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¢ƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ άǘŜƭƭ-ŀƭƭ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎέ ƻŦ six women who have experienced the heart-ache of miscarriage and 

the roller-coaster emotions of becoming pregnant again.

You will be moved by the ashes of their broken dreams but, as you lean in to look more closely, will 
begin to notice the crown of beauty they unknowingly wear. 
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61 

1 The Spirit of the Sovereign LORD is on me, 

    because the LORD has anointed me 

    to proclaim good news to the poor. 

He has sent me to bind up the brokenhearted, 

    to proclaim freedom for the captives 

    and release from darkness for the prisoners,[a] 
2 to proclaim the year of the LORDΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊ 

    and the day of vengeance of our God, 

to comfort all who mourn, 
3     and provide for those who grieve in Zionτ 

to bestow on them a crown of beauty 

    instead of ashes, 
the oil of joy 

    instead of mourning, 

and a garment of praise 

    instead of a spirit of despair. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Isaiah+61#fen-NIV-18845a


3 | P a g e 

 

Why Talk About Miscarriage? 

What is Joy? 

6 Women Tell-All 

¶ Heather Allen 

¶ Danielle Thomson 

¶ Jennifer Bastian 

¶ Julie Landreth 

¶ Deanna Unruh 

¶ Julie Ostrand 

How To Help A Loved-One Who Has Miscarried 

Miscarriage Resources 
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We women love to tell our ōƛǊǘƘ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΧhome birth or hospital delivery room, natural or caesarian, 

length of labor, epidural, tearing, helpfulness of nurses ς we can go on and on! 

.ǳǘ ƴƻǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ǿƻƳŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳƛǎŎŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΦ  LǘΩǎ ŀƴ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘ ǘƻǇƛŎΧŦǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǇŀƛƴΣ ƭƻǎǘ 

dreams, and grief.  

At the same time, Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ they love who has experienced a 

miscarriage. Is it better to say nothing than the wrong thing? How do you reach out to someoneς 

without feeling like you are just άƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿƻǊǎŜ?έ 

 

Who is this e-book for? 
The truth is that we all experience promises that die, must struggle through processing our 

own grief and learn to embrace new hope and dreams. These stories are for everyone. 

Let us encourage your heart and bolster your hope in a God that really 

ŘƻŜǎ ƭƻǾŜ ǳǎ ŀƭƭ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅΧǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛŦǘ ƻŦ ŀǎƘŜǎ that transforms into 

beauty in our lives. 

This e-book is for those who have never had a miscarriage: With as high as 1 out of every 3 

women YOU ƪƴƻǿ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘ ŀ ƳƛǎŎŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΧǘƘƛǎ Ŝ-book becomes an invaluable tool 

for better understanding their pain ς how they felt, the gravity of what they lost and the painful 

emotions involved with the journey of another pregnancy.  Learn what to say and how to help 

them with the healing process. 

For those who have experienced a miscarriage: Whether you are still working through the 

grieving process ƻǊ ŦŜŜƭ ŀǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ άƳƻǾŜŘ ƻƴέ ς these stories and resources will help you 

reflect, feel as if you are not alone and bring hope that there is a God who knows your sorrows 

and has custom designed your life to perfectly shower you with his goodness and gifts at exactly 

the right time. 
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How relevant is this e-book? 
9ǾŜǊȅ ǎǘŀǘƛǎǘƛŎ ƛǎ ŀ ŦŀŎŜΧŜǾŜǊȅ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΧŀ Ŏƻ-worker, friend, sister, daughter, 

aunt, niece, and neighbor. 

 

15-35% chance of a woman in the childbearing range having a miscarriage  

¶ Women under 35 years = 15% chance of miscarriage  

¶ Women between 35-45 years = 20-35% chance of miscarriage 

20% όǘƘŀǘΩǎ м ƻǳǘ ƻŦ р) recognized pregnancies will end in a miscarriage  

¶ 50% of all pregnancies end in miscarriage, usually before the woman knows 

ǎƘŜΩs pregnant 

80% of miscarriages happen before 12 weeks 

 

These are the real-life, tell-all stories of 5 amazing women (plus my own) who had a miscarriage in the 

past and are now currently pregnant. 

