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			PREFACE

			Before you dive into reading this book, I want to give you a snapshot of twenty months in my life so that I don’t bore you to tears. If, by the end of this preface, you still have no interest in me or my story then it’s okay to part ways and move on. There’s no commitment or obligation—a clean break is still manageable. We don’t have any kids together, so it’s not going to get ugly. 

			In March of 2015, I found myself in an operating room with my wife as she was giving birth. Don’t worry, this is not another book reflecting on life lessons while becoming a parent for the first time. You can stop pressing the panic button. I had already been a parent three times over. I was a pro at this parenting thing. This time, my wife was giving birth to three human beings. Yep, that’s right: our family was going from three crazy children to six. 

			We managed to juggle all of these kids. No, we didn’t literally juggle them, although that would definitely catch your attention and probably get some publicity. I managed to keep my sanity through the first nine months of their lives. Although I envisioned my life would be over, I actually felt an insane amount of joy from parenting these babies and watching them grow. Until life threw us another curve ball. 

			You’ll see that I use an unhealthy amount of sports analogies and references. But that’s because I’m a washed-up, has-been collegiate football player. At one point in my life, I was an extremely successful football player from Utah: a three-year, all-conference starter and captain at the University of Utah where I played safety. Actually, I was an overachieving football player who probably defied the odds, but that first line sounds way better. That was all before this whole Dad bod took over. I blame gravity. I moved on from my football playing days and found incredible happiness raising children with the girl of my dreams, who happens to be my high-school sweetheart. I thought I had life all figured out, until…

			At nine months old, one of our triplets was diagnosed with a brain tumor that consumed a third of his brain. He was later diagnosed with a type of brain cancer that affects one in every three-million children with tumors. 

			In the midst of this incredibly hard time, somehow my wife and I were able to find hope. We found joy in moments that weren’t supposed to be joyful. If you are facing a challenging time in your life and need help finding hope, keep reading and follow our twenty-month journey. We have found, through a social media audience that is approaching 80,000 followers, that people from all demographics, religions, and cultures are drawn to this story of hope and love.

			I feel like our story needs to be told. Our entire journey was guided by impressions, or instincts, if you will. We relied on many of those instincts at the initial diagnosis and up until the very last day of this journey. They seemed to have done me well to this point, so I followed the instinct to write this book. My honest wish is to provide perspective to anyone who reads it. Unfortunately, perspective is usually gained during moments of tragedy or crisis, so my hope is that people read this book and change their perspective—free from tragedy or crisis. Let our journey be the turning point for your desire to live life with more purpose, or to parent your children with more patience and love. 

			I have never written a book before. However, I do get extreme pleasure from making people laugh, cry, smile, or even cringe. In Jimmy Valvano’s famous speech during his final days of fighting cancer, he said, “If you laugh, you think, and you cry, that’s a full day. That’s a heck of a day. You do that seven days a week, you’re going to have something special.” You may find my style of writing quirky, but I can guarantee you that it will make you laugh, think and cry. What else do you need in a book?
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			Savanna, baby Bo, and me during my football days at the University of Utah.

		

	
		
			
			FOREWORD

			“Wait, I know that voice. I think I went to high school with this guy,” I remember saying to my brother as we drove back to our family’s house on the icy Salt Lake City roads after some Christmas shopping. The University of Utah football game had just ended. We were listening to the postgame show on the car radio. 

			My brother and I were both back visiting for Christmas. I was living in Los Angeles pursuing a career in screenwriting and my brother was living in Austin, Texas. We were taking a little break from home, from all that delightful bickering and sibling infighting that happens around Christmas. I always figured we’d outgrow such hostilities, but I guess certain things are just forever a part of the holiday season—as much a tradition as presents under the tree, Santa Claus, and caroling. My family had recently lost our father to Lou Gehrig’s disease, and we were still in the process of learning how to navigate events like Christmas without spiraling into sadness comas. So things were additionally tense back at the house. We were self-medicating with lots of screaming, followed by lots of crying, followed by lots of eating of Frosty-the-Snowman-shaped sugar cookies, then more screaming.  

