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Once upon a time, there was a little girl who dreamed of being a mommy. She wanted, more than anything, to have a child and knew her dream would come true one day. She would sit for hours thinking up names to call her baby.




Eventually this little girl grew up. Though she’d met and married her Prince Charming, she was having trouble conceiving. She began to realize that her dream wasn’t going to come true without a great deal of medical help.




So she went on a long journey through the world of fertility treatments. When none of them worked, she got frustrated and depressed. She felt like a failure.




And then one day, finally, she became pregnant. She was thrilled beyond belief. She had a wonderful pregnancy and a perfect baby girl. At long last, her dream of being a mommy had come true. But instead of being relieved and happy, all she could do was cry.











CHAPTER 1




THE LITTLE ENGINE THAT COULD




AFTER ALL OF THE TIME I’ve spent in the public eye, you might think that finding out I was going to have a miscarriage moments before stepping onstage wouldn’t shake me up, but it did. . . . 




December 2001. I’m standing in the wings of the Palace Theatre in Hollywood, California, for MuppetFest, which is a tribute to Jim Henson as well as a fund-raiser for Save the Children. I’m wearing a sleeveless black sequined dress and am in full hair and makeup. There is a great deal of excitement and energy in the air, and the audience, a full house, is having difficulty staying quiet. From where I’m standing, I can see lots of grown-ups and kids milling around their seats, eating popcorn and talking.




In order not to be seen by the audience before my cue, I have to move farther backstage, to where Mr. Snuffleupagus is also waiting for his entrance. However, because he is such an oversize creature, he is too big to make room for me. I end up having to wedge myself under his chin and between his front legs. Little bits of brown fur are flying everywhere, including up my nose. It takes all my effort not to sneeze.




It won’t be long before the stage will be filled with color and sound and lots and lots of fur. So here I am, wearing a pink feather boa and long purple gloves and a huge fake diamond ring that keeps getting caught on the boa. And though it’s not yet evident, I’m pregnant. But it’s not that simple. Yesterday, after some basic blood work, I was told that for some reason, something wasn’t right with the pregnancy, and additional testing was needed. I was reassured that it was a routine precaution. So, early this morning, before coming to the theater, I went back to the clinic to have more blood drawn. And while I was rehearsing, trying not to think about it, the technicians were analyzing my blood.




Now, while I’m waiting for my cue, my cell phone rings. The news is not good. My doctor says, “I’m sorry, but the pregnancy is no longer viable.” I start to get very warm, and a huge lump forms in my throat. My doctor delicately explains that it is “nature’s way” of saying the baby isn’t strong enough to survive, and it’s better to have it happen sooner rather than later. There is a pause, and then she carefully adds that I am going to have to wait for my body to naturally expel the pregnancy or reabsorb it.




“What!” I can hardly grasp what I am hearing, and my vision begins to narrow. Just then another call comes through. It’s my husband, Chris, wanting to know if I have heard any news. Almost mechanically, I relay the information. I want to throw the phone across the stage and run out sobbing, but I am surrounded by hairy creatures and can’t leave.




At this moment I need to go onstage, decked out in a crazy costume, complete with a pig nose, à la Miss Piggy. Did I mention I am pretending to be Miss Piggy and I’m singing a duet with Kermit the Frog? As I move away from Snuffy’s legs and look up at him, he is sympathetically blinking his huge eyelashes at me. The stage manager can tell that something is wrong as I wipe tears from my face, but he has no choice other than to cue the Muppet rock band to file onto the stage and then point at me for my entrance. As they say, the show must go on.




I HAD ALWAYS wanted to have children, and like most people, I just assumed it would happen when the time was right. My parents were divorced when I was quite young, and my mom never remarried. I was an only child in my mother’s house, and I used to beg her to adopt a baby. I desperately wanted a brother or sister to play with and take care of. My mother never did adopt a child, but my father remarried. Because my stepmother already had two children from a previous marriage, I had instant siblings. Then, luckily for me, my dad and stepmother added three wonderful daughters to the family. As a result, I was able to maintain a privileged, only-child status with my mom while enjoying being part of a larger family with my dad.




