
As most of you have already heard, Leslie gave birth to Jack Ryan Filippo on September 23
rd

, 2013 at 

1419.  He weighed a whopping 9.4lbs and was 22” long (though if you include his entire head it’s 

probably closer to 33”).  The whole thing was a pretty incredible experience, but it also serves as a 

pretty clear indication that adoption is the way to go.  Before I get too much into this account I will give 

you the following disclaimer: all the names have been changed to protect the identities of the parties 

involved.   

First, let me set the scene.  A friend of mine, from here on referred to as THE HUSBAND, took his spouse, 

referred to as THE WIFE, to the hospital Sunday evening after she had been having contractions all day.  

THE HUSBAND worked with THE WIFE all 

day counting contractions and waiting 

until the appropriate thresholds were 

reached before calling the doctor and 

driving to the hospital.  While the 

contractions were long, painful, and 

frequent, they were by no means 

debilitating, though, towards the end THE 

WIFE definitely had trouble walking and 

talking during them.  Once they got to the 

hospital they were given a room and 

stripped down (the wife, not the 

husband) a nurse came in and did an 

examination.  Turns out THE WIFE was 

only 2cm dilated.  The nurse hooked up 

some monitors and said she would come 

back in an hour and check again.  An hour 

later the nurse came in and did another 

examination, still only 2cm dilated.  She fiddled with the monitors and tried to get a better read on the 

contractions since the monitor that was being used didn’t pick up the contractions at all.  Even after all 

her fiddling she still wasn’t able to get a read on the contractions.  “No problem,” she said, “I’ll come 

back in another hour and see if you have made any progress.”  Long story short, after 4 hours and no 

progress they kicked the husband and wife duo out, despite protestations from THE HUSBAND.  “Let me 

get this straight,” THE HUSBAND said, “Contractions are roughly 95% of what you guys want to use to 

make the determination about when to go to the hospital, yet even though my wife is having 

contractions at the appropriate intervals, you’re saying I can’t use contractions to make this 

determination?  What exactly am I supposed to look for then?”  Let’s just say the response wasn’t very 

useful.  The nurse recommended using Benadryl as a sleep aid and to try and get some sleep… yea, right, 

THE WIFE’s contractions were already intense enough at this point that there wouldn’t be any sleeping 

through them. 

By 0130 the couple had arrived back home and THE WIFE’s mother, hereto referred to as THE MOTHER-

IN-LAW, was waiting up for them.  This proved to be very fortunate over the course of the next 3 hours 

He's a very fast learner, already he has such basic skills like "nose 

picking" down pat.  Having already learned some of these beginner level

skills I'm really not sure what Great Aunt Dana is going to have left to 

teach him. 



because THE HUSBAND nearly reached the point several times where he felt like yelling “Just make a 

decision already.”  After 3 hours of intensifying contractions THE HUSBAND finally called the doctor 

again and was again instructed to come to the hospital.  Again, THE MOTHER-IN-LAW’s presence was 

fortuitous in that she offered to accompany the pair to the hospital comforting THE WIFE as she 

screamed at THE HUSBAND to drive faster (but slow down for the bumps).  Fortunately, THE HUSBAND 

was a cool customer and was taking corners and accelerating down the straightaways in a manner that 

would make most NASCAR drivers envious.  Upon arriving in the hospital parking lot THE HUSBAND 

slowed down to a much more tolerable (though still illegal) speed, though THE WIFE decided this pace 

was far too slow and proceeded to tell him that.  “Honey, I know we’re in a parking lot but PLEASE go 

faster!” 

The couple (and THE MOTHER-IN-LAW) arrived back in the hospital room around 0545 Monday morning 

and were greeted by the same nurse that discharged them only 5 hours before.  At this point THE WIFE 

started speaking words that were technically part of the English language, but whose order has never 

had meaning in the history of man, and neither did it then.  The nurse looked at THE HUSBAND with a 

quizzical glance and THE HUSBAND simply looked back and shrugged his shoulders.  After an 

examination, the nurse determined that THE WIFE was 6cm dilated and was ready for an epidural 

(Really?  You think?  What was your first clue?  Surely it wasn’t the woman screaming in pain and 

speaking gibberish?)  The nurse hooked up an IV and told THE WIFE that once the saline bag was empty 

she could call the anesthesiologist to come in and administer the epidural.  10 seconds later THE WIFE 

looked at THE HUSBAND and moaned, “When can I get my epidural?”  “Soon,” he gently replied.  17 

seconds after that she mournfully asked again, “When can I get my epidural?”  “Soon,” he replied in the 

same gentle tone.  49 seconds later, THE WIFE again asked, “When can I get my epidural?”  Patiently, 

THE HUSBAND replied, “Soon, honey.”  “YOU’RE A LIAR,” exploded THE WIFE.  At this point THE 

HUSBAND had to turn away he was laughing so hard, fortunately, for his own safety, THE WIFE did not 

notice his laughter.  Eventually the 

anesthesiologist came in and administered the 

epidural and THE WIFE slipped off into a blissful, 

drug induced sleep.    

Despite the doctor’s and nurse’s assurances that 

THE WIFE would likely begin delivery around 

0830, the delivery did not begin until after 

another wave of drugs was administered at 

1300.  By 1330 THE WIFE had begun trying to 

push an object roughly the size of Sputnik 

through a hole the width of a pencil.  By 1420 the 

couple had received their child, hereto referred 

to as THE SON (not to be confused with the Son, 

or even the sun), into this world.  THE HUSBAND was slightly perturbed by the fact THE SON’s head was 

roughly the same size and shape as a regulation size football, however, he didn’t quite have the courage 

to ask the nurses when it would return to a more normal size and shape.  Whether this was because he 

Look at the size of that noggin'.  It's like an orange on a 

toothpick! 



was afraid of seeming like he didn’t think his child was “cute” or whether he was afraid the answer 

would be “never,” we will probably never know. 

Probably the one thing that surprised me the most was the personality shift once the pain set in.  Leslie 

is a very kind and mild-mannered individual, but once the contractions set in she really let me have it, 

though this didn’t stop her from apologizing to 

everyone (me, the nurses, the doctor, even the 

janitor) whenever the pain from a contraction 

would subside.  Fortunately, I have pretty thick 

skin, and frankly, I found what she was saying 

hilarious.   

Unfortunately, when he was born, Jack was 

running a fairly high fever (101.4), and even 

though it went down immediately, the doctors and 

nurses were afraid this was a sign of an infection 

so they sent him up to the NICU for a round of 

antibiotics and to draw blood for tests.  Once the 

tests results came in, it became clear that his body 

was, in fact, fighting off an infection, but there 

were no reasons to worry.  However, they were 

going to keep him for an additional 5 days (7 days 

total) to keep administering antibiotics as a merely 

preventative measure.  This means that, at the 

time of publication, Leslie and I are still at the 

hospital with our son.  We hope we will be able to 

bring him home on Monday, the 30
th

.  In the mean 

time we would greatly appreciate your thoughts and prayers for Jack’s health and safety… and probably 

my sanity, our hospital room is only about 140ft
2
. 

It’s probably needless to say, but I will say it anyway, I am one proud husband (my wife really knocked 

this whole pregnancy thing out of the park)… and now father. 

Like father, like son... and by that I mean dashingly 

handsome. 


