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			Advance Praise for Trying

			‘Trying moved me and consumed me; it’s a great gutting swirl of grief and freedom and vitality. A searing whispered vision. I am grateful for it’ – Leslie Jamison, author of Splinters: Another Kind of Love Story

			‘Caldwell describes desire like no one else… Every sentence is intimate and stunning, and it will take you weeks from when you arrive at the end of this book to extricate yourself from Caldwell’s brain, to separate your thoughts from hers, to even want to… In Trying, Caldwell exposes the messiness of growth, forgiveness, and moving on’ – Jill Louise Busby, author of Unfollow Me: Essays on Complicity

			‘In Trying, Caldwell begins and ends alone. A process of creation is thwarted. She repeats the cycle over and over until a rupture ensures it cannot be repeated again. When I finished reading the book, I began it again. I found pleasure in the limbo, in the between. I wanted to be in Caldwell’s language forever’ – LA Warman, author of Dust and Whore Foods

			‘Caldwell’s compact and wide-ranging musings are wry, surprising, and fresh’ – Amy Fusselman, author of The Means

			‘A sly memoir of self-discovery and loss. It is an ode to the countless ways that we try: to love, to forgive, to heal, to parent, to grieve, to rebuild a life. What a humane and vulnerable book’ – Isle McElroy, author of People Collide

			‘Trying meets the reader at the intersection of fertility, creativity, and desire – I read it in long bursts, finding it nearly impossible to put down. Caldwell’s writing is often profound and frequently electric – I loved this book’ – Chelsea Hodson, author of Tonight I’m Someone Else

			‘Trying reads like poetry and feels like a conversation with your coolest friend. In breaking the “rules” of memoir, Caldwell has created something much greater. An extraordinary book’

			

			 – Molly Roden Winter, author of More: A Memoir of Open Marriage
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			For my dad, who taught me ‘you get good at what you do’ 

			and for my friend JD Urban

		

	
		
			

			My first batch of bread was a failure, but I ate it all.

			And that makes it a success.

			 – Eva Baltasar, Mammoth

		

	
		
			

			Author’s Note: This is a work of nonfiction. Some names and identifying details have been changed. Dialogue has been recreated from memory and text messages. Much has been omitted for stylistic purposes. In Act 3, some chronology is intentionally blurred and nonlinear, which reflects my experience and memory of that specific time period.

		

	
		
			

			ACT I

			It was fun for a while

			There was no way of knowing

			 – Roxy Music, ‘More Than This’

		

	
		
			

			On a winter morning my friend’s kid hears me telling my friend about all the sticks I pee on.

			‘You pee on sticks?!’ They are ovulation and pregnancy test sticks, but she is imagining me in the woods. Like a dog.

			This is new: I run from pregnant people. When I see a pregnant person, I duck. Turn around. A glimpse of a stroller makes my body rotate away.

		

	
		
			

			I celebrate Shabbat in the Old City of Jerusalem, Israel, where I am traveling with a group of thirty people for six days. The company brings ‘creatives’ on themed trips: there are trips for sports, tech, pride, and music. The trip I am invited on is called Reality Storytellers.

			The tour guide brings us to the Western Wall after we write our prayers. We can write as many as we like, he says, which surprises me for some reason, though I’m not sure where I got the idea you could only pray once. I write two prayers down. Some of the creatives with me know what I am praying for, even tell me what to pray for.

			The walk to the wall from the street is dizzying and claustrophobic. We all wear white.

			My prayer falls out of the wall. I watch it happen. I’m not sure what to do about it.

		

	
		
			

			Celebrities who have announced pregnancies and given birth during the time I’ve been trying:

			Ilana Glazer

			Rihanna

			Stephanie Beatriz

			Maya Erskine

			Iliza Shlesinger

			Anna Konkle

			Chloë Sevigny

			Alanis Morissette (This one really stung for some reason.)

			Emily Ratajkowski (This one too.)

			Mandy Moore

			Cameron Diaz

			Gigi Hadid

			Julia Stiles

			Anne Hathaway

			Daryl Hannah (This was fake news but I believed it for a while.)

			Greta Gerwig

			Rihanna again

		

	
		
			

			We offer affordable and innovative ways to create your family, the hold message for the fertility clinic says over and over with classical music playing in the background. What if I don’t want an innovative way to create my family? It reminds me of when I described a restaurant to a friend as having creative pizza and she said she just wanted regular pizza.

			I steal pads whenever I’m at the fertility clinic because I’m really trying to maximize the perks.

		

	
		
			

			I’m somewhat kidding about ‘trying,’ though I’m not sure what word to use in its place.

			In an interview with David Letterman in the early 2000s, Amy Sedaris plopped down on the chair and said that she and her imaginary boyfriend were ‘trying.’ She talked about her imaginary boyfriend every time she went on Letterman. ‘It’s so gross when people say that,’ she said. ‘Trying.’

		

	
		
			

			Noncelebrities: An acquaintance. Friend from high school. Friend of a friend I do yoga with. A distant relative. A person I rode the bus with in elementary school. A writer. Another writer. An editor I used to work with. Someone on Instagram. Someone I sit next to on Amtrak. Someone’s daughter. Someone’s mother. A podcaster I follow. A publicist I follow. An editor I follow. Someone who sits next to me on Amtrak.

