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 It’s December 24, 2005, my Grandparents’ house is hotter than usual with extra people 
gathered to celebrate. The air is permeated with the smell of ham, cheesy potatoes, and 
Christmas cookies. There are enough cookies for the twelve of us to each have over a dozen. I 
can’t eat a single bite because I’m too excited to share my news.  
 

I decide to give the surprise cards I made to my Grandparents and my Mom. The card 
looks like a Christmas card on the outside, a green background with a large red Christmas 
stocking on it, and “Merry Christmas” embossed in silver sparkly wording across the top. The 
surprise inside is why I’m so excited. The inside is pink and blue with a white stork carrying a 
baby in a blanket, decorated with blue and pink baby footprints.  
 

My mom stares at the card and quietly asks, “Are you sure?”  
 
Crying I reply, “Mom, we’re pregnant! I know it’s early, but this is the longest I’ve carried 

so far and I can’t hold the news in any longer.” 
 

*** 
 

“Something’s wrong, Jarrod, I’m cramping really bad and I’m spotting.” It’s Christmas 
Day and I’m really scared; this isn’t how Christmas is supposed to feel. This isn’t the first time 
this has happened, but it wasn’t this bad the last couple of times. This is much more painful. All 
I can think of is that I don’t want to lose this baby too. The other ones I lost so early I barely 
had time to think about it. This time I’ve become attached.  

 
My husband rubs my back and tries to calm me down, “Everything’s probably okay, but 

do we need to go to the hospital?” he asks worriedly.  
 
I call the doctor’s office and the physician on-call returns my call, but tells me even if I 

do go to the hospital there isn’t much they can do and my doctor will see me at my scheduled 
eight week appointment. “Why eight weeks? Why can’t you see me earlier to make sure 
everything’s okay?”  

 
He replies, “It’s our office policy Ma’am.” 

 
*** 

 
 “Jarrod, it’s getting worse. I begged the doctor’s office for an appointment and they gave 
in.” I’m seven weeks pregnant, Christmas was a couple of days ago, and it’s not supposed to 
be this way. I cry and pray the entire drive to the appointment, but I sit in complete silence, 
thankful Jarrod is driving. I’m so afraid to lose this one too.  
 

It feels like we have been sitting in the waiting room forever. Other women are here 
rubbing big round pregnant bellies and smiling. When they see me, they quickly look away, as 



if they know why I’m there. I suppose my red puffy eyes, runny nose, and tissues in my hand 
are a good indication of what’s happening.  

 
“Kelly,” the nurse calls. She leads me to a cold, white, sterile looking room. It smells like 

rubber gloves and antiseptic. “Take everything off from the waist down, have a seat up there 
and cover up with this,” she tells me as she leaves. I do as she says. The cover is a thin, white 
piece of paper the size of a baby blanket. There’s also paper on the table they have me sitting 
on and it makes a loud crinkling noise. The table is cold and hard, and the papers are scratchy. 
A doctor walks in, but it’s not my doctor. My doctor went on early maternity leave. The doctor 
seeing me today is young, with a thick, dark brown, trimmed beard, dark curly hair, and his 
demeanor comes across as unfriendly. He is giving me the impression he would rather be 
anywhere else. I lay there during the ultrasound wishing I could see the screen, but they pulled 
it out of my view.  

 
“The baby’s heart is not beating,” says the doctor in a very flippant manner. “Let's get 

you scheduled for surgery so we can get it out and you can try again.” 
 
“How do we know this won’t happen again?” I answer. “Can we find out what 

happened?”  
 
“Not until you have had a couple more miscarriages,” says the doctor bluntly.  
 
“I’ve had two previous months where I had positive pregnancy tests but after a few days 

I started my period. Why don’t those count,” I ask?  
 
“They weren’t confirmed by our office” he says as he promptly leaves the room while my 

husband stands in stunned silence and I lay there in tears.  
 
The nurse is handing me tissues to clean off the sticky ultrasound gel. She says, “I’ll 

leave you alone for a few minutes, but we need this room for the next patient soon.” 
 

*** 
 

“Are you sure you don’t want to go to the New Year’s Eve party with me? I don’t really 
want to go without you,” Jarrod asks.  

