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A witty and candid glimpse of life in cable news from a long-time anchor who walked away from
the spotlight and found joy in faith, family, and life’s simple pleasures.This upbeat memoir is full
of the edgy humor Patti Ann Browne’s fans love. She takes an honest look at the highs and lows
of her life, both on and off the air. She provides insights into the turbulent world of television
news and weaves in advice for aspiring journalists, parents of preemies, working moms, and
anyone trying to stay grounded in a world that increasingly values superficiality.In this
entertaining and intimate memoir, the woman known by fans as “The Notorious P.A.B.” reveals
why she walked away from her TV news career after three decades. Patti Ann Browne also
shares funny and poignant stories of her life off camera—from how she met her husband four
years after turning down a blind date with him, to her son’s near death shortly after his premature
birth and how it changed her perspective on life. She chronicles life as an “Irish triplet,” and tells
the dramatic story of her twin sister secretly placing a baby for adoption and being reunited with
him decades later.While many books declare that you can “have it all,” Patti Ann dares to say no
one can…but with flexibility and gratitude, you can come close. From local cable to MSNBC and
then Fox, the #1 cable news network in America, Patti Ann describes her determination to write
her own story. She resists the pressures of climbing to the top and the sacrifices that entails,
ultimately choosing faith and family.From her humble upbringing in Queens to rubbing elbows
daily with the world’s movers and shakers in Manhattan, Patti Ann explains how she found a way
to enjoy the perks of the glamorous life of an anchor while (mostly) avoiding the pitfalls.Fiercely
protective of her middle-class lifestyle, Patti Ann believes simple pleasures are life’s greatest
joys. Her uplifting story is one of following your heart, owning your mistakes, living with integrity,
and leaving the rest to God. Rooted in faith and optimism, it’s a redemptive tale of humility and
serendipity. Patti Ann demonstrates that with hard work and a willingness to change course, we
can all write a life story with a happy ending.

"I'm so proud of my friend Patti Ann who has written a beautiful, honest and emotional memoir. In
the world of TV, you only see the 'perfect' version of ourselves, while behind the scenes life can
get messy and complicated. If you're planning a career in broadcasting, Patti Ann gives you a
wonderful road map on how to achieve your dreams. She also gives great advice on when might
be the time to try something new. The bottom line is, it's always important to stay true to yourself,
know what's precious in life, and the rest will fall into place." -- Janice Dean, Fox News Senior
Meteorologist and NY Times bestselling author "Patti Ann Browne is the ultimate professional
and a friend I have known for almost her entire career. Her memoir is a must-read: behind the
scenes at cable news; her victories and crises; her strong, loving family; her son's courageous
efforts to overcome serious health crises. All told with class and self-deprecating humor in a



genuinely conversational tone. Patti Ann Browne is the real deal!" -- Peter King, Former US
Congressman "Patti Ann has written a must-read memoir. From the Fordham University
newsroom to Fox News Channel, she takes you on a journey of her personal and professional
triumphs and disappointments. Along the way, life lessons are dispensed, making you feel like
you have been friends for years." -- Carl Denaro, Author of "The Son of Sam and Me: The Truth
About Why I Wasn't Shot by David Berkowitz" "Incredibly moving...a real page turner...so
powerful." -- GREG KELLY, Newsmax TV host, radio & podcast host, retired U.S. Marine "There
is so much more to a TV news anchor's work than meets the viewer's eye—hours of preparation,
rewrites, wardrobe, guests, laughter, mishaps. Patti Ann Browne's memoir of her career, and the
life she has led off camera, is charming, funny, self-deprecating, and heart wrenching. Above all,
as she now invites her viewers to see the 'big picture' of her life, she movingly reveals how she
discovered the loving God as her real producer, who was always behind the scenes and present
to every step she took." -- DAVID G. BONAGURA, JR., Author of "Steadfast in Faith" and
"Staying with the Catholic Church" --This text refers to the hardcover edition.About the
AuthorPatti Ann Browne was a TV news anchor for three decades. Best known for her seventeen
years with Fox News Channel, she co-hosted a morning show with Ainsley Earhardt and others
for almost two years, appeared nightly on Glenn Beck’s top-rated Fox News program for its
entire run, and was a regular on the late-night talk show Red Eye with Greg Gutfeld.Also a
veteran of MSNBC and News 12 Long Island, Patti Ann is a Fordham University alum and has a
master’s degree from the New York Institute of Technology. Having quit the news business in
2018, she does some voiceover work, speaking engagements, and volunteering, while enjoying
life on Long Island with her husband and teenage son.Named one of the “Top 30 in Irish
American Media” nationwide, Patti Ann is the recipient of an Associated Press Regional Award
for 1st Place Documentary Feature, a FOLIO Award, and the Dennis Puleston Award for
Environmental Achievement. She was featured in World of Hibernia magazine as one of the
“New New York Irish: Bright, Brave and Breaking New Boundaries in NYC.” A practicing Catholic,
Patti Ann is in the Brooklyn Diocese Hall of Fame (which includes Queens, where she grew
up).For on-air photos, links to videos and her social media, see www.PattiAnnBrowne.net --This
text refers to the hardcover edition.
