September 27, 1993
Lis and Sven come today.


I'm getting psychologically ready to be pregnant.  Also, I'm leaning how to "lighten up", let things drop.  Not everything needs to be addressed.  I'm also practicing not complaining.  This exercise is also preparation for pregnancy - especially labor.  I'm afraid that I'm fulfilling Bill's stereotype of a wife so I'm concentrating on not doing that - nagging, demanding, complaining, jealous, over-protective, etc.  I don't like being stereotyped.  I don't like living in a box.  I'm gong back to the commune in West Virginia in two weeks for the weekend.  I'm so excited.  I miss the place.  I'm doing better with Erica.  I'm not letting Bill default all the disciplinary actions to me.  I ask for his participation now.

November 5, 1993

Six days late.


I may be pregnant.  Anyway, I'm asking a lot of questions - getting tips from new parents, reading baby magazines.  Best advices from "new parent" Richard Lawson in my office:


Keep your sense of humor.  Keep a source of indirect light.  Keep the rocking chair in the baby's room.  Don’t start the habit of bring baby in bed with you at night.  Play tag-team parenting.  Keep routine schedule but BE FLEXIBLE!

Sunday, November 7th, 1993

We did it!


Our suspicions were confirmed this morning.  I'm pregnant.  We bought the test last night even though we said we were gong to wait until after the weekend.  I was exactly one week late yesterday.  I thought I'd feel scared when I found out.  But I didn't.  Bill had been up last night until about 1:00 am working in the studio with Mike and Tom.  I knew he'd want to sleep in so I quietly got out of bed at about 7:30 am and did the test.  The pink line (indicating positive) showed up right away and very solid and dark.  I rubbed Bill's shoulder to wake him.  He rolled over.  "What?" he mumbled.  "We did it!", I said.  "Did what?", he grumbled with a look that would kill anyone's buzz in a moment like this.  I waved the test tray in his face.  "It's a pink line.  It's the pinkest line I've ever seen!"  Immediately his expression changed and his arms flew open.  Needless to say, after a time of giggling and talking in bed, I couldn't go back to sleep.  So I went downstairs to watch TV.  Eventually, I went back up to bed.  I feel asleep in Bill's embrace, receiving an occasional squeeze to the sound of "Momma".  We all slept in until noon, cats included.  I weighed in this morning at 117.  I'm ready for this, thank God.
November 8, 1993

Announcement at work.


Cori had a bouquet of flowers and a "Mother-to-be" card waiting for me on my desk when I came into work this afternoon.  Judy DeSavage started crying with joy when I told her and all three of us (me, Cori, Judy) did a group jump-up-and-down for joy.  When I told Dale, he said "Oh, boy" in classic Dale style.  And Pat just gave me one of those loaded looks and gave me a hug.


Redskins won last night!  It was a lot of fun to see it live.  At one point I noticed myself feeling a little nervous and scared, but I tolked myself down.  I told Cori today that I'm not going to have a negative experience with this pregnancy.  When I feel bad, I will interpret it as a good and positive force manifesting itself within me.  "I won't get sick", I said.  "Just like I don't have allergies, just 'irritations'".  By the way, so far I've only had very tender nips.  My breasts feel larger.  I had one episode when I was 5 days late of a wave of nausea.  But that's all.  That week I also dreamed that I found a little boy about 4 years old in a train station.  I left briefly (to get some milk that was seeping out of my breasts).  When I returned with the intention to keep him unless his real parents could be found, he was gone.  Pat says he can get a feeling about the sex of the baby.  He doesn't have any feeling about this yet.  I know Cori gets a "feel" about these things.  It will be interesting to see.  I was romping with Bill and Erica at Chuck E. Cheese tonight and I did a cartwheel.  It hurt my middle.  Bill told me I can't do things that I normally don’t do.  At least I can dance.

November 10, 1993

It's confirmed!


The doctor's office called tonight at 6:45 pm.  "You're pregnant!"  Now the painful search for a doctor.  Cori and Dale wouldn't let me carry a heavy box today.  I bought my first maternity pants already last night.  We told Mom and Dad tonight.  They were ecstatic!  It's so hard to remember not to strain my body.  I forget and do something, then feel a pain in my middle.  Then I feel anxious.  I feel anxious about three things - that the lining will tear from the uterine wall, that the umbilical cord will strangle the baby or that the baby will be born totally incapacitated.  I'm not anxious about a cerebral palsy or retarded child.  Such a possibility is an opportunity to learn to love and give more - a lesson if seen from the right perspective, with the right heart and mind.  But I have to talk myself down when I start thinking about these other things.  Today, during a meeting in my office, I suddenly felt my breasts surge and my nips harden.  It just did it again for the second time as I wrote this.  Thinking about it seems to cause it.
November 13, 1993

At Kid's Play USA


I've had three days of uneventful pregnancy.  It's almost as if I expect to feel something (besides big boobs) to know I'm OK, but that doesn't have to be the case.  Perhaps I should just county my blessings now.


We told Erica last night.  She was genuinely surprised and excited.  I can tell that she sees herself as so much a part of our family because her comments were inclusive and accepting in every way.  She called her mom this morning and told her.  She told us later that Lisa said now maybe Ale' will have a baby of her own and stop treating you like her baby.  Erica said she knew that it wasn't true but I suspect she pretends to agree with her mom to keep the peace.  She also told me she was interested in learning about my religion, but she asked in such a way that you could tell it was her mother who told her to ask.


