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			This book is dedicated to Our Blessed Mother for being our heavenly mother and for leading us closer to God, the Father, Son and Holy Spirit.
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			A STORY OF TRIALS THAT TURNED INTO BLESSINGS

			When I was a young girl, I dreamt of what my life was going to be like when I could finally do what I wanted to do. You too? Yes, life has a way of completely shifting our thoughts and dreams around. I’ve learned that life has many challenges and that we cannot plan our lives. I’ve also learned that God is the one who is in control of our lives, not us, even though many mistakenly believe we are in control. This is my story of how God used trials to show me how blessed I really am.
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			CHAPTER 1

			I was raised in a Catholic family, attended Catholic schools from K-12th grades, and faith was a big part of my life. My faith started to grow when I received my first Holy Communion, and I received a First Communion book that had parts of the Mass. I made a little altar upstairs in our two story house using my miniature China set, saltine crackers, my prayer book, and my mom’s best white handkerchief. I pretended I was receiving the Eucharist. I am sure I entertained the angels daily when I played this.

			That experience in my childhood planted the spark for Jesus, but that spark never turned into a burning flame. Later I found that I never had a personal relationship with Christ and I asked the Holy Spirit to ignite my life. I went to Sunday Mass and to Catholic School my whole 12 years of education. My faith was important to me, but I never had a personal relationship with God. What was a personal relationship with God? I wasn’t sure if I even knew the answer to that question. Over time, I developed this deeper relationship with the Holy Spirit, Jesus, and God.

			In contrast, my husband Tom’s faith journey was quite different than mine. When Tom was growing up, he never had the opportunity to go to church. His mother was baptized Catholic, but his father was not. His mother never drove and his dad would not take them to Church. So his faith was pretty much nonexistent. What was about to happen in the next few years would shake our faith, test our faith, and eventually bring us back to Jesus in a more powerful and rewarding way.

			Tom and I met, dated for a year, and got married in July 13, 1985. We had our first son, Brandon, in April 15, 1985. My pregnancy was pretty typical with him, until the very end, when I felt a twitch in my side as I worked a night shift as a psychiatric technician at a mental institution. I was past due to see the doctor. I made an appointment for the next day. The doctor checked me over that April morning and said I needed to get to the hospital because my cervix was dilated to six centimeters. The doctor said he would meet me there.

			I went home to get Tom, and by the time we got to the hospital the doctor was waiting for us. A nun on the OB unit informed the doctor and me that the baby was breach. They literally ran me to the operating room to perform a cesarean before the baby dropped into the birthing canal, with Tom running beside me. Brandon was born within twenty minutes and everything turned out ok. For almost 7 years he was our only child.

			After praying and waiting for 6 years, we finally were to be blessed with another child. We were so excited, but in the middle of my pregnancy everything became so different. It started with a respiratory infection. The Physician Assistant prescribed an antibiotic that I was allergic to and I became very sick. It was several weeks until I started feeling better and finally recuperated.

			A few weeks later, I remember going to work at 8:00 a.m., and by 8:15 I was at the doctor’s office at work, asking what I should do. The protocol to go home sick at the mental hospital where I worked was to see the general practitioner first. I explained that the pain was in my lower back and I had trouble walking. The assistant director of nursing gave me her cane to help me walk.

			The doctor recommended that I go see my gynecologist. I went home & called the office. They couldn’t get me in until 4:30, late that afternoon. Even after trying to persuade them, they still wouldn’t budge. I went home and layed on the couch with my feet up and relaxed.

			I enjoyed the day off, but came to realize that the quiet was something I could get used to. The pain subsided and the thought crossed my mind if I should even go to my appointment. I decided to go and soon I was on the way to the doctor.

			I was startled when I opened the door to the doctor’s office and saw the waiting room full of people. There were even people sitting on the floor waiting to be seen. I checked in, and they asked me to have a seat. I felt like I was a number waiting in line at Walmart, just waiting to be helped. As I turned to look for a place to sit, I spotted a small area on the floor over in the corner.

			I was not sure how I was going to get to the floor without falling like a big marshmallow. I gradually went to my knees, one at a time, and got to the floor without any grace at all. After getting situated, I wondered how I was going to get back up. No one asked me if I needed help to sit down or worse yet, no one even offered to give up their seat.

			Then I started to rationalize what just happened. Why should they give up their seat for me? I was nobody to them, and I tried to swallow my pride. I remained on the floor from 4:30 to 7:30 p.m., when they finally called me back. I was the last patient to be seen. Thoughts came surging rampantly within my head. Why did they wait to see me last since I was having troubles with my pregnancy? Was I feeling sorry for myself, I thought? I tried to dismiss the thoughts from my head.

			By this time, all the staff had left to go home except for the PA. She checked my uterus and I remember vividly how she chewed me out, saying that there was nothing wrong with me. She said it was just my muscles stretching. She wrote a note saying I could return to work and had no restrictions for lifting. I felt bad that I wasted her time, and I remember trying to hold back my tears as I walked outside into the dusk of night.

			I went back to work the next day and within that same week, I started to find small amounts of fluid that were leaking from me as I took Brandon to kindergarten. I called my sister-in-law, who was a nurse. She told me I should go to the doctor. I immediately got in to see my gynecologist. He explained that my membranes broke and that I was to go to the hospital.

