
The Pursuit of Family: How One Couple, 
Two Judges, and Three Wombs Made a 

Family of Six
 Novel

 Diane Stresing

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/RLJNA/The-Pursuit-of-Family-How-One-Couple-Two-Judges-and-Three-Wombs-Made-a-Family-of-Six
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/RLJNA/The-Pursuit-of-Family-How-One-Couple-Two-Judges-and-Three-Wombs-Made-a-Family-of-Six
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/RLJNA/The-Pursuit-of-Family-How-One-Couple-Two-Judges-and-Three-Wombs-Made-a-Family-of-Six
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/RLJNA/The-Pursuit-of-Family-How-One-Couple-Two-Judges-and-Three-Wombs-Made-a-Family-of-Six
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/RLJNA/The-Pursuit-of-Family-How-One-Couple-Two-Judges-and-Three-Wombs-Made-a-Family-of-Six
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/RLJNA/The-Pursuit-of-Family-How-One-Couple-Two-Judges-and-Three-Wombs-Made-a-Family-of-Six


Julie’s life story was never supposed to be interesting enough to move beyond the pages of her
diary. The vision of her future was simple. There was a suburban house, a couple of kids, and a
minivan shuttling to piano lessons and soccer practice. Nowhere in that vision were there D&C
procedures, baby sellers, or shrieking, drug-exposed infants. Never did she picture herself
crossing the Mexican border to receive an FDA-banned procedure or watching her embryos
being placed in another woman’s body. As her imagined world crumbled, the worst shock of all
was the overwhelming sense that she no longer belonged to any world.The Pursuit of Family
was born out of Julie’s desire to prevent others from feeling the unbearable isolation she felt. In
this brutally honest memoir, she navigates through the agony, obsession, and loss of identity
that transforms the infertile person. She offers infertility sufferers the sense of connection she
longed for and a wealth of information about nearly every aspect of the struggle to build a family.
For those who are not struggling with infertility, her story provides a glimpse into what millions of
their fellow human beings, maybe even their closest loved ones are going through.



THE PURSUITOF FAMILY HOW ONE COUPLE, TWOJUDGES, AND THREE
WOMBSMADE A FAMILY OF SIX JULIE AGUAS Introduction Family. It
seems like a simple enough pursuit. We’ve all heard the lyric, “First comes love, then comes
marriage…” We know what comes next. It’s only natural. Dogs, rats, even cockroaches
seamlessly accomplish this feat on a daily basis. According to science, to be living, a thing must
be capable of growth, reproduction and metabolism. I’ve got growth and metabolism down cold.
It’s the reproduction part that boxes me out of the club of the living. So I am left to exist with the
in-between things, like fire, in the 2/3 living category.I am not the only one who fails to meet the
basic criteria for life. But it sure can feel like I am. That is because we in-between people tend to
cover up our gaping holes in shame. We look and act like everyone else, so many would never
guess that we are actually 1/3 missing. Close friends do not know our stories. They might know
some of the facts. They might guess at some of the details. But from their vantage point - a very
stiff-arm’s length from us - how can they truly know? It is no wonder that we are an isolated and
misunderstood group. It is no wonder that people don’t know how to respond to us.I spent seven
long years stretching and contorting myself to will that missing 1/3 into existence. I thought that if
I pushed hard enough, I could expand myself to form to the boundaries of the mold and join with
my cockroach brothers and sisters in the world of the living. But eventually I learned that the only
things I truly had the power to change were my own definitions. So I set about redefining for
myself the meaning of life, of family, of God. It was only then that I could even begin to
accomplish my mission. I don’t want to be alone anymore. I want to tell you my story as I
experienced it. I want you to see my holes and what I have built around them. If you have holes
too, then you will know that you are not alone. My story begins like many others - with a naïve
young girl who believes that the world is fair… Chapter 1In Good Times As we rounded the
corner, the thunderous crackle and explosion of colors ceremoniously lit the way to what would
be our home together as a married couple. It was as if the fates had secretly convened during
our weekend together in San Francisco to decide upon the ultimate welcome-home display for a
newly-engaged couple.“Fireworks!” James and I gazed at the sky through a layer of emerging
tears. “God must really approve of us!”Of course, it was Labor Day weekend, and the local
amusement park traditionally closed out the occasion with a fireworks extravaganza. But why
split hairs - it was so much more romantic to see it as a private show meant only for us. And why
not see it that way? God probably didn’t arrange the show itself, but couldn’t He have arranged
the timing of our journey home so as to land us at that perfect spot, right at that perfect
moment? Why not?Yes, our life was going to be the stuff of legends. Not the legends that
contained strife and tragedy, because that part of the journey was over. I had been through the
many lonely nights of looking up to the heavens and asking why every person on earth had a
soul-mate except for me. I had even reached the ripe old age of 24 without ever once falling in
love (with the obvious exception of Antonio Sabato Jr.). I certainly had paid my dues of suffering,
and it was time to reap some rewards. Looking back on it all, I could see that the suffering was
well worth it because it had built my character, transforming me into the mature, self-actualized