Years have a way of flying by, and before I knew it, my four years of college were over. Since I had been working basically since I was eleven months old, I significantly cut back on the number of jobs I took while I was at school. It was a much needed break. I graduated with a degree in French literature and then went back to working full-time. After a few years of living on my own in Manhattan, I met, dated, and subsequently married my first husband, Andre Agassi. We were busy with our individual careers, and our schedules often conflicted. Though we both wanted to have children, the appropriate time never seemed to present itself. Even though a great deal of love existed between the two of us, over time our lives seemed to become polarized and after two years, our marriage ended. It was a sad but amicable parting, and it was a blessing there were no children involved.




The real blessing, however, was that I was able to meet and fall in love with Chris Henchy, a comedy writer. To this day I believe that I fell in love with Chris the day we met, in 1999, but I would never tell him that! I had just gotten an American bulldog, Darla, and I brought her to meet friends of mine in the gym on the Warner Bros. lot. While there, the dog wandered off, and Chris brought her back. He was writing for a show filmed on the lot and loved dogs. We chatted and he made me laugh. I left without even knowing his full name, but he made such a strong impression that I called up a friend and told her I had found a guy I thought she should go out with. She told me she had starting seeing someone else. Because I had recently gotten divorced, I wasn’t even considering dating. Three weeks later, I was hosting a show in Washington, D.C., for which Chris was the writer, and we started spending time together and became friends. I was struck by how thoughtful and funny he was. Because he knew my situation, there was no pressure, and we were just friends for quite some time. Finally, though, I had to admit that there was something between us that I could no longer ignore, and we started dating. Although we were each consumed by our individual jobs, he with writing and I with the last season of Suddenly Susan, we were both also quite ready to start a family.




Chris and I dated for two years and then became engaged. I was so clear about wanting to have children with this man that I would’ve gladly adjusted our plans if it happened before we were married. Though we didn’t specifically try to have a baby, I chose to go off the pill. As the wedding approached, however, I wasn’t getting pregnant. It crossed our minds that there might be something wrong. Wanting everything to be in order before we got married, we decided to see a fertility specialist in Los Angeles named Dr. Joyce Vargyas. She performed several tests and an examination, determining that changes in my cervix were probably the reason why I wasn’t getting pregnant. Several years before, I’d had cervical surgery to remove precancerous cells, resulting in scarring that caused my cervix to be tight and significantly shortened.




As a result, the entrance to my uterus had become severely impeded, making it very difficult for me to get pregnant. In the process of removing the precancerous cells, the surgery also removed the cervical glands that secrete the mucus necessary to transport the sperm. Without this bodily fluid, the “little spermies,” as one of the nurses affectionately called them, couldn’t swim upstream. I said, “No wonder it hasn’t been working—not only is the door closed, but the poor guys have been jumping into a pool with no water!” Dr. Vargyas reassured us that this was one of the easiest fertility issues to overcome, though she did mention the possibility of my cervix becoming incompetent during pregnancy and prematurely opening up. After hearing the word “incompetent,” I couldn’t help feeling like damaged goods. With a very serious expression, Chris said to my physician, “Please, Doctor, we don’t like to use the word ‘incompetent’ in our house. Could you just say she has a ‘special’ cervix, or that she is simply ‘cervically challenged’?”




Anxious to get started, we decided to try artificial insemination. In this procedure, which is done at the time of ovulation, the doctor inserts a catheter into the vagina, bypassing the scarred and narrowed tissue and putting the sperm directly into the uterus. Medically, it wasn’t any different from having sex—at least from the sperm and egg’s point of view (Chris begged to differ). After a couple of attempts, I still wasn’t “knocked up.” The doctor kept saying that it was the scarring on my cervix that was creating the difficulty and repeatedly making insemination unsuccessful. My eggs themselves, according to more ultrasounds, were looking very young and healthy. I was a fertile female. But it was suggested that even the thinnest catheter could not place the “stuff” where it needed to be. I tried to find comfort in the fact that at least my eggs were in good shape.




Soon Chris and I were given some additional surprising news. My doctor indicated that because of my age, I didn’t have the luxury of time. She tactfully said that my biological clock was ticking and that it not only took time to have children, but if we wanted more than one, we needed to think about a more aggressive approach. The next step should be an in vitro fertilization procedure.




