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(Introduction)



Hi there! I want to start by letting you know that I am not a doctor—or any sort of professional when it comes to babies—and will not be giving any medical advice in this book. So if you’ve picked it up because you want technical explanations for why you are sweating through your clothes and every sheet you own … you may want to get a different book.


Also keep in mind this book is not designed to tell you the “best” way to do anything. Before, during, and after your pregnancy, you’ll have plenty of people telling you, “This is how I did it, and my way is, in fact, the best way.” But the truth is, all pregnancies are different, and so are the babies they produce; it follows, then, that one method of preparation may work for one baby and not the next. And besides, they—whoever “they” are—change the rules all the time anyway. “Microwave your deli meat … Never mind, just use caution while eating.” Good, ’cause I wasn’t going to do that anyway. “Gain as much weight as you want while you’re pregnant … actually, we’re only going to budget you twenty pounds.” Whoops, too late! “Have a martini and a cigarette, it will help you relax … er, actually, we got that one wrong, steer clear of the booze and smoke!” Yeah, no sh*t Sherlock.


So what exactly is this book—and why, as a working mom with a two-year-old and a three-week-old, have I decided to write it?


First, the why. Here’s the thing: As a mom-to-be, I read a few of the prerequisite pregnancy books, and although I picked up some facts from them, I couldn’t get over how dull they were. When Chapter 3 of the fourth book I attempted to slog through let me know that my baby was now the size of a lemon, I gave up. Is there actual practicality in knowing that my child resembles a certain type of fruit? I wondered. Where’s the good stuff?


Besides how boring those books were, they were also incomplete. Now that I’ve had two babies, I understand just how many little details they left out—details that you only know if you’ve delivered a child; details that are very, very important. (Not one of those books, for example, told me that I should be prepared to get breast milk all over everything I owned after I gave birth!)


At least provide me with a pregnancy book with some humour, I thought. Then maybe I can make it to Chapter 6 and not be super annoyed when you tell me that my baby now resembles a melon.


So this book is for women like me—moms-to-be who want some realistic tips about what to expect from pregnancy without being bored to tears along the way. Here you will find accounts of the ridiculous things you’ll likely encounter while pregnant, including the good, the bad, and the often gross stuff that people so conveniently forget to mention to you when you first decide to have a child.


In that spirit, let me get one of the big ones out in the open right now: There is a greater-than-average chance that you will sh*t yourself while giving birth. And there’s nothing you can do about it. If it’s gonna happen, it’s gonna happen.


Pregnancy … anyone who said it would be easy (or pretty) was a big, fat liar.





PART ONE:

(The Beginning)



If you bought this book you are probably already preggo—but in the event that you aren’t, let’s just start with the initial step of actually getting pregnant, and go all the way to D-Day (also known as “delivery day”).


I distinctly remember my first sexual education class in middle school. It was incredibly awkward because they split up the boys and the girls and they required your parents to sign a permission slip in advance for you to even attend.


During the class we were taught mostly about bodily changes like “breast buds” (whoever named that term should be fired), body odor, and leg hair; but we also got our first introduction to how babies are “made.” They led us to believe that pretty much all a boy had to do was breathe on you and you would become pregnant. My best friend at the time was a boy, so this scared the living daylights out of me.


Later on, in high school, I had to attend another round of sexual education classes, and although these were much more progressive in their messaging, the overall thesis on how easy it was to have a baby didn’t change. Unless you wore a condom or were taking birth control, they told us, unprotected sex at any time was pretty much guaranteed to lead to the production of a baby.


You may be shocked, like I was, to know that this is a gross overstatement. Your body can’t just get pregnant any time a bunch of semen takes a tour of your vagina. You can only really conceive a child during the week leading up to ovulation. This tends to be a five- to seven-day window for most women. If you have sex outside of that time frame, your body has missed its chance, and will have to wait till the next cycle to try again. Great odds if you just had sex in the backseat of a car and the condom broke, but tough if you are actually trying to make a baby.


I mention all of this not to give the green light to a bunch of lusty teenagers (p.s., unlike pregnancy, STDs can happen at any time), but to give a heads up to the couples who are “trying” for a child. Getting pregnant is not as easy as you may think, and it can take a long time for many people.


If you’re having trouble getting pregnant, try to take the stress out of the process. There are way too many calendaring systems and timing techniques out there. Dropping everything to have sex every time your phone app notifies you it’s “go time” is enough to drive anyone crazy. Try to relax a bit and let nature take its course.


If you’ve been trying for a while and are still having trouble with conception, you may need to consult a doctor. Infertility is very common in both men and women; you are not alone.


And so we begin.





(Taking the Test)



Taking a pregnancy test, for most people, means going to your local pharmacy and coughing up the ten bucks it costs to buy one off the shelf. Warning: You are about to be royally ripped off. The pregnancy test is the first (though by no means the last) scam of the birthing industry. There is no way that those glorified pieces of plastic should cost anywhere near ten dollars, but they do. And you rarely just buy one of them.


Our first child was a surprise, so by the time I took a pregnancy test I was doing it to confirm something I had pretty much figured out already. So in this case I actually did only buy one. (Guess that’s the upside to an unplanned pregnancy!) When it came to our second child, however, we were actively trying, which meant that every time I felt even the glimmer of a hot flash or nausea, I would go running to the pharmacy to purchase a new test.