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Advance Praise forWrite Your Own Story“I’m so proud of my friend Patti Ann who has written a
beautiful, honest, and emotional memoir. In the world of TV, you only see the ‘perfect’ version of
ourselves, while behind the scenes life can get messy and complicated. If you’re planning a
career in broadcasting, Patti Ann gives you a wonderful road map on how to achieve your
dreams. She also gives great advice on when might be the time to try something new. The
bottom line is, it’s always important to stay true to yourself, know what’s precious in life, and the
rest will fall into place.”—Janice Dean, Fox News Senior Meteorologist and New York Times
bestselling author“Patti Ann Browne is the ultimate professional and a friend I have known for
almost her entire career. Her memoir is a must-read: behind the scenes at cable news; her
victories and crises; her strong, loving family; her son’s courageous efforts to overcome serious
health crises. All told with class and self-deprecating humor in a genuinely conversational tone.
Patti Ann Browne is the real deal!” —Peter King, Former US Congressman“There is so much
more to a TV news anchor’s work than meets the viewer’s eye—hours of preparation, rewrites,
wardrobe, guests, laughter, mishaps. Patti Ann Browne’s memoir of her career, and the life she
has led off camera, is charming, funny, self-deprecating, and heart wrenching. Above all, as she
now invites her viewers to see the ‘big picture’ of her life, she movingly reveals how she
discovered the loving God as her real producer, who was always behind the scenes and present
to every step she took.”—David G. Bonagura, Jr., Author of Steadfast in Faith and Staying with
the Catholic Church“Patti Ann has written a must-read memoir. From the Fordham University
newsroom to Fox News Channel, she takes you on a journey of her personal and professional
triumphs and disappointments. Along the way, life lessons are dispensed, making you feel like
you have been friends for years.”—Carl Denaro, Author of The Son of Sam and Me: The Truth
About Why I Wasn’t Shot by David BerkowitzA POST HILL PRESS BOOKWrite Your Own
Story:How I Took Control by Letting Go© 2022 by Patti Ann BrowneAll Rights ReservedCover
photo by Barry MorgensteinThis is a work of nonfiction. All people, locations, events, and
situationsare portrayed to the best of the author’s memory.No part of this book may be
reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted by any means without the written
permission of the author and publisher.Post Hill PressNew York •
Nashvilleposthillpress.comPublished in the United States of AmericaWith gratitude to my
parents,who gave me the courage to pursue my dreamsand the faith to stay grounded
throughout my life.CONTENTSAuthor’s NoteChapter 1: Much Wanted, Strong-Willed Chapter 2:
Triangles and Squares Chapter 3: The Jigsaw Puzzle Chapter 4: DoorsChapter 5: Plant Another
Crop, See What Grows Chapter 6: Jumping the Fence Chapter 7: Fox on the Run Chapter 8:
Musical Chairs Chapter 9: Cool Roman Catholics Chapter 10: “Amen, Alleluia” Chapter 11: The
Notorious P.A.B. Chapter 12: PatrickChapter 13: SeasonsChapter 14: HunterChapter 15: Writing
My Own Story AcknowledgmentsPhoto InsertAUTHOR’S NOTE“Memory Lane is full of
potholes.”-AnonymousThis memoir is the true story of my life. Most of the events in this book



took place years or even decades ago. I describe them as faithfully as my memory allows. But
memories are not always reliable. I researched what I could, digging up old documents and
photos. In cases where other people were involved, I tried to contact those people to ask if their
accounts were consistent with mine. In some instances, tweaks were made as a result of those
contacts. In all instances, I shared my story as honestly as I could.There are things I chose to
leave out. A memoir is like a photo album, but with words. When we choose pictures for an
album, we pick the happy ones, the funny ones, the flattering ones. Likewise, my book is a
selection of my favorite memories, although I tried to include some valleys along with the
hills.This memoir has some dramatic chapters and some much more lighthearted sections. If at
any point you can’t decide if I’m being serious or making a joke, it’s safe to assume I was trying
(and apparently failing) to be funny. Sometimes sarcastic humor doesn’t come across well in
print.I wrote this book myself. There was no ghostwriter, and my editor took a “hands off”
approach, correcting some punctuation and grammar but respecting my style and vision.I hope
you get something out of it. May God bless you as you write your own life story.-PAChapter
1Much Wanted, Strong-WilledWhen the elevator doors opened onto the floor of the neonatal
intensive care unit, it was obvious something was wrong. Mike and I, back from a brief lunch
outside the hospital, were greeted by deafening sirens, flashing lights, and doctors and nurses
running toward the room our son shared with several other premature babies. It was a code blue.
My heart sank, and I said to my husband, “Something terrible is happening to someone’s
baby!”We walked down the hall, trying to stay out of everyone’s way, while I silently prayed for
the poor family whose baby was in distress. We reached the large room and entered. I felt like I’d
been punched in the gut.“It’s ours!” I wailed as we ran to Connor’s incubator in the corner near
the window.We couldn’t get too close. The top had been removed, and our tiny son was
surrounded by doctors and nurses frantically trying to save his life. It wasn’t going well. He was
lifeless, dark purple, his monitor showing no signs of heartbeat or breathing. He looked so alone.
A doctor was trying to insert a breathing tube into his impossibly small body. I heard the doctor
mutter in a low but clearly frustrated voice, “I can’t get a vent!”“Connor!” I yelled, panic and
despair quickly overtaking me. The doctors looked our way, and one said to a nurse, “Get them
out of here.”She approached us and said, “I’m sorry, but you need to wait outside.”We were
ushered out of the room, past the other babies’ parents staring at us with fear and pity. The nurse
noticed them and said, “All of you have to leave.”In the hall, barely able to speak, I asked her,
“What happened? He was okay when we left!”She said he had stopped breathing—something
not uncommon in the NICU (fittingly pronounced “NICK-you” since it leaves scars on your heart).