“IVF?” I blurted out. “Isn’t that for older women? I’m only thirty-six. You said I was fertile and healthy!”




I admit, it was strange being informed that I was almost too old for something when I was in good shape and felt like a spring chicken. Undergoing IVF would mean enduring an involved and arduous series of procedures. It entailed drugs, shots, and surgery. This was quite upsetting to us, but it looked like we didn’t have a choice. Chris and I figured that if this was indeed the path we needed to take, then we would have to mentally and physically prepare for it. We spent a lot of time educating ourselves about the entire process.




At first I shared this news only with a friend who had gone through IVF herself and was currently pregnant. She was so positive about the whole thing that we were encouraged. Soon we told our parents that we were availing ourselves of modern medicine and that they would get a grandchild out of it. Meanwhile, Dr. Vargyas was convinced that we would have our baby in no time.




Around this time, I was offered the chance to play Sally Bowles, the lead character in Cabaret, on Broadway. Sally and I could not have been more opposite. In the play, she becomes pregnant by accident and is forced to make a crucial decision. I was trying to get pregnant, and if it were to happen, it would be anything but an accident. Still, the focus on babies and birth struck me as ironic. However, I couldn’t survive eight shows a week for six months if I did get pregnant (I was not going to be that Method), so I, too, had a choice to make. Chris and I discussed what a wonderful and rewarding opportunity doing such a tough play would be, and we felt it would be good for me to take the job. We had not yet begun IVF, and the wedding was getting close. Once all the festivities had passed and my run in the play was over, I could then begin the fertility treatments. We thought this new schedule was going to work perfectly.




I accepted the part with excitement and a healthy fear. It would be the most challenging role I had ever taken, and I was invigorated by the prospect of playing it. I decided I would use my time wisely. I would get myself into the best possible shape for the character and fully commit to the experience of Cabaret. The physical preparedness and stamina necessary to sustain a Broadway schedule would be daunting, but it would surely be helpful in getting ready for the rigors of in vitro.




ON MAY 26, 2001, Chris and I were married in Palm Beach, Florida. My dad, who lived there and had been diagnosed with late-stage prostate cancer, was unable to travel because of his chemotherapy treatments. So we decided to forgo getting married in New York, as originally planned, and invited a smaller group of people to travel to Florida, where we got married at the home of my father’s close friend, facing the ocean.




The wedding was everything we had hoped for. The weather held, despite the threat of rain, and there was enough of a breeze that it was never too warm. The ceremony was timed for sunset, and as it began, Tuck & Patti (a powerful musical team whom I have loved and followed for years) performed “Heaven Down Here.” We had written our own vows, and the service was intimate and spiritual without being heavy. By the time we got to the reception, when our comedian friends were trying to top one another in the joke department during their toasts, everyone was smiling. After dinner we had our first dance as “Mr. and Mrs.” And then I danced with my father. It was the last time I would ever dance with him, and I cherish the photo I have of us. The next day we continued the party with a barbecue on the lawn. Chris and I left the following day for a two-week trip to Fiji and Bali. A week after we returned from our honeymoon, I went straight into the two-week rehearsal period for Cabaret.




Two weeks is hardly enough time to learn a whole show, and I was practically paralyzed by the thought of opening on the Great White Way after only fourteen days of rehearsal. I had been on Broadway before, in the revival of Grease, but the cast was much bigger and I only had two solos. I had five solo numbers in Cabaret and, as the lead, was following in some impressive footsteps.




I stayed at my New York apartment, and Chris had to commute from Los Angeles to visit me on weekends. A bicoastal existence was not new to me, but it was a relatively novel one for my husband. Chris would be the one doing all of the traveling, but I justified it for him by saying, “Think of the frequent-flyer miles you’ll rack up.” We knew the schedule would be a bit hard on us as newlyweds, but starring on Broadway was such an incredible opportunity, and Chris strongly supported it. Miraculously, we survived. It turned out to be an unbelievably rewarding experience.




