I experienced indescribable joy as tears streamed down my face when the nurse placed you in my arms. 
      “Hello, little darling. It is me, your mama.”
You wiggled, puckered your lips, opened your tiny mouth, and looked at me. 

      The purple color of your eyes took my breath away. Your perfectly round head with high cheekbones spoke of beauty, and the delicate, slightly perked nose looked translucent. I could not believe you were real. I cradled you like an expensive porcelain doll crafted of the finest delicate bone china. I worried a wrong move on my part would break you into pieces. How can someone so fragile be of human flesh?
      Gently, I placed you on top of the hospital bed to unwrap. I wanted to make sure that you had everything a body needed. I counted your fingers and toes, kissing them along the way.  
      I admired your long limbs and perfectly shaped eyebrows that run above the almond-shaped eyes with long eyelashes. I smelled the sweet scent of my baby. Perfection! Could I be so lucky? Gratitude overwhelmed me. 
      After months of toxic pregnancy that had me upchuck everything I put into my mouth, including water, and excruciating labor pains, the sight of you made me complete. “Thank you for making me a mother.”
      For the first time since your appearance, I felt a deep connection and love that only a mother can feel as I got ready to breastfeed you. With you suckling on my milk, I promised to do everything I could to protect and nurture you. That day I vowed that you would live in a free world where you could exercise your human rights and experience freedom.
    Becoming a mother in the Soviet Union was a defining moment. I realized I did not want to raise my child in an antisemitic environment. My daughter’s birth gave me the strength and courage to sever ties with the country of my birth and seek asylum in the United States of America. 
      Being pregnant in the USSR was a challenge. Food was scarce, and at a plant, my husband and I worked, we received pitiful salaries. The government paid its citizens just enough money to survive and substituted the rest of their diet with propaganda. 
      Our sacrifices were worth it because they brought us closer to achieving the ultimate goal of the Communist Party, the creation of Communism. Meanwhile, my husband and I scrambled each month to make ends meet.
      For me having cravings during the pregnancy was not an option. One day, we walked along the street and saw a woman sitting on the sidewalk selling apples. We almost passed her when I turned my head and longingly looked at the fruit. Yefim saw it. He squeezed my arm to stop me. 
      “How much do you charge for the apples?” he asked.
      “Twenty kopecks for a kilo,” was her response.
Yefim’s face fell. A shadow of sadness had replaced his once bright and hopeful expression. His eyebrows furrowed, creating deep lines of worry and disbelief. His eyes dimmed, and his lips once curved into a smile of anticipation, formed a tight, downturned curve. 
A sense of defeat and resignation settled over his features. 
     His disappointment was palpable, radiating from him as a tangible aura. Feeling his pain, I nudged him to move. He would not budge. 
      “How much does one apple cost?” he asked the lady again. She was about to tell him that she does not sell her apples by a piece, but something on Yefim’s face made her change her mind.
      “Give me three kopeks, and you could have it.”
Yefim’s face filled with hope as he removed the change from his pant pocket, counted three kopecks and paid for the apple. He then took it from the woman’s hand and gave it to me. 
I brought it up to my face to inhale the sweet aroma of the fruit and carried it in my hand until we came home. 
      Inside the kitchen, I washed and cut the apples in segments and offered one to my husband. 
     “Thank you, but I do not want it. You need it more than I do.”
      I bit into one of the precut slices, taking my time to chew it. I enjoyed the sweetness of the juice and the aroma of the apple. Until this day, I still think it was the best apple I had ever eaten. 
      Holding my daughter in my arms, I relived this poignant moment from my pregnancy and thanked the universe for giving me a caring husband. I also promised my daughter that she would live an abundance-filled life. 
	     Two years later, I held this promise. Two years later, as I sat inside the plane on my way to New York, I experienced immense joy as a mother, knowing my child was finally safe and sound as I cuddled her in my arms. 