Each of us ǘƻƻƪ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǘƛƳŜΧƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǇŀǘƘ ǘƻ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜ ƎǊƛŜŦ ϧ ƧƻȅΣ Řeath & new life, pain & healing.  

Please grab a cup of coffee, get comfy and lean in close to hear the heartbeat of these incredible 

mothers. 

Julie Ostrand (August 2014) 

www.karlandjulie.com  

 

http://www.karlandjulie.com/
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άJoy is the settled assurance that God is in control of all the details of my life, 
the quiet confidence that ultimately everything is going to be alright, and the 
determined choice to praise God in every situation. 

¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘƛƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜΣ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƘŀǇǇƛƴŜǎǎ ƛǎ ŦƭŜŜǘƛƴƎ 
and temporary. 

²Ŝ ǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛŦŜ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛƭƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǾŀƭƭŜȅǎΦ Lƴ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǘǊŀŎƪǎΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅ 
of your life, wonderful, good things happen that bring pleasure and contentment and beauty to you. At 
the exact same time, painful things happen to you or those you love that disappoint you, hurt you, and 
fill you with sorrow. These two tracks τ both joy and sorrow τ run parallel to each other every single 
moment of your life.έ 

- Kay Warren: Choose Joy: .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ IŀǇǇƛƴŜǎǎ LǎƴΩǘ 9ƴƻǳƎƘ 

 (order this book now from Amazon) 

 

 

http://www.amazon.com/Choose-Joy-Because-Happiness-Enough-ebook/dp/B00702M3F6/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1411638306&sr=8-1&keywords=choose+joy+because+happiness+isn%27t+enough
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Miscarriage.  What an ugly word.  This was a word that I was certain would never have to 

enter my lifeΧǘhinking miscarriages only happened to people who were at risk and here I am, healthy 

and young.  Not a chance this could happen to me! 
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Little did I know that ugly word was about to enter my life in a very real way.  

The memories of that day, Thursday, October 17th 2013 at eight weeks along, will be forever etched into 

my life.  L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎǇƻǘǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΣ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ 

heaviŜǊΦ  !ŦǘŜǊ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴ ŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘΣ Ƴȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ L ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ  {ŜŎƻƴŘǎ ŦŜƭǘ 

like minutes, minutes felt like hours, as we prayed that nothing was wrong.   

Not being able to see the ultrasound screen, our eyes focused on the doctor, searching for any sign of 

good news.  As he turned towards us, his face revealed it all.  Words began to blur together, thoughts 

spinning wildly as he explained the image revealed an empty sac filled with fluid but not our precious 

child. 

By the time that we found out about the miscarriage, my body had already begun the natural process of 

passing our baby.  After 24 hours of intense cramping, terrible pains and many other not-so-lovely 

things, the process was over.   

And then it was just me, aloneΧno child to hold, no little one to love.  Pain on 

all levels swept through me, hitting and crashing into me like the constant 

waves of the ocean. 

The physical aspect of passing your deceased child is excruciating, but short lived.  What nobody 

prepared me for was the emotional part.  With every cramp, every pain, every trip to the bathroom, I 

was constantly reminded of the sweet child that I would never get to meet, hold in my arms or watch 

grow up.   

There is a deep grieving that took place as I mourned the loss of, not only my 

first child, but of all of the dreams and plans I had for that little life.   

The difficult part to mourning the loss of your child, even one as young as eight weeks, is that it can be 

hard for people to empathize.  In the beginning people became awkward and if you listened closely, you 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀƛƴǘ άL ŀƳ ǎƻǊǊȅέΦ  Nobody knew exactly what to say.  Did I even know what to say back?  

Words of encouragement, no matter how comforting, would not suffice.   