As it happened, I was doing Cabaret in September 2001. I was alone on the eleventh, because Chris hadn’t planned to fly out until the weekend. I was awakened by a phone call from my friend Sherie, who said a plane had just hit the World Trade Center. I went into a state of shock. I turned on the TV. At that point, the reporters were still saying that it had been just a small commuter plane. I turned off the TV and headed outside. As I got to the street, I saw crowds of people all walking frantically: My apartment was next to the UN, which had been evacuated. It was so chaotic. I called Chris from my cell phone, and he told me to go home immediately, that the second tower had been hit. Although I’d been walking around in a daze, once I got home, I was too agitated to stay there, so I left and walked the few miles to a friend’s apartment. But I couldn’t stay, so I headed back home. After leaving and coming back home two more times, I ended up at my sister Marina’s house. I’d spoken to my parents, but soon all the circuits were busy, and I could no longer use my cell phone. I kept trying to reach Chris, and very late at night I got through. All I could do was cry. He reassured me that he would get to me as soon as he could.




Mayor Rudolph Guiliani wanted Broadway to reopen on Thursday, September 13. Cabaret was one of the first shows back on, and it was a sad, sad show. We did the performance for an audience of sixty-eight people as opposed to the thousand who normally filled the seats. After the show was finished, it was quiet. There wasn’t even any applause. The audience got to their feet and mouthed the words “Thank you.” Later the next week, a number of us from the cast went down to Ground Zero after the show and cooked breakfast until five in the morning. We didn’t know what else to do to help out. After walking through the devastating wreckage together, we started talking about the importance of family and of being surrounded by those you love. I missed my husband terribly and was very scared. All I wanted was to be with him and to start our own family. I would have to wait another week before we would be reunited.




TOWARD THE END of my run in Cabaret, the doctor said that if I wanted to, I could begin taking some of the shots needed in preparation for IVF. It wouldn’t hurt my performance at all and would speed up the process a bit. I decided to go ahead with it and started taking a drug called Lupron, which shuts down the body’s natural production of hormones. My system needed to be a clean slate before it could be manipulated as part of the IVF treatment. All I would have to do was put a tiny needle underneath the surface of the skin on my thigh each night for a few weeks, and my entire reproductive system could soon be told what to do. It was actually the same drug my father had been taking to slow down the growth and spread of his prostate cancer. He and I were able to discuss our treatments, and when Dad came to see my final performance in the play, I joked with him about meeting me in the bathroom to “shoot up.”




Dad and I also shared our experiences regarding the drug’s side effects. He would call me daily in my dressing room before a show: “These drugs . . . I have such headaches, and the depression . . . oh boy . . . but you know what it’s like, you know what I’m talking about, right?” He never called just to complain, but I could tell he was scared and needed to talk. It was comforting for me to be able to respond with “Oh my God, Dad, you get it, and how about the hot flashes and fatigue?” In an odd way, I believe it was a relief to my father not to be completely alone in his treatment. My condition was not grave, like his, nor was I fighting to stay alive. And although it was sad, it was also somehow a much needed way for us to identify with each other. I must admit that I clung to this thought, especially when I couldn’t be at his bedside during his last moments. It struck me as ironic that I had been taking the drug in an effort to create a new life while he was taking it at the end of his.




I was to take the Lupron for the few weeks prior to beginning the next series of shots, which would happen once the play was over and I had returned to Los Angeles. As promised, the medicine didn’t affect my performance at all, and luckily, I could easily administer it myself. It was, however, a sight to behold. Just after the curtain call each night, my dresser (the person who preps the entire wardrobe and helps with all of the fast changes) would lay out a syringe and a beer on my dressing table and say, “Come on, druggie.” There I would sit, topless, dressed only in stockings and silver shoes, with my hair in a wig cap, black eyeliner smudged all down my face, white body makeup and bruised red veins painted on my body, the strap of a mike pack Velcroed around my ribs, sticking a needle into my thigh. It was almost fitting, given the ambience of the play, but a shocking image nonetheless. I looked like a character from Trainspotting or A Clockwork Orange.




Those last few weeks flew by, and I had an extremely emotional final performance. As a cast, we had shared a great deal together, and strong friendships had been forged. It would be strange not going to the theater every day. After an intense six months, I was heartbroken to leave the show, but I was fortified by the notion that I was about to begin an even more incredible journey.