			“Yeah, that’s Steve Tate. I went to high school with him,” I said with pride in my voice. It’s nice when one of your friends becomes famous and you can say, “Hey, I know that guy,” hoping that simply by knowing someone cooler than you are, you will suddenly, somehow be a little cooler yourself. At the very least, I was hoping my brother would be impressed that I knew someone on the radio. 

			“I don’t care. Drive faster. I’ve got to pee,” my brother said, unimpressed. 

			But I was impressed. It’s hard to get on the radio.	

			Aside from being on the radio, I had no idea what Steve had been up to. We had grown apart since high school—fading away from each other as people do. I knew that he had gone on a Mormon mission and played college football for Utah State and then for the University of Utah. Meanwhile, I had done the exact opposite: heading to college at hippie Berkeley, then returning home to care for my sick dad, before heading back to California to pursue a risky writing career in Los Angeles. I remember thinking, Man, Steve sounds like he’s doing awesome. Good for him.

			After hearing him on the radio, I was curious what else Steve had been up to over the years. Instead of tracking down his phone number and calling him up for a hang and catch up, I turned to creepy, old Facebook and Google. After all, why reach out to people in person when you can quietly stalk them online? 

			My hypothesis that Steve was doing awesome proved to be accurate. It looked like he had built an absolutely idyllic life for himself, living an almost Norman Rockwell-type existence. He had married his high school sweetheart, Savanna, and had three beautiful children. Savanna and I were actually pals in high school. We had been Student Body Officers (SBOs) together at Skyline High. Neither of us were as athletic as Steve, who was the school’s starting quarterback, so we were more into planning dances and cracking jokes at assemblies than throwing touchdowns. 

			It was good to see that they were both doing so well. I was incredibly happy for them.

			After Christmas, I went back to Los Angeles to continue pursuing my writing career. At the time, I was living a fairly lonely existence, too focused on my writing to care about things like dating, or owning a dog, or personal hygiene. I’m a huge Utah Jazz fan. But only a handful of Jazz games are nationally televised out in Los Angeles. I thus decided to treat myself to the NBA League Pass. I’d watch most games alone on my couch while sending out angry Tweets about the team’s performance. 

			As I tweeted my life away, I happened to notice that Steve was also an avid fan and would send out similarly angry tweets. So, we started conversing about the Jazz over Twitter. We were a couple of dudes who had reunited through our mutual dissatisfaction of our favorite sports team. It was nice. Social media mostly sucks, but occasionally you’re fortunate enough to reconnect with an old pal and give your friendship a second chance, a sort of rebirth. 

			After more loneliness and lots of Jazz games, things finally started to go my way career-wise. I had written a book called Home is Burning about my family caring for my dad while he was fighting Lou Gehrig’s disease. It was finally getting published and the movie rights had sold to New Line with Miles Teller attached to star. Steve and Savanna read the book when it came out and reached out to me over Facebook with some incredibly kind, heartfelt words.

			Prompted by their kind words, I decided to treat myself to another light stalking of Steve and Savanna’s social media accounts. 

			I assumed everything was still great in their lives. But then I noticed something massive had happened to them. Savanna had given birth to triplets. That’s right, they doubled their kid-count from three to six just like that. I remember telling my kid-less friends out in Los Angeles about it. “I have a friend who just had triplets. And they already have three kids. Isn’t that crazy?” I could barely keep myself fed and alive, and here Steve and Savanna were now taking care of six children? I was amazed. 

			But I knew if there was anyone who could handle such a life-altering challenge, it was Steve and Savanna. They were both so tough, so resilient. I remember in high school Savanna had quietly battled and beaten thyroid cancer. And Steve was known as being an absolute beast of a competitor on the football field. When Steve had transferred from Utah State to the University of Utah, he had changed positions from quarterback to safety, showing a certain adaptability and willingness to accept a new challenge. They were strong, hardworking, malleable people. Six kids would be hectic and intense, but I knew they could do it. 