adult I beheld in the mirror.Prior to my recent enlightenment, I had looked at things much
differently. I had once seen my failure to survive life as a high school math teacher as a soul-
crushing disaster. But now I could see that peeking out just behind the dark veil of perceived
tragedy was a brilliant bouquet of unexpected blessings. My necessary suffering had led me to a
new, exciting career as a software engineer. And of course most importantly, it led me to meet
James, the love of my life.The first time I caught sight of James, I was brand new at work. I was
fumbling through some software tests, feeling a little lost in the new lingo and a little bored from
the long stretches of sitting. The coffee I had been sipping was no longer having any effect due
to the tolerance built up after days of chugging to stay awake. I looked up as he entered the
room, and my body had a jolt of caffeine-equivalence. He was stunningly good looking, with a
broad, muscular build. His eyes transmitted a wave of sincerity, with a little flicker of mischief. As
he spoke to a coworker, I was awed by his fluency and ease with the technical words that I was
still struggling to learn.The coworker glanced over at me.“Oh hey, Julie, I’d like you to meet
James Aguas. James, this is our new hire, Julie Trayer.”I quickly assessed my appearance. Was
my mouth gaping open? Were my eyes watering from staring at the computer screen? I stood up
and shook James’ hand, and it felt strong and warm in my own. Things were looking a lot less
boring at work!My crush on James grew exponentially with each interaction. We had gotten to
know each other gradually over lunches with coworkers, break-time ping pong matches, and
email exchanges here and there. James’ emails were so cute and clever that I would find myself
spending 20 minutes to craft a two-sentence response to him. James was constantly sending
me into embarrassing fits of giggling. In his presence, I felt like a giddy teenager. As I got to know
him, I also learned that we shared common values. Like me, he was a practicing Catholic who
found a moral compass within his own heart rather than in doctrine. He spoke lovingly of his
mother and four siblings and would drop whatever he was doing any time they needed his help.
Visits to the office from his adorable two year old niece gave me a sneak peek into his natural
paternal tenderness. After so many years of searching, I had found a man who not only aced
every bullet point of my stringent marriage-material checklist, but also transformed my list-driven
brain into a heap of blushing, quivering mush.Of course there were some minor hurdles to
overcome. For one thing, James had a girlfriend. Finding that out was a major disappointment.
But I bided my time, and within a couple of months, James sadly announced their break-up. I
gave proper condolences, and silently did an inner cartwheel-back handspring (sticking the
landing brilliantly, by the way). At that point, I gave myself the go-ahead to actively pursue him. I
invited him to join my church choir, and to my surprise, he agreed. A couple of choir practices
were enough to get us to admit our feelings for one another and to share our first trembling,
awkward kiss. From that moment on, I knew that I would be married to James Aguas. Of course,
it took him nearly three years to come to the same conclusion and propose to me. But I was
patient (don’t ask him, he probably wouldn’t vouch for me on that one), and my moment arrived
when James Aguas, with the Bay Bridge as his back-drop and the gentle waves lapping in
approval, dropped to one knee and asked me to be his wife.In February, James and I attended



our compulsory Catholic engagement classes, which began with us filling out separate surveys.
The questions attempted to assess our level of discussion and agreement on major life issues. I
was thrilled when I found out the class started with this test. Bump us straight up to the head of
the class – we were going to ace this one! Our countless long talks must have at least scratched
the surface of every major topic that existed. When the priest handed back our tests, I eagerly
read our results. Well, it wasn’t quite a perfect paper. There was one topic which we had not
discussed and were not yet in sync on. The question was, “have you discussed what you would
do if one or both of you were unable to produce children.” All of the couples were sent to various
points around the room to discuss the test results.“So what about that fertility question?” I said to
James. “What would you want to do if one of us couldn’t produce a child?”James furrowed his
brow, “Well, I hate to even think about that, but if we couldn’t produce a child, then I would still
want a family, so I would definitely want to adopt.”I considered what he had said. To be honest,
the thought had never occurred to me that having a family with James would be anything but
simple. James and I were both healthy, and no one in our family suffered from fertility problems.I
already had some experience with adoption because I was raising a little girl who was not
biologically my own. Marsha was a seriously-neglected child of a neighbor. Knowing the
instability of her family, I had initially entered her life to check on her and make sure that her
needs were being met. I ended up falling in love with her, and she came to live with me full time
at 2 ½ years old. Due to all of the neglect and trauma that she had endured, Marsha had been
an extremely difficult toddler. She had been violent and erratic, at one point averaging 20
tantrums per day. But underneath, her true self always shone through stronger than the
damaged parts. As the years whittled off more of the trauma, she gradually evened out. At this
point it would not be exaggerating to say that she was the most delightful 11-year old I’d ever
met. Marsha was generous with hugs and accepting of all people. She had an endearing
innocence which rendered her literally incapable of lying or comprehending why anyone would. I
knew that the love I felt for her was as strong as the love that I could feel for a biological child, so
I quickly concluded that if God forbid, things didn’t work out biologically, adoption would be the
natural next step.“Yes, I agree with that,” I responded to James. And with that, we aced Catholic
Marriage 101.Our eight month engagement flew by, and we found ourselves at the altar on April
26, 2003. That year it had rained the entire month of April, very uncharacteristic of our sunny
pocket of California. But on April 26, the sun shone brightly, and the rain took a one day leave of
absence just for us. Our wedding was beyond perfect. Father Gilbert performed the ceremony.
He was new to the parish, but we had gotten to know him well over the course of our
engagement. Ours was the first wedding that he had ever presided over. He did a beautiful job,
with the occasional misspeak - “Now that you have declared your descent…I mean consent!” or
forgotten cue – he forgot to say “You may now kiss the bride.” But every little mishap just added
to the charm of the ceremony. The same church choir which had provided my initial excuse to
get to know James was now emitting spirited tones that enveloped the room with the embrace of
an old friend. When it came time to say our vows, I had to go first. I was petrified that I would



forget my lines or start bawling. Amazingly, I made it through, just choking up on the very last
phrase, “All the days of my life.” James’ turn came next, and he strongly burst out with the first
couple of lines. Then he started the phrase, “In good times…” He paused for an instant, “And in
bad.” Now his voice was cracking. “In sickness…and.” At this point, he was unable to continue. I
started hearing sniffling in the crowd behind me, and it seemed inevitable that we were going to
have the whole room in tears. I knew if I started crying, I’d never stop, so I bit my lip and held on.
James turned to the congregation and smiled, making a “timeout” gesture with his hands. The
entire room burst out laughing, breaking through the tension of the moment. At this point, he
pulled himself together and completed his vows like a champion.James was not simply reciting
vows. With each word, he was acknowledging the meaning and gravity of what he was saying.
We would be together forever, supporting one another through everything. To us at this blissful
moment, “bad times” was an abstract concept of the inevitable tragedies of life, like losing an
aged loved one or a family pet. Neither James nor I had any idea of how soon we would be
forced to live up to those vows.I did not cry a single tear on my wedding day despite the fact that
they were flowing in torrential downpour around me. And I am a natural crybaby, known to well
up over a Hallmark card, so it took a dam the size of the Great Wall of China to hold those tears
back. James paid for it dearly the next day when the dam gave way, and I sobbed straight
through a flight to Florida followed by a flight to St. Thomas. He kept asking me, “Are you OK?” to
which I responded amid sniffles and snorts, “I’m just so happy!” We averted our eyes from the
stares of the flight attendants who must have been concocting their own theories about my
frazzled state. By the time we reached St. Thomas, James’ “beautiful” bride was a puffy-eyed,
blotchy-faced mess, appearing to be on her way to a funeral!

