To My Special Friend by Donna Fitzgerald February 17, 1988

You were there when I found out. A miracle, you said. The doctors couldn't do it. Must have been divine intervention, we agreed. I was nervous. You were happy. I was scared. You were happy. I didn't believe it. You did. I was pregnant!

July was such a long long time away. You were the only one at work who knew. We shared the secret with subtle looks and snide remarks. We searched your closet to hide my bulging belly until the time was right for announcement. We laughed, we even giggled at times. You indulged my lunchtime appetite.

Finally the seasons began to change and the anticipation grew. We affectionately called him Orson (because of my voracious appetite) and you asked daily about our well-being. Orson's aerobics were common knowledge by now, and we marveled at his growth. You even had dreams about him,. We fantasized, we wondered—what a great aunt you'll be! You organized the shower and picked just the right rocking horse.

It was time. Any day now. You were afraid you might be drafted as my backup labor coach. What if it happened at work? Don't worry, I said. These things always happen in the middle of the night.

And it did. But something went terribly wrong. How could it be? How could he have died? He was fat and healthy with huge cheeks and a full head of hair. He was beautiful and perfect— but my little miracle was dead. Shattered, devastated—I called you.

After delivery—so groggy, drugged, beaten. You held me and we cried together, the first of many times. I sobbed—shocked, angry, completely broken. You talked to me, listened to me, comforted me. You looked at his picture for a long time. He's a beautiful little boy, you said.

Every day you came. We spent hours rehashing it all, trying to understand. I felt guilty, responsible, a failure. You told me it wasn't so and explained that I must forgive myself for whatever "faults" I made, whether real or imagined. We analyzed and examined every minute detail. There was no sense, no reason. Just torment, bitter frustration, intense anger, a profound sense of loss. There can't be a God. If there is, he stinks! You gently disagreed. If there is no medical answer, I must find a spiritual one. It's  not that easy, you explained.

Time, it all takes time. Patient, don't expect so much of yourself.

My son should be with me, but he's not. I have pictures, footprints, a clip of hair—hardly a substitute for a lifetime of dreams. I must recover, but I am catatonic. I have never been happy before and will never be happy again, I tell you. But you remind me of times in the past that were good and assure me there will be more.

I want to die, I said. You didn't flinch. But you said I was special, important, loved and needed by others, including yourself. In the depths of despair, you cried with me, hugged me and somehow touched me deeply when all else was numb.

You asked to see his pictures again and you cried when you saw him. Then we laughed as we guessed what he would have been like, how spoiled, precocious, adorable.

Time, patience, healing. Months went by. The world assumed I was better. You knew I wasn't.

Anguished, embittered, downright nasty. You tried to cheer me, make me laugh. Sometimes it worked. Many times we sat in silence—a comforting silence. We went to the cemetery and remembered.

Your eyes showed compassion, understanding—not the pity that griever’s loath. Your gestures showed empathy, comfort—not the frantic urge to fix it or ignore it. You asked questions, you listened. Many times you said that you wished you could reach in and take away some of the pain. Guess what? You did.

Searching endlessly for a reason, just a clue. There are no answers, but the search is not in vain. It is a comfort in itself.

That's what friends are for, you always said. But I say no—you're being too modest. Instead of feeling sorry for me, you suffered with me. Most friends can't do that.

Feeling so alone, so preoccupied, so incredibly empty. Sadness everywhere. Aching arms, aching heart—God, I wish it would go away. Feeling scared, frightened but not knowing why. Feeling a loss of control—am I really going crazy?

I'll never get better. I don't even know what better is. I'll certainly never be normal again. But that's okay. You explained that, of course I must change and will be different, but that's not necessarily bad. But how long? How long before I feel okay? How long before you, and others who matter, lose patience, get tired of waiting, supporting, helping—how long? As long as it takes, you answered.

No pressure, no expectations, wanting nothing in return. Really caring, with no conditions. You taught me a lot.

Fair weather friends are easy to come by. Special friends are not to be taken lightly. You're special, dear friend, and I love you.