			Then, as they appeared to be settling into their new lives, Steve shared some sad news over social media. One of the triplets, Hayes, had been diagnosed with an extremely rare form of brain cancer. The news was devastating. Anyone who has ever seen a loved one battle cancer—or any other ailment for that matter—knows what a terrible, uphill fight it is. 

			I was in shock once again. I couldn’t believe that something so bad had happened to such good people. I couldn’t believe the Rockwellian image of the Tates was now tarnished by the evils of cancer.  

			But again, I knew that Steve and Savanna would adapt to the new challenge and go through it with the poise and bravery that most of us don’t possess. Some people cower under pressure, while others give a gladiator-esque scream and charge toward it. I knew Steve and Savanna would be gladiators. And because he was the son of such strong, spirited parents, I knew that Hayes would be too. I knew that he had inherited their toughness. I knew the whole family would power through this tragedy with an immense amount of courage and strength. I knew that they would fight with everything they had.  

			And they did. 

			Steve and Savanna fought with the strength and love than only a parent can summon up. And Hayes battled through hardships greater than anyone his age was built to endure. And while they fought, they showed the power of hope, the power of family, the power of love. 

			Everybody handles tragedy differently. Some people choose to go through it quietly, in an almost silent reserve, while others place a megaphone up to their mouth and shout every little detail to the world. When my dad was sick, I chose the latter. I revealed everything in my book. Looking back, I probably revealed too much, as was evident when my brother asked, “Did you really need to mention that I’m not circumcised?” But I figured that my story could be a snapshot that could help other people going through something similar. 

			Steve and Savanna have chosen a similar openness with Hayes’s battle with childhood cancer. They have dedicated their Facebook and Instagram accounts to showing us all, firsthand, what it’s like to go through such an intense and heartbreaking struggle. And now Steve has written this beautiful book—a book that has so much heart and love in it that it’s practically bursting through its seams, a book that is an amazing tribute to an amazingly brave little boy, Hayes. 

			I’m personally glad Steve and Savanna were fearless enough to share their story. Such intense openness isn’t easy. It’s hard to let people in—to give an almost voyeuristic window into your life, your soul. But doing so will unquestionably provide readers with a look inside the battle with such a terrible disease. It will explore all the grieving, all the sadness, all the heartbreak, mixed with the occasional moments of levity, that a family goes through during a tragedy. We all learn through struggle, and I have no doubt in my mind that, by sharing his family’s struggle, Steve will help others going through similar trials and tribulations to go through them with analogous bravery and strength. 

			So I thank Steve for writing this book. I thank him for his openness. I thank him for all the support and guidance that his book will undoubtedly provide for others. Thank you, Steve, and thank you, Savanna. Thanks for being such shining examples to us all. And most of all, thank you for being such great parents to Hayes and the rest of your children.

			 

			Dan Marshall

			June 2017
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			ULTRASOUND

			“Well, you guys sure know how to make babies.” That’s how she put it.  

			“Babies?” I asked the doctor. “You mean there’s more than one?”  

			“There are three babies in here,” she responded. I felt all the color in my face drain away, my hands began to tingle, and my head was about to hit the floor. I almost passed out. The nurse ran out the door to get me some water. 

			We sat in utter astonishment. The doctor asked whether we wanted to hear the heartbeats. I was hesitant. I wasn’t sure, I wasn’t even sure where I was at that moment. How did this happen? I thought. There is no way we can be having triplets. That’s only make believe, like unicorn-type material. Triplets only existed on television. My mind wandered to that terrible reality show Jon & Kate Plus 8. I got hives watching that show. All those screaming babies running around the house gave me IBS symptoms. I am kind of a neat freak, so three babies and neatness don’t typically go hand in hand. Plus, we have three older kids. Now you see why I almost passed out—six kids is no joke. That’s freak show material. 

			It was the eight-week ultrasound, and my wife Savanna had been feeling really nauseous, much more nauseous than she had with the previous three pregnancies. I still sat in silence as Savanna agreed to hear the heartbeats. The physician moved the wand around to the first baby and we heard a beautiful, healthy heartbeat. 