Chapter 1In Good Times As we rounded the corner, the thunderous crackle and explosion of
colors ceremoniously lit the way to what would be our home together as a married couple. It was
as if the fates had secretly convened during our weekend together in San Francisco to decide
upon the ultimate welcome-home display for a newly-engaged couple.“Fireworks!” James and I
gazed at the sky through a layer of emerging tears. “God must really approve of us!”Of course, it
was Labor Day weekend, and the local amusement park traditionally closed out the occasion
with a fireworks extravaganza. But why split hairs - it was so much more romantic to see it as a
private show meant only for us. And why not see it that way? God probably didn’t arrange the
show itself, but couldn’t He have arranged the timing of our journey home so as to land us at that
perfect spot, right at that perfect moment? Why not?Yes, our life was going to be the stuff of
legends. Not the legends that contained strife and tragedy, because that part of the journey was
over. I had been through the many lonely nights of looking up to the heavens and asking why
every person on earth had a soul-mate except for me. I had even reached the ripe old age of 24
without ever once falling in love (with the obvious exception of Antonio Sabato Jr.). I certainly
had paid my dues of suffering, and it was time to reap some rewards. Looking back on it all, I
could see that the suffering was well worth it because it had built my character, transforming me



into the mature, self-actualized adult I beheld in the mirror.Prior to my recent enlightenment, I
had looked at things much differently. I had once seen my failure to survive life as a high school
math teacher as a soul-crushing disaster. But now I could see that peeking out just behind the
dark veil of perceived tragedy was a brilliant bouquet of unexpected blessings. My necessary
suffering had led me to a new, exciting career as a software engineer. And of course most
importantly, it led me to meet James, the love of my life.The first time I caught sight of James, I
was brand new at work. I was fumbling through some software tests, feeling a little lost in the
new lingo and a little bored from the long stretches of sitting. The coffee I had been sipping was
no longer having any effect due to the tolerance built up after days of chugging to stay awake. I
looked up as he entered the room, and my body had a jolt of caffeine-equivalence. He was
stunningly good looking, with a broad, muscular build. His eyes transmitted a wave of sincerity,
with a little flicker of mischief. As he spoke to a coworker, I was awed by his fluency and ease
with the technical words that I was still struggling to learn.The coworker glanced over at me.“Oh
hey, Julie, I’d like you to meet James Aguas. James, this is our new hire, Julie Trayer.”I quickly
assessed my appearance. Was my mouth gaping open? Were my eyes watering from staring at
the computer screen? I stood up and shook James’ hand, and it felt strong and warm in my own.
Things were looking a lot less boring at work!My crush on James grew exponentially with each
interaction. We had gotten to know each other gradually over lunches with coworkers, break-
time ping pong matches, and email exchanges here and there. James’ emails were so cute and
clever that I would find myself spending 20 minutes to craft a two-sentence response to him.
James was constantly sending me into embarrassing fits of giggling. In his presence, I felt like a
giddy teenager. As I got to know him, I also learned that we shared common values. Like me, he
was a practicing Catholic who found a moral compass within his own heart rather than in
doctrine. He spoke lovingly of his mother and four siblings and would drop whatever he was
doing any time they needed his help. Visits to the office from his adorable two year old niece
gave me a sneak peek into his natural paternal tenderness. After so many years of searching, I
had found a man who not only aced every bullet point of my stringent marriage-material
checklist, but also transformed my list-driven brain into a heap of blushing, quivering mush.Of
course there were some minor hurdles to overcome. For one thing, James had a girlfriend.
Finding that out was a major disappointment. But I bided my time, and within a couple of months,
James sadly announced their break-up. I gave proper condolences, and silently did an inner
cartwheel-back handspring (sticking the landing brilliantly, by the way). At that point, I gave
myself the go-ahead to actively pursue him. I invited him to join my church choir, and to my
surprise, he agreed. A couple of choir practices were enough to get us to admit our feelings for
one another and to share our first trembling, awkward kiss. From that moment on, I knew that I
would be married to James Aguas. Of course, it took him nearly three years to come to the same
conclusion and propose to me. But I was patient (don’t ask him, he probably wouldn’t vouch for
me on that one), and my moment arrived when James Aguas, with the Bay Bridge as his back-
drop and the gentle waves lapping in approval, dropped to one knee and asked me to be his



wife.In February, James and I attended our compulsory Catholic engagement classes, which
began with us filling out separate surveys. The questions attempted to assess our level of
discussion and agreement on major life issues. I was thrilled when I found out the class started
with this test. Bump us straight up to the head of the class – we were going to ace this one! Our
countless long talks must have at least scratched the surface of every major topic that existed.
When the priest handed back our tests, I eagerly read our results. Well, it wasn’t quite a perfect
paper. There was one topic which we had not discussed and were not yet in sync on. The
question was, “have you discussed what you would do if one or both of you were unable to
produce children.” All of the couples were sent to various points around the room to discuss the
test results.“So what about that fertility question?” I said to James. “What would you want to do if
one of us couldn’t produce a child?”James furrowed his brow, “Well, I hate to even think about
that, but if we couldn’t produce a child, then I would still want a family, so I would definitely want
to adopt.”I considered what he had said. To be honest, the thought had never occurred to me
that having a family with James would be anything but simple. James and I were both healthy,
and no one in our family suffered from fertility problems.I already had some experience with
adoption because I was raising a little girl who was not biologically my own. Marsha was a
seriously-neglected child of a neighbor. Knowing the instability of her family, I had initially
entered her life to check on her and make sure that her needs were being met. I ended up falling
in love with her, and she came to live with me full time at 2 ½ years old. Due to all of the neglect
and trauma that she had endured, Marsha had been an extremely difficult toddler. She had been
violent and erratic, at one point averaging 20 tantrums per day. But underneath, her true self
always shone through stronger than the damaged parts. As the years whittled off more of the
trauma, she gradually evened out. At this point it would not be exaggerating to say that she was
the most delightful 11-year old I’d ever met. Marsha was generous with hugs and accepting of all
people. She had an endearing innocence which rendered her literally incapable of lying or
comprehending why anyone would. I knew that the love I felt for her was as strong as the love
that I could feel for a biological child, so I quickly concluded that if God forbid, things didn’t work
out biologically, adoption would be the natural next step.“Yes, I agree with that,” I responded to
James. And with that, we aced Catholic Marriage 101.Our eight month engagement flew by, and
we found ourselves at the altar on April 26, 2003. That year it had rained the entire month of
April, very uncharacteristic of our sunny pocket of California. But on April 26, the sun shone
brightly, and the rain took a one day leave of absence just for us. Our wedding was beyond
perfect. Father Gilbert performed the ceremony. He was new to the parish, but we had gotten to
know him well over the course of our engagement. Ours was the first wedding that he had ever
presided over. He did a beautiful job, with the occasional misspeak - “Now that you have
declared your descent…I mean consent!” or forgotten cue – he forgot to say “You may now kiss
the bride.” But every little mishap just added to the charm of the ceremony. The same church
choir which had provided my initial excuse to get to know James was now emitting spirited tones
that enveloped the room with the embrace of an old friend. When it came time to say our vows, I



