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Introduction 

For most new moms, joining the ranks of motherhood is, without a doubt, a life-changing experience.

Whether she brings her child into this world naturally or adopts her precious bundle of joy, every new mom experiences hope, hope that her child will grow to be the best person possible, to be thoughtful and kind, fun-loving and happy.

But becoming a new mom can be scary, too, as uncertainties can often bubble through at every level. Is my baby crying too much, pooping too little, or not eating enough? Suffice it to say, most new moms survive these fleeting moments of questioning their abilities when they witness their child thriving and growing faster than ever imagined!

Without a doubt, becoming a new mom is the most challenging and worthwhile endeavor a woman will ever face. Referring back to Shaw’s quote, it is up to a new mom to fan the sparks of life and to love and nurture her child into that amazing adult-to-be.

So go ahead—light that match of new motherhood and revel in its warmth.



1 
WE ARE? 
YOU’RE SURE?

Making the decision to have a child is momentous. It is to decide forever to have your heart go walking around outside your body.

Elizabeth Stone 



The Footprint 

“Oh,” I moaned as I readjusted the pillows to accommodate my ever-growing belly. Hadn’t I just done that very thing ten minutes ago? I sighed and rubbed my enlarged tummy. Oh, how I missed sleeping on my stomach.

The girl in the apartment above me was active and noisy again. It was difficult to sleep through the night during this last trimester, but with her and her visitors talking and listening to music above my head each night, it was nearly impossible.

I pulledmy slumping body back up against the headboard.

My husband was at work. His hours were horrendous. I knew he’d much rather be here, but that was beyond his control. So that left me solo again. Being awake and alone this late at night, and at the end ofmy pregnancy,was a bad combination. Worries always seem the greatest in the dark.

What about this child inside me? Is it boy or a girl? I was pretty sure it was a girl, even though we had chosen not to officially find out from the ultrasound. Will our baby be healthy? Will we be the parents she or he needs? And what of the birth process? There was no guarantee that I could have this baby without a Cesarean. The unknown is always scary and intimidating.

With little prior knowledge of babies other than babysitting many years ago, I forced myself to read every pregnancy and parenting book and magazine for guidance through this crazy, exciting, and scary ride to becoming a mother. Everything was progressing just as all of those books said it should.

Oh, sure, there were unusual things—nosebleeds first thing every morning and crackers on the bedside table to nibble on before getting up each day so that I could rise without nausea or dizziness. And the cravings? All I ever wanted were vanilla milkshakes, and I needed them frequently. Oh, I could sure use one of those now.

I rolled my head toward the nightstand to see the time. The bedside clock read 2:00 AM.

If this baby stuck to pattern, it was time for the kicking show. Every four hours the child would have a grand time playing, usually at the expense of my ribs or pelvis.

I rubbed my belly again. I found myself doing that a lot lately. “Well, little one, how are you doin’ in there?”

In response, I felt a kick to my right rib. “Oh, hello.” The show had begun and right on time too.

Several punches to my lower abdomen followed. “Goodness, honey. You sure are getting strong.”

The baby continued the gymnastics routine for several minutes. I’d push the little body back to center whenever it flopped to one side or the other.

“Oh, little one,” I sighed. “I hope everything will be okay.” 

Suddenly all movement stopped. A tiny hard spot had formed into a funny contortion just below my left rib cage. I placed my right hand gently onto the unusual lump.

The outline was unmistakable. It was a tiny, perfect foot. I could feel the entire thing from the heel to all five toes. A new peace washed over me. Although the child could not speak, I knew in that instant that my baby was going to be okay. For with that smallest of gestures, she had placed the first of many footprints upon my soul.

Paula F. Blevins 
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“I wonder what causes that?”
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A Little Pregnant?

I can’t hear the expression: “That’s like being a little pregnant” anymore without wondering. Describing something that can’t be halfway—that either is or isn’t—should be easy, black or white. But, there are gray areas. I spent a week inside one of them last winter.

After months of trying to conceive, finally seeing something other than that forlorn single pink line on our home pregnancy test was breathtaking. It was the secret password, the big show, the pregnancy Olympics! My husband Steve and I kissed, danced around the bathroom, and stopped to look again. But as we squinted down, it slowly dawned on us that it was not, actually, two lines but a line and a half. A half? We stared.

