My Ordeal

Believe it or not when my son, P.J. was about 6 months old we started trying to have another baby.  I thought it would be nice to maybe have a little girl. And I didn't want P.J. to be an only child.  Also I wanted to have that wonderful experience of a normal pregnancy and delivery.  I was told by the doctors that there was no indication that the circumstances of the first pregnancy would be repeated.  Lots of women have pre-term deliveries with the first child and never again. So I didn't worry about it.  I got pregnant again.  And instead of a little girl it was a little boy.  That was just fine.  P.J. would enjoy a little brother.  I found out that I was pregnant on January 1st, what a New Year's Day present.  My husband and I were very happy. We told my parents but to my surprise my mother wasn't thrilled about it.  She was afraid that I might have problems like the first pregnancy.  I told my mom, not to worry, that is was all in God's hands.


Everything was going fine and I really thought that I was going to make it to full term.  But right around seven months it happened again.  My stomach was absolutely huge.  I mean sometimes I had to hold it up with my hands!  My naval was so distended that I thought it was going to pop open.  I went to the Emergency Room; they treated me and sent me home.  At home I started having contractions so I went back to the hospital.  They treated me again and sent me home.  At home the contractions increased so I went back to the hospital.  The doctor said, "Three strikes and you're out, we are admitting you this time!"  And that was the beginning of my ordeal!  My mind was racing with disbelief.  This can't be happening again.  It was like a recurring nightmare.  I just couldn't believe it!  Well, they hooked me up to the I.V. and they started their regimen of medications, fluids, and tests.  It seemed as if "everybody and his brother" came to examine me.  If you have ever spent any time in a hospital you know what I mean, your body becomes their body!

By the second day things seemed to be getting better.  I was moved from Labor and Delivery to the OB floor.  I thought I would be going home in a day or two.  But that was not the case.  The contractions started again and this time they could not be controlled with medication.  The doctors still did not have a diagnosis.  It seemed as if no one knew why I was having contractions.  I was sent back to Labor and Delivery.  They gave me a dose of steroids to develop the baby's lungs in case of delivery.  The hospital did not have a Neonatal Intensive Care Unit.  The closest one was about 40 miles away.  The doctor started making arrangements for my transfer.  But it wasn't going to be that easy!  That hospital was full.  I couldn't believe it!  All of the incubators were in use.  So the doctor had to contact another hospital in another state.  This hospital was 2 hours away.  Now I really became upset.  I knew that last time the baby couldn't have waited that long for delivery and lived.  Now I really became concerned that something might happen to this baby.  Is this "deja vue?"

I called my husband and told him what was going on.  He rushed to the hospital.  The ambulance was ready to go.  My husband couldn't go with me because he had to drive our car down, in order to have a way back home.  So he said he would meet me there as soon as possible.  I was loaded on a stretcher and placed in the ambulance.  The paramedic was there but somehow I felt all alone.  Did anyone know how I felt about all of this?  Did anyone really care?  The doctors were just doing their job and so were the paramedics.  I felt like I was just getting on everybody's nerves.  You see I wasn't the best patient in the world.  It was really my own fault anyway.  I must have been crazy to think I could have a baby--after all I had already been warned one time!  It looked like my Mom was right maybe I shouldn't have gotten pregnant again.  That was the longest and bumpiest ride of my life.  I just knew the baby couldn't survive this!  But we made it to the hospital.  I was taken to Labor and Delivery and hooked up again to all of the machinery.  This was certainly "old hat" to me now!  And surprisingly enough my contractions had stabilized and the staff looked puzzled as to why I was even there.  They ordered a bunch of tests and sent me to the OB floor.

Things were looking good again.  My outlook on life had improved. I had a sonogram and the baby was fine!  I thought I would be going home in a couple of days.  But that did not turn out to be the case.  The tests results were in.  And they found something wrong.  I had diabetes.  My glucose levels were so high that I had to be placed on insulin injections immediately. "No, no, not injections," anything but needles.  I can't stand needles!  But there was no getting around it. I think I pleaded with the doctor to try the diabetic diet.  But it was too late for that.  Maybe if it had been discovered earlier it could have been controlled by diet.  Now, I had to take two insulin injections a day.  And what was worse I had to inject myself.  I had to learn how to use a syringe and stick it in my thigh.  I couldn't believe it.  I didn't want to believe it.  I was upset and angry. Why did I have to go through all of this just to have a baby!  I mean, teenagers are having babies with no problems at all!  Why was I having so many problems?  I got good prenatal care.  I followed all of the doctor's instructions.  This just can't be happening.  