			“That’s Baby A,” she said. It became real. It started to sink in. She moved the wand a little more until we heard the second heartbeat. 

			“Here is Baby B,” she said pointing to the screen. We listened to the puttering. I felt connected. They were mine. She wiggled the wand around toward the third shadow on the screen. I could tell she was struggling to identify the exact location. She tried several times before letting us know that the third baby, Baby C, didn’t have a heartbeat. 

			“It’s pretty typical in pregnancies with multiples”, she said. “I’d say it’s a 50/50 chance that this baby develops enough to have a heartbeat.”

			The doctor cleaned up and left the room. I sat in shock. I didn’t say a word to Savanna. I would’ve cried if I had the energy or a thought in my head. I was numb. We sat there a few minutes before leaving the room to set up our next appointment. The doctor wanted to see us again in two weeks to see whether the third baby had developed a heartbeat. 

			As we turned to leave the clinic, the nurses were all staring at us. They all knew—word had traveled fast. We walked down the hallway and many of them said congratulations. I tried to find words to respond, but there was nothing going on upstairs. We were walking in slow motion and everyone else was in normal mode. We were about to have six freaking kids. 

			Savanna and I had driven to the clinic in separate cars since I had come from an appointment. I’m a financial advisor, but I was about to become a professional dad. I had a fifteen-minute drive back to the office. I cried. I don’t remember the last time I had cried, but I wept like a baby. Don’t get me wrong, I love kids. But making the jump from three kids to six kids is like getting called up to the majors out of high school. 

			I wasn’t ready to tell anybody quite yet. Do you blame me? People had always identified me as “Steve Tate, the former player at the University of Utah.” Well, that was about to change. I was now going to be “Steve Tate, the man who went for baby number four and got triplets.” I could barely think, let alone have an adult conversation that involved others realizing my life was about to change entirely. In fact, the term “changing” would require me to actually still be alive. For all I knew, my life was over. Needless to say, I didn’t get much work done that afternoon. I couldn’t even make eye contact with clients. 

			I finished up my meetings for the day and headed home. Savanna and I hadn’t talked since the Doctor’s visit, but we mustered up some type of conversation. It was enough of a discussion to agree that telling our kids was a necessary step. The kids knew we were pregnant. They were so excited to have a new baby brother or sister. Boy did we have a story to tell them! 

			“So, as you know, Mom is pregnant. We want to let you know that there is more than one baby.” 

			“There’s two!” our six-year-old daughter Mia shouted. 

			“Well, you’re getting warmer…” Savanna intoned.

			“Mom! There’s three?” Bo, our eight-year-old questioned loudly. We explained to the kids that the Doctor saw three babies, but we could only hear two heartbeats. Bo immediately responded, “We have to pray for that third baby!”

			If anyone knew how to throw a reality punch, it was Bo. He’s a sensitive kid, much more mature than a typical kid his age. I had been thinking to myself, Two babies is doable, but three babies requires a true zone defense. But Bo put those thoughts into perspective. Baby C was there and, as soon as Bo spoke, I immediately became committed to that baby. An actual human being who required our full attention and commitment as parents. 

			We all began rooting for Baby C.
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			An ultrasound picture of the triplets.
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			PANIC ATTACK

			T	wo weeks later, we found ourselves walking down the hall to receive the news about Baby C. He was one of us, and we all had accepted him as part of the family. But, as the doctor warned, there was a significant chance we wouldn’t hear a heartbeat. We had also prepared ourselves for that possibility. 

			The doctor began the ultrasound as we followed along with her on the screen. We saw Baby A, listened to the heartbeat. She moved the wand to Baby B and we heard the simultaneous heartbeat. We were anxious as she moved the wand over the shadow toward Baby C. She adjusted the machine volume. There was nothing. She maneuvered the wand back and forth, and angled it differently than the other babies. She made a few changes on the machine and the pressure began to mount. My heartbeat was fast. I knew that whatever results we got that day were out of my control. As people often say, “Whatever happens is supposed to happen.” I was okay with that. 

