By Josh Katzowitz

Sometimes, when I’m reading in bed or surfing the Internet – or when I just happen to be watching old highlights of the 2010 Winter Olympics – I think back to the day that everything changed. 


It’s not often that your life switches so suddenly from one sundown to one sunset, from one heartbeat to the next. This, however, was one of those days, one of those moments. 


It was freezing outside, and my wife and I were vegging around the house on a Monday afternoon as the city shut down because of a snowstorm. Inside, we were warm and lazy and relaxed on a Monday afternoon, watching the Opening Ceremonies from Vancouver and thinking about mostly nothing at all.


My wife had a glass of cranberry juice on the coffee table. I had my legs stretched over the arm rest of our easy-chair. 


A moment later, pandemonium. One of the sacs containing one of my twins – Bella, as it turned out – had burst at 29 weeks (in effect, my wife’s water broke) and we needed to get to a hospital as soon as possible. 


When I think back to that – hell, as I’m writing that right now – my mouth is dry. I was a different person back then, didn’t really know what the hell I was doing. I didn’t know the horror and the joy that was to await me for the next week. 


My car was parked on the street, but I couldn’t move it because of the snow. Like my life at that moment, there was no traction. My wife and her big belly waited outside in the cold, the panic setting in, as I shifted into reverse and then drive and then reverse and then drive again. I mashed the gas petal, rocking my body against the seat and willing my car to move forward. Nothing.


So, I stumbled to the garage, fumbled with my wife’s keys for her car and zoomed out of the driveway and into the icy street. I blew through red lights in the snow. I prayed that we wouldn’t crash on our journey. I hoped to keep calm in what were some of the most intense moments of my life. 


Five days later, as much as we wanted to keep the twins inside my wife’s warm, safe body – please let her to make it to 34 weeks at least – the kids decided they were coming.


It’s tough to describe my thoughts. Joy, worry, excitement, regret. I slipped on the scrubs that I was to wear while witnessing my newest loves into the world. With hands shaking, I went to tie the drawstring. It wasn’t there. I searched again. Not there. I looked down, felt around the backside, and there they were. My scrubs were on backward. I took them off, tried again, and I succeeded the second time. 


I daydream about those hours sometimes. Especially as my kids are set to turn one-year old. I think about what could have happened, and I think about the strength my children have shown throughout their lives.


After she was born, Bella never needed additional oxygen – she was on room air the entire time in the N.I.C.U. Noah, despite being at risk for the Wimpy White Boy Syndrome (white males tend to do the worst in the N.I.C.U., behind black girls, white girls and black boys. I’m not kidding. Look it up.) only needed a little help with his breathing and eating.

Other than that, they were in the N.I.C.U. for about six weeks, and they were discharged about a month before they were scheduled to be born. That’s about as short a time as they possibly could have stayed. Amazing to think about then, amazing to reminisce about a year later. 


Now, I look at them, and Bella is smiling and clapping her hands and feeding herself from a bottle while Jonah is crawling though my coffee table and sticking his finger in my mouth and trying to climb stairs. Both have teeth, both chase after little red balls as fast as their hands and feet can carry them and both get so damn excited to see the other. 

I didn’t know if that would be possible on that fateful snowy day. 


A quick confession: I stayed with my wife all day and all night that Monday at the hospital, and I drove home the following afternoon to grab some of our belongings and to hop in the shower. I walked in the front door, saw the glass half-full of cranberry juice, and I swear it was like peering into a past life.

My wife had begun drinking that juice on one day, and 24 hours later, the juice remained as our old lives disappeared like smoke up the chimney. 


I walked upstairs into our master closet, and I saw a score of little boys and girls outfits. On hangers, clean and pure. I sunk to my knees and sobbed. I was scared, and I was trying to be strong for my wife and my unborn children. But I needed a moment to sit by myself and cry. I slumped there for 10 minutes, the tears unending as the little dresses and onesies and pajamas hung above my head. 

At that point, I didn’t know if my children would ever wear them.


A year later, my children are about to hit their first birthday. I’m a different person, I think. More thankful for my kids, more grateful for my wife, more appreciative about my stock in life. 


Sometimes, when I see television shows about life in a N.I.C.U., or I read about a 26-week-old baby dying a few days after birth, my eyes moisten. I’ve become more emotional as a father.

But I don’t cry for my kids anymore. 

I don’t need to. My kids, thank the heavens and knock on wood, are doing just fine. The cranberry juice of our lives now overflows. 