			After checking in to our local hospital, they sent me to the University Medical Center via ambulance, due to the fog that day. Tom would meet me later at the hospital, after getting Brandon to my parents’ house, who offered to watch him while we were gone. When Tom reached my room in Omaha, he saw me vomiting from the medicines they put me on to stop my contractions. My contractions were in a steady pattern of every 5 minutes. During Lamaze classes I remembered the nun explaining that once your water broke, they would take the baby within 24 hours because of the concern for infection setting in. I expected that our baby would be born very soon.

			My room was a gathering place for many doctors, interns, and residents who were concerned about premature births. They explained to us that our baby’s lungs were not developed so it would not survive. Our baby would have a better chance if they could stop my labor and hold off delivery. That meant I would continue to stay in the hospital on strong medicines to prevent labor. Unfortunately, the medicines continued to make me sick.

			The next day my mother called and informed us that Brandon had red blotches all over his body and that it was chicken pox. As I hung up the phone I began to cry. I felt so bad for Brandon. First his new brother or sister was to be born early, his mom and dad were three hours away, he was missing school, and now he had chicken pox. That would keep him home for 2 weeks. Thoughts began to run rampant again in my head. I would not be able to experience the event of chicken pox with our first son, and wouldn’t be able to comfort him as a mother would. I cried myself to sleep that night.

			Brandon was a little trooper and after 2 weeks finally got to go back home with his dad and attend school again. It was hard for a six and a half year old to comprehend what was going on. Tom brought Brandon down to Omaha after he had been cleared from the chicken pox, but it still didn’t make sense to Brandon why his mom had to stay in a hospital and not be at home with him.

			It felt like we were placed in a bottle and shaken up. When we were dumped out of the opening of the bottle, we could barely stand on our own feet. We were in a daze, weary, and disoriented. We tried to stand tall and not fall, even though we had little to hang on to, or even grasp at all.

			Those three weeks in the hospital were very painful, physically, emotionally, and mentally. I was unable to get up and go to the restroom. It was especially difficult to have several different roommates that got to walk around. I cried myself to sleep often. I’m not sure if the doctors felt sorry for me, but they finally got it approved through my insurance so I could get a private room.

			I was vomiting a lot due to being on terbutaline to help stop the contractions. I wasn’t sure what was worse, the contractions or the vomiting, but I didn’t have a choice. The doctors were very concerned that they needed to stop the contractions because I was only at 25 & 1⁄2 weeks of gestation.

			One to four times a day an ultrasound was performed to monitor the baby’s lungs and size. I was debating in my mind if I should ask them if they knew what sex the baby was, but I kept myself from asking. Finally one lady asked me if I would like to know the sex of our baby. With some hesitation, I responded yes. She showed me the baby’s picture on the screen and said it was a girl. Not knowing exactly what I was looking at on the screen I felt joy in my heart knowing our baby was a girl and we could bring her home to her big brother.

			Thanksgiving came that year and I was so excited that I could finally see Tom and Brandon, but Mother Nature had other things in mind. An ice storm prevented them from coming and I lay all by myself. I remember watching the credits after a TV show and I wrote down names to help us pick out a name for the baby. After three weeks I surely had a long list of names but now we focused on girl names. Every night I would go through the list of names with Tom and we narrowed it down to one or two.

			Lying in bed for over three weeks hindered my thinking. I was thinking very narrow mindedly. I remember praying and asking God if I could just get out of the hospital before my birthday on the ninth of December. My selfish prayer was answered on December 4th. The doctors informed me that they could not hold off delivery any longer. They would take the baby that afternoon. Since the baby’s lungs were not developed, they would have to do a cesarean.

			I told Tom of the news but there was no way he could make the delivery time. My aunt and uncle came up to the hospital and sat during the delivery in case something happened. Prior to the surgery, the anesthesiologist informed me what to expect during the procedure.

			Fear filled me and I inquired about a tubal ligation procedure with her. I did not want to go through anything like this again, going through a difficult pregnancy and all the unknowns. I did not turn to the Lord and trust in His plan. She highly recommended not having this procedure because we were young and we did not know if this baby would survive. I made the decision to not proceed with a tubal ligation.

			I remember lying on that table with no one at my side except the anesthesiologist. The doctors wanted me to stay awake in case the baby didn’t make it. At least I would be able to see the baby before they rushed it off to the NICU. I felt a movement, pressure, and the baby was born. A nurse told me, “Congratulations! You have a little boy!”

			“Wait a second!” I gasped, as the nurse left the room, “Don’t you mean it is a girl? They told me it was going to be a girl!”

			Immediately I started gagging as if I was going to vomit. Everything became a blur, and they sedated me so I would not get sick. Upon waking, Tom was at my side. My abdomen was filled up with gas as if I was 9 months pregnant again. I was vomiting non-stop. I didn’t get to see my newborn son for three days. I didn’t know if I was going to see him alive or not. That first night, the doctor came in my room and said that the baby was not breathing on his own, and might not make it through the night. The hardest thing was to lie there and wonder if I would be able to see our son alive.

			Three days later, I got to finally see him in the neo-natal intensive care unit, or NICU.
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