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There are moments in your life that you know will change everything for you forever. I 

recall that exact day for myself: September 9th, 2013. Everything about it was just another typical 

day: wake up, go to work, care for patients, come home, and spend time with my husband by 

playing video games. On this day, though, I found out something amazing. I found out I was 

pregnant. 

  

It has been a question that’s been on my mind for a while now: could I be pregnant? My 

husband Tyler and I have been considering the daunting thought of parenthood for a few years 

now. Are we capable of raising a child? I personally think we are like children ourselves—

immature, frivolous with money, always looking to have fun instead of putting serious matters 

first. Those traits seem to me like the least prepared that a parent can be.  

 September 9th, 2013 - we find out that we don’t have a choice but to get prepared. Two 

blue lines encased in a white plastic panic attack just waiting to happen. My breath hitches in my 

chest; my heart literally skips a beat (or two). My eyes dart between the box instructions and the 

test, because for some reason, I think I’ve forgotten how to read. That can happen, right? 

 “TY!” My voice carries loudly through the bathroom out into the living room. This, along 

with swinging the door open, spastically makes all three of my dogs jump from their dreams of 

Milkbones and tennis balls. “Ty, what’s this look like to you?!” My legs feel like lead as I stomp 

over to the couch where Tyler sits, playing a video game that I had stepped away from.  

He glances over his shoulder, looks at the object in my shaking hands, and utters a 

single, “Huh.” 

“That’s not an answer. Is this showing two lines? Or am I losing my mind?” I ask again, 

my voice pretty much vibrating out of my mouth. When I get excited or panicky, it’s like the 

whole body gets the shakes and it’s impossible to control. 

“That looks like two. Huh.” Tyler scratches his head. “Check another one? Could be 

false?”  

 “Sure.” I nod, my eyes not moving from the test. I wait five minutes, and check another. 

Two lines. Sweet Jesus. I text my friend Bebe the picture of the positive test, because I need 

someone to start freaking out with me. While Tyler remains on the couch playing the game after 

this earth-shattering news, I immediately go to my iPad and buy the What to Expect When 

You’re Expecting book from the Kindle store. I apparently have a lot of reading up to do.  

  

Tyler slept like a baby that night (no pun intended). I, however, didn’t sleep whatsoever. I 

remember lying in bed, staring at the ceiling with my hand over my stomach, planning baby 

room colors, and where to move everything in the spare room, and constantly reviewing what I 

read in the book. By my estimation, I was about six weeks along, give or take a few days.  

Want to know one of the most frustrating things that happens when you find out you’re 

pregnant with your first child? Finding out that the obstetrician you plan on seeing doesn’t 

schedule appointments until you’re eight weeks pregnant. I’m not much for playing the waiting 

game. Call it spoiled only-child syndrome; when I want something or want to know something 

for sure, I want it, like, yesterday. Hello, real world? Yes, this is Trish. Oh, the universe 
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DOESN’T revolve around me? Well, that’s interesting. In fact, it’s contrary to everything I’ve 

ever known in my life.  

When October 3rd, 2013 finally came, Tyler and I sat in the waiting room together. And 

yet again, we were the furthest from ideal parents as we could get. There was a picture of a pretty 

satisfied-looking baby on a poster on the adjacent wall, his eyes “milk drunk”, with the saying 

“Breast milk Satisfies” in plain font. Tyler looked at me, in this near-silent waiting room, and 

said under his breath, “Will you look at that smug little shit?” He then proceeded to pull out his 

phone and take a picture.  

Yup, Parents of the Year right there.  

  

 “Trisha?” The ultrasound technician calls us back and takes us to the ultrasound room, 

where we catch our first glimpse of the child. Really though, “child” is a very loose term for 

what we see on the screen. Black and white images that kind of resemble a potential baby, but 

also kind of resemble a Mexican jumping bean. The ultrasound tech switches from 2D to 3D, and 

I grab Tyler’s hand in mine.  

 “So, look at that! That’s your baby!” she says like she’s said it 20 times over today 

alone.  

 “I don’t mean to be a pain, but how can you tell what’s what? It all looks like mashed 

potatoes to me.” I get the blankest stare from her in return to my observation. I glance at Tyler 

and he shrugs in agreement. After a deep, calming sigh, she starts to point out recognizable 

features: head, brow, nubby arms covering a face. So tiny, but so alive as well. It’s terrifying, to 

be frank, but it’s also the most amazing thing I’ve seen with my eyes to date. My eyes begin to 

tear up, but instead of letting the waterworks go, I just grip Tyler’s hand tighter and I have this 

uncontrollable grin on my face.  

 There’s visual proof of our baby. It’s so real now.  

 

  Fast-forward to December 23rd, 2013.  We found out that it’s a boy. My friends were 

ecstatic, because now they could start shopping for baby boy clothes. Tyler and I were happy that 

the baby was healthy and growing properly. We had spent weeks thinking up names, and in all 

that time, we hadn’t agreed on a single boy name. Tyler liked Mortimer and Montgomery (I can’t 

make that up), I liked Thomas, after my grandfather, and John, after his father. We compromised 

by making a random Internet decision: Finley John. 

