Tuesday, September 16 – Well, today was the day.  Like a day of childbirth, it was a day full of joy and major challenges.





We arrived at the airport in Fuzhou at about 2:30, and were told right away that the babies from Zhang Ping were already at the hotel.  They'd been there since the morning.  So, as I’m sure you can imagine, it was hard to concentrate on anything our guide was saying as we drove into town.  Exotic scenery passed by in an excited blur of rice fields, Chinese oxen, palm trees, and high red mountains.





It took an hour to get to the hotel.  About 4:15 we were summoned to our guide's room by phone --- we'd been told there was a very strict procedure: we were supposed to stand outside the door and the baby would be brought into the hall, and we were immediately to go up to our room. Not sure exactly what happened to THAT plan, but by the time we got there everyone had their babies except us.  The nanny that was holding Rachel appeared, and gave Rachel her first glimpse of her new family.  What a happy, surprised look she gave us --- such strange people with funny yellow hair!  





That was magical.  However, it went downhill quickly from there.  Her nanny had a hard time handing her over.  We didn't expect her to do it right away, but she kept us standing in front of her at least 10 minutes, maybe longer.  (Someone else told me it was more than 15).  She stood there, I stood there, Greg filmed.  (See the photo section for the you-were-there feeling --- we’ve included a very unflattering picture of Abby who looks like she is ready to attack.)  The nanny ignored us, the camera's battery reserves slowly drained away . . .Finally her eyes filled with tears and she said something to Rachel in Chinese, which started the baby crying.  





So, once Rachel was thoroughly hysterical and our camera was out of power, the nanny handed her over.  Rachel was just shrieking and arching.  The funny-looking people were fun to look at, but not to leave with.  We rode up in the elevator with our new, howling daughter and looked at each other somewhat doubtfully while Rachel used the universal language of babies to voice her major disapproval at being carried away by strangers.





Rachel (understandably) was upset for the rest of the day.  Everyone says it's a good sign if an adopted baby grieves so openly; it suggests they have bonded with someone before and can do so again.  Still it's so very, very hard to listen to the sobbing and accept that there's nothing you can do other than rock and pat the baby.  Right now we are the "enemy"; all we can hope is that she warms up to the idea of having a mother and father (and big brother) soon.





Rachel cried hard from about 4:30 to 5:45, took a 10 minute nap, then woke up crying again.  The only thing that consoled her was a little tattered Kleenex that she held and hid behind.  So sad.  We had just gotten her calmed down when we were told it was time to have photographs taken for the Chinese adoption papers, in the same room as she'd been parted from her nanny, no less.  Great.  Returned to the scene of the crime, she got EXTREMELY upset all over again (and a photographer hitting china cups together to make her smile didn't help matters much).  The photo session was not particularly well thought out, and just terribly timed, but it had to be done for all the families to get their paperwork done in time to leave Fuzhou on the 25th.  





She cried and fussed again until about 8:00 when she fell asleep in Greg's arms while I was doing some paperwork in Schell's (our guide's) room.  She would not take food or a bottle and only took a little water from a cup. 





More later . . . 