The only thing that released my pain was continuing to press into the Lord.  He was my comfort, my 

peace, my rock, my shield.  Trusting in God and knowing His plan is greater, we earnestly prayed and 

pleaded ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ Iƛǎ ƪƛƴƎŘƻƳΦ  ²Ŝ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƻ ōŜ 

in vain but prayed that his or her little life would bring others to find Jesus.  This became our heart's cry!  

We felt more and more that there would be some good to come out of our deep sadness and loss.  We 

began to share our story and as we did, the Lord opened up countless opportunities for us to share His 

good news and more importantly His grace.  
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His grace continues to amaze me.  As I type this, I am almost 35 weeks pregnant with a precious little 

girl.  Matt and I were blessed and shocked to find out that we were pregnant on December 23rd 2013.  It 

was only seven weeks from the time we lost our baby to the time we conceived this precious miracle.  

What a joyous day it was!  After a series of blood work confirmed that I was indeed pregnant again and 

so far all of the tests indicated that the baby was going to make it.   

From the beginning I noticed how different this pregnancy wasΧ from morning sickness to exhaustion 

and mood swings, I had it all. With each wave of nausea I found myself thanking the Lord and praising 

Him for the life inside me.  

This pregnancy has not been without its challenges but each have been a reminder that God is in control 

and He is full of grace and mercy.  From the miscarriage to this pregnancy, I have learned to lean on the 

Lord and embrace His peace and comfort.  My soul can rest knowing that His plan is more magnificent 

than I could ever dream.   

What miraculous ways God finds to connect with us and help us learn, grow and become more like Him.   

Only God truly knows what His plan is, but Matt and I could not be more thrilled 

that God would let us get a glimpse of what He has to offer.  I am so thankful to 

be able to serve a God who is always good, always faithful and always looks 

after His sheep.  

 

 
Ella Grace Allen: born August 28, 2014  
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My husband and I were one year married when we had a surprise pregnancy.   We were a bit 

ŀǇǇǊŜƘŜƴǎƛǾŜ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ŀǎ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǇǇƭƛŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƛƴǎǳǊŀƴŎŜ όǎƻ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊǘƘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘύ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 

ƳǳŎƘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǿŜΩŘ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘΦ  Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǎ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΗ  .ǳǘ ŀǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǿŜŜƪǎ 
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ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘΣ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ǿŜŜƪ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ōŀōȅΩǎ ƭƛŦŜΣ L ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘ ŀ ƳƛǎŎŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭΣ 

traumatic, and devastating to us both.  The LORD had already given us promises and encouragement for 

this little life, so how could He allow it to be taken away? 

Though I miscarried naturally I was required to have a D&C to make sure nothing remained, and the 

recovery ς emotionally and physically ς was slow.  The grief was overwhelming. No one seemed to know 

what to say, and I felt a lot of guilt.  I have always wanted children, and knowing my first response was 

concern rather than instant joy made me feel I was somehow responsible.  

NOTE: D&C, also known as dilation and curettage, is a surgical procedure often performed 

after a first trimester. Dilation means to open up the cervix; curettage means to remove the 

contents of the uterus. Curettage may be performed by scraping the uterine wall with a 

curette instrument or by a suction curettage (also called vacuum aspiration), using a vacuum-

type instrument. ς American Pregnancy Association 

CƻǊ ŀ ǿŜŜƪ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ [hw5 ƻǊ ŦŜŜƭ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘΦ  ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǎŜƴǘ ƳŜ WŜǊŜƳƛŀƘ омΥмл-

17.  I took particular comfort in verses 15-17: 

 ά¢Ƙǳǎ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŜ [hw5Σ Ψ! ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛǎ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛƴ wŀƳŀƘΣ ƭŀƳŜƴǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ōƛǘǘŜǊ ǿŜŜǇƛƴƎΦ  wŀŎƘŜƭ ƛǎ 

weeping for her children; she refuses to be comforted for her children, because they are no 