 I wasn’t due until May 11th, 2014, which happened to be Mother’s Day. But by week 36, 

I was miserable. Between being hit with recurrent dizzy spells that led to almost passing out, to 

being incredibly overweight and swollen, I had had my fill. I wanted to meet the little man 

already. At my week 38 appointment, I seriously asked Dr. Rouse if she would induce me if I 

traded her all of my Pokémon cards. With a compromising laugh, she said that if I hadn’t gone 

into labor by next week’s appointment, she would.  

 

 April 30th, 2014. As I wake up today, I have wicked cramping all along my back and legs. 

I sit at my desk at work and furiously try to focus on prepping charts for upcoming appointments 

in the week, but it’s getting more and more difficult. Are these contractions? Hell if I know. I 

have been to Labor and Delivery a couple times prior to this, and I asked the nurses how I’m 

supposed to know if it’s not false labor.  

 “When it happens, you’ll know.” 

 That is possibly the least helpful advice I’ve ever gotten.  
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 I spend from 6am until 1:30pm in pain because I don’t know if it’s real or false labor, 

and I don’t want to make the walk over to the hospital from my medical office just to find out that 

I have no idea what I’m talking about. I lay down at lunch, to try and take some of the strain 

from my back, but it hasn’t helped. I just want to get this day over with and go home to bed. 

That’s about when I go to the restroom, and I nearly lose my mind because it’s apparently time. 

Not “water’s broken, you’ve got minutes to get there!!!” time, but more like, “welp, these scrub 

pants are ruined,” because I’ve started bleeding.  

 I waddle back to the nurses’ office (I work with eight nurses on a daily basis, most of 

them mothers) and ask them if I should be worried. I’m obviously worried, based on the tears 

streaming down my face like Niagara Falls. They pity me for my panic, fetch a wheelchair, and 

take me over to Labor and Delivery.  

 

 Tyler showed up shortly after that, around 2pm. And then, it was a further waiting game 

(please recall my distaste for waiting games). I wasn’t taken to a room until about 4pm. Then 

came the epidural, which felt “amazing” in my spine and totally “didn’t” bottom out my blood 

pressure so that I almost passed out. After that, it was smooth sailing, honestly, up and to the 

point of asking the most random question that I think has ever been asked during labor. 

  

 “Hey, Ty,” I whisper to my half-asleep husband in the recliner chair to my left, “Can you 

do me a favor?” His eyes go from dozing off to instantly alert at the sound of me speaking. 

 “Of course, what is it? Do you need ice chips?” His hands already hold the plastic spoon 

and Styrofoam cup before I can say anything else. It must be the one thing he’s prepared for by 

seeing it in movies.  

 “Actually, I was wondering, do you know who won the Rangers game?” 

 (A little bit of backstory: Tyler and I are huge hockey fans. I mean, he’s Canadian, for 

God’s sake, so it’s imprinted into his DNA or something like that. We are both in an NHL playoff 

pool with his buddies from his beer league hockey team. I have already guessed two of the 

brackets correctly, and tonight is a decision night for two more. Whoever has the most brackets 

correct wins the pool.) 

 “Are… are you being serious with me right now?” He asks.  

 “Yes.” 

 “You’re in labor…” 

 “Yes.” 

 “You have been since 6am…” 

 “Yes.” 

 “And you want to know about a playoff bracket, now?” 

 “Ty,” I say, placing my hand on his cheek, “Look at it from my perspective. I’ve been 

laying here in this bed for the past five hours. I can’t feel my legs; they feel like they’re full of 

wet concrete. I’ve got random people coming in and out of the room, checking on me, saying it’s 

‘not quite time’ to meet this kid of ours. So yeah, I’m looking to know the hockey scores. If you 

could just, you know, tell me, I’d really appreciate it.” 

 He stares at me blankly at first, and then I don’t know if it’s my fault that I’m being 

absurd, or if it’s paternal exhaustion that’s passed onto him from my current situation, but he 

starts laughing. I don’t mean a gentle chuckle; he is laughing hysterically at me. Tears come to 

his eyes. He has to take a moment to catch his breath before he can respond.  

 Rangers beat the Flyers 2-1. Victory to me.  
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Finley made his appearance into the world at 11:28pm. The on-call doctor got to my 

room probably about 15 to 30 minutes before then. She showed up with a dried trail of drool 

from the corner of her mouth, her hair in a disheveled ponytail, and her eyes clearly saying that 

she had been asleep prior to my waking her. She was the poster child for an overworked doctor 

campaign.  

She introduced herself as Dr. Arbona, and that she had run a traffic light to get here.  I 

couldn’t help but laugh.  

When I was told to push, I pushed. I had Tyler, 2 to 3 nurses and Dr. Arbona cheering me 

on. I’m pretty sure the words, “I really need to work out more,” escaped past my lips. But finally, 

at the end of it all, there he was. Finley John, 7lbs 2oz, 21inches long, and our healthy baby boy. 

My little squish.  No offense to Tyler, but I had never known love at first sight quite like that. 

This tiny human was looking up at me, and I looking down at him, and I knew, I KNEW, that 

our lives were changed forever, for the better. Nothing would ever be like it used to, because 

instead of it being the two of us, now it was the three of us.  

Parenthood has probably been the most unexpectedly rewarding experience for me in my 

entire life. When Finn gets that sideways grin that’s so like his father’s, or when he laughs and it 

sounds like my laugh if I had inhaled helium, it’s those moments that make every crying fit, 

every accidental hair pull, every incidental contact head butt worth it. No one told me that being 

a mom would be like this. And if they had, I wouldn’t have believed them.  