had to go first. I was petrified that I would forget my lines or start bawling. Amazingly, I made it
through, just choking up on the very last phrase, “All the days of my life.” James’ turn came next,
and he strongly burst out with the first couple of lines. Then he started the phrase, “In good
times…” He paused for an instant, “And in bad.” Now his voice was cracking. “In sickness…and.”
At this point, he was unable to continue. I started hearing sniffling in the crowd behind me, and it
seemed inevitable that we were going to have the whole room in tears. I knew if I started crying,
I’d never stop, so I bit my lip and held on. James turned to the congregation and smiled, making
a “timeout” gesture with his hands. The entire room burst out laughing, breaking through the
tension of the moment. At this point, he pulled himself together and completed his vows like a
champion.James was not simply reciting vows. With each word, he was acknowledging the
meaning and gravity of what he was saying. We would be together forever, supporting one
another through everything. To us at this blissful moment, “bad times” was an abstract concept
of the inevitable tragedies of life, like losing an aged loved one or a family pet. Neither James nor
I had any idea of how soon we would be forced to live up to those vows.I did not cry a single tear
on my wedding day despite the fact that they were flowing in torrential downpour around me.
And I am a natural crybaby, known to well up over a Hallmark card, so it took a dam the size of
the Great Wall of China to hold those tears back. James paid for it dearly the next day when the
dam gave way, and I sobbed straight through a flight to Florida followed by a flight to St. Thomas.
He kept asking me, “Are you OK?” to which I responded amid sniffles and snorts, “I’m just so
happy!” We averted our eyes from the stares of the flight attendants who must have been
concocting their own theories about my frazzled state. By the time we reached St. Thomas,
James’ “beautiful” bride was a puffy-eyed, blotchy-faced mess, appearing to be on her way to a
funeral!But our honeymoon was anything but funeral-like. We hiked, scuba dived, strolled, ate,
and enjoyed life together. We talked about our future, how perfect our children would be. We
couldn’t wait to start a family – heck, we had the names of our babies picked out long before we
were even married! A boy would be called Isaac, and our little girl would be Natalie. We didn’t
know exactly what they would be like, but we knew one thing for sure - the two of us morphed
into a child would be far superior to the separate individuals. Our trip to purchase glasses a few
months back had demonstrated that fact. James, having a large head and a wide face, had to try
on every pair of men’s glasses in the entire store before finding a single pair that fit his face. I
also had to sample the complete inventory of women’s glasses due to my face being too narrow.
Our children, however, would have the perfect dimensions, such that each pair they tried on
would look just as cute as the next. Where I lacked, James excelled, and vice versa. And there
were a few genetic contributions that we both could bring to the table. We shared a deep love of
music and enjoyed singing and playing instruments. One of our favorite activities was jamming
together, me on the piano, and James on the drums. We imagined our little brood of Von Trapps,
each an expert in a particular instrument – the whole family making beautiful music
together.Returning from paradise, James and I were energized and ready to experience real
married life. We were greeted by Marsha, who was now referring to James as “Dad.” And I of



course exploited every opportunity to refer to myself as “Mrs. Aguas.” Life for the newly-born
Aguas family settled into a happy routine.Within a month of the wedding, I began laying the
groundwork for the expansion of our family. I started dropping subtle hints here and there that I
wanted to try to get pregnant (if you consider a stadium sized jumbo-tron flashing, “Let’s make a
baby!!!” subtle). At the advanced age of 27, I was surely teetering on the edge of my peak fertility
years and was eager to get started before it was too late. James also wanted to get started soon,
but he figured we should at least wait a few months. A few months it was – by the beginning of
July, I had taken my last birth control pill.I come from a long line of women who got pregnant on
their very first month of trying. If they set their minds to it, my mother, grandmother and aunt
could probably get pregnant without a man. I could only assume that I would be the same. To
add to my advantage, I had always been able to feel that distinctive pinch in the side that meant
that I was ovulating. There would be no guesswork involved.By the end of that first month of
trying, I was already speculating on the state of our potential embryo, feeling intently for a sign of
his or her existence. Never was urination as thrilling as when I baptized my first pregnancy test
stick. James and I sat side by side, watching for that second blue line to surface. The test kit said
that it would take two to three minutes, so we quietly stared, hearts pounding, giddy with
anticipation. At last, two minutes passed, then three, then four. But no matter how we squinted or
held it up in better light, the lonely first line was all that would deign to appear. The honeymoon
was officially over. Chapter 2The Elusive Blue Line Months passed, and James and I were still
on the hunt for the elusive blue line. Panic began to set in. I knew very little about how fertility
treatments worked, but I had heard that couples are normally required to try for a full year before
specialists will even let them in the door to start testing and treating infertility. I could never wait a
whole year – totally unacceptable! So I poured my efforts into learning about what we could do to
increase our chances each month. I modified my diet, gave up caffeine, gobbled down as many
vitamins as I could, took my basal temperature every morning, and hung practically upside-down
after sex. James and I even got private lessons from a Natural Family Planning expert. Not the
sort of thing that Grandma ever did!I began to observe a curious phenomenon that I have since
coined the Great Plague of Belly Swelling. There was clearly something in the air or the water
supply that was causing uncanny fertility in the overall population. And for some excruciatingly
mysterious reason, I was the only one with complete immunity to it. Every person I knew was
calling me with a stirring announcement of the fruits of their fertility. A coworker proclaimed that
triplets were on the way. Ten, twenty times a day, I would encounter strangers with that
unmistakable glow and expanding waist-line. Even movie stars seemed to be cranking out the
babies at an uncommonly high rate. When I visited my general practitioner to get checked out for
any potential issues, she waddled in the door – at least seven months along! What was going
on? What did they know that I didn’t?Thanksgiving came and went. Christmas came and went.
My brother-in-law had been planning a March wedding in the Philippines, which I had assumed
that I wouldn’t be able to attend due to a pregnancy. As March approached, it was clear that the
chances of conceiving before the trip were dwindling away. So I booked my flight and joined the



