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Chapter One 

 

Long before the sun made its appearance, Amara Dike woke up in a panic. Her heart was 

beating fast against her ribcage. Beads of sweat dripped from her face. It was only a dream. But 

it was the same dream she’d been having for days now. She turned and looked at the other 

occupant in the bed. Her husband, Ejike, was snoring softly. She rubbed her hands together 

quietly in supplication and thanked God for another day. She freed her legs from the covers. 

Moments later, she exited the bedroom and made her way downstairs. 

Amara glanced at the clock on the wall. It was fifteen minutes before five am. She filled 

the kettle with water and sat on one of the bar stools near the island in the center of the kitchen. It 

served as more than a cooking space. She used the little nook in the corner for relaxation. She 

loved this area of the house the most. When the real estate agent showed them this house four 

years ago, this space was what cemented their decision to make an offer. She and Ejike saw the 

potential it had. With some work, they transformed it from a dark and dingy room to a bright and 

airy space. The tall, white cabinets with stainless steel fixtures matched perfectly with the 

modern appliances. The light brown and crème color on the walls complemented the granite 

covered backsplash and island. She loved the window that allowed her to look into the backyard. 

She had imagined watching her kids play while she did the dishes. But that wish hadn’t come 

true. 

A few minutes later, she was nursing a cup of chamomile tea as her mind wandered about 

the meaning of the dream she just had. Her mother-in-law had appeared at her doorstep with a 

young woman and a child.  

I’m being silly. She can’t just show up in Dallas without us knowing. It’s just me. Ejike 

hasn’t taken another wife.  

She was his only wife. She had to keep reassuring herself that her husband loved her. 

Despite her childlessness, he loved her. No matter what her mother-in-law had to say about it, he 



wasn’t taking another wife like most Nigerian men would after years of barrenness. He loved 

her.  

Amara sipped on her now lukewarm tea. Her mind journeyed back to all the years of 

ridicule her mother-in-law had put her through. It started when they hadn’t given her a 

grandchild after the second year of marriage. Six years in and it was still a constant battle, trying 

to convince the other Mrs. Dike that in God’s time, they would have kids. Amara could 

understand her mother-in-law’s anxiety—but not her cruelty—because some days she had a hard 

time convincing herself. If it weren’t for Ejike who stood up to his mother, Amara knew she 

wouldn’t be able to survive. That’s why their appointment the next day was crucial. It had to 

work…it just had to. 

“Father, please, you blessed Hannah and Sarah despite the odds. I’m expectant that you 

will do it for me,” she prayed. 

 She emptied the remnants of the tea down the drain, washed the mug, and headed back 

to the bedroom. She didn’t want Ejike to come down in search of her. He worried about her too 

much already. 

Amara quietly slipped back into bed. Ejike shifted and pulled her close, but didn’t wake 

up. She closed her eyes and snuggled close. She was determined not to let paranoia take over her 

life. But as much as she tried, Amara couldn’t shake the feeling that even with the distance from 

Nigeria where her mother in-law lived, a storm was brewing. 

*** 

The next day Amara sat in deafening silence. The atmosphere was taut like a new rubber 

band. The television hanging on the wall and the occasional swoosh of the door opening were the 

only sounds that could be heard in the lobby area of Another Chance Medical Center. The center 

was supposed to be a place where the hopeless were given hope of starting a family. But after 

two failed intrauterine insemination attempts, Amara struggled to hold on to her faith.  

Amara squeezed her husband’s hand. The smile Ejike gave her used to make all the 

difference. It always had a way of making everything okay. But it was no longer enough. She 

needed a child of her own. This was her last option—in vitro fertilization. Because her husband’s 

smile also meant that he was serious about this being the last time they would go through this.  

“Babe, we pray everything works out. But if it doesn’t, we’re done,” he had said the 

previous night. “I’ve told you I should be enough for you. After six years, I’ve made peace with 



it and surrendered our situation to God. You should try to do the same. Besides, we could always 

adopt.” 

She had opened her mouth to protest to make him see it her way, but it wouldn’t do any 

good. She had been trying for years to make him understand that adopting wasn’t enough. She 

wanted a child of her own – one that would look like him or her. Their own child. She just shut 

her mouth and nodded. 

“Amara Dike, Amara Dike,” a nurse wearing light purple scrubs called for her. 

Amara turned to her husband. “This is it, honey.”  

Ejike stood. “Yes, this is it. Let’s go.” 

Amara and her husband walked hand in hand towards the nurse who was so engrossed in 

the file she was holding that she didn’t see them coming. 

“Good morning,” the nurse said and looked up at them. “How are you all doing this 

morning? Follow me.” 

They strolled down a hall plastered with pictures of newborn babies and their mothers. 

Amara prayed that in a few months, their picture would be there as well. 

The nurse ushered them into a room. “You can stay right here. The doctor will be with 

you shortly.” Not waiting for a response, she shut the door. 

 Amara and her husband sat in silence. After a few moments, Ejike took her hand in his. 

“Father in heaven, we give You praise for today. We thank You for this moment. We ask 

that You take control over the procedure. May Your will be done in our lives. In Jesus’ name we 

pray. Amen” 

“Amen,” she whispered. 

As though on cue, the door opened and Doctor Trickman entered the room. The fifty-five 

year-old man who had the build of a professional athlete had been her doctor since she started 

coming for these treatments. He came highly recommended by her regular gynecologist, Dr. 

Webber. She liked him. His sense of humor helped calm her fears. 

“So how are we today?” Dr. Trickman flipped through her chart. 

“Fine,” they replied. Their tone was low. 

“That’s not the tone I expected. Cheer up. The hard stuff is over. Today we’re at the final 

stage.” He walked over to the sink and washed his hands. “Okay, let me explain to you what 

we’ll be doing today.”  



For the next fifteen minutes, the doctor explained to Amara and Ejike the process by 

which the embryo gets planted into her uterus. Having gone through the stage of stimulation, egg 

retrieval and development, they were at the last step. 

“You need to make sure you relax and let nature take its course,” Dr. Trickman said. “I 

know you might be anxious, but it’s important that you rest. I’m recommending a couple of days 

of bed rest.” He looked at Ejike, as though waiting for a promise that Amara would rest. 

“I’ll make sure she takes it easy.” Ejike looked at his wife and squeezed her hand.  

“Okay, this is it. You ready?” the doctor asked. 

Amara nodded.  

He stood and walked to the door. “Let me get the nurse. Everything is going to be fine.”  

Amara nodded, her legs bouncing up and down unconsciously. She stared at the doctor as 

he left the room. She was thankful for his infectious optimism. It really would be fine. It had to 

be fine. Amara knew she had to have faith, but a part of her wished she could discern for sure 

that it would be.  
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