ƳƻǊŜΦΩ  ¢Ƙǳǎ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŜ [hw5Σ ΨwŜǎǘǊŀƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǿŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŦǊƻm tears; for your 

ǿƻǊƪ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǊŜǿŀǊŘŜŘΣΩ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜǎ ǘƘŜ [hw5Σ Ψ!ƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŜƳȅΦ  

¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƘƻǇŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΣΩ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜǎ ǘƘŜ [hw5Σ Ψ!ƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ 

ǘŜǊǊƛǘƻǊȅΦΩ έ 

Thus began my road to healing.  I knew God saw my pain and was not indifferent; I knew He would 

speak to me, and that there was hope for my future.  The LORD began to comfort me.  I had various 

sessions with trusted Christian counselors where the LORD continued to speak and bring me healing.  He 

told me it was never my fault.  He gave us a name for our baby, Sarah, because she is His princess and 

the beloved of His heart.  In my questioning the "waste" of ordaining a life and then allowing the enemy 

to steal it, He reminded me that this world is not our home.   

When He creates a life, it is ultimately for spending eternity with Him! Whatever 

purpose we fill here on earth, it is only a reflection.  Sarah is living the fullness 

of the destiny and grand adventure God specifically created her for with Him, 

and she has been robbed of nothing.   

And whatever purpose the Father had for her here, the enemy will not prevent Him from fulfilling 

still.  He told me that even though we may not get to experience {ŀǊŀƘΩǎ life now, ALL His promises still 

hold true, and the enemy cannot rob us of them. 
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My road to healing lasted about a year.  In the midst of healing there was still much grief.  The LORD 

asked us to wait a year before trying for another child.  In that time, at least 10 friends (including one 

sister and two sisters-in-law) had babies.   

Surrendering jealousy and bitterness was sometimes a daily practice.  I was a 

mother too, yet my baby and my experience seemed so easily forgotten.   

There were many other stressful factors in my life during that year so it took some time before I was 

fully recovered, physically and emotionally.  The final release came when I was prayed for and was freed 

from a deep sense of grief.  I had experienced so much healing and peace, yet to remember the 

miscarriage would bring an uncontrolled grief as fresh as the day it happened.  When that left, I could 

fully move forward. 

Our son was conceived a year after we lost our daughter, and is due any day now.  It was hard to wait, 

ōǳǘ L ǎŜŜ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ [hw5Ωǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳƛƴƎ.   

I am able to receive my son as a fully healthy and happy woman, and through 

this entire pregnancy we have experienced such incredible joy.   

I confess to feeling some fear and trepidation at times in the early stages, but the LORD would always 

remind me of His promises ς one of which was that we would not experience miscarriage again.  The 

pregnancy has been amazing ς from feeling great all the way through, to my husband and I feeling kicks 

ŀǘ ŀƴ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ŜŀǊƭȅ ǎǘŀƎŜΣ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ [hw5Ωǎ ŜȄǘǊŀǾŀƎŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƳƛǊŀculous provision of every need, and 

more! 

I still miss my daughter, but the terrible grief is 

gone.  My son does not replace her; he fills his 

own, irreplaceable role in our lives and hearts, as 

ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎΦ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎΣ ōǳǘ L ƘŀǾŜ 

peace.  I know beyond a shadow of a doubt that 

God is good, that He loves me, that He has healed 

ƳŜ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ 

Him, and that my daughter is living a full and 

perfect life in His presence.   

I am so in love with my son and cannot wait to 

meet him and experience the unique and perfect 

gift he is.   I celebrate the lives of both my 

children, and am grateful to the LORD who 

blessed me with them.   

