P. J.


I started trying to get pregnant on my wedding day.  I was so in love with my husband I couldn't wait to have his baby.  I wanted to have a boy--a son to name after my wonderful husband.  I didn't get pregnant right away so we continued to try.  And try and try!  After six months I went to the doctor.  Everything was fine.  He gave me an ovulation chart.  We used the chart for awhile until we got tired of it.  We took a trip to the Bahamas.  It was truly beautiful.  I enjoyed myself and really relaxed.  The only problem was that I was tired and sleepy all the time!  We returned home and I decided to try the home pregnancy kit one more time.  I took the test while my husband was still asleep.  No sense in us both being disappointed.  The test was positive!  Yessssss! I knew it!  I really had a feeling that it would be positive this time!  I ran into the bedroom and woke up my husband.  I showed him this thing that had turned blue and I knew he thought I was crazy!  I told him it was positive.  The test was positive!  I was pregnant!  He looked at me and said, "Sure."  I don't know if he believed it or not but he was happy.  I told him we had to go to the clinic to confirm the test.  I had to know if I was really pregnant or not.  

When the doctor came into the room with the results, he asked me a question.  "Do you want to be pregnant or not?"  I'm thinking, man, just tell me!  But I answered, "I want to be pregnant."  "And you are," was his response!  I smiled and almost ran out of the room.  I saw my husband from across the room.  I saw that strained look on his face and I just smiled at him and he knew!  He knew I was really pregnant after trying for 1 1/2 years!  Immediately I started buying baby items.  Some say to wait three months before telling anybody because of the possibility of  a miscarriage.  But I couldn't wait!  I told everyone.  I couldn't hold my joy inside.  I had to let it out!  I watched my stomach daily, just waiting for it to poke out.  And poke out it did.  I was in maternity clothes at 3 1/2 months.  I was ballooning out and it was all in my stomach!  Then came the problems.  The back pain, the difficulty walking and just general discomfort everyday.  I thought something was wrong but the doctor said everything was fine.  I guess I didn't know that being pregnant would hurt so much.  But, I was still happy.  I was going to do this.  I was going to have this baby!

I made it to 31 weeks before pre-term labor set in.  I was hospitalized for about five days and sent home on bed rest, medication, and a home monitoring system.  I made it to 33 weeks before being hospitalized again.  This time they couldn't stop the contractions and the baby was having problems.  I had to have an emergency C-section.  Now, what was to be one of the most wonderful experiences of my life turned into a nightmare!  I started crying.  My mother started crying. And my husband just didn't know what to do!  I couldn't stop thinking about the baby.  Is he going to be all right?  Will he make it?  I had heard a lot of horror stories about "premies" and now I was living one.  I tried to hold on, I really did.  I knew I had to be strong for my baby and my husband.  After the epidural, the operation was performed quickly.  I felt pressure.  It was like someone was pulling my insides out.  Then it was over!  The baby was delivered.  I waited, I waited--Oh God--I waited for that cry that all mothers long to hear.  But I didn't hear it!  I thought my baby was dead!  And then, I heard something.  It was barely audible--a very faint sound, not really a cry but more like a "gasp."  He was alive!

The nurses whisked him away in an incubator to the Neonatal Intensive Care Unit.  I saw him through the glass for only an instant. He was so tiny and I wanted to touch him.  I wanted to tell him everything would be all right.  But he was just cut out and taken away from me.  I felt empty laying there on that table while my stomach was being stitched up.  The doctor managed to mumble "Congratulations" but I didn't respond.  I knew what everyone in that room knew that my baby was sick!  The baby needed an immediate blood transfusion and lots of other stuff.  No one could explain what happened to his blood but it was almost all gone!  All of the doctors seemed quite perplexed about it.  Finally, my husband came into the Recovery Room and just laid his head on the side of my bed.  I thought that was it.  I thought it was all over!  My baby must be dead.  My husband is the eternal optimist, nothing gets to him and I mean nothing!  I have never even seen so much as a glimpse of a tear in his eyes.  So when he put his head down in despair I just knew there was no hope.  He whispered that the baby was very sick.  The doctors didn't know if he would make it through the night.  I lost it!  I couldn't hold on any longer.  The incredible pain of hearing those words came out!  The tears came streaming down and I thought I would never stop crying!  The orderlies rolled my stretcher in the NICU.  They stopped at what they called a "table baby."  I read the name tag—“P. J.”.  That was my baby, my son.  And there stretch out on a table, attached to a respirator with tubes and needles everywhere I saw my baby for the second time.  Tears had taken up permanent residency on my face by now.  I didn't even try to stop them.

Finally, I was alone in my room.  That was where I wanted to be--alone.  This had truly been the worse day of my life.  I just wanted it to end.  There was a part of me that just didn't want to go on.  I couldn't imagine life without my baby.  Fortunately, I was in a private room so I was able to cry in peace.  And cry I did.  New tears seemed to come from nowhere.  The pity party started.  "Why me, Lord! Why my baby, Lord!" and just "Why Lord, Why?"  Then I don't know if I was awake or asleep but I thought I heard the nurses in the hallway saying, "The Hargrove baby didn't make it!"  And I said "No, Lord, No!"  I forgot about myself, my physical and emotional pain and thought about my tiny infant--sick, afraid and alone on that table.  I stopped crying and started praying!  I prayed for P. J.  I prayed for P. J. all night long!  I stopped listening to any voices saying that "He wasn't going to make it."  I didn't believe that!  I didn't give in to that!  I prayed to God for my son's life.  The doctor came in early the next morning.  My husband and mother hadn't arrived yet so I had to talk to him alone.  But even though my family wasn't there I didn't feel alone.  I was ready to talk to the doctor.  There were no more tears, no more despair and no more pity.  The strength that had left me earlier had returned during the night!  The doctor began to talk and I listened.  Yet, I didn't really hear anything until he said, "we can't explain it but everything is resolving; it looks like he is going to be okay."  I tell you it was like new life jumped into my body!  And the tears came streaming down but this time they were tears of joy!  Joy, joy, joy, unspeakable joy!  And all I could think was my baby is going to be all right!  Thank you, Lord, Thank you, Jesus!

Later that day I saw my baby for the third time.  He was no longer on the table but in an incubator.  He was no longer on a respirator but breathing on his own.  The nurse asked me if I wanted to hold him.  She took him out of the incubator and handed him to me.  I held him, tubes and all, in my arms for the very first time.  And I knew I was holding a miracle.  A miracle named P. J.  Thank you, Jesus!




I tell you, therefore, everything you ask and pray for, 
believe that you have it already, and it will be yours.

Mark 11:24  
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