rest of the family.My opportunity to visit to the Philippines was the one silver lining of our fertility
failures. In James’ home province of Pampanga, I soaked up the people and places that had
formed the first ten years of his life. Marsha got to experience one of James’ early household
chores as she pumped water by hand from the same pump that he had used as a child. We
visited his elementary school in Bacolor that had been destroyed by the eruption of Mt. Pinatubo.
A nearby church called San Guillermo had been half buried in volcanic ash, yet the heart-strong
congregation had simply built a new floor and continued their worship with lower windows and
ceiling. At the church, we purchased a figurine of a man and woman with a tiny baby nestled in
their arms. The piece was made of the very volcanic ashes that had destroyed so much. As I
stroked its smooth lines, I set my mind on transforming the ashes which had invaded my life into
beautiful works of art. My new revelation reigned in my racing thoughts. I pondered the fact that
James and I had grown up so far apart and with vastly different circumstances. What a powerful
stroke of fate must have carefully directed each of our lives such that we would eventually meet
one another. This force would continue to take care of us, and in the end, everything would work
out. We just had to do our best with the hand we were being dealt, and at some point (of course
hopefully a point within the next few months), things would work out.Marsha and I returned home
from the Philippines a week before James so that Marsha could return to school. Since this was
the first time that James and I had been apart since we’d been married, we lingered on the
phone each night lamenting how much we missed one another. Eventually, I would start falling
asleep mid-sentence, signaling that it was time to hang up. At work, the days were dragging as I
struggled against both jet-lag and sleep deprivation.James returned home a couple of days
before my period was due, and I started feeling the familiar cramping that signaled yet another
failure. It had been nine months since we had started trying, so soon we would qualify for a
fertility evaluation. Each time the panic started creeping in, I would gaze at the “Family of Ashes”
we had bought in the Philippines, and I would try to visualize our adversity being transformed.
My 28th birthday arrived, yet another reminder of the steadily closing window that I so
desperately wanted to slip through.On the morning of March 21, I woke abruptly at 3:00 am.
Figuring this unwanted reveille was a relapse of jet-lag, I nestled my head into the pillow and
attempted to go back to sleep. But something was nagging at me in a corner of my drowsy mind.
Rubbing my eyes, I tried to remember what day it was. My heart caught on a couple of seconds
before my brain and started pounding audibly. My period was two days late!I scrambled out of
bed. Stabilizing myself, I made my way to the bathroom. Gently closing the door, I flicked on the
light, stunning my eyes with the sudden brightness. I still had one home pregnancy test left from
last month. Squinting, I whipped it out of the drawer and pulled out the test stick, which was
sealed in heavy plastic. My hands were in an exasperatingly sleepy state, unable to muster
enough grip to rip open the plastic. Focusing all of my energy toward my hands, like a jedi
summoning a light saber from across the room, I willed them to grasp. The plastic began to give
way. I pulled out the stick and held it firmly in a steady stream of urine. Glancing at my watch, I
braced myself for the two-minute wait. Suddenly, about 30 seconds in, I spotted a hint of a



shadow against the white background of the test window. Gradually the shadow darkened and
formed as an unmistakable second blue line. My breathing skipped and stuttered, and tears
pooled in my eyes. The agonizing wait was finally over! I swung open the door and hurled myself
into the bed, startling James into an upright position.“What’s wrong! What’s going on!” he
gasped.“Sweetie, it’s positive! It’s positive!!”Even though I hadn’t told him what the heck was
positive, he immediately knew. We fell into each other’s arms, crying and laughing at the same
time.“It’s perfect,” James chuckled, “Made in the Philippines.”By the time the sun had peeked
over the horizon that morning, James and I had called at least five family members, their drowsy
hellos followed by screams of elation. When Marsha woke up, we sat her down and told her of
her impending sibling.Now Marsha had been begging me for a sibling ever since she was a tiny
girl. She actually had six biological siblings who were scattered with various family members, but
she had desperately wanted a sibling to live with her. Around the age of six, she began enlisting
strangers to help her achieve her goal.“Are you married?” she once asked a middle aged man
she met at a company party. She was amused by the man, whose behavior had been growing
increasingly raucous in direct proportion with the alcohol in his bloodstream.“No,” the man
responded. Technically he wasn’t married, although he was attending the party with a girlfriend
and two teenaged children from his previous marriage.“Well, then would you like to marry my
mommy?” she proposed, head cocked, arms folded across her chest, “She is a spinster.”The
man chuckled, and opened his mouth to respond when I abruptly cut him off. “Sorry about that,” I
mumbled as I ushered Marsha away from the gentleman.Luckily when Marsha met James, she
found him to be every bit as desirable as Middle-Aged Funny Man. Not long after their first
meeting, Marsha ever so casually mentioned to James that she would like him to be her
daddy.By the time James and I walked down the aisle, Marsha’s desire for a daddy had not
diminished, but she had gradually come to the conclusion that a new sibling was not in her best
interest. Quite accustomed to being the only child and only grandchild on my side of the family,
she was not eager to give up her comfy position as the cutest thing around. Plus, she figured
quite accurately, that a newborn baby wouldn’t make an ideal playmate for a 12 year old. At one
point, she asked me to consider adopting a 12 year old instead of having a baby with James.But
being the gracious child that she is, Marsha forced a smile when we told her about the baby. We
took her out for a special breakfast to celebrate. As I sipped hot cocoa with my two favorite
people in the world, I was filled with certainty that her heart would open to our child once she got
used to the idea.When the weekend ended, we returned to work. Even though we were bursting
with our news, we only told a couple of coworkers. But like any good piece of gossip, the word of
our pregnancy quickly spread. Pretty soon, virtual strangers were passing me in the hallways of
our office saying, “Congratulations!” I didn’t mind, figuring the more people praying for our baby,
the better. Chapter 3The Noble Rite Some women wish that there was a simple way to achieve
the end product of a biological baby without experiencing nine months of pregnancy – the weight
gain, the queasy stomach, the mind-altering hormonal surges, the unbearable pain of childbirth.
Not me! I was looking forward to every facet of the experience. Since I had been a small child, I



