
I was expecting  
to throw a  
for 200–then I  
found out I was   
                             plus one

whoa, baby!
Jared and I were engaged for over a year before the details of our September wedding 
finally started to come together. He cared about Moscow mules and finding a bow tie for 
our pug to wear while trotting down the aisle. I focused on farmers’ market bouquets and 
coordinating songs for our first dance. Then one morning at work, I was sitting at my desk 
when I suddenly realized I had missed my period. I ran to the closest drugstore, bought a 
two-pack of pregnancy tests, and nervously peed on the little stick.

Positive.
At first, those little blue lines did not compute. What about the dress I’d just had fitted? 

What about the champagne toast we planned? Why now? Of course, it shouldn’t have been 
a shock: I’d gone off the pill a year earlier, when I was 29, because we’d heard endless 
stories of couples who struggled for years to have a baby. We’d assumed we’d end up like 
them. (Turns out people might talk freely and easily about fertility challenges but not about 
hooking up on a weeknight and—whoops!—making a baby.) 

All along, Jared and I had been discussing parenthood, but in the future tense, with 
words like down the road and eventually. We hadn’t anticipated mailing invitations con-
currently with going to our first ultrasound appointment. But we were in our early thirties, 
healthy, and working stable jobs in Des Moines. After the initial jolt wore off, a baby felt 
like the sensible next step, no matter when the wedding happened.

And we weren’t the only ones following that logic. More than 40 percent of women in 
the United States give birth before getting married, according to recent data from the 
Centers for Disease Control and Prevention. Women just aren’t sticking to the “first comes 
love, then comes marriage, then comes baby” script. “We started trying to get pregnant when 
we got engaged,” says Sara*, a mom in Massachusetts. “I was 39, and we thought it would 
for sure take a year to happen. Much to our surprise, we got pregnant on the first try.” She 
and her fiancé kept their wedding date, which was around the end of her first trimester. 
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That couldn’t happen for Victoria, a marketing director in New York who got unex-
pectedly pregnant and had a due date the same month as her planned big day. She 
sped up her timeline—she wanted to get married before she was really showing—but 
was honest about the baby news with her 70 guests. “We didn’t want it to come off as 
a shotgun wedding,” she says. “We were getting married because we wanted to, not 
because we had to.”

Jared and I also told people, mostly because we’re terrible secret keepers. I was going 
to be four months along at our wedding, and even if I didn’t have a bump yet,  
I certainly wouldn’t be drinking (flag number one) and my boobs would be noticeably 
bigger in my slim-cut V-neck dress (flag number two, since I’m a lifetime member of  
the flat-chested club). Granted, as I grew, that dress became a giant question mark, but 
thanks to a stellar seamstress who took it in and let it back out within a few months,  
I was able to squeeze myself into it. Sara in Massachusetts wasn’t so lucky: She had to 
buy a new dress a week before the wedding. (She set aside the designer 
confection she’d originally planned to wear in case her daughter—then in 
utero—wants to wear it decades from now.) 

Breathing a sigh of relief when my dress actually zipped, I couldn’t 
help but see the dress dilemma as a rehearsal for motherhood: how to 
be more flexible, embrace the unpredictable, and realize it’s not about 
just you anymore. Jared and I spent the final months before our wedding 
bringing this new parental mind-set to our plans. Our registry resembled 
a survival kit for having a baby: upgraded pots and pans to cook at home, 
luxurious linens to soften the blow of sleep deprivation. Our glamorous 
Greek honeymoon was scratched in favor of a practical babymoon in…
Minneapolis, a three-hour drive away, and close to good health care.

As happy as we were to be having a baby, we still mourned the loss of 
a newlywed life we’d unwittingly sacrificed. Dates that lingered into  
the evening over wine, booking a weekend getaway on a whim, living 
downtown where we could have robust social lives—I saw all the perks 
of being a twosome start to slip out of reach. Also, being pregnant  
upped the ante on our commitment. People get married all the time,  
but they get divorced all the time too. Having a child with someone is 
truly “till death do us part.” Pregnancy amplified the seriousness of  
what we were about to do. Could we really be together forever? What if 
we didn’t agree on something? 

With these worries in mind (and crazy hormones coursing through  
my veins), lots of simple conversations felt heavy with what-ifs. Like the 
time our wedding coordinator asked me to calculate how much ice we needed for the 
reception and I freaked out because Jared had promised to handle anything bar-related. 
I texted him with the snotty kind of anger normally reserved for ball-dropping  
customer-service reps: “Hi, I thought you took care of the ice order, but apparently not, 
so I’ll just do it—because I have to do everything around here.” There was also the time 
he ordered an extra bus to shuttle our guests between the hotel and the wedding with-
out telling me, and we somehow waded knee-deep into a conversation about how we 
would spend and save money with a baby. 

And I will always remember our long hug in the hallway outside the half-finished nurs-
ery, when I tearfully said, “I’m so excited, and I’m so scared,” and he replied, “Me too.”

Five months after our wedding, our son, Ezra, arrived. As Jared and I marveled at 
his tiny, perfect self (miniature toes! a full head of dark hair!) squirming on my chest, 
I thought back to the moment we exchanged rings under the Iowa sun. As I recited 
my vows, I felt the baby’s fluttering kicks, a witness to our commitment to building 
a life together. For better or for worse, my heart had expanded as big as my belly, and 
I couldn’t wait to say “I do.” 

We told our guests 
because we’re  
terrible secret  
keepers. I wouldn’t  
be drinking  
( ) 
and my boobs would be 
noticeably bigger  
( ). 

*Some names have been changed.
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