It had happened to Connor countless times in the 16 days since his birth at just 29 weeks. But in
the past, the measures used to resuscitate him had worked. This time, they hadn’t. He had
crashed.Standing in the hall, Mike and I desperately prayed. He called his parents while I called
mine, imploring them to pray too. After what seemed like an eternity, a doctor came out. We
looked at him hopefully. He shook his head and said, “Nothing yet.”I sank to the floor and cried,
my back against the wall. Mike sat down next to me and held me.How many minutes had



passed? About five, Mike said.And how many had passed before we got there? No way to know,
he said.If he’s revived now, could he possibly be okay after so much time without oxygen?My
husband, a pediatrician who worked for that hospital and had done rotations in that NICU,
assured me that some babies are fine even after a long time without oxygen. But I was looking in
his eyes when he said it. There was fear in them.And then he jumped up. “I have to go back in
and baptize him.”It was a knife in my heart. That’s when I knew we were probably going to lose
him.When Connor was born 11 weeks early, weighing barely two pounds, all four of our parents
urged us to baptize him immediately. After all, he was in intensive care on breathing equipment.
It was “touch and go.” They even gave us special bottles of holy water to use for an emergency
baptism. My parents brought us one from the Knock Shrine in our ancestral Irish home, County
Mayo. Mike’s parents gave us a bottle from Lourdes. Both bottles were at Connor’s bedside,
ready for use.But Mike said no. Mike had seen many NICU babies during his practice, and he
said Connor looked great for a preemie. His vitals were strong, and he was gradually gaining
weight from my pumped breast milk, fed to him through the tiniest tube I’d ever seen. The other
doctors agreed. Connor looked good.There was no need for a hospital baptism. Our son would
have a “real” christening in a church, surrounded by loved ones, followed by a big party. Under
Catholic church rules, once a baby is baptized there can be no “do-over.” So we should only
baptize him in the NICU if he was about to die.And there it was. Mike believed Connor was about
to die. Maybe he was already gone. Left alone in the hall while Mike ran back into the room, I
sobbed. The couples who’d been kicked out were standing nearby holding each other, many
crying, too.I called my parents back. My mom had clearly been crying. “Is he back?”“No!” I
answered hysterically. “Pray harder! Please! I can’t lose him now! I can’t!”I prayed to God and
bargained with Him. “God, please bring him back to me. I promise, I will raise him to love You. I
love him. I need him back!”I had waited so long for Connor. My career was my priority for too
many years. I met Mike when I was 37, married him when I was 38, and had Connor when I was
39. I certainly wasn’t the oldest woman ever to have a baby. But my obstetrician had made it
clear that I was of “advanced maternal age.” This put my baby at a higher risk for all sorts of bad
things.So I did everything right during my pregnancy—ate healthy; took prenatal vitamins; gave
up caffeine, alcohol, artificial sweeteners. I read lots of books and followed all the advice.But
things started to go wrong early on. Just shy of three months, I was sitting in my office at Fox
News Channel, preparing to solo anchor a live show. I stood up to head to the studio, and there
was an enormous puddle of blood on my chair. Gripped by fear, I started rushing down the hall
toward the bathroom, then realized I was dripping blood the whole way. I hurried back to my
office.I called my producer, Tom Lowell, and said, “I think I’m having a miscarriage!”“You’re
pregnant?” he replied. I hadn’t announced yet. “Stay where you are. I’m calling an
ambulance!”Distraught, I called Mike and my parents. Moments later, another producer, Dave
Brown, knocked on my door. “What can I do?”Dave tried to keep me calm while we waited for the
EMTs. I tearfully told him I was sure I was losing the baby. I’ve known lots of women who’ve
miscarried. I knew this was the sign.When the EMTs arrived, they were sure too. I asked if there



was any way this could be something else. One gently told me, “Given the amount of blood I’m
seeing in your office and in the hall, it’s unlikely.”They explained that there was nothing they
could do to stop a miscarriage. They were taking me to the hospital just to keep me comfortable.I
cried as I was loaded onto a stretcher and wheeled down the hall. Colleagues stood at their
cubicles, wishing me well. Word had spread fast. Chris Knowles, then a Fox meteorologist,
yelled from his office door, “We’re praying for you, Patti Ann.” We turned a corner, and I saw my
reflection in a full-length mirror in another anchor’s office. My thick on-air mascara was running
down my face with my tears. It was quite a sight. I couldn’t care less. My heart was absolutely
broken.I remember thinking this was the worst day of my life. But miraculously, it was a false
alarm. When we got to the hospital, a sonogram showed my baby, still there, with his little heart
clearly beating, fast and strong. Heart still beating. Prayers answered. I rejoiced with Mike and
my parents, who had met me at the ER.But I now had a glimpse of the pain experienced by so
many women—the devastation of losing a child through miscarriage. My heart aches for all of
you who’ve been there.I remember thinking we’ll start again. I’ll get pregnant again. But I already
loved this baby. This baby was real. The love a pregnant woman has for her child is so strong. It’s
already a precious life.After that scare, since doctors weren’t sure what had caused the
excessive bleeding, I was put on home bed rest. I stayed with my parents in Queens, since I
needed to be “waited on” and Mike had to work. He visited often, and my sisters, Colleen and
Mary Lou, would call. Fox VP John Moody checked in and told me to take all the time I needed.