had revered the state of pregnancy and eagerly anticipated the glorious transformation of my
body. What a miracle it would be to bond with this tiny being as it gradually made its presence
known. Even if pain were involved, it was a necessary part of this noble rite of passage. I felt
sorry for men that they were deprived of the experience.By my fifth week of pregnancy, the smile
on my face was indelible. I could swear that my belly was poking out ever so slightly. I was
noticing increased fatigue during the day, which I saw as a wonderful excuse to take things easy.
All was right with the world as I read my first of many pregnancy books, lounging on a lawn chair
under the blossoming crabapple tree, treating my growing baby to the gentle warmth of the
spring sun.One Sunday morning, as I showered, I started to sense something wasn’t quite right.
I quickly finished my shower and dried off. My face felt cold and clammy. My steps were
unsteady. Suddenly I felt a jarring spasm in my abdomen. I rushed for the toilet and the contents
of my stomach willfully made their way to the local water-treatment plant. Feeling instantly better,
I washed out my mouth and raced to the bedroom.“Sweetie, Sweetie!” I shouted, again startling
my long-suffering husband out of a peaceful sleep.“What! Is everything alright?” James’ eyes
darted about the room, scanning for the source of the commotion.“I just had my first bout of
morning sickness!” I proudly proclaimed.“Yes Sweetheart.” James drowsily responded.
“Congratulations, I think,” he mumbled as he drifted back to sleep.I must admit however that my
enthusiasm for morning sickness waned very quickly over the next few weeks. My nausea would
not accept the rigid confines of morning, and generously spread itself through the entire day. It
didn’t come in waves like I had expected, but was there constantly, hovering over me. Ordinarily
a lover of all things food, I could no longer stand the sight, or especially the smell of anything
edible. I spent each endless work day continuously prying my head off my desk, trying to muster
up some semblance of productivity. Evenings were spent scouring the internet for morning
sickness remedies. The articles I read held some promise of feeling human again by the end of
the first trimester, though some accounts told of the unrelenting ailment lasting the entire nine
months! Over the course of my life, I had suffered the occasional stomach flu, which had never
lasted longer than a couple of days. I had always ridden it out in bed, my awareness of the
suffering fluctuating as I drifted in and out of sleep. I had never even considered getting up and
going to work in such a state! How did women do it?Trudging through my work days with or
without my stomach’s cooperation, I focused on the relief that I would undoubtedly feel at the
end of the first trimester. One morning I awakened, nearly eight weeks along, and the cloud was
instantly lifted. I felt energetic and alive. Overnight, my stomach transformed from a massive
catapult into an industrial strength vacuum as it demanded to be filled and re-filled. How
fortunate that my pregnancy, and undoubtedly my baby as well, was so precocious that it
advanced right past the difficult stage four weeks earlier than average! If I kept it up at this rate,
the baby would surely come out changing its own diapers!The night before my first ultrasound
appointment, James and I sat marveling at the small, but noticeable bump poking its way out of
my abdomen.“We’re going to see you tomorrow,” James spoke tenderly to my belly. “We’ll have
our first little piece of your baby album.”I smiled, thinking about the fuzzy little blobs that



ultrasounds displayed. I was sure that our little blob was going to be awfully cute.“I hope that you
look like Dada,” I chimed into the conversation with the fetus, “But let’s try to keep your head at a
reasonable size.” I winced at the thought of having to deliver James’ head.“We should take a
picture of your belly each week to see how it changes.” James suggested. He wrote “8 ½ weeks”
on a piece of paper. “Here, hold this next to the baby.”“Smile baby,” James said as he snapped
the photo, the first piece of physical evidence of our precious little one.James and I arrived at the
obstetrician’s office in the middle of the morning. After filling out a mound of first-visit paperwork,
we sat in the waiting room. I picked up a random baby magazine and thumbed through it.“Do you
want to use a diaper service?” I asked James as I glanced at a Tiny Tot’s advertisement, “Or do
you think we could handle washing the diapers on our own?”“I don’t know,” James replied. “We’ll
have to look into how much it costs.”“Look at this article,” I shoved the magazine toward James,
“Did you know that we could have the baby’s cord blood saved in case it gets sick later in life?”“I
haven’t heard of that, but it sounds like a good idea,” James responded.Clearly there was a lot of
research that we still needed to do before this baby came! I continued to skim and jot mental
notes until the sound of my name jolted me out of my seat. Throwing down the magazine, I
grasped James’ hand and followed the nurse to the exam room.When the doctor came in, she
sat down and we started to chat. Dr. Jackman was a middle-aged woman with a gentle smile
and a pleasant demeanor. My method for choosing a doctor had been to pick the one who
offered the earliest possible appointment. I had no idea if she was any good at what she did. The
books that I had been reading suggested that you interview the doctor on the first visit to make
sure that his or her philosophies are in line with yours. So I proceeded to ask her about
episiotomies, C-sections, pain management, and every delivery-related topic I could come up
with. She seemed like a reasonable person.After our chat, we went ahead with the pelvic exam. I
noticed that I felt a bit awkward having a doctor examine me in front of James. This would take
some getting used to. After the exam, we finally got to the point we had been waiting for. As Dr.
Jackman wheeled the ultrasound machine over, my heart started racing. We were finally going
to catch a glimpse of the little being growing inside! She began the ultrasound, facing the screen
toward her. Frustrated that I couldn’t see anything, I fixed my eyes on her face, waiting for the
slight nod or smile which would indicate that she had located our little peanut. Her expression
betrayed nothing, and she remained silent. I wondered how long it was supposed to take to find
a baby at this stage on an ultrasound. I took a deep breath and squeezed James’ hand. Silence
continued to fill the room. Finally Dr. Jackman spoke.“I’m concerned about the size of the baby,”
she said in a monotone.The four walls of the room started pressing in around me. The dense
mass of air above me rested heavily on my chest.“Take a look.” The doctor turned the screen of
the ultrasound machine toward me. The sound of her voice was muffled as it worked its way
through the thick space.“At this stage in pregnancy, we would expect to see a much larger baby.
We would see the little flicker of a heartbeat.”I sank deeper into the table. My eyes glazed over
as I stared at the screen.“Also, take a look at the sac. You would expect it to be round, but it
appears to be beginning to collapse.”I stared at my baby whose world was literally crashing in