			Then suddenly the machine picked up a noise, a subtle but strong heartbeat, one that appeared louder and stronger than the other two babies. “Congratulations,” the doctor said, “You are having triplets.” 

			We were officially “Tate, party of eight!” I’ve never been opposed to a big family. Being Mormons in Utah, six kids is not out of the norm. But it was out of the norm for me because I have always been a planner. I mean, it’s my livelihood as a financial planner. That’s what I do. I plan for my life, so I had planned on having four kids.

			When I was team captain at the U of U, I thrived in pressure situations. There hadn’t been many things in my life up, until this point, that got me flustered or sent me into a panic. But I had met my match. Even before we left the doctor’s office, the thought of having three babies to care for was setting me over the edge.

			We came home and told the kids that Baby C was alive and well. They were thrilled. I mean, why wouldn’t they be? Each of them was gonna get a baby. I felt like we were Oprah handing out babies: “You get a baby, and you get a baby, and you get a baby. The entire audience gets a baby!” Everyone was thrilled at the thought of raising these babies, except for me. I was panicking. My mind was filled with all the expenses. How the hell was I going to pay for diapers, formula, clothes, and on and on? It was too early to determine the genders of the babies, but I was already thinking about wedding costs, tuition costs, insurance premiums. You name it, I was thinking it. I looked at the ultrasound shadows and I saw dollar signs.

			The thought of family vacations, or lack thereof, really got me. That night I saw an ad on television for Disneyland and it was game over for me. I began sweating, I lost feeling in my hands (which happens a lot through the course of this book), my tongue began to tingle, and my lips became numb. I couldn’t think about anything else. “Savanna! We are never going to Disneyland.” I exclaimed. “Our kids will never know what it’s like to experience the happiest place on earth.” I was breathing quickly. Disneyland was the ultimate shot to the head. I didn’t sleep that night. 

			I didn’t have the courage to tell anyone that we were expecting triplets. I was in denial. Maybe it’s called shock, but I didn’t want to talk about it or tell anyone. I actually wanted to curl up in the fetal position and cry, all pride gone. So I kept it a secret, especially from my family. 

			But I knew that triplets would require commitment from everyone. We were not going to be able to do it alone, so after a few weeks I found the courage to tell my family and close friends. I remember going to lunch with two friends in the neighborhood. One had twins. I sat there, trying to engage in conversation with them, but nothing they said mattered to me. I was thinking about how I was going to tell them we were expecting three babies. That’s not something that naturally comes up in conversation. I mean, what was I supposed to say, “Went to the doctor the other day and she informed us we were having three babies. How was your week?” It’s not exactly a natural talking point. 

			I somehow diverted the conversation and got the guts to tell them. I was dreading their reaction. It may come as a surprise to you that males aren’t the most supportive among the genders. Our way of showing support is making fun of each other. We pretty much live our lives like a universal locker room. We give each other crap. It’s in our DNA. So I was cringing with my eyes slightly closed, waiting for the wisecrack. 

			“That’s awesome man!” he said in a surprisingly energetic fashion. I was amazed. 

			“Awesome? How is that awesome?”

			“Dude, you’re gonna have your own sports team!” he said smiling back with his hands in the air as if he had just solved some sort of master puzzle. I couldn’t help but smile at his energy. It was exactly what I needed to hear. Of course it took something sports related to get me excited for these babies. 

			There are phases that you go through when you find out you are having triplets. There’s the denial phase, which lasted for about six months. I obviously understood the facts, but it still didn’t seem real to me. Then, there is the preparation phase. This is like a honeymoon period for people expecting babies. You probably know exactly what I am talking about. It’s the phase when you are searching for cute newborn clothes, shoes, cribs, strollers, and so on. This is the time you start researching names and meanings of names and share every ultrasound picture with anyone and everyone you know, even people you don’t know. Expecting a baby is euphoric and special, so why not? It should be exciting. 

			This is something that we had already experienced, three times over. This time, we were experiencing the preparation phase but it didn’t have the same euphoric feel to me. I don’t know why, maybe it was because we were doing everything times three. That meant three cribs, three wardrobes, three changing tables, three high chairs—I could keep going but you get the picture. Buying those things are fun, but buying those things three times over is torture. It physically hurt me. I would sweat when I looked at the amount of money we were spending. 