We're not worried about all of these things though.  We just keep doing what we're doing...Anyway, my worst fears are over - that Erica would reject the idea.  I'm gong to a La Leche League meeting on Monday, on the recommendation of Julie and Kim Wissman to prepare for nursing.  I've dreamed twice now of little boys.  Erica wants a girl.  I'm afraid of Bill's prejudices being imposed on a son, yet I am not un-confident about my ability to be with one effectively. 

November 22, 1993

On the flight to Miami.


DUE DATE 7/8/94.


We're on the way to our cruise.  I've had no negative symptoms relating to the pregnancy.  Once when I overate I felt sick, but never queasy or nauseous.  Bill says my breast are getting so big.  The first doctor's visit was fun.  Bill went.  Then I went to the lab where they took 4 vials of blood, but I had no negative reaction to that either.  I ate lunch before-hand.  Erica's still happy and still protective.  They're testing me to toxoplasmosis - generally acquired from cat faces and raw meat.


Claudia's pregnant too.  Her due date is July 22nd.  I'm so glad.  I hope we'll share our pregnancies.  Our children will be close cousins.


I'm certain that I conceived on October 17th - the Sunday I got back from the commune.  I was ovulating that weekend.

December 27, 1993


...Finally, I've past the first trimester - 12th week on Christmas weekend.  My tummy is getting rounder.  I felt a flutter this morning.

January 3, 1994


I dreamed last night that Kathi told me to wear a certain kind of truss and the baby would come on May 16th.  I wasn't even showing yet and it was May so I said I should wait.  Finally, I decided to wear it and she said that now I would deliver on June 16th.  We'll see.  Cori said I should note that I've been eating a lot of oranges. We'll have to see if the baby has an intolerance for oranges later in life.

January 4, 1994


I was reading a prayer about "I dedicate myself to Thee, O Lord."  I often read the prayer for pregnant women about "dedicating that which is in my womb to Thee."  Now this act of dedication and its implications are dawning on me.  I think it means that I do not belong to me and my baby does not belong to me.  We belong to  God.  Therefore, whatever happens, even to the point of losing the baby, well, it's okay in the big picture.  Because I've given the baby to God.  A deeper interpretation can be considered when thinking about dedicating statues or memorials to past heroes or events.  That statues become living symbols and representations of that which we want to remember.  We are living talismans of the One true God, symbols of His sovereignty, glory, majesty, love and mercy...Even so, I still don't feel like the baby is, in its essence, mine.  It still goes to God.  We are His.

Tuesday, January 25, 1994

My first sonogram.


I had the sonogram yesterday.  I saw her arch her back, move her mouth, play with the cord, kick me with both feet.  The technician zoned in on the crotch and enlarged it - searching for a penis.  She didn't see one.  She said she was "confident it's a girl".  Bill got run around by the receptionist who said I wasn't there.  He left to look for me in case I was stuck in the driveway (worst ice storm I ever saw the previous week).  Anyway, he missed it.  We've got the best photos, people tell me.  They're very clear.


The baby is in another growing spurt.  I went for about a week and a half and didn't feel pregnant at all.  Then, suddenly on Friday night, I started feeling the twinges and pulls again.  I love it.  I love the whole thing!  And I feel completely confident and have no anxiety about the labor and delivery.  Yoga class is training me to relax and La Lache League is providing information and support from other mothers.

January 31, 1994

18th week - 4 1/2 months.


I'm sure I've felt the baby move.  When she tosses or flips, it feels like a flutter.  When she punches or kicks it feels like a gas bubble.  We finished the lullaby on Sunday, "Melody and Me".  I wrote the words and melody, and Bill put the music together.  I played it against my tummy today and I felt her jump.  She was probably startled by the sound.  Maybe with repetition, she'll get used to it.  I'm also starting to talk to her - just like I talk to the cats.  I'm convinced that I first felt her flutter back when I wrote about it (12/27).  Now I recognize the feeling.  If it turns out that it's a boy, it'll be an awfully funny joke.  When I saw her laying on her back with her legs in the air, I asked myself, "Now, I wonder who she's taking after here?"
February 2, 1994

Groundhog Day.


I saw the baby kick last night.  I started feeling her so I looked at my tummy and saw her kick twice.  Then I told Bill about it.  We watched for a long time but it never happened again.


I play the lullaby several times a day by putting head phones around my belly.  Just now I lay back in my chair, took a deep breath to relax and played her the lullaby through the headphones.  She began to move and kick.  When the song was over, I tapped my tummy and she kicked my hand.  We did this twice.  This is fun.  I love being aware of her and carrying her around with me all the time.  


I'm glad she's a girl.  The world needs more evolved females, especially female Baha'is.  Even if she turns out to be a boy, as a Baha'i he will help harmonize the influence of this testosterone-dominated society.

February 23, 1994

5 months, 1 week.


The baby's movements are stronger, her kicks are more distinct.  Sometimes she seems to be tickling the bottom of my stomach.  Bill has finaly been able to feel her.  We sent Mom and Dad the Christmas video with the lullaby taped on the end.  I lip-synched to it in Bill's studio and Bill taped me.  Mom called me the night she heard it.  She said it was so sweet she bawled through the whole thing.  Aunt Nancy and Uncle Andy were visiting them and they got to see it too.


I'm growing so fast, but fortunately it's all in my tummy.  I weight about 126.  I look so cute and pregnant today.  I just found out last night (Bill told me) that your belly button disappears at the stomach stretches so much.