The time I was absolutely sure I was pregnant was during the summer of 2013, when we were “trying” for a second baby. All of the signs were there: I was sweating nonstop, my stomach was doing flip-flops, and I was in constant bitch mode. Aiding my conception confidence was the fact that I had recently decided I was going to increase my chances of becoming pregnant by making sex an Olympic event—the Sex Capades. All month long I had “encouraged” (the words “made” or “pressured” are probably more accurate, but they also sound very inappropriate) my husband to have sex with me.


Here are some of the events we competed in:


• The Morning Romp and Roll: I would wait for him to wake up, then roll on top of him, hissing, “Quick let’s do this before the baby (our first born) wakes up!”


• The Shower In and Out: I would wait for him to turn on the shower, then sneak in there after him—“Quick, before the water gets cold!”


• The Lunch and Lust: When he came into the kitchen to eat, I’d pounce—“Oh you have time for a sandwich? Then you have time for baby making too. Quick, before I have to go back to work!”


• The Fold and Fu*k: I would lure him into the laundry room—“Quick, let’s have sex and then you can help me fold the laundry!” (This one had double advantages.)


One time we were driving somewhere, and I became so adamant that sex had to happen immediately that we pulled into a secluded area and hopped into the backseat of our car (“Quick, before we get arrested!”). Fun, but I swear those backseats have shrunk since high school.


(Side note for my male readers: I know that sex multiple times a day sounds like a very fun idea. Unfortunately, your fantasies of a real-life Skinemax experience will fade away when you realize that your pregnancy-crazed wife is really just using you so she can hijack your semen. I recommend not taking this too personally—and also purchasing a Costco-sized jar of lubricant.)


After a month of competing in the Sex Capades, my surefire pregnancy symptoms started showing up, and I was ready to receive my medal. I perched over the toilet and peed on the stick, and as I waited for the golden results, I swore I could hear the national anthem being played in the background. And the medal goes to … not pregnant?? What the hell! There went another ten bucks down the toilet. Plus, I thought I might have pulled my groin from all the sex. But still I persevered.


The tricky part about early pregnancy symptoms is that they are very similar to those you likely encounter prior to getting your period each month. So when you get it wrong, not only do you end up feeling bummed that you are not pregnant, you also have to then spend the next few days bleeding like a stuck pig, waiting impatiently to be able to start the baby-making process all over again.


Even though I gave us a participation medal for effort, that time, like so many others, was a false alarm. I eventually stopped being so hell-bent on getting pregnant and decided to let nature take its course, which did the trick.


I’m glad my husband never caught on to how many of those pregnancy tests I actually bought while trying to have a second baby, because I was basically peeing money away for weeks. Luckily, eighty dollars and two blue lines later we were finally pregnant again, and the constant dashes to the pharmacy ended.


(Side note: Just like the wedding industry, the baby industry will take every opportunity to overcharge eager newbies. And it’s because expecting mothers—and their family members, and their friends—tend to go baby crazy the second the words “I’m pregnant” are voiced. The industry knows this, and will gladly help everyone involved fulfill your dreams of buying everything you “need” at a fantastically high price. Start saving now; the pee stick is just the beginning.)


Okay, back to the process. You get home, you go into the bathroom, and you open your test. First thing’s first: Read the directions! Pregnancy tests are like scratch tickets—you have to read carefully to see what it takes to win. Sometimes you are winner if you see one line, sometimes it’s two, and if you’re really lucky your pee may even make a smiley face appear! Make sure you understand what a positive/negative is going to look like before you get started; it’s no fun getting them confused.


When you’re ready, pull down your pants and assume the awkward hover-over-the-toilet-squatting-position. The next step after this is tricky: you have to reach your hand between your legs and try to pee on an inch-long absorbent strip that you can’t see.


It would be nice if our pee came out slowly, in a steady, straight stream; however, as all non-penis bearers know, this is seldom the case. So no, your pregnancy test will not be a neat and tidy experience. It will be a messy one. It is very likely that your pee will spray out to the sides—hitting the strip, yes, but also hitting the hand you’re using to hold the test. Don’t worry: peeing on yourself while taking a pregnancy test is perfectly normal, and it’s nothing to fret about—or to be embarrassed about. Just wash your hands when you’re done and pretend it never happened.


If you are completely appalled by this idea and want to avoid “urine hand,” here are a few things you can try to stay dry:


1. The head-between-your-legs method: Instead of doing the blind spray, try leaning forward and looking down between your legs as you pee. This will allow you to see where and what you are peeing on. Be careful, though, because this may make you dizzy; the last thing you need is to fall forward and hit your head while executing this move. I’d rather get urine hand than a concussion, personally.


2. Peeing into a cup: A cup’s wide diameter makes it easier to contain the shower-like stream women produce. Once you’ve filled your cup, dip your test in for the same amount of time you were supposed to spend peeing on it.


3. Wearing gloves: This one is self-explanatory. (Right?)


I ended up doing a combo. I would start with my head between my legs to line up the stick properly. Then, before I got too dizzy, I would look straight ahead and blindly pee. This method assured me that I would hit the stick, but left to chance whether my pee would hit my hand as well. I am always in the mood for a little pregnancy test roulette.


After you’ve peed on the stick (whichever method you’ve used to do it), the waiting game begins. At this point, you are probably thinking one of two things: “Please, God, let me be pregnant” or “No whammies, no whammies, no whammies!”


Whatever result you’re hoping for, if that test reads positive, life as you know it is about to change forever. Some of those changes are absolutely amazing—like the fact that you are now growing an actual human being inside of you; and some of those changes are incredibly scary—like knowing that baby inside you is getting a lot bigger, and at some point, he or she is going to have to come out of what is, comparatively, a very tiny hole.
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