“Maybe it needs more time,” Steve offered up. “Maybe we should shake it.”

“It’s not a Polaroid,” I countered. But we re-read the directions. We waited for three more minutes, then five. Then eyeballed it off and on for an hour. Nothing. Just a line and a half.

This was uncharted territory. This was not mentioned in the fertility books that I had been reading obsessively. We waited a few days and tested again—with the same result. 

“I’m sure it’s just a bad batch of tests,” I said this time.

“Maybe you should see the doctor,” Steve said. I was already on the phone.

Two days later, as I listened on the phone to the nurse sharing my test results, I heard some other things not covered in my books: “Something wrong with the levels . . .” “Doesn’t look the way it should . . .” “Too low to know for sure.”

The only thing I could get out in reply was, “But, what about the second line?”

She continued, “Well, technically we’re not detecting a high enough hormone level to tell if you’re pregnant for sure, but there is an elevated amount, which means that you may be. We’ll know more in a week when you come back to be retested.”

A week? Am I or am I not? After hanging up, I felt the weight of derailed expectations swelling up inside: But what about my breasts having gone up a cup size? I’m sleeping sixteen hours a day. I go to the bathroom four times a night. What else could it be? And I felt different. I was just like those moms I had made fun of for saying that they knew right away. But now that it was me, I could tell something was up. And I was supposed to sit back and wait a week for my body to decide if it meant it?

While I waited for my body to decide, my mind and heart raced back over the past year. My husband and I knew we wanted children, and we knew we weren’t in our twenties anymore. We started our baby quest innocently enough that summer by deciding to have a baby. Simple! We stopped using birth control and announced our intentions. This initial confidence that we’d become pregnant on demand was loosely based on my seventh grade sexed class, when we were warned that using fewer than three forms of contraceptives would cause us to become pregnant immediately upon having sex (or possibly the next time we thought about having sex). This proved to be the first of several misunderstandings I unquestioningly carried over from my youth.

Another was that my egg was simply hanging around midmonth waiting to be fertilized. When in reality it was like any modern woman who had things to do and a schedule to keep. If anyone wanted to see her, she’d be in her office on the third Tuesday of the month through Thursday midmorning, but really the best time for her was 10:17 AM onWednesday unless something better came up. And if you did get in to see her, there were no guarantees. This lack of availability came as a surprise—a surprise about which no one had sat me down earlier and said, “You know, your chances of conceiving each month after the age of thirty-five are only 30 percent. Maybe you want to get going with this.”

Already thirty-five, I knew every minute counted. Flash forward a few months to our new bedroom decor: basal thermometers strewn about, charts, graphs, and fertility books—dog-eared and piled high. The joy of unprotected sex had given way to phone calls saying, “Meet me at home by two o’clock today or my egg is out of here.” My husband dubbed this closely monitored period of our lives as the CNN-worthy “Egg Watch 2005.” Still nothing. Were we doing it wrong?

I started to channel conversations from wannabe grandmothers to their childless daughters everywhere: you know your eggs aren’t getting any younger! It became a rallying cry echoed by subway strangers and medical personnel alike when they learned of my “advanced maternal age.” While this waiting game could have been spun as an amusing diversion in our twenties (Sex! A lot of sex!Without condoms!), it now had turned into a period of self-recrimination: What if we waited too long? What if I had waited too long? What if I can’t have kids after years of trying not to have kids? What if I stood too close to that microwave back in 1995? It belatedly began to dawn on me that I might not be in control of this biological process.

As if to confirm my self-doubt, here I was a “little” pregnant. It threw cold water on my carefully researched plans. I hadn’t counted on starting out like this. There was nothing to do. What was going on in there anyway? Had a little life taken root inside or not? It was a mystery. In my week of hormone limbo, I stopped reading about other women’s experiences and began listening to my own body. I talked to it. I whispered my hopes and spoke of our family’s future plans. I looked down to find my hands rubbing my belly at unexpected moments. I replayed an almost unconscious mantra of We’re so happy to have you here. We love you and want you so much. I tried to come to an understanding with my body that if it would support this new life inside, I would pretty much give it whatever it wanted from now on. I visualized those tiny cells growing and thriving. I caught a glimpse of the simultaneous joy and utter terror of waiting nine months without knowing or being able to control what was happening in my own body. I got ready to make room for both.