around it. This can’t be happening.“I think that this is a miscarriage.”A miscarriage? This is not
how miscarriages happen!From what I had seen on TV, miscarriages always came dramatically,
with bleeding and intense cramping. How could my body have had a miscarriage without me
knowing it?“Are you sure about this?” James asked, clutching my hand.“I want to do a blood test
today and then repeat the same test in two days to confirm that the hormone levels are no longer
doubling.” Dr. Jackman paused, “I don’t want to do anything until I am sure.”“What do you
mean?” I asked. “What would we do?”“Well, we could wait for your body to naturally expel the
pregnancy or we could do a procedure called a D&C, where we remove the contents of the
uterus using suction.” She paused, “But let’s just wait for the test results.”I silently got dressed.
James and I walked to the lab, eyes unfocused, minds unable to grasp what we had just
experienced. After the lab technician had collected from my arm the evidence to build the
doctor’s case against our baby, we headed home.Returning home, we collapsed into bed and
sobbed in each other’s arms. We cursed the heavens for our inability to shore up the collapsing
walls of our baby’s little sac home, our inability to see or hold our child who was experiencing
death before life. How could this be happening after all that we’d gone through to bring this baby
into existence? What did we do wrong to deserve this?I honestly don’t remember anything about
the ensuing two days of limbo as we waited for the second blood test. We had been sucked into
a black hole where we clung to each other, hiding from the world, willing our brains into a state of
paralysis. On Wednesday, when the doctor called about the results of the second blood test, I
reluctantly answered the phone and braced for the inevitable bad news.“The hormone levels are
still doubling,” Dr. Jackman sounded baffled. “I’d like to wait until Monday to do a follow-up
ultrasound to see if there has been any growth.”Are you serious? Five more days of half-
existence?“Is there any chance that the baby is OK?” I asked, recalling the image of the lifeless
lump in its collapsing sac.“Well, it’s very unlikely, but I just want to be sure.”I made an
appointment for Monday and hung up, but the doctor’s indecisive tone bothered me.“I think we
should get a second opinion.” I said to James.So on Thursday, we returned to the scene of the
emotional carnage that had taken place days earlier. This time, I averted my eyes from the baby
magazines. I tried to tune out the happy sounds of the couples, exiting with pictures of the
healthy contents of their bulging, life-filled wombs.Entering the exam room, I winced at the sight
of the ultrasound machine which had coldly announced the death of our dreams. Dr. Gravel
strutted in and got straight to business. He expertly located the baby, even as the screen faced
us.“There is no question in my mind that this is a miscarriage,” he said unemotionally. “There has
been no growth since Dr. Jackman’s ultrasound, and at almost nine weeks, it is unheard of to not
see a heartbeat.”“But what about the fact that the hormone levels are still doubling?” James
asked.“That is very common. Sometimes it takes a while for the body to realize what has
happened. But look, this is a really common thing. One in six pregnancies end in early
miscarriage. It is nature’s system of quality control. This thing wasn’t even a baby. It’s not going to
heaven or anything. It is just some genetic mistake.” He must have noticed the shock on our
faces at the way he was speaking. “Don’t worry. You’re young. You’ll be back here before the year



is out delivering a healthy baby.”Although this guy was about as sensitive as a bulldozer, at least
he was confident in what he was saying. We decided to go ahead with the D&C which we
scheduled for the next day with Dr. Jackman.I had been prescribed a suppository to take a
couple of hours before the procedure which was supposed to soften and open up the cervix.
The suppository did its job, and by the time we arrived for the procedure, I had started to bleed
and was experiencing severe cramping. So there we sat in the bastion of bulging bellies, waiting
to have our baby forcibly vacuumed out of my body. Having witnessed enough of my writhing,
James approached the reception desk and pleaded.“My wife is in so much pain. Isn’t there a
place where she could lie down and wait for the doctor?”“I’m sorry, sir,” the receptionist didn’t
even look up to respond. “We don’t have any rooms open.”What kind of a sick clinic was this that
would place women experiencing the excruciating evacuation of their hopes and dreams in the
same room with these blissful women, contentedly sitting, stroking their disgusting, lucky bellies?
A nurse finally called me in, but this time James didn’t get to accompany me. I was led into a
room where I saw a large machine and various tools lined up in a sterile row. I felt like a prisoner
of war surveying the instruments of my impending torture. As I placed my legs into the stirrups,
Dr. Jackman and her nurse started the prep for the procedure.“Will I be getting anesthesia?” I
asked, desperately hunting for an escape from this experience.“We’ll just do a local,” Dr.
Jackman replied. “You shouldn’t feel any pain.”Not even a valium to spare for me, eh?Soon the
room was filled with the roar of the vacuum machine. I listened to the sucking sounds of the
womb demolition. Clear tubes were delivering blood and tissue into a clear container. Contrary
to what had been promised, the pain was indescribable.“I can feel that!” I whimpered. “It really
hurts!”“Just keep breathing,” the nurse said, with a hint of annoyance in her tone.If I had been
harboring any national secrets, I would have spilled them in an instant if it would have made that
pain stop. But as the nurse said, my only option was to breathe. So for the next 15 minutes, my
breath stiffly came and went. Every muscle in my body was tightly compressed as I struggled to
keep myself from jumping off the table with every stab of pain. At last, the ravenous vacuum fell
silent. My baby and its inadequate lodging had been laid to rest in a jar.As I recovered from the
D&C, my sincere wish was to be left completely alone. I fantasized about moving to a new town
where no one knew me. I dreaded the gauntlet of pity I would walk through as I faced the
countless people who knew about my colossal failure at becoming a mother. To make things
worse, my younger cousin Claire, who also worked at my company, was five months pregnant. I
imagined the sting of watching her abdomen grow day by day, forcing a smile at her baby
shower, congratulating her when she held her healthy baby in her arms, all the while flashing
back to my baby’s glass jar grave. James and I started browsing the internet for real estate
listings in Sacramento and even the Philippines.The logical side of me knew that it would be a
bad idea to make a major life decision such as moving during a time of extreme grief, so James
and I decided to take a short vacation instead and revisit the idea of moving when our minds
returned to a more rational state. Our first wedding anniversary was only days away, so even
though we didn’t feel like celebrating, it seemed a good excuse to escape for a while.James and