Fox was the most family-friendly shop I’d ever worked at. That’s one of many reasons I stayed
there for 17 years.After six weeks of being pampered by my parents, I was cleared for regular
activity again. There had been no more big bleeds, and sonograms showed the baby (who we
now knew was a boy!) was growing.I returned to work, and my Fox family expressed joy at
hearing that my pregnancy was back on track. My longtime makeup artist, Iren Halperin, kindly
reassured me with details of her own troubled pregnancy, which led to the birth of her healthy,
beautiful daughter. As for the show I was about to anchor when I abruptly left, I was told
someone grabbed the talented Laurie Dhue as she was walking out and threw her on set to sub
for me, completely unprepared. She didn’t miss a beat. Entertainment correspondent Bill
McCuddy, the office comedian, joked that a “hazmat crew” had come in and cleaned up our
office. (At least, I think he was joking.) Several colleagues mentioned that during my absence,
my sometime co-anchor Julian Phillips had held regular prayer circles for my baby and for me.
Fellow anchor Lauren Green also told me she had been praying, as did Geraldo Rivera, whose
wife, Erica, was pregnant at the same time. I was truly blessed to have such wonderful co-
workers. All seemed well.But it wasn’t.At 24 weeks and six days (a pregnancy is supposed to be
40 weeks), I was vacuuming our living room in advance of a visit from Mike’s parents to our
apartment in Manhattan. I felt a big gush.Assuming it was another bleed, I dropped the vacuum
and rushed to the bathroom. Mike saw me and followed.I was relieved to tell him it was just some
clear fluid pouring out of me, not blood.He looked in the toilet and his face went pale.“It’s
amniotic fluid,” he said in a low voice. “Your water just broke.”“What?” I scoffed, almost laughing.



“No, my water did not break. I’m only at 24 weeks! What else could it be?”“It’s amniotic fluid. We
have to get you to the hospital. What do you need me to pack?”“We can’t go the hospital,” I
replied, still in remarkable denial. “Your parents are coming for dinner.”Mike, who is both a doctor
and a pragmatist, again insisted, speaking slowly now. “Your water just broke. What do you need
me to pack for the hospital?”Finally starting to comprehend the gravity of the situation, I said, “I
don’t know! I haven’t gotten to that part of the books yet. I’m only at 24 weeks!”He threw some
stuff in a bag, and we caught a cab to the hospital.On the way, he called my Uncle Rob and Aunt
Helen, who also lived in Manhattan, and asked them to take our dog, Hunter, from our
apartment. As I sat trembling uncontrollably in the taxi, I heard him ask them to be prepared to
keep the dog for a while.Once at the hospital, Mike told the reception desk that my water broke.
Hearing how early I was, a doctor “explained” that it was probably just urine. It’s common for
pregnant women to “leak” a little, due to increased pressure on their bladder.Mike and I both
insisted that it was definitely not urine. We also told them about my earlier problems. But
unfortunately, we had not retrieved a sample of the fluid from the toilet. (Please do this if you end
up in a similar situation.) So the doctor was unconvinced, and instructed me to walk laps around
the floor while wearing a pad, in hopes that I would leak again so they could test the fluid.In
retrospect, this was astonishingly irresponsible advice. After several laps, I did leak again, and
they analyzed the material on the pad. Discovering that it was, in fact, amniotic fluid, they put me
on a bed and told me to move as little as possible.A different doctor came into our room and
ominously led with “I’m sorry.” She confirmed that my amniotic sac had ruptured, and my
pregnancy had taken a dramatic turn for the worse. She said premature rupture typically leads to
labor within 24 to 48 hours.If that were to happen, she calmly rattled off a long and devastating
list of complications our son was likely to suffer for his entire life. Premature babies are at risk for
breathing problems, muscle weakness, heart abnormalities, intestinal issues, hearing and vision
problems, neurological disorders, poor immunity, and social difficulties.That list is for babies
born at 37 weeks or less. I was less than 25 weeks along. There have been babies born even
earlier who have done well, but the doctor warned that statistically speaking, the prognosis was
not good. Babies born at this stage often didn’t even survive. And those who did struggled. She
said while advances had been made in caring for premature babies, there was a limit to what
doctors could do.Contemplating my son’s future with severe health problems, I cried so hard my
whole body was heaving and shuddering. I asked the doctor if there was anything I could do to
postpone his birth. Without a trace of irony, she said it was essential that I stay positive and think
happy thoughts. Oh, and try not to move or shake.She said that in some cases, a ruptured
membrane does not lead to imminent labor. While an early rupture usually means the body is
trying to push the baby out due to infection or some other complication, sometimes the sac
ruptures for no apparent reason, and it doesn’t induce labor.In those cases, the mother can
sometimes stave off delivery for a week or two, despite the womb being compromised. I was not
in labor—no contractions, no dilating. And there were no signs of infection or fetal distress. The
doctors were already remarking that the baby’s vitals were excellent given the situation. He was



a fighter. So I could possibly buy my son more time in the womb by staying hospitalized on strict
bed rest. The average, for babies not delivered within that first one to two days, is 10 days. Some
women go longer. The doctor explained that every day he stayed inside me would make a huge
difference.So I was wheeled to a room in the maternity ward, where I was told to stay flat on my
back to eliminate downward pressure on my womb. Since my sac was ruptured, our son was
swimming in low fluid. I was being given intravenous liquids to replenish the fluid in the sac, but
every time it reached a certain level, it would leak out onto my pad. The sac’s fluid level was
