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Chapter One

David sat staring out of the window watching the waves slapping against the sand.  It was mid June and a hurricane was headed their way.  As the men worked hard and fast to board up the windows of their two-story beach home, he felt in no hurry to evacuate. His heart was aching. He longed desperately to be a father, but his beautiful wife Angela just couldn’t get pregnant.  

“She’s just not ovulating healthy eggs.”  The doctors said.

After countless doctor’s visits, countless pills and shots, and endless IVF’s, you’d think that a child would tell the good Lord himself, “Okay send me down to them, that man needs me.”  But nothing.  Today’s sadness which lingered in David’s eyes like death came from, yet another let down.

“Honey, my cycle started, the IVF didn’t take.” Angela sadly reported for the seventh time.

Those IVF’s were not cheap, considering insurance was not covering the procedure; it all came out of their savings.  The mental strain was unbearable. He was a Chief Flight Inspector and she was an Operations Research Analyst for Matlick Financials, and money was no object.

“I’d pay a million dollars to have a love child with you, honey.”  David would tell Angela.

“It’s okay dear, we’ll have better luck next time.”  He’d grin and bear as he tried to keep up her morale. His, however, had lost its luster.

David wanted a child desperately. His wife wasn’t getting younger and the health risks of a woman 39 were high. They both had been tested, after two and a half years of trying, for infertility and Angela was told that because of her inability to have a normal cycle or produce healthy eggs, they needed to try other measures to conceive. The doctors began giving her fertility pills to help her.

Angela stood watching David gaze sadly at the water.  Her heart went out to him.  She too wanted, so badly, to give him a son or a daughter.  He would be a great father.  They certainly can afford three or four kids, if they wanted them.  It was just a struggle to conceive the one.  For as long as she could remember, she had a hard time with keeping her monthly cycle on track.  As nature would have it, she would go sometimes an entire year without seeing old Mother Nature, as they called it when she was young.  Then it became a little more frequent but her eggs weren’t living long enough for anything to happen, and some just weren’t strong enough to attach to her uterine wall, when they did get fertilized.  

The pressure of trying to conceive had begun putting a strain on their marriage. Somewhere she had read that couples would begin resenting each other for being infertile. God knows she loved David more than life itself, and he felt the same about her. To have that kind of resentment would tear them both up.  

David felt his heart sinking with each pregnancy failure. He was 41 and fatherless.  He would sit and stare at the beauty of his wife. He being handsome and she being a dream, he knew their child would be heaven sent with the face of an angel. Her long wavy auburn hair and deep green eyes that made him melt almost every time he looked at her.  The way she would look at him with her head slightly tilted and her cute, slightly crooked smile would drive him bananas.  He loved her so much, but he almost felt as though she was depriving him of what he deserved.  A child. He knew it wasn’t intentional, but why had she not, or any woman, for that matter, gotten checked out for things like this before they promise themselves to a man.  

David shook the thoughts from his mind. He didn’t want to be that statistic that started hating his wife’s condition and then her.  

“Jesus, why me?” He said to himself.   