I returned to Los Angeles feeling unbelievably strong and physically ready to do what was necessary to become pregnant. Though I had anticipated that I’d be in top physical shape by the end of the play, I hadn’t expected to undergo such an emotional transformation. I felt more confident and peaceful than I had in a long while. This, I decided, could only be a good thing when trying to get pregnant.




Since Chris and I would be together every day, he could help me with the next series of IVF shots. These would stimulate my ovaries to produce multiple eggs and ensure that ovulation would not occur until necessary. Chris had to give me these new shots, because when I tried, I literally froze. These drugs had to be injected into muscle, so the needles were much longer than the ones used to inject the Lupron, and they had to go in places that were harder to reach. Chris was leery in the beginning, since the sight of needles usually made him very nervous. Whenever he had to get a shot, his nervousness would cause him to laugh to the point of hysteria, and it would take forever to get him still.




The day of my first rear-end shot, he later confessed, he almost passed out. He saw how big the needle was and how far it went into my body, but instead of laughing, he got sweaty and the room began to spin. Soon, however, he became a pro. Every morning and night, I would either bend over or push my stomach out to receive a different shot of medicine. Chris always tried to lighten the mood. At times he would pinch the desired spot and linger a bit longer than necessary before injecting the medicine. He would squeeze the top of my butt repeatedly, saying he had to “tenderize” the area properly. (I said he could tenderize it as long as he didn’t bite it.) I was at his mercy, but laughter did make it less painful. I had to take these shots for weeks. In addition, there were countless doctor visits for blood tests, sonograms, and peeing on sticks, not to mention the estrogen patches I had to wear that made me look and feel like I’d had a skin graft when they were removed.




The whole process was quite an ordeal, and we became slaves to the time of day and to little vials of liquid. We’d find ourselves out at dinner with friends, and then we’d have to sneak off to a coat room, where we’d huddle over syringes and a travel-size cooler filled with small bottles of drugs. The smell of the alcohol pads would waft through the air, and people walking by would whisper. We imagined the headlines: BROOKE ON DRUGS, SEEN SHOOTING UP IN FANCY RESTAURANT! My husband and I were, needless to say, under a great deal of pressure, and emotions began running wild. One day, in the midst of my hormone bombardment, we were in a supermarket, and I burst into tears in one of the aisles. I couldn’t articulate why I was crying, but commented that it was even more pathetic to be doing so in the canned-food section. Chris, not missing a beat, said, “Oh, honey, you want to cry in dairy, let’s go cry in dairy.” I didn’t go to dairy, but I was beginning to see how the drugs were taking a toll.




Soon the shots were over and my many eggs were ready for their harvest. It was now time for phase two: surgery! At the hospital, I went through the pre-op procedure, got situated on my gurney, and was wheeled away. During surgery, the doctors retrieved all the eggs and then, through laparoscopy, placed two of them plus Chris’s sperm in each fallopian tube. If all went well, fertilization and embryo development would subsequently take place in the middle of the tubes, where it naturally occurs. Appropriately, this procedure is called GIFT, or gamete intrafallopian tube transfer; it’s a variation of the standard in vitro procedure. The rest of the extracted eggs were mixed with Chris’s sperm in a petri dish. The ones that became fertilized would be frozen for later use.




After surgery, I woke up shaking from the anesthesia but recovered quickly. There was a chart clipped to my bed that said the transfer had been completed successfully and that my “tubes” were “pristine.” It all sounded like pretty good news to me, even in my groggy state. I was sent to a hospital room to wake up a bit more before being discharged. I had to go to the bathroom and was positive I could make it on my own. Someone did have to come with me in case I fell, but I made sure I got off the gurney by myself. In front of the male attendant, a male nurse, and a couple of orderlies, I slid off and walked toward the bathroom with my head held high. What I wasn’t aware of was that my hospital robe had twisted and was wide open in the back. My ass was wiggling in the open air, and it evidently also had sheet marks all over it from lying on the gurney. I had no idea about any of this and didn’t even remember anybody coming into the bathroom with me to make sure I didn’t end up in the toilet bowl. Chris was said to comment, “That’s my wife.”