periodically measured by sonogram. It was usually between 10 and 30 percent of what it should
be. Not comfortable for the baby.I was not allowed to sit up, other than briefly for meals. I wasn’t
supposed to stand or walk to the bathroom (a bed pan was nearby). I was given steroid shots to
speed up the baby’s lung development, and antibiotics to ward off infection. Every so often, a
contraption on my mattress would inflate around my legs, squeezing them to get the blood
flowing and avoid clots, since I was dangerously immobile. A fetal monitor was strapped across
my stomach, as well as a separate monitor for my own heart. My temperature was taken
frequently. If either of us showed signs of infection or distress, the baby would have to come out.I
was determined that this would not happen. I wanted this baby more than anything. I resolved to
stay calm and happy, lying on my back staring at the ceiling, marinating in my own sweat, for as
long as possible. I prayed to God to keep my son comfortable in his low-water environment. I
prayed that both of us would avoid infection, despite the fact that my womb was now exposed. I
looked around at my new home. There was pretty flowered wallpaper trim just under the ceiling (I
can still picture it perfectly). A TV was mounted very high up on the wall. I could do this. One day
at a time.I was there for 31 days.The morning after my first night there, Mike came to my room
and suggested we decide on a name. Of course, we had started talking about it earlier. But we
had only gotten as far as tossing around ideas, thinking we had many more months to choose
one. Now it seemed we would only have days or hours.We agreed we liked Irish names,
although both of us are also part German, and Mike has other ethnicities mixed in as well.I said,
“Throw out a name you like.”He said, “Connor.”I loved it. I said, “When you go home tonight,
please look it up and find out what it means.”The next morning, Mike showed up in my room
grinning, waving a computer printout.“Connor,” he said, “means much-wanted and strong-
willed.”It was perfect.“Also,” he continued, “lover of hounds.”Our dog, Hunter, was a hound.I
smiled. “Well, I guess we have our name.”Since Mike worked at the hospital, he was able to stop
by my room often. On days when the baby’s vitals started to look iffy, he slept in a chair next to
my bed. My parents and sisters also visited, as well as Mike’s parents and sister. Other friends
and family offered to come, but I usually declined. They reasonably assumed I must be going out
of my mind with boredom. But oddly, that wasn’t the case. There were some bad days, but
overall, I was at peace. And I was wary of too much excitement.I knew my job was to lie in this
bed and relax, and it was an incredibly important job. My sister Colleen printed out large photos
of my family and Hunter, and taped them high up on the walls to keep me company and make
me feel more at home.Every morning, my nurse would enter the room smiling and say, “I can’t



believe you’re still here!” There was a calendar on the wall, and every day I felt gratitude when
the nurse put an “X” through another number.I spent some of my time educating myself on the
care of a premature baby. Mike bought me The Premature Baby Book by Dr. Sears. I found a way
to prop it up on my food tray and read it while lying down. I was saddened to read that some
mothers have difficulty bonding with their preemies. Premature infants aren’t fat and soft and
cuddly like full-term babies. They’re bony, scrawny, and their skin is rough. Some moms have
trouble adjusting. I stared at the photos of preemies, so that when I first laid eyes on my own, I
would be prepared and happy.Alisyn Camerota, then a Fox anchor, kindly called to offer me
advice and encouragement. She had recently given birth to very premature twins. Her babies
were doing great after a rough start in life. Her most important tip was to request a breast pump
immediately after my son was delivered. When a baby is born months early, the mother’s milk
usually hasn’t “come in” yet. It needs to be aggressively coaxed out—the sooner the better.
Otherwise, it dries up, and there is no way to get that opportunity back. Even if Connor was too
weak to nurse at first, he could still get my breast milk through a feeding tube. I filed this away in
my mind.I also prayed a lot and watched a ton of TV. One day, Mike was coming down the hall to
see me and heard what he thought was loud crying from my room. He rushed in to find me
laughing with Colleen, watching the movie The Naked Gun on the television. It’s a crude,
ridiculous movie, but my twin, also known as my “mind reader,” had figured out I needed levity.
After that, Mike showed up with a stack of DVDs of over-the-top comedies. Even during the most
serious of times, it’s important to laugh.After a while, I was permitted to use the bathroom and
even shower every few days. My Fox hair stylist, Carol Kandhai, called to say hi and ask what
she could do. I described the situation to her, and she graciously came to cut my hair, which was
long and caked with sweat. What a relief to have it off my neck.Twenty-nine weeks and two days
into my pregnancy, I lost a lot of fluid. Normally, Connor’s vitals remained satisfactory even after
a gusher. Not this time. I guess he had just had enough. His numbers started to fluctuate. They
stabilized, but I was moved to the labor and delivery ward for the night, just in case.In the middle
of that night, I awoke concerned. I don’t know why, other than that God was whispering to me. I
glanced at the monitor. Connor’s heart rate was not showing up. Not a big deal. Very often while I
slept, the fetal monitor would shift off the baby, and I’d lose the heartbeat. After 31 days in the
hospital, I knew how to slide the monitor around on my stomach until I found the beat again.But
this time no matter where I rolled that monitor, I could not find a heartbeat. I called to Mike, who
was sleeping on the chair. He slid the monitor all around, then uttered a quiet expletive. He
hurried out of the room.Moments later, a team of doctors rushed in with a sonogram machine,
Mike in tow. Within seconds, they had the device on my stomach, and I could see Connor’s tiny
form on the screen. What I could not see was a heartbeat. There was a faint blip, every so often.