I guess I was in denial for a long time.  I withdrew from everyone.  They put me in a private room to help me adjust.  But it didn't really help.  I don't think I smiled again during my stay at that hospital.  The nurses came in with all the literature about diabetes.  They brought syringes and insulin and showed me how to measure out the proper dosage.  They also came to prick my finger, in order to check by glucose level.  Oh yeah, I also had to do this daily--prick my own finger.  Well, my father said I would stay in the hospital forever.  He just didn't believe I would ever do it!  I did it but only because I had no other choice!  I mean I wanted my baby and I wanted my baby to be all right.  But I just didn't know why it had to be this hard!  I was released from the hospital on strict bed rest, a diabetic diet and of course, insulin.  My husband's mother had come from Virginia to help with P.J.  Now that I was to be on bed rest, I didn't know what we were going to do.  I had to stay in bed, I had to have special food and I had to have someone take care of my 2 year old son.  My mother was willing to come, my sister was willing to come, but that would disrupt their whole life for months.  I decided that the best thing to do was to go home to my parent's house.  It would be easier on everyone.  My Mom and Dad could take care of me and my husband's mother could take care of P. J. since she lived around the corner from my parents.  

The eight hour ride home seemed longer than usual.  Normally, it’s a fun trip--going home for Christmas or a birthday--but not this time.  Now I was going home to be a burden on my parents.  Now my family was going to be separated.  And now I couldn't even be a mother to P. J.  He was going to be living with his Grandmother.  He couldn't possibly understand why Mommy wasn't around anymore.  Although I think he knew it had something to do with my big stomach.  But how could I expect him to understand when I didn't understand myself.  Being at home is always comforting and I thought my ordeal was almost over.  But it was really just beginning.  I didn't like the hospital.  I didn't like the doctors.  I didn't like my diet.  I didn't like being in bed all day and I didn't like my life.  I didn't have a life anymore.  I felt like a baby factory.  If one more person said to me, "Think about the baby!" I just knew I would explode.  What in the world did they think I was thinking about?  I could hardly think of anyone else.  First thing in the morning when I pricked my finger I thought about the baby, when I pinched the skin on my thigh for my first injection, I thought about the baby, when I stuffed down three full meals and three snacks a day, I thought about the baby, when I slept on my right side day in and day out, I thought about the baby and when I found another location on my thigh for my second injection, I thought about the baby!  

I was miserable and I made everyone around me miserable.  My mother, my father, my in-laws, the doctors, the nurses, and my husband (I made him miserable by telephone).  Things were so bad that I began to mark the days off on the calendar, at the beginning of the day.  I just wanted it all to be over.  I just wanted to have the baby and to have my life back.  My due date was September 1st, but I didn't have to wait that long.  My baby was born on August 16th, by C-section because his heart beat dropped and probably because the doctors were sick of me!  After two months of bed rest my ordeal was finally over!  My baby was born fat and healthy, everything I had hoped for.  There were no tubes, no respirators, no blood transfusions and no incubators.

Throughout my ordeal I had wondered, where was God?  And although I didn't know it at the time, He was there. He was right there in the midst of my storm.  Even though the enemy had clouded my mind, the Spirit was working inside my heart.  It was God giving me the strength to take the injections, to prick my finger, to continue going to the doctor, to continue visiting my son, to continue eating meal after meal.  It was God giving me the power to endure everything I had to endure day after day after day.  And it was God who brought my ordeal to its miraculous conclusion--a beautiful, healthy, baby boy--Christopher.  I held him in the operating room and looked into his eyes and thought about how silly I had been.  This is life!  And with life, there is also suffering.  I'm not sorry that I got pregnant a second time.  I'm not sorry I had gestational diabetes.  I'm not sorry that I had this experience but I am sorry that I thought of it as an Ordeal!  I am sorry I behaved badly.  Recently, I came across Philippians 4:11, "...for I have learned, in whatever state I am, to be content."  Now I am happy to say, I know what that means.  And I won't complain!




In this you rejoice, though now for a little while you may have to suffer various trials, so that the genuineness of your faith, more precious than gold which though perishable is tested by fire, may redound to praise and glory and honor at the revelation of Jesus Christ.

1 Peter 1:6-7
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