Back at the doctor’s office an impossibly long week later (on my thirty-sixth birthday), I surrendered more blood and waited for the news.

“Congratulations! Let’s schedule you for your first prenatal visit next month.” I patted my stomach and let out the long breath I had been holding. I was ready.

Stephanie Wolff Mirmina 



I’m Not Telling 

When my husband and I found out that we were expecting our first child, it took us less than a day to share our news with everyone we knew. I was six weeks along, and by the time my third trimester rolled around, it seemed as if the pregnancy had lasted forever. The novelty of talking about my cravings or our nursery decorations and listening to unsolicited advice and childbirth horror stories had worn off, and I just wanted to forget about being pregnant for a while. It didn’t work out that way, as everywhere I went, people looked at me in shock and said, “Haven’t you had that baby yet?”

The second time around, I wanted things to be different. Sure, I was excited, but I didn’t want to share it right away. I was only five weeks along and I didn’t want another endless pregnancy. Plus, our four-and-half-year-old daughter, Stephanie, wasn’t the most patient person in the world, so I didn’t want to endure nine months of agony as she waited—and waited—for her new sibling.

Wanting Stephanie to be the first person to know about the baby, my husband and I decided not to tell anyone for three months. This amount of time sounded good since, if my history was any indication, I would start showing soon after and wouldn’t be able to keep the secret much longer, and it would still give us plenty of time to prepare for the baby. Keeping our news from everyone was a necessity. We live in the small town where I grew up, and I knew that telling just one person in the strictest confidence would result in three other people approaching me at the grocery store the next day, leaning over to my daughter and announcing, “I hear you’re going to be a big sister!” We didn’t want to take that chance.

It wasn’t easy to keep my pregnancy a secret. Whenever I had an appointment with my obstetrician (okay, I did tell one person; well, technically, he told me), I rehearsed what I would say if I knew anyone in the waiting room. And it wasn’t any better at home. Although I had escaped morning sickness during my first pregnancy, this time I wasn’t so lucky. I spent hours each morning—and afternoon and night—leaning over the toilet, vomiting as quietly as I could while calling out to Stephanie that I was fine. When I wasn’t throwing up, I was in bed feeling as if I had gone without sleep for about a week after having been run over by a truck. There were times when I longed to call someone, anyone, and say, “I’m pregnant and I’m sick. Please take Stephanie for the day.”

But I never did, because no matter how awful I felt, I loved having my little secret. Let’s face it, as a mom, I didn’t have many. My pregnancy and my baby hadn’t yet become “public property.” Nobody was telling me what to eat or warning me not to raise my arms over my head or saying, “You’re going to have your hands full with two,” or “Are you hoping for a boy this time?” I knew from experience that there was plenty of time for all that.

Right now, the only two people who were aware of the miracle were my husband, Jack, and I. We waited until Stephanie went to bed to share our thoughts, dreams, and excitement about our new baby—and my complaints about the pregnancy. We rubbed my belly and whispered to our baby. We schemed and planned and guarded our secret carefully, and we laughed about our “close calls,” when our secret was almost discovered. All this stealth made me feel closer to my husband than I had since we had become parents.

Finally, we reached the three-month mark. After all the secrecy, I couldn’t wait to share the news with Stephanie. “We have something to tell you,” Jack and I said as we sat down with her. “We’re going to have a new baby in our family.”

Her eyes lit up. “A baby? I’m going to be a big sister?” She threw her arms around both of us. “I always wanted a baby!” she said. Then after we talked for a few minutes, she asked us to go into the kitchen because she had some things to do.

As Jack and I left the room, we heard Stephanie pushing the speed-dial button. “Granny, guess what!” she said. “We’re going to have a new baby in our family! Isn’t that exciting! I can’t talk long because I have to call everyone I know and tell them!”

“Looks like our secret’s out,” Jack and I laughed as we listened to our daughter spread her happy news.

Carol Sjostrom Miller 



Expectant-ness 

What I remember most about the months before my daughter’s arrival was the “expectant-ness” with which I lived my life.

There was the good expectant-ness, associated with the knowledge that we were about to adopt a beautiful baby girl who would forever alter the lives of my husband, my two sons, and myself. This was the one I cherished. Then, there was the not-so-good expectant-ness, associated with the knowledge that my mother, diagnosed with terminal cancer and clinging to her final few months on this earth, would probably not live to meet her new granddaughter— a granddaughter for whom she had hoped and dreamed for years. This was the one I dreaded.