Way too weak and sluggish.Another expletive from my husband.The doctors urgently wheeled
me out of the room on my bed, saying, “Your baby is going to be delivered right now by C-
section.”As we hurtled down the hall, an anesthesiologist fired off questions about allergies and
reactions, which I struggled to answer in my distress.At the same time, Mike asked the surgeon,



whom he knew from his residency, if he could be in the room.The doctor replied, “Normally no,
but since you’re an attending physician, yes. Go scrub in!”Mike was gone, and I was in the
brightly-lit operating room, feeling like I had failed my son. It was too soon. I was still 11 weeks
early. Connor had been “measured” earlier that day. It’s not exact, but they use ultrasound to
estimate weight. They had pegged him at less than two pounds. The doctors had told us
outcomes were much better for babies born over two pounds. He was too small. He was too
young.A doctor commented that Connor’s heartbeat was looking a little stronger.I said, “Maybe
this means we can wait. Give him more time?”The surgeon replied, “Maybe, but it’s probably just
your adrenaline giving him a temporary boost. We need to prep you just in case.”I was lifted off
my bed and onto the operating table.I heard hushed gasps and muttering.I turned my head.The
bed I had been removed from was drenched in blood.“Mom’s hemorrhaging!” the surgeon
announced. “Now we have to operate or we might lose the mom. Get her blood typed and
crossed, and have blood ready to transfuse.”So now they were concerned for both of our lives.
This was it. It was happening now. And I might die. Connor might live without his mother—if he
lived at all. Could Mike bear to lose both of us? And if he lived, Connor might be severely
disabled. Could Mike handle that without me? I prayed. I begged for Connor’s life and mine.They
drew a curtain across my waist.Mike appeared at my side in scrubs. I told him, “I love you.”He
said, “I love you too.”I was afraid those might be our last words. Mike looked worried. I didn’t
know it then, but he had seen the blood-soaked bed and was fully aware of the implications of
that. He held my hand. The anesthesia was working, and I couldn’t feel anything below my chest.
I told the anesthesiologist I felt like I wasn’t breathing. Maybe I was dying. He said most patients
feel that way during a C-section, but if I can talk, I can breathe. He said my vitals looked fine. I
tried to stay calm.I was awake through it all, and after mere minutes, a voice from the other side
of the curtain said, “He’s out! Good tone!”He was alive. Our miracle baby! I heard no crying, but I
knew from the preemie book that most premature infants are too weak to cry.I turned to Mike,
still holding my hand. “He’s out?” I asked. “How does he look?”Mike peeked around the curtain
and looked pleased.“He looks great! Big!”I yelled, “Hi Connor! I’m your mommy! I love you!”Then
they whisked him out of the room. I still hadn’t seen him.The doctors said they were sewing me
up.“So am I okay?” I asked. “What about the bleeding?”They were already past that. “Oh, you’re
fine. Whatever that was, it wasn’t life-threatening.”I turned to Mike. “Go stay with Connor.”He left,
looking like a proud daddy. I said a prayer of thanks.We had it all planned in advance. The
preemie book said if you already know you’re having a preemie, have a plan in place. You’re
going to want someone to stay with the baby. That would be Mike. But that leaves the mom
alone, so plan to call someone when the delivery is starting, so they can come and stay with the
mom. Mike had called my mother, who had called my sister Colleen, who lives in another state. It
was midnight. They both came. We had all been waiting a long time for this moment. And so far,
things looked good. I was happy.As I recovered, I asked them how their drives to the hospital
had gone. My mom replied that she got terribly lost and finally asked a cop, “How do you get to
Broadway?”I joked, “And the cop replied: ‘Practice, practice, practice.’” Colleen was pleasantly



surprised that I was telling goofy jokes when my son had just been born 11 weeks premature. It
showed how truly elated I was by the news that Connor seemed healthy. (I was also high on
some sort of pain-killing drug cocktail the hospital had put in my IV.)While my mom stayed by my
side, Colleen went to find Mike and Connor. She returned, saying she was allowed to take me to
them. I was moved to a wheelchair, which she steered through the halls. As we approached the
NICU nursery, I could hear a baby crying incredibly loudly. My motherly instinct kicked in.I said,
“That’s my Connor crying!”“No,” Colleen replied gently. “Remember, you read that preemies don’t
cry because their lungs are underdeveloped? Connor isn’t crying.”She later told me it was the
detail that had pained her the most when she saw him earlier. She was prepared for him to be
tiny, but not for the silence. He was so quiet. It was unnatural and heartbreaking.We entered the
room and there was Mike, holding the tiniest, loudest baby I’d ever seen. Connor was beet red
and crying at the top of his little lungs. It was music to my ears.“He’s crying!” I said proudly to
Mike.“He sure is!”Colleen was overjoyed to see that Connor had already gained enough strength
to cry.“He looks like an alien!” I observed, beaming with love.Mike and Colleen both laughed.
Well, it was true. He looked like a frog with ET’s head—even smaller than most of the pictures in
the book. But he was beautiful to me.I wasn’t allowed to hold him yet (Mike could, because he
was a doctor in scrubs), but I talked to him and let him wrap his tiny finger around mine. It
seemed to calm his crying. Then he had to go to his new home, his Isolette incubator.I went
back to my room with my mom and requested a breast pump.Connor weighed two pounds, six
ounces at birth. That’s very small, but since we were expecting a baby under two pounds, we
were thrilled. His Apgar scores (which assess an infant’s overall health at birth) were good, and
his vital stats were decent, considering the circumstances.But his lungs were underdeveloped,
and he was on breathing equipment known as CPAP (continuous positive airway pressure). And
it seemed like every inch of his tiny body had something taped to it and wires coming out of it.
His monitor beeped frequently, alerting us to bradycardias (heart slowdowns requiring
intervention), apnea (slowed breathing), and “de-sats” (decreased oxygen saturation).He was
jaundiced, so he had to lie blindfolded under special lights for six days, which is not uncommon,
but it just increased his apparent discomfort. A brutal spinal tap when he ran a fever added insult
to injury. I spent most of every day at Connor’s side. Mike and I were allowed to hold him for brief
periods at first, then longer periods as he got stronger.Studies show that preemies benefit
medically and emotionally from skin-to-skin contact with their parents (known as kangaroo care).