			Oh yeah, and we had to purchase a new car. Just a minor detail. I had very little pride left in me, but whatever pride remained wasn’t allowing me to get a van. Especially not one of those fifteen-passenger behemoths. That was a deal breaker. You might as well turn in your man card if you purchase one of those things. I settled for a Chevy Suburban. Although not the most practical car in the world, it preserved some of the pride still left in this Dad bod. 

			Although expensive, the preparation phase was good for me because it gave me things to do. It kept my mind occupied, because I was extremely worried that I was going to have three girls. Don’t get me wrong, I love my daughters but three of them going through junior-high drama would put me into a mental institution. 

			We were excited to find out the genders. When the doctor moved the wand over Baby A, she announced, “It’s a girl.” The pressure was on! What would I actually do if I had triplet daughters? I thought to myself. I truly believed God was going to give me all girls. I felt it was some sort of lesson I needed to learn, perhaps patience. But I began thinking over all the characteristics that I lacked as a father of soon-to-be triplet daughters. I felt the beads of sweat piling on my palms as I waited to hear the gender of Baby B. 

			“It’s a boy.” I exhaled deeply, clinching my fist as if I had just won the lottery. I had never felt so much relief in my life. I had been a part of some incredible accomplishments during my sports career, but this one topped them all. 

			I didn’t even care what gender Baby C was at this point. It didn’t matter. I knew that it wasn’t three girls, so anything other than that was a bonus. The sweat was gone and I felt relieved as I waited for it. “And Baby C is a boy,” she said. Two boys I can throw the ball with, I thought as I daydreamed about some future pick-up games in the backyard. Life was good!

			Names came next. We had always loved the name Reese, so Baby A, our little girl, became Reese. We were drawn to the name Heath. It was a strong, solid name that could be given to a person with confidence. That was it, we decided Baby B was Heath. We wanted a name that correlated with Heath and we liked the idea of having the same letters for both the boys. Admittedly, it’s a bit cliché, but because people would recognize them as a package, we felt a need to have two names that would roll off the tongue when we said them together. We came across the name Hayes and loved it immediately. It rolled off the tongue the way we wanted it to and included the same qualities. It was powerful and manly. It was a name that wasn’t common and was memorable. Baby C became Hayes. 

			The cribs were purchased, the names were picked out. Their rooms were made and decorated, and the Suburban was purchased. My wallet was dented and the expenses were high, but the pre-
paration phase was almost complete. All we lacked now were the babies, the actual human beings. Bring on the babies!
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			BABIES ARE BORN

			Week thirty-four is the magical time when triplets need to come out. That was when our championship game was scheduled. And we were on track to make it. Savanna’s health throughout the pregnancy was unbelievably good. Oddly enough, she seemed to handle this pregnancy better than the previous ones, and she was being a true champ. Then it happened. 

			We had just finished our thirty-one week appointment and things looked great. The doctor was pleased with how things were progressing: the babies’ heartbeats were strong and all three were healthy. We left that appointment excited that everything was on track for a healthy caesarean in three weeks. 

			Savanna had a routine stress test scheduled a few hours later, and she went to the appointment while I went back to the office. I know, I probably sound like a terrible husband, but give me a break. I had just been with her hours before and the doctor told us everything looked amazing. How was I supposed to know she would go into labor? But she did. 

			The nurses had connected all the wires to Savanna’s belly and only a few minutes into the stress test the nurse began to notice the labor-like contractions. Of course, Savanna didn’t feel them, being the toughest human being I have ever met. I’ve never seen or heard her complain of pain. She puts me to shame. 

			I received a text from her that said, “Apparently I’m having contractions every two minutes so they are sending me to labor and delivery.” The limitation of texting is that you can’t get a feel for the tone behind the message. It appeared extremely casual, which is just like Savanna. She is the most easy-going person in the world and nothing seems to get her to panic. We balance each other out nicely that way. She is always optimistic and never dramatic. I’m the more emotional one. Things get to me. 

