I didn’t expect a positive pregnancy test. In fact, I had tested earlier in the week, gotten a negative result, and gone to Boheme to drink with Natalie Vuckovic. I can’t remember why I decided to test again – probably just so I wouldn’t have it on my mind any more. I had become a regular purchaser of pregnancy tests at the Target, so what was another wasted stick? When the test came up positive, I was stunned. I called to David and he came upstairs, later telling me I had used the same tone of voice I use when I’m upset at him for something, so he thought he was in trouble.

We told Andrea and Lauren about the pregnancy early on, but kept it from everyone else. David and I became adept at disguising my sudden teetotaling. Sometimes we would order the same cocktail and David would drink both of them as we surreptitiously switched them back and forth. We told my parents a little earlier than we planned – I hadn’t wanted them to worry – since they were coming to visit. In August we began to tell more people. Jessica found out over breakfast at La Mexicana. I told my entire PP team during a reunion I hosted at my house. By the time political season was in full swing, everyone could tell. Beatrix attended event after event in support of candidates from Ellen Cohen to Jessica Farrar to Gabrielle Giffords. I first felt her move during an Annie’s List luncheon in Dallas listening to Connie Schultz speak. 

In my newly-evident pregnant state, I attended one of the Friends of Women’s Studies Living Archives. Thank goodness I did, because that’s where I learned Amanda Moore offered childbirth classes and doula services. I had only known her as the Friends of Women’s Studies program manager. Though I had no idea at the time, Amanda would soon become our most trusted resource and a lifeline in the difficult days after Beatrix’s birth.

The pregnancy wasn’t bad, not until the very end. There was only one day of severe morning sickness. Unfortunately, Karen George and I were scheduled for lunch at Otilia’s that day. Just the thought of greasy Mexican food made me queasy, but fortunately we found the restaurant closed on Monday and I survived with a bland chicken salad sandwich at Ashland’s instead. The last month, though, I had carpal tunnel in my hands and TMJ in my jaw. David also tells me that I snored like crazy – something he wisely did not mention at the time.

An ultrasound in the fall showed Beatrix in a breach position, something everyone said would change as her due date got closer. That turned out not to be the case. When she hadn’t turned by early February, I began trying everything I could to persuade her to shift before Dr. Cowan undertook a more aggressive procedure. I began going to a chiropractor that Amanda recommended, doing all kinds of crazy exercises on the stairs, and just begging her to turn. She finally turned the day before my last appointment with Dr. Cowan that would determine whether or not I would be checking into the hospital for an external version. That was the day David and I finally decided on her name. I took her decision to finally turn over as her way of expressing her approval.

Once she finally turned, Beatrix was in no hurry to join the world. I was huge – almost 50 pounds heavier – and miserable. We tried everything to encourage her to arrive – endless walks, drives up and down Center Street (the bumpiest street we could think of), all kinds of food. Nothing. Every morning I would wake up, realize I was still pregnant (also that I couldn’t feel my fingers), and trudge through another day.

It was early the morning of March 3rd that I finally went into labor. I kept waking up thinking, “I’m in pain,” yet when I opened my eyes whatever it was seemed to have gone. I thought I might be dreaming. I still wasn’t sure it was the real thing, even when I started feeling some cramping after I woke up. I lay on the couch for a bit and debated whether I should cancel my plans with Yvonne Cosgrove, who was coming over at 10:00 for tea and a conversation about the nonprofit world. Finally I called and told her I was in labor and probably not up for a visit. Still, it was a little while longer before I decided that yes, I definitely was in labor and should probably make some plans.

That day was the Friends of Women’s Studies Table Talk event, and I knew Amanda would be busy. I decided to hold off on calling her until after the event ended, but she texted me from the Hilton and I told her that the baby was on her way. About noon the contractions started to really hurt, so I went downstairs and told David he should finish up his work for the day.

David had downloaded an iPhone app for timing contractions. At first it was useful, but as the contractions became more intense, I quickly lost patience with it. I had held off calling the doctor’s office, as I knew they would want me to go straight to the hospital, and I wanted to labor at home for as long as I could. Sure enough, when I did finally call they told me to head to Woman’s. I dragged my feet, deciding I would get there by 3:00. Amanda came over to the house about then. She brought with her one of the floral centerpieces from the Table Talk luncheon as a gift from Elizabeth and the board.