We then went home to wait for the results. It would be two weeks before we could find out if an egg had fertilized and an embryo had implanted. I needed to stay calm. I tried to take it easy and refrained from exercise. I felt very positive and wanted to do everything right. I still had to keep the horrible estrogen patches on and was beginning to get itchy and inflamed welts where they were applied. None of it seemed to matter, because it was possible that I was pregnant.




Two weeks later, it was time for the blood test. Chris and I went to the clinic, and once again I gave the technician the most successful vein I had (one learns these things when blood tests are a daily occurrence). Chris had to return to work, and I had to find a way to stay busy until the results came back. I felt like a kid on Christmas morning. In a few hours, I got the call. In a cheery voice, the nurse said, “You’re going to be a mommy.” I couldn’t believe my ears. It had all worked perfectly. I was ecstatic that I was actually pregnant. I began walking differently and touching my stomach constantly. I was immediately convinced that I had cravings. There were people to call and names to pick and classes to sign up for. When Chris arrived home, I had covered the floor with tiny plastic babies all leading to a big Keith Haring blow-up crawling baby. He followed the baby trail, and we cried and hugged and began calling our families. Our mothers immediately started saying that they didn’t want to be called “Grandma.” My mother-in-law wanted to be called “Cha Cha,” and my mother came up with “Tootsie.” (Don’t ask!)




For the next few weeks, I had to go to the clinic each day for blood tests. I didn’t mind all of the needle sticks, because I loved getting the results and watching my numbers steadily rise—until the day of my live performance with Kermit the Frog, when I got that awful call from the clinic.




AFTER MUPPETFEST, I came home from the theater and ripped the estrogen patch off so hard that I bled. I went to bed without discussing any of my feelings with my husband, not because he didn’t want to talk but because I simply couldn’t. The next day my doctor explained that a D&C was the usual procedure in a case like this, but it wasn’t an option for me. Once again, because of my cervix, they wouldn’t be able to get in there and get rid of the “no longer viable pregnancy.” Opening my kind of cervix surgically might result in the even bigger problem of an incompetent cervix that couldn’t be corrected. If that happened, I would never be able to carry a baby longer than four months. So I would have to wait for the pregnancy to completely die and for my body to expel it or reabsorb it.




By this time the self-pity was at an all-time high. Chris was very disappointed but said that miscarriages were more common than we realized and that it could have even happened to us before and we just weren’t aware of it. It was harder for us now, because we had been looking at sonograms and hearing about the results of numerous blood tests every day. The anticipation had been building. He said the thing to do was to keep moving forward. I wanted to scream at him that he had no idea how it really felt, because he didn’t have a uterus that had had a baby growing in it! I refrained from being so mean because I knew it was a loss to him as well. I cried and made angry calls to my mom, saying, “I’m not pregnant anymore. I lost it! I may just forget the whole thing.” My mom usually gets the brunt of my bad moods, and she was going to get a healthy dose of venting from me for a while. I would’ve somehow tried to make the miscarriage her fault if I could have found a legitimate way to blame her. Thankfully, even at my worst, I didn’t stoop that low.




I expressed my despair to many people close to me and then seriously confided to my girlfriend Stephanie that I really did fear it was some kind of cruel joke. Because I had been given so much in my life, had I reached my limit? Maybe I didn’t deserve a child. She said I was letting my Catholic guilt get the better of me. Not only had I not had it that easy, but I did deserve to have a child. This calmed me down, and I tried to believe she was right.




Chris was sad, but more for my feelings than for the loss. He remained calm and said I wasn’t being punished for anything. That baby was not supposed to happen for reasons we will probably never know, but instead of wasting any more time feeling sorry for myself, I should just jump back on the fertility horse and start again.




After a few additional days of mourning, I snapped out of it and began focusing on when I could do another procedure. In such a short amount of time, things had changed so drastically. Until a few days before, I had been waiting to find out the sex of my baby; now I was waiting to have a miscarriage. The doctor called and said that she was very sorry for me, but she remained encouraged that I had gotten pregnant. It meant that my body could conceive, and to her that was half the battle. She offered words of consolation and then quickly wanted to discuss what was to come over the next week or so.