So I would rest him against my chest, my elbows propped up on a Boppy pillow, his wires still
attached to the monitor, a robe wrapped around us both. I sang to him and read him lots of
stories. Relatives would visit, welcoming him to the family, speaking at first into the holes of his
incubator, letting him grab their fingers, later holding him when allowed. He seemed pretty
content.The nurses taught me how to “stimulate” him to get his heart back up to speed when his
alarm went off. Sometimes loudly yelling his name was enough. Other times he needed his foot
tickled or squeezed, or his back tapped. As the days went by, his monitor was beeping less, and
he required less stimulation to be revived.Things were moving in the right direction.Until they



weren’t.After about two weeks, things started going backwards. He started de-saturating more
frequently, and it was taking longer to revive him. I mentioned it to the doctors during morning
rounds (the only time I saw them all day). They were not concerned. They said there’s often a
“honeymoon phase” after which a preemie might have a few setbacks, but it’s nothing to worry
about.But it got alarmingly worse. The de-sats were downright scary. He wasn’t responding to
simple stimulation. The nurses had to resort to more dramatic interventions. A few times, he
turned gray. One time he went past gray to blue, and for the first time required “bagging” (an
inflating bag to push oxygen into a mask placed over his face).As his mom, who had kept vigil
over him for weeks, I could tell Connor was different. His body looked tense and his facial
expression, which had been pretty relaxed, was now a constant wince.The doctors suspected
infection and put him on antibiotics, but he continued to go downhill.Finally, during morning
rounds on day 16, a NICU nurse recommended that the doctors give him a blood transfusion.
They were dismissive at first, but she was persistent. She told them he was “quite symptomatic”
and mentioned having to bag him. They agreed, and a transfusion was begun a few hours
later.Exhausted from all the worry, having barely left Connor’s side for days as his condition
deteriorated, I now felt comfortable getting a quick lunch with Mike across the street. The doctor
said it would take a few hours for the transfusion to improve Connor’s condition, but I was
relieved knowing the “cure” was at last underway. Plus, I was starving.So we left Connor in his
incubator, confident that life-saving blood was now coursing through his veins. We returned from
lunch to find our infant son coding. He wasn’t breathing, and there were no signs of life. After we
were escorted from the room, precious minutes passed as we waited in the hall, aware that each
passing second meant a potentially worse future for Connor, if he survived at all.As the doctors
struggled to save Connor, Mike re-entered the room and grabbed one of the bottles of holy water
from the nightstand next to his incubator.“Excuse me,” he said, trying to clear a path between
two nurses to stand beside Connor’s unresponsive body. One of the nurses later told us she
thought Mike had gone mad and was hoping to save Connor himself. But the other nurse saw
it.“He’s baptizing him! Let him through.”Mike quickly prayed, “I baptize you in the name of the
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit.”He used the holy water to make a sign of the cross on Connor’s
cold, gray forehead. Mike has never told anyone which bottle he used. Not even me.As quickly
as he ran in, Mike left so the doctors could continue their work. Waiting in the hall, I scanned
Mike’s face for a sign of hope. There was none.“Still nothing,” he said.“It’s been too long,” I
exclaimed. “Too long!”But soon a doctor emerged, looking somber but more upbeat than
earlier.Removing his mask, he said, “He’s back.”I almost couldn’t believe my ears.“Thank God!”
we both exclaimed.But we were almost afraid to ask the follow-up.“How is he?”The doctor
replied, “It’s too soon to say. Anything can happen. He’s intubated, but so far he looks good.
Sometimes when babies emerge from an episode like this, their eyes aren’t focused, their color
is off, and they appear dazed. That’s an indication the oxygen loss may have caused brain
damage. But once we got an airway into your son, his color instantly went back to pink, and he
started tugging at the breathing tube, which is a great sign. It’s like he was saying, ‘What the hell



is this thing down my throat? Get it out of me!’ We literally had to fight with him to stop him from
yanking out the vent. He’s a tough cookie. I’m cautiously optimistic.”A wave of relief came over
me. “Can we see him?”“Sure. You can’t touch him. But you can see him.”We hurried to Connor’s
Isolette, and there he was—pink again, breathing again, looking at us through the glass when
we called his name. He looked exhausted, not surprisingly, and the ventilator looked horribly
uncomfortable, but he was back. It seemed miraculous that this was the same baby who 10
minutes earlier had showed no signs of life and was ash-colored from lack of oxygen.I told him I
loved him, my arms draped over the top of the incubator, my face pressed against the glass,
tears streaming down my cheeks.Much wanted. Strong willed. Connor.Chapter 2Triangles and
SquaresMy own birth story also had some drama. My mom didn’t even know she was carrying
me until I was born. Okay, that’s completely true but highly misleading! My mom had no idea she
was having twins. My mom was enormous when she was pregnant, but doctors were convinced
she was having one huge baby. Sonograms were not routine when I was born back in the Dark
Ages. And due to the way my sister and I were positioned in the womb, only one heartbeat could
be heard with the stethoscope.So doctors were standing by with a catcher’s mitt, expecting to
deliver Baby Godzilla, and instead Colleen squeaked out—weighing less than five pounds. At
that point, the obstetrician said something like, “Hmm, there might be someone else in
there.”Four minutes later, I was born. Surprise!Actually, my mom says a nurse examined her a
few hours before delivery and told her she was having twins. But my mom replied that the doctor
had said it was one big baby. Unconvinced, the nurse touched my mom’s stomach and said,
“Nope. Feel here…one leg…another leg…another leg. At least three legs… Two babies.
