     The dreaded call in the middle of the night came during my 3:30 pump Monday morning.  We had been at the hospital until late the night before and I had to struggle to rouse Ray.  He finally grabbed the phone that we had placed in the bedroom for just such an occasion as I finished up.  He replaced the receiver and looked at me through bloodshot eyes.  “As soon as you’re done we’re going.”  So again we raced to the hospital to see what had happened now.  We half ran to the NICU and woe to the security guard who tried to way-lay us.

When we arrived the nurse met us at the door.  “We’ve revived him once already.  We don’t know when he may arrest again.”  We rushed back to the separate room David had just moved to the day before.  He was looking rough to say the least.  His skin was stretched tight due to the fluid his body was holding and he no longer looked like himself.  The evening before a surgeon was called in twice to remove fluid from within David’s chest cavity but it had only bought him a little bit of time.   They had tried to start another IV in his left ankle and a large red streak bore witness to another blown out blood vessel.  They had been giving him a paralyzing drug because every time he fidgeted his alarms would wail so he was completely motionless.  His eyes were slightly open but they were not even searching for my face.  Together we watched the heart monitor beep after beep after beep.  It wasn’t long and we heard the incessant tone indicating David’s heart had stopped.  The doctor and two nurses hastened in to try to resuscitate him.  Ray and I stood together in the corner of the small room and looked on in unimaginable horror.  Seconds flew by with no cardiac response.

“Do you want him to die in your arms or should we keep trying?” asked the doctor.

“Keep trying,” I answered.  I couldn’t gamble that God was about to perform a miracle and this was simply a test of our faith.  But the miracle we had been anticipating never occurred.  Slowly, the doctor and nurses gave up and turned off the irreverent sound of the heart monitor.  It took me a few seconds to comprehend what had just happened in that tiny room.  I stood there frozen to my spot with my hand covering my mouth, racked with the sobs I had been trying to contain for so long for David’s sake.

One of his regular nurses immediately turned to embrace me as if she hoped she could help keep me from falling to pieces.  “I’m so sorry.”  My ears perked up when the other nurse asked, “Would you like to hold him?”  as if I could bear to pass up the opportunity.  She efficiently detached the tubes and wires, wrapped him in a blanket and reverently laid him in my shaky arms.  The world shrank in an instant to include only us and the baby we had so longed for.  He was excruciatingly tiny.  Even with the massive water-weight gain he still didn’t come anywhere near to filling my arms.  I sat in Ray’s lap cradling my precious child for the first time while he made the obligatory phone calls to our families for the last time.  All my life I had prayed that “Thy will be done” but it occurred to me on that very, very early Monday morning in September that I had never really meant it at all.