Unbelievably, it was the mingling of these two kinds of expectant-ness that helped me understand the true meaning of “expecting.” I had received the call from my oldest sister, Linda, earlier that week, telling me that our mother was in the hospital again. “It didn’t look good,” she whispered. “Maybe you should come now, over the Thanksgiving holiday, to see her.”

I was torn. I had already flown home to Indiana from Texas several times that year to see her, and my sons— ages five and seven—were looking forward to a chance to stay home this holiday. My husband, Brian, was also weary of traveling, but he understood the predicament in which I found myself. “Go home,” he said that night. “The boys and I will be just fine here. You need to be with your mom.”

When I arrived at the hospital the next day, I could see that my sister had not exaggerated. Mom smiled at me weakly from her bed. “It must be bad if you returned from the sunny South,” she murmured. I shrugged and joked about avoiding cooking a Thanksgiving turkey. We both settled into a comfortable silence, interrupted periodically by the beeping and clicking of the IV machine in the corner.

Finally, Mom spoke. “Tell me all about the little girl.” Her eyes, overcast and dull, brightened momentarily. So did mine as I filled her in on the four-month-old baby who, sight unseen, had seized our hearts. We talked for what seemed like hours, Mom sharing her memories of the four little girls she had brought into the world. She talked about how fun it was to dress all of us and brush our hair, to share feminine wisdom and secrets. And then we were quiet again, the room swollen with the expectant-ness of a new mother and an old one, about to retire her position forever.

The doctor released our mother to my sister’s home the next day, knowing there was little more he could do for her there. She had been patched up with another blood transfusion, enough to get her through the turkey and cranberry sauce, and maybe a few days besides, before her blood would again begin to fail her.We all made it through the holiday with false cheeriness, and then returned to the business of sitting around and waiting—the business of expectant-ness. A day or two later, my mother interrupted the terrible silences of the house.

“Have you bought much for the baby yet?” she asked.

I shook my head. I was an adoptive mother, having been through the state system with our sons. Our daughter would also be coming through the foster care system, and even though our experience before had been very positive, we knew better than to count on adoption paperwork always going according to plan. The less I purchased for the baby, the more secure I felt in her arrival. Call it one of those protective quirks that adoptive parents learn early on.

Mom smiled weakly, and Linda sat up straighter in her chair. “Hey! There’s a baby-clothing outlet that just opened nearby! Let’s go shopping!”

I hesitated. Should I explain my superstitions about shopping too early for the baby? Did I need to tell them how I was trying to protect myself, not wanting to have to bundle little pink dresses and blankets into boxes, bound for the attic, never to be used?

“That sounds like fun,” Mom said quietly. I watched her eyes brighten. “Little pink dresses and booties and receiving blankets.” It didn’t take us long to load up her wheelchair and hit the road.We laughed and talked all the way there, remembering the shopping trips we had taken before, the bargains we had found, the lunches over which we had lingered, the chocolate sodas with which we’d end our days. This was to be our final shopping trip, a mother and her daughters, filled with expectant-ness, for the day and the promise of a new shopping companion, not yet arrived.

Mom swung into action immediately, her hands bruised from the myriad IV needles, reaching for pastel dresses with satin ribbons and flowers at the hems. She “oohed” and “aahed” over fluffy, pink blankets and hooded bath towels and caressed the brims of frilly hats, imagining, I suppose, the soft smell of the baby’s head that would soon fill them. She directed my sister and me all over the store from her wheelchair perch, pointing to tiny washcloths and patterned sleepers. The life in her eyes buoyed me and carried me from my feeling of despair. I was an expectant mother, she bragged to every salesclerk in the store. We were going to have a baby girl in the family, and she would need to be dressed to the nines.

We went home that night and pulled our soft, pink treasures from a sea of bags that covered the living room floor. I watched my mother’s watery eyes travel over each tiny outfit, and then light on me with a smile. The torch had been passed.

My daughter, Ellie, arrived two months later, three weeks after my mother finally lost her fight with cancer. I wrapped my baby lovingly in each of those beautiful dresses and remembered that last shopping trip with my mother that showed me the real meaning of expectantness. On that day, I learned that expecting is more than waiting for something to happen. On that day, it was about living in the moments between.