Twins!”When the doctor returned, my mom mentioned what the nurse had said, and the doctor
said, “She’s a nurse. I’m the doctor. One baby.”Great, so now my mom was worried she was
about to have a three-legged baby. Luckily for all of us, the doctor was wrong.Colleen and I were
both healthy, although small, as is typical with twins. But since my parents had had no idea they
were bringing two babies home from the hospital, they only had one of everything. Colleen got
the crib (you know, firstborn and all), so I spent my first few nights sleeping in a drawer. (Connor
heard this story years later and asked, “Did they at least keep the drawer open?” Yes, Connor,
yes.)My parents married young and here they were, less than a year later, with two infants in a
one-bedroom apartment in Queens. And less than a year after that, my sister Mary Lou was
born. That made us “Irish triplets,” as the expression goes. My two sisters are my best friends.My
mom stayed home with the three babies while my dad commuted to his entry-level job in the city.
My dad’s parents stopped by a lot with food. “Oh, there was a big sale on tenderloin, so we got
an extra.”My paternal grandparents had immigrated to America from Ireland, separately, when
they were teens. They knew what it was like to struggle. When Colleen and I visited Ireland after
college, we saw the tiny house our grandfather Browne grew up in. It was eye-opening. He had
been one of nine children living in a rustic, three-room dwelling on some low-lying farmland in
County Mayo without modern utilities. But it sure was beautiful.After arriving in New York, my
grandfather worked for a meatpacking company, did some landscaping in the Hamptons, and



had a delivery route for Thomas’ English Muffins. He did whatever he could as an Irishman right
off the boat who had never finished elementary school and faced discrimination. My
grandmother stayed home to raise my dad, his sister, and his brother.After two decades in
America, my grandparents had saved enough to send all three of their kids to college. They were
not wealthy, but they considered themselves very fortunate. What they had, they shared with us,
as well as sending care packages back “home” to relatives on the Emerald Isle.My grandfather
never forgot his humble upbringing. He passed on his strong work ethic and belief in the
American dream to my dad and his siblings.Meanwhile, my mom’s mother helped out tirelessly
as my mom struggled to care for three infants. My mom says she never could’ve gotten through
those first few years without our grandmother. After being up all night feeding and changing the
three of us, my mom would catch a nap during the day while my grandmother took over. But
Grammy had trouble telling Colleen and me apart. Once, my mom woke up to find one of us
vomiting from having over-eaten, and the other crying from being hungry. Mary Lou was fine, but
apparently Grammy had fed one of the twins twice. In her defense, we looked really alike! Even I
can’t tell who’s who in baby pictures.My mom’s family wasn’t well off, either. My mom grew up in
a small attached house in Queens with her mother, father, and three siblings. Her father was a
boilermaker who battled alcoholism and died when he was 53. My mom and her older sister
Maureen were married by then, but my grandmother, a 50-year-old woman who had only been a
homemaker, had to find a job to pay the bills. So, she worked as a secretary for decades, which
suited her since she liked to stay busy.If you dropped in on Grammy unexpectedly, you might
find her cooking a big meal, or up on a ladder putting up crown molding. No matter what she was
doing, she always wore a skirt and blouse. Always. Finally, when she was in her 70s, my mom
gave her a velour pantsuit for her birthday, thinking her mother might want to be comfortable for
a change when she was doing housework. (Believe it or not, velour pantsuits were in style at the
time, thanks to The Golden Girls.) I can still picture the funny face Grammy made as she held up
the garment to survey it.“What am I supposed to do with this?”“It’s for wearing around the
house,” my mom said. “It’s a lounge suit.”My grandmother tossed it back in the box and scoffed,
“As if I lounge!”Oh well, you can’t blame my mom for trying.Grammy lived to age 93, and in all
those years I’m pretty sure she never lounged.So both of my parents knew the value of a dollar
and the rewards of hard work. They scrimped and saved, and when I was five we moved out of
the apartment and into a house. We loved that house! It was warm and inviting, despite the fact
that it was on a somewhat busy street in Queens and lacked a few modern conveniences such
as air conditioning. On hot nights, the window fan didn’t help much, and I would periodically soak
my head in the sink and then go back to my pillow with dripping wet hair to stay cool. And there
was one shower/bath for the five of us. Getting ready to leave the house in the morning required
patience and speed.We certainly weren’t poor, but my parents’ motto was to always live below
your means. My mom would buy fabric and a pattern from the sewing supplies store and make
matching dresses for the three of us. She also made her own clothes. We would keep the same
car for 15 years or more. We didn’t update our kitchen every 10 years like some of our neighbors.



We had a black and white TV long after most of our friends had color. We went to the movies
maybe once a year, and we certainly didn’t waste our money on the overpriced popcorn. And we
didn’t spend our free time at the mall.I thought maybe we weren’t as well off as some of our
friends. But I discovered later that my parents were saving for a rainy day and for the future. They
also understood that the best things in life are free.We went to the park or beach in the summer
and spent time with our friends, the Walshes, at their shore house in Black Point, Connecticut.
We belonged to a community pool where I became a decent swimmer. My dad’s best friend,
Barry Heine, had a boat, and we spent many summer weekends riding around Long Island’s
bays and harbors. My sisters and I learned how to fish at a young age and were waterskiing
when we were 11. We also took a week’s vacation every year at a modest resort in the
Hamptons with a fun group of friends.
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