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Chapter 1: Two Lines
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The digital screen was an absolute liar.

I had come to believe this with a certainty that bordered on the spiritual. After the first test, which appeared as a perfect, smug little circle with a dash in its center—Not Pregnant—I had bought another pack. And then another. Four, five, perhaps even six tests lay in various dustbins around the house, each confirming the same clinical, final truth: no.

Anna was only six months old. Six months of tiny, velvet-soft hands, the intoxicating smell of a breastfed baby, and the deep, marrow-deep exhaustion of a first year. We were finally, tentatively, settling into a rhythm. Bennie and I had started to exchange looks across the dinner table again that weren’t just about who was going to take the next night feed. We were still navigating the terrain of new parenthood, but the peaks and valleys were becoming gentler. The idea of adding another life—another entirely dependent, utterly demanding life—to our mix right now was... well, it was impossible.

Which was why I had believed the tests. My body was still recovering, still nursing, still running on the beautiful, brutal fumes of new motherhood. It was simply not time. The negative results were not just a fact; they were a relief, a whispered permission slip to breathe and enjoy the present moment with our small, perfect Anna.

And yet, here I was.

The tests might have been lying, but my body felt like it was telling the truth in a louder, more insistent voice. There was a dull, persistent ache, a subtle nausea that arrived and departed like a thief, and a profound weariness that even an extra-long night's sleep couldn't seem to touch. These weren't symptoms of pregnancy; these were the ghosts of past pregnancies. I knew these sensations intimately, and they were mocking the white plastic sticks I had so confidently relied on.

It was a Saturday morning, the kind of cool, crisp Highveld winter day where the sun is blindingly bright but the air still bites. I was pulling a load of Anna’s miniature laundry out of the dryer when the thought arrived, fully formed, in my mind: stop guessing and just find out.

I didn’t tell Bennie. I didn’t want to give breath to the fear, and I didn’t want to see the question on his face, a question that was already a mirror of my own anxiety. I simply booked a slot at the local GP, a walk-in visit under the guise of an ongoing sinus issue. The lie felt necessary, a protective shield around an unbearable possibility.

The doctor was a kind, matter-of-fact woman who’d known me through my first pregnancy. She listened to my sinuses for a minute, then turned to me with a knowing look. “So, what’s really going on?”

I laughed, a short, nervous puff of air. “I don’t know. I’m tired. I’ve done about six home tests, and they’re all negative, but I just... I don’t know, I feel different.”

“Let’s just do one here, then. No charge. Just to rule it out for your own peace of mind.”

She handed me the little plastic cup and a minute later, I passed it back. I sat on the edge of the examination bed, fiddling with a frayed thread on my jeans, trying to project an air of casual dismissal. It’s nothing. It’s absolutely nothing. Just hormones.

She returned to the room, her expression unreadable. She placed the test stick on the counter between us.

It was one of those old-school dip tests, a strip of paper in a plastic casing. No screen, no words. Just lines. A control line, solid and dark, and next to it, the line that shouldn't be there. The line that was faint, a whisper of pink, but indisputably present.

Two Lines.

My breath hitched. The clinical, sterile air of the doctor’s office suddenly felt thick and heavy.

“Well,” the doctor said softly, a small smile playing on her lips. “There it is.”

The shock was immediate, physical, and overwhelming. It was as if every cell in my body, which had been bracing for the familiar relief of Not Pregnant, had just hit a wall. Relief? No. This was an ambush. This was a complete, seismic shift in the foundation of my life.

I felt the blood drain from my face. I could hear the rhythmic thump-thump of my own heart in my ears, a panicked drumbeat keeping time with the impossible reality of the two pink stripes.

“No,” I whispered, shaking my head slightly. “No, that can’t be right. The others were all negative.”

The doctor shrugged gently. “Home tests aren’t infallible, especially early on. Your hormone levels might just be spiking now. Congratulations.”

Congratulations. The word was a foreign sound, ringing hollowly in the small room. I felt a confusing, terrifying mix of emotions—not the pure, crystalline joy of my first pregnancy, but a torrent of fear, followed closely by a wave of intense, inexplicable gratitude. Even in the deepest pit of my panic, a tiny, undeniable spark of wonder ignited. This was a life. An unexpected, unwanted, yet now profoundly real life.

“The problem is,” the doctor continued, drawing me back to the present, “according to your last period—which I have here on file from when you were in for Anna’s vaccinations—you should be quite far along. A faint line like that doesn’t match up.”

She moved over to the scanning machine, a large, intimidating device I was all too familiar with. “Let’s just take a quick look.”

As she applied the cold gel and moved the transducer over my abdomen, the shock gave way to a fresh, sharp anxiety. On the screen, the familiar black and grey landscape of my uterus appeared. We were looking for a gestational sac, a tiny speck of a new world forming.

But there was nothing. The screen was empty.

My breath caught again. The faint pink line had just promised me a life, and now the screen was showing me an absence. The doctor's face, which had been mildly congratulatory moments before, was now creased with concern. She pressed harder, tilted the wand, and searched for a long, quiet minute.