Barbara Warner 



Beautiful Mess 

Pregnancy is one of the most extreme times in a woman’s life: extreme emotions, extreme moods, extreme appetite. I remember being so tired, but also incredibly ambitious. I was nervous about the baby’s health, doctor’s visits, needles, and weight gain, and yet I understood real hope for the first time in my life. And in the midst of pregnancy, when I became heavier than ever before, I somehow felt more beautiful than any previous time in my life. This body, which society says must be thin to be fashionable and is for display purposes only, now had real purpose.

There are so many joys along the road to becoming a new mother—the least of which is the many people who love to tell you every little negative thing that happened to them during pregnancy, childbirth, and those blessed first months with a new baby. You announce your due date and everyone says, “Congratulations,” right before they jump into their own story about their fifty-hour unmedicated labor, followed by thirteen weeks of straight colic, teenage angst, and how they cannot get their grown children to leave home.

I love the special people in my life who tell me, “You’re as big as a house” or “Enjoy sleep while you can.” They show the emotional sympathy of a hungry pit bull.

But I want you to know that no matter the pains or discomforts or fears, there will be no time in your life as sweet. Nothing will bring such a beautiful smile or fonder memories than when you think back to preparing for your baby. If the road to becoming a mom were not as difficult as it is joy-filled, then we would take it for granted. It is the aches and pains and little quirky weird things that happen along the way that make our stories unique, that tie us to our children with such fierceness. We know what it cost to get them here. The rough edges of pregnancy are smoothed out by intense love and joy. For example: there is nothing like the first kicks of your baby in the womb. Of course, if you’ve made it to the seventh month or beyond, you will occasionally wish junior wasn’t so aggressive. My first child wedged his feet into my ribs so hard I was sure he was trying to break out early. Because of this, I often said that I would be so much happier with a baby in my arms rather than karate-chopping my insides. The things that were so hard to endure in the long minutes of every day become the things you miss as time moves on. Two months after my son was born, I became a liar. I missed his little kicks terribly. I missed his flip-flopping in the night. I had to have another one so I could feel it again.

No matter how many absolutely adorable pictures you get at Sears or Penney’s, they will never bring the feeling those first ultrasound pictures bring. There is such an intense rush in knowing that there really is a baby growing inside you, and it’s your son or daughter! You can actually see them suck their thumbs or tickle their own toes. For me it was proof; it seemed to take the abstract and bring it all home. This confirms your motherhood: you must now wear jeans that rise above the belly button (just kidding).

Here’s the best part: all the leg shaving, makeup wearing, bikini waxing, eyebrow plucking, high-heel walking, and hair fixing you’ve ever done or had to learn how to do; all the rude stares, catcalls, impolite gestures, and unequal treatment; anything and everything that makes being a woman hard, inconvenient, and tiresome—even pregnancy and labor—comes crashing down when you, at your weakest, become the strongest you’ve ever been and push your child into this world, and you finally embrace the beautiful, messy joy that is your newborn.

As I stared at my son’s quivering lips while he cried in the first minutes after he was born, I was so proud. I was proud to be a woman, and no amount of pain or fear or stereotype placed upon me by society would ever change that again. I alone was equipped to care for and give birth to this boy. My body nurtured him for nine months and would keep fat on his thighs for a year more through breast-feeding.

It is an empowering feeling. We are told there are so many things we can’t do, and then we realize we are capable of the seemingly impossible. We triumph in the face of unspeakable difficulties!

And what they say is true! We forget the hardest parts of pregnancy, at least enough to go through it again. But God made pregnancy hard for a reason—nobody but a tired, pregnant woman could actually look forward to labor.

Heather Best 



Unplanned Blessings 

It was the tiniest thing I ever decided to put my whole life into.

Terri Guillemets 

I looked up from the waiting room chair and nodded to the nurse. Gathering up my purse I followed her into the small clinic exam room, my stomach in knots.

“The test came back positive. You’re pregnant.” She motioned me to a chair and I sat down heavily. For many women, those few words would be cause for celebration, kicking off a nine-month period of expectant planning and joyful discovery. But I was twenty years old and unmarried. To say I hadn’t planned for this was an understatement.