			I immediately replied, “Wait, you are having contractions? Are you going into labor? Should I come over?” I sat at my desk, nervously waiting for her reply.

			“I don’t think it’s a big deal, I wouldn’t worry about it,” she messaged back. I did the math on the contractions and began to understand it was more than just some cramps. I knew it was serious. I immediately dropped what I was doing at the office and hurried to the hospital. The babies were coming and there was nothing we could do to stop it. Game on.

			There was a drill that my head coach, Urban Meyer, would make us do that required us to compete under pressure. We called it “the circle drill.” The entire team made a circle as Urban chose two players at random to come into the circle and drive each other out of it. The experience was horrible. You were forced to compete against one of your teammates in front of your peers and coaches, knowing that one person was going to succeed and one was going to fail. I despised that drill. Every time Urban blew the whistle and yelled “circle drill!,” I was immediately overwhelmed by extreme anxiety. I would try to blend in with the team and avoid eye contact with him, for fear he would call my name. 

			The very thought of the drill made me quiver. But the drill paled in comparison to the pressure I experienced as I drove to the hospital. I was about to add three babies to my life, making that six freaking kids. That’s a lot, even for Mormons. 

			The doctors wanted to do an emergency C-section. There was an entire team of physicians in the room—I guess they don’t slack with triplets. Just after midnight on March 12, 2015 the Tate triplets were born. Baby A, Reese Avi Tate, was the first one born at three pounds, eight ounces. They immediately took Reese to the room next door to clean her up and clear out her lungs, the standard protocol stuff. A few minutes later they delivered Heath Tillman Tate. He was the chubby one of the bunch, weighing a whopping three pounds, fourteen ounces. The physicians seemed a little more concerned about him at delivery. He experienced the most shock coming into this world, and was immediately placed on a ventilator. We waited a few more minutes, and then they delivered our sweet Baby C, Hayes Kyle Tate, weighing in at three pounds, eleven ounces. As with the previous two babies, they took Hayes, cleaned him up, and did the usual examination before placing him in a blanket close to his brother and sister. 

			I stood there in complete disbelief, motionless. I felt inadequate in that moment as I wondered, How am I supposed to provide enough love to all of these babies? I felt this the entire time I was in the room. The doctors tended to Savanna while I met each of them. 

			 

			[image: Photo3.jpg] 

			Me and Savanna holding baby Heath.

			 

			I first walked over to Reese. She was so tiny, almost doll-like with her strands of black hair and dark eyebrows. I felt awkward kissing her because I wasn’t used to a baby so small. In fact, we were known to make exceptionally large babies. Bo, our oldest, had weighed exactly ten pounds at birth. He was the ultimate trophy baby for someone like me, as I was a sophomore in college, still playing football, when he was born. I bragged to all my teammates that I produced a defensive lineman.

			I then walked over to Heath. Although only six ounces heavier than Reese, he was a lot huskier. A condensed version of Bo, with a bulldog appearance to him. His eyebrows scowled while they continued to work on clearing his little lungs. I was hesitant to touch Heath, with all the machines that were connected to him, including a ventilator. Still, I leaned over, kissed him, and introduced myself. 

			Hayes was only a few feet away and I leaned over his little crib to peer into his tiny eyes. “Can I hold?” I asked hesitantly, not sure of the protocols. A nurse bundled his little body in a warm hospital blanket and put a beanie over his dirty-blonde hair. I grabbed him, cradled him in my arms in classic newborn fashion, and began examining his entire body. I went through the classic dad checklist, making sure he had all his toes and fingers. He was perfect. All three were perfect, with thirty fingers and thirty toes. 

			I was still in shock, doing my best to not pass out from the overwhelming feelings of stress and inadequacy. I have never passed out in my life, but if there was ever any opportunity for a first, now was the time. I made my way around the baby incubators, trying to spend an equal amount of time with each of them. I would feel guilty if I spent too much time with one and not the others. I even tracked the amount of time on my watch to ensure no favoritism. 
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