I checked into a cozy hotel in Carmel for the celebration of our first year of marriage. The tear-
stained, swollen-eyed wife on James’ arm was the only resemblance to our honeymoon which
now felt like a lifetime ago.We dragged our heavy hearts to the nearby beach. I stepped gingerly
on the sand to avoid feeling the residual tenderness from the D&C. The sun was shining brightly,
but the strong wind kept our jackets firmly on. Sitting down in the warm sand, we surveyed our
surroundings. To our surprise, the beach was overflowing with dogs. Some were leaping over
waves to fetch sticks for their owners. Others were exuberantly running at top speed at the
water’s edge, tails wagging and tongues flapping. James and I smiled for the first time watching
these carefree creatures.“Wouldn’t it be nice if we could get that excited over a stick?” I
lamented. “That would make our problems seem much smaller.”“Well I could throw one out there
for you and see how it goes,” James smiled.I rested my head on his shoulder. “I wish I could just
forget that I have this desire,” I said, longing for my deepest wish to be for something simple like
a rawhide. James nodded and nudged aside the tear that was making its way down my
cheek.“We’ll keep trying.”I thought about the nine months of trying that led up to this fiasco. How
could we start this agonizing process all over? How long would it take us to conceive again? And
then once we did, would recent history repeat itself? Could we really bear opening ourselves up
to all of that pain again? I had to ask myself the question even though it already had an answer
that must have been hard coded into my brain while I was forming in my mother’s womb. Of
course we would try again and again – as long as it took to succeed.
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R. DeMartini, “The Impossible Dream. To dream ... the impossible dream ... to have a family.To
fight ... the unbeatable foe ... Infertility.To bear ... with unbearable sorrow ... miscarriage after
miscarriage.To run ... where the brave dare not go ... to foreign countries for experimental
treatments. This book took me to a new world- the world of infertility. It is not a world where
anyone should have to go... I found out so much about how Julie feels and thinks, as defeats and
successes occur. It was heartbreakingly personal, and showed such courage. Few of us will
share so much about something we find so painful. There is pain and there is struggle, but there
is also hope and lots of love. It is truly amazing what can be accomplished when love and hope
exist. This is a universal story. It is about dreams. We all have them and some seem so
impossible. How many of us get diverted and give up? Julie does not. She has her eye ever on
the goal. She finds and tries every venue imaginable to be successful. She keeps finding new
ways to have hope, and new ways to fight. Julie faces her life with determination and humor. It is
a story much like Rocky. Julie is not a victim, she is a fighter and you will want her in your corner.”

J. Gardner, “I couldn't put it down!. This book contains the most complete discussion of family
building options I’ve ever seen. From conventional as well as cutting edge fertility treatments to
private and public adoption and surrogacy, Julie has experienced it all and discusses each topic
with thorough understanding and great sensitivity. Anyone dealing with infertility will find in her
story not only a wealth of information but also an empathetic and validating voice. It is a raw and
honest look at the heartbreak and elation that faces a woman on the infertility roller coaster. And
as she tells her story, Julie skillfully weaves in amazing wisdom and insights that can apply to
anyone. If you are struggling with infertility or know someone who is, The Pursuit of Family is a
must read. If you don’t fall into these categories, but you enjoy a compelling and well written
memoir, this is the book for you.”

Estella G. Mixson, “The story of a young couple's endeavors to create a family. This is a down to
earth story of a young couple's love and determination to have children. In an age where the
miracles of medicine bring hope to childless couples, some encounter pain, disappointment and
despair along the way.This book starts out reading like a journal, but quickly engages the reader
in the writer's reproductive roller coaster ride and concurrent adoptive efforts. I shared the
author's anguish as she endured numerous unsuccessful pregnancies. I am certain that the
resulting family of six is full of love.I recommend this book to women who are ready to start their
families, or those who feel that they may not experience the joy of raising children.”

MamaP, “My long-time heroes - Julie and James share the most .... My long-time heroes - Julie
and James share the most intimate, often debilitating, details of their beyond courageous final
'miracle-beholding' journey to their baby Issac, as well as their heart-filled adoptions. May we all
learn from their trials and tribulations to press on and persevere, for in the end, the treasure was



clearly worth it all.”

simon2sons, “Five Stars. Well written, heart warming.”

inthemusic, “Parenthood against the odds. I was reluctant to begin this memoir as i had just
recently read "Waiting for Daisy", by an author local to my area, that has a similar theme, coping
with infertility. While the stories told are similar and very revealing of the arduous and expensive
journey couples undertake in an attempt to have a biological child. Each of the stories puts you
on the roller-coaster ride with the author as she slogs through every conceivable or
inconceivable intervention. Their feats in pursuing pregnancy are no less heroic than the tales of
women who lift automobiles off of their trapped children. The physical, emotional and spiritual
strength needed is awe-inspiring and made me eternally grateful that I was spared the pain of
infertility in my own journey to become a parent.The book suffers somewhat from the look of
being self-published. There is a distractingly wide margin at the center of each double page.
There are some places where some editing would have helped, but the author moves the story
along and draws you deeply into her experience. She and her husband pursue their goal of a
biological child while adopting and raising 3 other children who need a loving home. No matter
what this couple is asked to do in regard to caring for children needing loving care, they rise to
the task. you cannot help but cheer loudly for them. They understand that the best solution is
the one that you can make happen. While it would have been helpful to have a glossary of terms
for the medical interventions, the imperfections of the book are more than compensated for by
the power of the story. Anyone considering Assisted Reproductive Technology (A.R.T.) will find
value in this book. The A.R.T. industry is a highly profitable business that can present a rosy
picture, complete with impeccable baby portraits and posh offices that are wonders of
marketing. My congratulations to the author for getting her story out to readers who might be
facing similar obstacles.  It's an eye-opener and will open your heart as well.”

The book by Diane Stresing has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 13 people have provided feedback.
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