No one ever really thinks they will need the services of the March of Dimes.  Everyone plans for the perfect pregnancy and delivery.  

That was exactly how we felt before February 16th, 2009, when our son, Cameron Jace Quartiers was born.  He came into this world under some of the scariest of circumstances, 16 weeks premature, weighing under 1 lb 3 oz.  and just 10 inches long.  

Cameron joined his big sister Schuyler who was just 2 years old at the time to make our family complete.   While the circumstances surrounding his birth were anything but typical… to his dad, big sister, and I – he was instantly the love of our lives!

Cameron went through all of the obstacles that a baby born so prematurely usually does.  At 3 weeks, he had heart surgery.  He stayed on a special type of ventilator for his first 5 weeks, he fought infections as well as a lung condition common to preemies. 

But from day one, Cameron was our baby…when I couldn’t hold him or touch him, I read to him for hours and hours.  Later when I could hold him, I would talk to him and rock him gently.  Cameron was an alert baby…and totally captivated with his sister.  He didn’t seem to mind that she spoke in a voice that was 10 times louder than everyone else’s or that she gave him sloppy kisses or that she would always try to rub his head – something that he hated for anyone else to do.  He thought she was perfect and she felt the same of him.  Thus began a bond that I don’t think anyone could really understand unless they saw it first hand.  Despite his given name, Cameron – Schuyler named him Cam-Cam…and to this day, the name for her remains unchanged.

Nearing 4 months in the NICU, doctors and nurses began to say the word that my husband, daughter and I had been praying for for months – HOME.  We watched as Cameron needed less and less medical intervention.  He was getting stronger and soon we would take him home.  But things inexplicably began to change.  Over the course of a few agonizing weeks, Cameron’s oxygen needs began to increase at an alarming rate.  Doctors checked for infection – but could find nothing.  Through all of this, Cameron’s personality remained unchanged.  He loved interaction with his favorite nurses and with his family.  He enjoyed staring at his mobile, sucking on his fist, and had the biggest, broadest smile you could ever imagine.  Cameron loved blowing bubbles, especially at his sister.  And we would often lay in his big crib – all 4 of us – Mommy, Daddy, Schuyler and Cam – just reading and acting out stories all together as a family.  But by the middle of June, they had run out of options - Cameron would have to be put back on the ventilator.  With no options left, an emergency tracheotomy was performed at the end of June 2009.  Days later, doctors discovered what had caused Cameron’s relapse.  Cameron had a severe form of Pulmonary Hypertension of Prematurity.  Doctor’s informed us that Cameron’s condition would likely be terminal and that his care would be too immense to ever bring him home. 

As terrifying as this news was to us…we became driven to learn more about his needs.  Because I spent every day with Cameron in the NICU, I already knew how to do much of his care.  In the coming months my father, my husband, and I would be trained to do so much more.  We learned every aspect of Cameron’s care…and on September 16th, 2009 – after 213 days in the NICU/PICU – and with the doctors’ blessing, we took our little boy home.  We knew that the future held no guarantees and that he had only the slightest of chances of long term survival…but as a family, we were committed to raising our son and giving him the best quality of life possible. 

Unfortunately, Cameron only spent a short time at home.  He developed another infection and was readmitted to the PICU.  He recovered but then acquired another infection…and still another after that.  On October 20th, 2009 – more than 8 months after he brightened our world, we were forced to say goodbye to our beautiful Cam.

Some might say that Cameron’s life was tragic…I don’t agree.  Cameron’s DEATH was tragic…Cameron’s LIFE was inspiring.  
Shortly after his passing, we set up a foundation in his name called Project: Cameron’s Story that aims to put a brand new children’s book in the hands of every new admission to the NICU at Albany Medical Center, St. Peter’s Hospital, and Crouse Medical Center in Syracuse.  And of course, I have been driven to support one of the most important charities of all – one that remains close to my heart – the March of Dimes.  

For 2 consecutive years, I have lobbied on behalf of the MOD at the capital to bring about and effect change for all babies.  I have attended conferences, sat on panels, told Cameron’s story again and again – all in an effort - so that another parent might not ever have to leave the hospital without their baby.

But the most important thing we do every year is what we are all here doing today. Today we give a face and a voice to the babies who cannot represent or speak for themselves.  We come together to support an organization that has done so much to improve the quality of life for ALL babies, not just preemies.  
Have you ever seen a miracle?  I can tell you – you have.  You need only to look to the left and right of you today to see them all around.  These miracles are due largely in part to the work the March of Dimes does.

Today we walk for all babies.  We walk for all of the babies who battle prematurity and become beautiful, healthy children, babies like Conor Donovan, Mikayla Mehalick, Oliver Kuriplach, John Bigelow, Ellie Quigan, and our very own former 32-weeker Schuyler Rae. We walk for those babies who have lost their fight – beautiful angels like Dylan and Loretta Lynn Baum, Isabella Bigelow, Jared Harrington, and our own precious Cameron.  And we walk for those babies who are still fighting like little Antonia Genevieve Ives, a 29-weeker currently fighting in the NICU at Albany Medical Center as we stand here today.

When you look at the faces of these beautiful children – the Conor’s, the John’s the Mikayla’s  the Ellie’s and the Schuyler’s - it is easy to marvel at how far we have come.

But as we also remember the Loretta’s, the Jared’s, the Isabella’s and the Cameron’s it is clear that there is still work to be done.
And so…every year since Cameron passed and every year until it is no longer necessary, my family and friends will lace up our shoes, put on our shirts that proudly don the phrase “I am walking for Cam-Cam” and we will come out here – rain or shine – to walk with all of you folks until every baby is born healthy.

Thank you for coming out today to celebrate all of our miracles and to help make a difference in the lives of all babies and their families.