 
“I’m sure. I just want to be alone right now. I don’t feel like leaving the house, but I want 

you to go ahead and go. I really just want to spend some time alone right now. I guess I just I 
feel like I need to say goodbye to this baby before I can do anything else.” I’m so upset I can 
barely get the words out between sobs, “I just need...to cry…and I…want…to 
be…alone…when I…do that.” The pain is intense, but it isn’t just the pain in my abdomen. My 
heart is heavy, and it feels like a piece of it has been torn out. I thought this time would be 
different and I’m stuck between anger, fear, and deep sadness. The kind of sadness like being 
a dark room without any light and no hope of ever seeing light again. Jarrod brings me some 
french fries from McDonald’s and I sit here eating them in the dark. I can’t tell if the salt I taste 
is from the fries or my tears. 
 

*** 
 



I am meeting a new doctor today, Dr. Hart. It’s been a few months since we lost our 
baby and I need some answers. The waiting room is small and humble with a cozy feel. There 
are books for little kids in the corner and the sign-in desk has pens made up to look like flowers 
in a cup holder. The receptionist is very friendly, letting me know the doctor is running a little 
behind, but he will be with me shortly. I am being seated in his office in a soft chair. A man 
appearing to be in his early sixties comes through the door. He vaguely reminds me of a 
friendlier version of Jack Nicholson with silver hair. Before he sits down at the desk across 
from me, he shakes my hand and says, “I’m so sorry about everything you’ve been through. 
Let’s get this figured out. How long have you been trying for a baby?”  

 
“Close to a year,” I tell him.  
 
“Let’s do some bloodwork to get started,” he says enthusiastically. 

 
*** 

 
I’m lying on another table. It’s softer this time and the paper is blue. This room smells 

like flowers, but it’s very light and not overpowering. “You have what is called PCOS – 
Polycystic Ovarian Syndrome” he voices with sympathy. He’s explaining to me what it is, but I 
don’t understand. “It won’t be easy, but I have seen other women with PCOS deliver healthy 
babies. You will need to eat a low-carb diet and you will most likely need to go on clomid, a 
fertility medicine, but there’s hope.”  
 

*** 
 

“It’s been months. I don’t think this is going to happen,” I tell Jarrod with tears in my 
eyes.  
 

“I know honey, it’s hard for me too. Maybe we can find a way to afford adoption, get 
some loans maybe?” The music is starting, signaling the beginning of the church service. It’s 
Mother’s Day weekend and I hope I can make it through the service without sobbing.  

 
“The doctor said in-vitro is cheaper, but we can’t afford that either. I guess if we can’t 

afford those options maybe we shouldn’t be trying at all.”  
 
“Don’t say that honey. You want to be a mom, don’t you? I know I want to be a dad; 

we’ll get this figured out.”  
 
I’m making it through the sermon until the Pastor starts the altar call, “If you have been 

trying to start a family and have been struggling to get pregnant or been having miscarriages, 
please come forward we would like to pray for you.” In an instant, I am up front with Jarrod 
getting prayer. 
 

*** 
 
 “Jarrod, I took another pregnancy test, I can’t bear to look at it.” I cringe and hand it to 
him. It’s been six weeks since we received prayer and hope is rising in me. 
 

He looks, “I don’t know how to read these things. What do two lines mean?”  



 
I grab the stick back. “Are you serious? You better not be playing around, give that to 

me. Oh my, it’s positive.” 
 

*** 
 

“Ok, give me one more big push and the hardest part will be over. I bet you’re glad you 
had that epidural now aren’t you,” Dr. Hart coaches me.  

 
“Shut-up,” I pant as everyone laughs at me.  
 
“PUSH!”  
 
“I can’t, I’m too tired. I’ve been pushing for a half-hour.”  
 
Dr. Hart looks concerned and asks the nurse to call for the other nurses. “Give her 

some oxygen. The baby’s heartrate is dropping!”  
 
“PUSH!”  
 
“Come on Kelly, you can do this!”  
 
“Okay, baby is out but the cord was wrapped around its neck and the baby isn’t 

breathing,” he tells me quietly.  
 
“Is it a boy? The ultrasound looked like it would be a boy.”  
 
“Yes, the nurses are working on him and he’s breathing now, don’t worry we will give 

your son to you very soon.” He steps aside and the nurse lays a screaming baby on my chest.  
 
“Here he is, he’s just fine now. He just needed a little oxygen and a good cry.”  
 
“He’s here. I can’t believe he’s really here. He’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, 

he’s perfect,” I say as I try to catch my breath. 
 
“Yes,” Jarrod whispers, “he’s perfect.” 


