

Pregnancy Breakthrough


Throughout grade school, Jr. High, and High School, I was never told that I was a great writer.  I passed my english classes, scratching by with a B or B+.  I didn’t have the desire or passion to write much about anything.  It wasn’t until I had to explain to my family and friends the emotional struggle my husband and I had thrown at us during our second pregnancy.  I received amazing compliments about my writing not only from my family, but from doctors as well. 

Being pregnant for the second time, I was a little more prepared than the first time.  I was told with my first pregnancy that I have an incompetent cervix. Knowing this about my body, we were able to take extra precautions with the second pregnancy.  Starting at 15 weeks, I was in to the ultrasound specialists weekly to measure my cervix.  I was used to this because of the last pregnancy, and because it was every week my husband wasn’t able to get time off of work.  Every month they would measure the babies bone growth, head size, and the fluid in the heart, abdomen, and ventricles.  I was enjoying the sneak peaks I got to have of my baby that most women don’t get, and loving every minute of it.  Nothing had ever been wrong, so why would it be now? 


The moment it happened I knew.  My ultrasound technician tried to play it off, remaining calm and collected.  I was hesitant to believe what my gut told me, but once she measured his head for the second time, then a third, I knew something wasn’t right.    I was racking my brain to think of everything I had heard in my life of anything that had to do with babies brains during development.  The only thing that I could imagine is that his brain didn’t develop, and once he was born he would be brain dead because he didn’t have a brain.  How did they not catch that before? It wasn’t possible.  Not to me....right?  I asked the technician if everything was ok, to which she replied “He is a healthy baby but there is just too much fluid in his ventricles.”  The ultrasound technician left, and I called my husband in a panic.  “There is something wrong” I said the moment he answered the phone.  Being the optimist he is, he tried to talk me through the issue. Since he wasn’t there with me he was going off of what I was telling him, which convinced him that it wasn’t anything serious. 


The ultrasound technician came back in with the doctor in a matter of minutes which felt like an hour. He looked at my 28 week old babies brain for himself, measuring the ventricles in his head. After the second analysis it was confirmed by the doctor that there was too much fluid in his third ventricle to be normal.  I was sent to get a second opinion at the U of U’s Maternal Fetal Medicine, where they deal with high risk pregnancies. 


After hearing the diagnosis, I needed to inform my family and friends.  How was I going to communicate all of the detailed information that we ended up gathering from all of the doctors (we saw 7)?  Starting out, I wrote a rough draft throwing every emotion in there that I was feeling.  Then I decided that this needed to be more fact based, and to keep my emotions until the end.  After revising it several times, I felt very comfortable sending out what I had written to all of my family and friends.  Our family friends who are doctors up at Primary Children’s hospital wanted the information on the matter as well, so I very hesitantly sent the email over to them.  It felt something I had never accomplished before in writing.  I had so much confidence in what I had written.  I read and re-read my email, feeling astonished that I had written it.  When my family would call to check in, the first things to come up was how well the email was written.  The doctors at Primary Childrens Hospital were very impressed with my email, commenting on it every time our family sees them.  It was invigorating to know that not only did I get accurate facts down, but I had done a decent job explaining everything to my family and friends.  Having had this incredible feedback, I feel more comfortable writing now than ever. 