			A text from my childhood best friend, who has also been trying for years: Saw on Insta today the girl I used to babysit is pregnant with twins. That’ll knock you down a few pegs.

			But. I was always the friend who went to yoga. Who brought an apple to lunch. At jobs in New York City, while others ordered takeout, I ate my brought-from-home lunch of an apple, carrots, and soup. I ate the diet of a horse. How ridiculous this line of thinking is. As if my lunches in 2008 should get me pregnant now.

			Shouldn’t they?

			‘In case you’re unfamiliar with this particular feeling,’ Haley Nahman writes in her newsletter, ‘imagine if someone said you’d be receiving a life-changing phone call some time in the next year, but as soon as tomorrow, and that you may notice signs in your body when the call is imminent, although not necessarily. And if you eat poorly or drink too much or work out the wrong way or not enough, it may alter the quality of the news. Now tell me you wouldn’t lose your mind just a little bit.’

			She talks about a friend who’d said the brain of someone trying to get pregnant should be studied.

			Consider this book to be that brain.

		

	
		
			

			Walking to a bougie-ass store five blocks from my apartment to purchase a card for my friend’s baby shower, I pass three pregnant people. I know which card I want. It’s a card I hate, the one that reads, ‘Holy Shit! You’re Pregnant!’

			Though I’m deciding between that card and one that says, ‘Holy Shit! You Made a Baby!’

			I go with ‘Holy Shit! You’re Pregnant!’

			What would a card for me say? Holy Shit! You’ve Been Trying for Three Years and You’re Not Pregnant! Holy Shit! You haven’t made a baby! Holy shit! You’re thirty-six! Almost thirty-seven! Holy Shit! That sucks! Holyshitholyshitholyshitholyshit!

			The card costs seven dollars. Seven dollars for a stupid expression I could have written on a piece of paper for free.

		

	
		
			

			When my mom was pregnant, she’d go to Friendly’s for vanilla milkshakes. She craved them. At her mother-in-law’s house, she looked in the mirror and lifted her shirt, and the moment she saw her breasts enlarged and veiny she knew. I want to have the same experience. I have lifted my shirt multiple times to induce the same experience. I was supposed to tell her, ‘Remember when you were at Grandma’s house and went into the bathroom and looked at your breasts and you knew you were pregnant? The same thing happened to me!’ I was supposed to be able to say, ‘Mom, didn’t you crave vanilla milkshakes from Friendly’s when you were pregnant? I’ve been craving them!’

		

	
		
			

			On the sidewalk outside the boutique where I work on weekends, there is a chalkboard sign that reads, life changing pants. All day, people, mostly tourists from New York City, Connecticut, Boston, and Philadelphia, sometimes from San Francisco and Seattle, come in to ask about the sign.

			My friend works down the street, and we text each other what customers say about themselves. If you thought body positivity was alive and well, work one day in a shop that specializes in pants.

			‘The fit wasn’t great for my weird body.’

			‘I did a lot of grief eating over the winter.’

			‘I wouldn’t like how I looked in a picture.’

			‘When I lose ten pounds I’ll come back for them.’

			‘These belts are the same size, right? Not for fatties like me but I’ll lose the weight.’

			‘I look too slutty.’

			‘I haven’t been a size small since 2008.’

			‘Do I have camel toe?’

			‘Do I look too slutty?’

			‘Size XL is a scary term.’

			‘They’re probably not life-changing for small Asian women like me.’

			

			‘I’m roly-poly so they’d never fit me.’

			‘You have to be tall to wear these.’

			‘You have to have a long torso to wear these.’

			‘You have to have a short torso to wear these.’

			‘I have no butt.’

			‘I have no hips.’

			‘I have no boobs.’

			‘If I wear all white, I look like I’m getting ready to give someone a Pap smear.’

			‘If I tried on the white ones, I’d look like a big fat ice cream truck.’

			‘I have a huge butt like JLo.’

			‘I have the weirdest torso.’

			This negative body talk really weighs on me, my friend texts.

			I’m drained by it at the end of the day, I text back.

			Just try them on, I tell everyone. One day I want to count the number of times I say ‘try’ but it’s too many.

			I think about changing the sign from life changing pants to life changing pants (if you keep an open mind). It isn’t my store, though, so I can’t.

			If the store didn’t have cameras and the owner couldn’t see me, I’d definitely bring the life-changing-pants sign inside each day, probably in the afternoon when the burnout begins. You try convincing someone a pair of pants will change their life all day.

			

			People say stuff is ‘life-changing’ all the time: brands of moisturizer, suitcases, shoes, candle warmers, headphones, tarot cards, at-home eyebrow tint. It reminds me of one of my students, who used to be addicted to crack and who told me she notices how often people say, ‘It’s like crack,’ about everything. Dairy-free ice cream, popcorn, cereal, a certain type of cracker, granola, cheese, kombucha, chocolate. ‘Well, it’s good… but it’s not like crack,’ my student said. ‘Only crack is like crack.’

			The fertility clinic should swap slogans with the boutique. What if the boutique’s sign was innovative and affordable pants and the fertility clinic’s hold recording and slogan was, ‘Life-changing ways to create your family’?
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