway tonight. He painted a picture of a girl engraved in his head, along with a portrait of himself with this caveat pointed to his head: Not crazy. The site went viral, and soon it had thousands of versions. Some were cranks, and some were women offering themselves in case he struck out. Two days later, he received an email from
someone claiming to know the girl. He even provided a photo. It was her. She was an Australian interned in a magazine, and her name was Camilla. And she wanted to meet, too. Their first meeting was awkward. And why not? It was created by Good Morning America. Like the rest of the media, GMA saw a great love story and pounced.
But being drawn into the maelstrom of media doesn't necessarily contribute to a nascent love affair. There was a lot of uncertainty about how to act around each other, Patrick said. And in the back of Camilla's mind, a nagging thought: Who is this guy? The media circus eventually went further, giving them the opportunity to speak without
the microphone present. Everything I learned about it was another wonderful thing, says Patrick. She was smart, funny and a great personality, well suited to this shy guy. And, he continues quietly, we have been hanging out together every day ever since. Remembering, he sighs. It's amazing that everything went without a hitch. I really
can't think of anyone who doesn't appreciate being met at the airport by a jazz band, says writer Calvin Trillin. I believe there may be some people who are in the witness protection program. But Kelvin's wife, Alice, did not hide, and she, as he knew, definitely loved when she ate a jazz band. The year was 1972, and Calvin was in
Louisiana covering the crayfish festival. Back in New York, Alice's parents were both and she was going down for a much-needed RDR Kelvin wanted to cheer her up. He called a friend in the Conservation Hall about getting the group. But Jazz Fest was in full swing. All good ones were booked. So he took what was left. When Alice's
flight landed, she deplaned and went straight into the wall of sound - brass, to be exact - tooting a rousing rendition of Hello, Dolly! For her. And she laughed. She saw it as a grandiose gesture. And I don't think she cared that the Cornet player was actually an antiques dealer. In fact, he wasn't even from Cajun country. He's from London.
And the trombonist? Norwegian. They were in town for the festival. Calvin and Alice strolled hand-in-hand through the terminal, trailed by their personal group blasting out the standards. On the way, the passengers fell behind and began to line the second all the way to the baggage area. Usually not the most interesting times, waiting for
your bags , says Calvin. But they kept playing. Alice died a few years ago, but Calvin clings to the memory of that day. She was a very engaged person, he says. Having a jazz band meet her match her personality. So what if he can't land Satchmo or Wynton Marsalis? As Kelvin reminds us, Imperfect gestures are still good gestures. Arik
Egmont knew he had to calm down or he was going to blow it up. After all, who breaks out in the flop sweat doing a crossword puzzle? If he didn't relax, he was sure to key his girlfriend, Jenny Bass, into the fact that it's no ordinary Sunday Boston Globe. It was his marriage proposal. The two, both 29 - he is in touch, she studies public
health - have met for four years and have never seriously discussed marriage. Why spoil a good thing? went thinking. But Arik changed his mind. And since they were fanatics, he says, suggesting through tiny crossword boxes was a more natural idea than it might seem to others. So last June he contacted The Globe and told them about
his idea. They did. Aric fed Globe puzzle writers Emily Cox and Henry Rathwon (who also creates an RD Word Power column) personal information to be turned into clues, something he waited for... for four agonizing months. On the morning of September 23, awake all night before the evening, Arik casually asked Jenny: Do you want to

do a crossword puzzle? He bolted down and out of the door, grabbed the paper, and then ran up to their bedroom. Climbing back to bed, the two took their usual puzzle-solving poses, with Jenny leaning against him. Almost immediately, she was struck by the amount of evidence that matched people and places in her life. Twenty across
asked: Lover Henus. The answer was Ariadne, whose namesake is Jenny's friend. Seventy-three across: One from Judds. Naomi, also the name of Sister Jenny. via: NASCAR driver Almirola. Answer: Aric.Aric started scanning forward to where the big clue was. I knew the moment was right,' he said. And here it is. One hundred and
eleven across: General offer. Clever, he thought, a play on Jen and Arik. The key next to him was Winston's mother. Look at this, Arik said. Will you marry me, Jenny. He was waiting for a reaction. He didn't get it. Jenny is a smart man, smart enough to know all about Henus's personal life, but it was an information overload. And Arik
released the ring and, quoting the Boston Globe crossword puzzle, asked, Will you marry me, Jenny? After tears and screams and a lot I love you, Jenny said yes. I'm not the most romantic person, Arik admits. I think I was playing over my head on that. Then Romeo adds: Hopefully this will satisfy Jenny for a while. As blind dates go, it
was a good one. The year was 1950, and some friends believed that 20-year-old Grace Miltenberger might sniff her Fellow Marine, Bob. They were right. I thought he was the most beautiful man in the world and I fell in love with him, she says. It was mutual. They met happily for almost a year, then Bob and disappeared. No calls, no
visits, and, most insanely, no explanation. Not one to wallow, Grace enlisted in the Marine Corps. Four years later, bob and I got hooked again. None of them remembers the exact circumstances, but Grace remembers, I still loved him. And a few months later, her finger wore a big, thick diamond engagement ring. Then it happened again.
In October 1954, Bob called her and said he couldn't handle it. The reason is not given; he just couldn't do it. Not knowing why this is what hurts the most, says Grace.As before, she has assembled herself. In 1958, she married another man, and over the years the couple had five daughters. But the marriage was unhappy, and adding to
Grace's anxiety was the secret she kept from her husband. Glued to the bottom of the chest drawer was the engagement ring Bob gave her. After what he put it through, most people may have laid it or thrown it into the river. But not Grace. I never stopped loving him, she says. When her faltering marriage fell apart in 1969, Grace devoted
herself to her daughters and a degree in sociology and nursing. Fast forward to 2004. The phone rings. The voice says: Gracie? I threw the phone in the air and said, Oh my God. It's Bob. He called on the pretext that he would find out where the guy who introduced them was buried. Three and a half hours later, they hung up. During their
conversation, Grace learned that Bob was a widower after 48 years of marriage. I still don't understand what happened to us, he said at one point. I'll tell you what happened -- you dumped me. But she wasn't angry. was excited to talk to him. On New Year's Eve, 2005, they got engaged on the phone. Six months later, Bob visited Grace
at his home outside Tulsa. It was the first time they've seen each other in half a century. He showed up at her doorstep, and she said, we just walked into each other's arms as if we were always together. On the day he asked the question, Bob said: Now I think I should get you a ring. No, she said. I have one. Who gave it to you? Fifty
years ago. This time, Bob didn't run away. Away.
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