We took off for the hospital in two cars, and I will always remember having contractions on the Pierce Elevated going through downtown Houston. For some reason, I seem to have been texting people. I didn’t remember this at all until Emilee Whitehurst showed me the text I sent her from the car. When we arrived at the hospital, I was trying very hard to stay calm and remember where we were supposed to go. Labor and delivery turned out to be full, so they sent us downstairs to some tiny little testing room. The sign said only one other person was allowed to be in the room with the patient, but Amanda explained that she wasn’t leaving. She also rolled in the exercise ball, which took up what little space there was. Our nurse was Venus, and she looked nothing like what you would expect with that name. She was about 60, white, and heavyset. After whatever tests she was supposed to run, she and the other nurses basically left us alone. I think the combination of doula and birthing ball made them nervous. The contractions were coming every 3 – 5 minutes, but I could still carry on a conversation once they’d passed. Amanda rubbed my back and kept us talking, which helped keep my mind off things. She and David also made me go to the bathroom, which was a lot easier said than done since I had to walk through the lab to get there and back.

Finally, space opened up in labor and delivery and we went upstairs. We settled into our room just as the nursing shift was changing. Thank goodness for this, because the first nurse was so cloyingly sweet I couldn’t stand her. Though she was only in my life about 10 minutes, she kissed me on the forehead when she left and called me sweetie. I would never have made it through the night if she had stayed on. The new nurse was much more businesslike, which was better even if I did hear her asking Dr. Cowan when I was getting pitossin. 

Here is what I remember about those next few hours: 
· Contractions every 3 minutes that felt like bone grinding on bone. 
· Realizing that every sound Amanda had said I would make (and that I was horrified of making) was coming out of my mouth. And that she was right – it definitely helped.
· Amanda pushing on my back as I sat on the exercise ball and bringing me a popsicle.
· Focusing on the five-pointed stars that decorated the wallpaper border near the ceiling. Every time a contraction came, I would stare at one of the points, take a deep breath in and out, then focus on the next point. I never had to go past three points before the contraction ended, and somehow that was comforting.
· My parents arriving and coming in quickly to say hello. I felt another contraction coming on, so strongly encouraged them to leave. Though they were halfway out the door – Mom said she couldn’t watch.
· Getting in the shower with David. This was the worst of it. Sitting on that stool with the water coming down and just hurting. When the nurse came to tell me that she had to check me on the monitor, I told her I did not want to get out of the shower. She was not very flexible, and not very happy when she returned and I still hadn’t gotten out.
· Feeling like nothing was happening except this intense, recurring pain that I kept breathing through. I wasn’t afraid and felt only a little doubt about my ability to carry this through. Mostly, though, I felt like nothing was changing. The contractions had felt the same since noon, only increasing in their frequency and intensity, as if my bones were rubbing away.
· Though I don’t remember this at all, David tells me that at one point I said to him that I never wanted to see the shirt he was wearing again, ever. I told him he would have to throw it out.

Dr. Cowan came back at nine, and I had not progressed at all. I was still dilated only an inch or two and the baby was still high. I don’t remember when Amanda had come back (she had gone home to feed her kids), but somehow she was there right when I needed her. Amanda talked to me about getting an epidural, saying I was exhausted and it would help me to rest. I was so intent on my original plan that it wouldn’t have occurred to me to do anything differently if she hadn’t been there. Dr. Cowan recommended we give it until 1am, then she would try some procedure that would break my water in case it hadn’t fully broken earlier and was simply leaking. 

It took a couple of hours for the anesthesiologist to arrive, and David and Amanda had to leave the room. Here the nurse was actually useful, since this was a procedure she was used to and expected to do with everyone. Once the epidural was in place, everything changed. I felt a little like myself again. For some fool reason I began texting again – I do remember texting James Glassman to tell him the baby would be born on his birthday. I think I even slept a little.

When Dr. Cowan came back at 1, nothing had changed. We did the procedure, but it quickly became clear that my water had broken. I hadn’t dilated further and the baby hadn’t budged. Dr. Cowan was very sympathetic and kind – she knew I had wanted a vaginal birth – and she was willing to wait longer if we wanted. But she told us that she didn’t think much else would change. Nothing had helped labor progress, and my body was just going through contraction after contraction. Though I initially considered giving it a little more time, after asking Dr. Cowan more questions and talking about it with David, I decided we would go ahead with the C-section. It sounded like I was going to have one in the middle of the night or first thing in the morning, and I thought I’d be even more exhausted by then.