She explained that my body needed to get rid of the pregnancy, but if this did not happen naturally after a week, they would give me a drug called Methotrexate, which attacks rapidly growing cells and would speed up the hideous process. If nothing happened after the first shot, then another shot could be administered. Once again I thought of my father. Dad had taken the same type of medicine to kill his cancer, which, like a fetus, also consists of rapidly growing cells.




After a week, nothing had happened, so I went in to get the shot. It was quick and painless, and I had no reaction whatsoever.




Another week passed, during which Christmas came and went with little celebration. My body, still thinking it was pregnant, continued holding on tightly to the pregnancy. I was able to make a weak joke that it was just like me to be tenacious. What was once considered a positive attribute had become a liability. I was going to be forced to go in for another dose. The day before shot number two, I went out for a little retail therapy. While in a trendy store, I was marveling at how expensive the thongs were when I began to get cold and disoriented. The saleslady got me a cup of water and kept saying, “Oh! Maybe you’re pregnant.” I mumbled that it was probably just the overpriced thongs. I rushed out of the store, weakly got into my car, and called Chris as I drove home. I told him not to leave work, but he insisted.




The moment I got into the house, I started writhing in pain. There was a slow stabbing sensation that came in waves that I imagine were contractions. What followed were the most excruciating six hours I have ever experienced. I called my doctor between the surges of pain, and she said that every two hours I could take the painkiller Vicodin, though I wasn’t to exceed four doses. After hours of hell and three doses, I was still feeling no relief. Dr. Vargyas said if it got unbearable, I could go to the hospital, where they would give me morphine. I didn’t want to leave my house. Chris had been begging to take me to the hospital ever since he got home, but I felt I wouldn’t be doing anything differently there than I would at home, and I couldn’t handle all the prying tabloid eyes. What was happening was obviously my body’s way of dealing with the situation, and I had to defer to it. The scar tissue had no elasticity, so this miscarriage was even more painful than most. I wasn’t trying to be a hero and had to believe the Vicodin would eventually help. The pain, and the whole scenario, felt almost primitive, but I knew I had no choice but to endure it.




Chris stayed within earshot, and our dog lay at the foot of the bed with her chin resting on my feet. At one point, crouching very low, she actually crawled up to lick my cheek before returning to her former position. She felt my sadness and instinctively understood the extent of my pain. Chris would’ve licked my face, too, if he thought it would help. I was in the process of losing a child, and all I could do was wait it out. How disheartening it was to be going through labor without the hope of a positive outcome. The pain would surely be easier to endure with the prize of a child waiting for me. I stayed in my bed, alone, and knew there wasn’t anything anyone could do to make it better.




By eleven-thirty that night, I had taken the fourth dose of medicine and told Chris the pain was getting unbearable and that if I didn’t get sleepy in the next thirty minutes, he could take me to the emergency room. I had been moaning and wringing the bedsheets in debilitating pain and had lost a great deal of blood. Chris could do nothing but listen from the other room or come in periodically to stroke my head. He felt helpless, and I saw the relief register in his eyes at the prospect of getting professional help. The contractions were overpowering, and I had already endured six hours of torture. Miraculously, I began to get sleepy. You would think that after consuming enough Vicodin to take down an elephant I would’ve been knocked out cold, but the pain acted like caffeine injections.




Finally I was so physically and emotionally depleted that I fell asleep. I awoke six hours later, exhausted but no longer in pain. The storm had passed and I had weathered it. I didn’t feel any self-pity but instead as if I had gone through a terrible rite of passage. I had never endured such a lonely and painful experience; it had aged and matured me. I concluded that I had lost an innocence seen only in people who have yet to be deeply disappointed by life. As I mourned the loss of my baby, I also quietly said goodbye to a certain naïveté that I once had, that things would always turn out just fine.




Chris took me to my doctor’s office, and I gave Dr. Vargyas the details of my nightmare. She did a sonogram and there it was: What was once a chamber infused with life was now a dark cavern. I had gotten so used to seeing “the little cashew,” as I referred to the fetus. Now my uterus looked like a robbed safe. I was crying but still wanted to discuss our options for moving forward as soon as possible.
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