“A counselor will be in shortly to discuss the options with you.” The nurse was matter-of-fact as she hung my chart on the door and walked out. I looked around the sparsely furnished room, hoping I wouldn’t have to throw up before we were done talking. Lately I couldn’t keep anything down. Now I knew why.

A few minutes later a kind-looking woman entered the room and sat down opposite me. She introduced herself and began asking questions, questions I didn’t want to answer.

“Catherine, is the baby’s father supportive?” I stared blankly at her. He hadn’t exactly been planning for this either.

She calmly outlined the options as my mind raced. None of them sounded good. I avoided her eyes when it was time to go, feeling stupid and immature.

In the parking lot I got in my car and just sat, staring out the window. A few blocks away was the Pacific Ocean. I could just make out the water, glinting in the setting sun. My boyfriend and I enjoyed going for walks on the beach and trying to jump the waves that came crashing in. We’d return to the car soaking wet, the warmth of sunburn fighting off the chill. Life had been fun, carefree. But not anymore. I turned the key, tears burning behind my eyes.

I never dreamed about getting married and starting a family. In school, home economics class seemed like a waste of time. There were too many things I wanted to do: travel, see the world, and establish myself in a career. Children were the last thing on my mind. Now I was faced with decisions I wasn’t ready to make and there was nobody to blame but myself.

In my fourth month I told my family about the pregnancy. At my mother’s suggestion I moved back home and began working as a receptionist in a doctor’s office. I watched my body begin to change.

Nothing about the pregnancy seemed to go easily. My morning sickness didn’t stop at the end of my first trimester; I threw up morning, noon, and night well into my sixth month. The nausea wore off just in time for painful indigestion that required prescription medication. Then I was plagued by fluid retention that became so bad in the summer heat that all I could wear on my feet were flip-flops. By the third trimester I gazed helplessly at my bloated reflection in the bathroom mirror. My body felt out of control, just like my life.

One night in the eighth month, exhausted after a long day, I peeled off my clothes and ran a bath. The baby felt heavy, on my mind as well as on my body. I poured fragrant bubble bath into the warm water and watched as the bubbles foamed up.

Carefully I lowered myself into the water and lay my head back on a small pillow. I looked at my belly, rising out of the bubbles like a barren island. As I ran my fingers over it, I felt the baby move and watched as the outline of a limb pressed against my hand. Wonder at the baby growing inside filled my heart. Consumed with worries and discomforts, I often forgot that soon a small person would be sharing my life. I wondered about our future together.

Like the pregnancy, my delivery did not go smoothly. At two weeks overdue the doctor induced labor. Twelve hours later, nothing had happened.

“We’ll try again next week; the baby’s just not ready.” The doctor seemed unconcerned. A nurse shut off the Pitocin drip and removed the IV so I could return home. Fighting despair, I pulled the maternity pants up over my aching belly. Nothing was going right. Even my baby didn’t want to be born.

It seemed almost unbelievable that a week later, following sixteen hours of labor pain unabated by an epidural, I delivered a healthy baby boy. When the nurse placed my son in my arms I looked at him in awe. Running my fingers over his dark wisps of hair, I examined the small hands and feet. Despite the hardships, my baby was born perfectly put together.

Six weeks later I called the pediatrician to make an appointment.

“We have your son scheduled for a checkup next Tuesday at 9:00 AM” I wrote down the date. My son. The words were new to my lips, foreign and wonderful at the same time. I had a son to love, care for, and be delighted by. For the rest of my life.

The joy of motherhood took me completely by surprise. The difficult pregnancy and early fears began to fade away as I experienced the incredible feeling of falling in love with my own child. I didn’t know how wonderful it would feel to snuggle the warm weight of an infant or see his small head turn at the sound of my voice. No one told me I could gaze for hours at my baby’s face or jump out of a perfectly warm bed to stand by his crib and listen to him breathe. Mothering, as it turned out, was a journey my heart wanted to take.

Catherine Madera 

[Author’s Note: There were other blessings, too, when I married my baby’s father. Five years later we added a daughter to our family. Life, in its healing way, moved on. Twelve years have now passed and my son is growing tall, his face just beginning to lose the roundness of childhood. His features are an intriguing mix of genetics: deep black-brown eyes from a Portuguese great grandfather, the expressions of his dad, and from me, fair skin with a sprinkling of freckles. When I look at him I am reminded that life is a gift. And that sometimes, unplanned events bring us great joy.] 
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