The next stretch of time is blurry. I don’t remember the prep or being wheeled into the room. I do remember hearing the medical team chatting familiarly with one another while the anesthesiologist worked on me. I remember very clearly someone stating loudly that it was 3:11 and they were making the initial incision. 

I don’t know why I thought a C-section would be a long procedure, since it began as an emergency operation. But I was surprised that it took only nine minutes from the first incision to hearing the very loud scream of our daughter. I saw her lifted up over the surgical drape, and David went with her to the side of the room where she was cleaned up and footprinted. They were worried she was having trouble breathing – she was making little gasps after they had cleaned out her mouth – so she made a quick trip to the neonatal ward to be checked out. I remember a very kind-voiced doctor explaining what was going on, but I was in such a daze. She didn’t stay gone long, though, and soon she and I were in a recovery room. Dr. Cowan came to tell me that her head was thrown back and the cord was around her neck. Every time she tried to descend, her head hit my bone. She wouldn’t have gone anywhere on her own. The best analogy of what had happened came from Amanda, who told me it was like trying to start a car with a dead battery: my body kept doing everything it could to get things moving, but the baby wouldn’t engage.

The worst part of the delivery was definitely the time in the recovery room. I found out later that they wouldn’t let Amanda in, and I could really have used her. I tried breastfeeding Beatrix, but found my arms and torso were numb from the anesthetic. I was worried that I couldn’t hold on to Beatrix, and I couldn’t feel anything to tell me how breastfeeding was going. I don’t know how long we were in there before they took Beatrix off for her newborn procedures. I sent David with her and he promised not to let her out of his sight. They wheeled me to my room, and I saw my parents and Amanda as I went down the hall. 

Beatrix Jewel Heller was born on Friday, March 3, 2011 at 3:20 a.m. We stayed in the hospital until Monday. From the beginning it was clear that Beatrix had a strong personality and no intention of being an easy baby. Her screams were so piercing and forceful that the nursing staff would come in the room to see what was going on. Everyone said that newborns slept all the time, but Beatrix fought and fought against sleep. In what would become her habit for the next several months of her life, she only rested while lying on me or right next to me. One night we had finally gotten her to sleep after hours of trying, and the nurse came in to take her to the nursery for some test or other. When she was returned to us, they had bathed her and she was wide awake and ready to make more noise. 

The oddest thing that happened in the hospital was about 5 in the morning after we had gotten Beatrix to fall asleep at last. My door swung open, and a woman I had never seen before breezed in, greeting me loudly and familiarly. She walked straight to my bed, pushed on my belly, and said, “There’s no reason to keep you here an extra day. You can stay till Monday if you like, but everything looks fine to me and I’m going to write your discharge papers. You probably won’t see Phyllis today – she’s not working until this afternoon” Then she left. David, who was sleeping on the uncomfortable couch/ledge, groggily asked, “Who the hell was that?” Before I could answer, the woman returned and said, “I bet you are wondering who I am. I have the wrong room.” Then she left again.

Beatrix came home with us on Monday, as planned. I had managed to take a shower with David’s help, and as he left to get things sorted out, I tackled dressing Beatrix in something other than the little hospital shirts she had been wearing. We brought a beautiful cotton gown and hat that Shannon and Matt had given us. I had such a hard time getting her into it! I don’t know how many babies I have dressed in my lifetime, but I just couldn’t seem to make this work at all. Finally, though, she was dressed and the two of us were alone together for the first time. She didn’t cry or fuss at all throughout all the discharge procedures and the wheelchair ride downstairs. She was quiet as we buckled her into her car seat for the first time, and she slept the whole way home. I couldn’t believe that there was finally something for her to see other than the little hospital room and her brief trips to the nursery, and she missed it all.

Mom and Dad were waiting at home with Italian food from Raia’s down Washington. We put Beatrix in the vibrating chair that had belonged to Aidan, and she slept peacefully while the cameras flashed around her like she was a Hollywood star. Shortly after that, Mom and Dad left for home. David, Sam, and I were alone with Beatrix. The adventure was just beginning.