“I don’t see anything,” she finally said, switching off the machine and peeling off her gloves. “This is concerning. Given your dates, we should absolutely see something.”

The phrase ectopic pregnancy hung unspoken in the air. The terrifying possibility of a pregnancy developing outside the uterus, a situation that was not only non-viable but a direct threat to my life. My mind raced, a frantic search for solid ground in this sudden emotional earthquake. I had moved from shocked at a positive test to terrified of a life-threatening complication in the span of ten minutes.

“It could be an ectopic,” she confirmed, seeing the question in my eyes. “Or, those dates are simply wrong, and you are much, much earlier than we thought.”

She ordered emergency blood tests, and I left the office in a daze. I drove home, the little slip of paper with the pathology request clenched in my fist. When I walked through the door, Bennie was on the floor, doing tummy time with Anna, whose giggles filled the house. Seeing their faces, my two people, my whole world, the wave of protectiveness was immense. I couldn’t bear to lose a part of my body, a part of my future with them, to a medical crisis.

“I’m pregnant,” I told Bennie, the words tumbling out in a rush, a statement of fact and a cry for help.

He looked up, first confusion, then total disbelief, then a flicker of that same deep-seated fear I was feeling. We didn't have time to process the impossible news. We had to wait.

The next two hours were an agonizing blur. The silence in the house, broken only by Anna’s soft cooing, was deafening. Every time the phone rang, we both jumped. Finally, it did. It was the doctor.

“Your numbers are very low,” she said, her voice calm and measured. “Way too low to be an ectopic, and way too low for your cycle dates. You are simply very, very early. Maybe only four or five weeks. The home tests probably couldn't pick it up yet.”

I sank onto the couch, the sheer physical and emotional release making my knees weak. It wasn't ectopic. It was real, but it was safe. For now.

Bennie sat beside me, his arm going around my shoulders. We looked at each other, stunned into silence. Our six-month-old daughter, a miracle of her own, was crawling across the rug toward my feet. And now, a second miracle, one that felt like a wild, impossible joke.

Two babies, spaced just over a year apart. Our life, which had just started to feel manageable, was about to be turned upside down, inside out, and spun into a dizzying new orbit. The shock was still there, a solid knot in my stomach. The fear of the coming chaos was palpable.

But beneath it all, that small, fierce spark of wonder had grown. A gift. An unexpected, completely overwhelming gift.

This is a gift from God, I thought, letting the full weight of the truth finally settle on my chest. A gift, arriving at the most chaotic, least convenient time, forcing us to lean on faith instead of planning. The journey had begun with a lying digital screen and a terrifying empty sonogram. It had begun with two lines that changed everything. And we, terrified but alive with a strange new hope, were simply holding on for the ride.
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Chapter 2: Shadows on the Screen
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The moment the doctor had confirmed it wasn’t an ectopic pregnancy—that the faint lines and the empty screen were simply the sign of a truly, utterly early start—the terror had receded just enough to allow a precarious layer of hope to form. But hope, I quickly learned, was a fragile thing when you were pregnant again so soon, and it came laced with a persistent, nagging anxiety.

Bennie and I tried to resume normal life, but our normal was already off-kilter. We were living in a permanent state of triage, juggling Misha’s school demands, Anna’s non-existent sleep schedule, and the endless work of farming life. Now, tucked into the frantic folds of our routine, was this tiny, terrifying secret.

The doctor had been clear: "Your levels are rising, which is what we want, but they're still so low. Come back in a week. We need to see something on that screen."

Seven days. It felt like seven years. Every cramp, every twinge, every moment of nausea was analyzed, cross-referenced, and worried over. I found myself hovering over Anna's cot, watching her small chest rise and fall, the physical proof of a life that was healthy and real. It was a grounding exercise, a desperate attempt to believe that this new, hidden life could also be safe.

The Week of Waiting

The first few days were defined by secrecy. We couldn't tell anyone. How could we? The news itself was so unstable, so fraught with the earlier scare. Telling our parents, our friends, or even Misha that there was a baby, only to potentially follow it up with devastating news, was unthinkable. The burden of that silence sat heavy on both Bennie and me. We spoke about the future in hushed tones, usually after midnight when the house was finally silent, trading fantasies and fears like currency.

“We’ll need a bigger car,” Bennie muttered one night, scrolling through images on his phone, the blue light illuminating his tired face. It was such a mundane problem, so solvable. I clung to it, loving the practical absurdity of three children under two.

“We’ll make it work,” I’d reply, but my mind was elsewhere, replaying the doctor's words: I don't see anything.

The fear was more visceral this time than it had been with Anna. With Anna, the fear was about the unknown: Will I be a good mother? Will the birth be okay? This time, the fear was about the body itself—the miraculous, yet deeply flawed, human machine. I felt betrayed by my own biology for not telling me sooner, for giving me those false negatives, and now, for hosting a life that was so reluctant to show itself.

The growing bond with this microscopic life was as unexpected as the pregnancy itself. Every morning, I woke up, placed a hand on my still-flat belly, and silently apologized for the initial shock, the fear, and the logistical complaints. I whispered, You are loved. Please
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