Logan David Lyonel Thomson: born July 29, 2014  
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I had my ƳƛǎŎŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀƭƭ ƻŦ нллм ŀǘ мм ǿŜŜƪǎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴŎȅΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ȅŜǘ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎ 
with ANYONE, as we wanted to safely make it past the 12 week mark. My husband, the doctor and I 
ƪƴŜǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛǘΦ 
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I miscarried the baby naturally in the common restroom in the ER waiting room as I was waiting to be 
seen by a doctor. One memory that sticks out was the very awkward conversation I had with the check-
ƛƴ ƴǳǊǎŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ άƎŜǘ Ƴȅ ōŀōȅέ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƛƭŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳΦ UGH. 
 
¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴŎȅΣ ǎƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƪƴƻǿƴΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Chw {¦w9 
ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΤ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŀƭŀǊƳ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀƛƴǎ L 
began feeling went largely unrecognized by anyone but me.  
 
aȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ȅŜǘ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎ ƻŦ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ς family, friends or 
co-workers; so, when it became obvious that the pregnancy was in jeopardy of continuing, I felt alone. I 
felt scared. I was vulnerable. 
 

The hardest mental battle after the miscarriage was the negative, internal self-
ǘŀƭƪΦ L ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƴŜƎŀǘƛǾŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜƴǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΧ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ 
that ONE thing you wanted to do in life? Be a mom? Yeah, forget about that. 
hōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ōŀōȅΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ ¸ƻǳǊ 
ōƻŘȅ ƛǎ ŘŀƳŀƎŜŘ ƎƻƻŘǎΦ  5ǊŜŀƳ ƻƴΣ ƎƛǊƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ bh¢ DhLbD ¢h I!tt9b ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ  
 
Yet, on the other hand, when I was praying or during devotional time, I did have a strange, un-explained 
PEACE about it. My husband and I both agreed that whatever was wrong with the baby and/or 
pregnancy was not our fault. When I prayed with God and talked to my husband or other friends who 
ƘŀŘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘ ƳƛǎŎŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΣ ǘƘŜ t9!/9 ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘΦ  LǘΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ L ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ǎǳǊǊŜƴder to 
negative, internal dialogue, that my thoughts and attitude took a serious nose-dive. 
 
{ƛƴŎŜ ǿŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƻƭŘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴŎȅ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ Ǿƛǎƛōƭȅ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ǎƛƎƴǎ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ 
ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŎƻƳǇŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΤ LΩƳ ŀƴ ƻǇŜƴ ōƻƻƪΣ ōǳǘ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ 
was a socially acceptable topic to discuss. When and if it ever did come up in conversation, I was amazed 
at how many women I would talk to that had experienced miscarriage themselves. I felt such 
compassion. LǘΩǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜΣ ǘƛŘōƛǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛŦŜΣ ƘŀŘ L ƴƻǘ 
experienced it myself. Such a private, heart-ǿǊŜƴŎƘƛƴƎ ǎŀŘƴŜǎǎ Χ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ bh¢ ƻǇŜƴƭȅ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘΦ  
 

I also remembering asking my doctor, if now that I had a miscarriage, would I be 
ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ άƘƛƎƘ Ǌƛǎƪέ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ǎǳōǎŜǉǳŜƴǘ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴŎƛŜǎΚ  IŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άhƘ ƴƻΦ ¸ƻǳ 
ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘǿƻ ƻǊ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳƛǎŎŀǊǊƛŀƎŜǎ ǘƻ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ƘƛƎƘ ǊƛǎƪΦέ 
¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƳŜΧǿƻƪŜ ƳŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ǘǊǳƭȅ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ bƻǘ 
alone in my sadness. My questions. My sorrow. My loss.  
 
For those of my close friends and family members who knew about the miscarriage, words of comfort 
ǿŜǊŜ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘΤ ŎŀǊƛƴƎ ƭƻƻƪǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƛǾŜƴΤ ǇǊŀȅŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŀƛŘΧōǳǘΣ ƛŦ LΩƳ ƘƻƴŜǎǘΣ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ Ŧƭŀǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ 
¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜƴǎŜ Ǉŀƛƴ ōǳǊƛŜŘ ŘŜŜǇ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ .ǳǘΣ Ƴȅ ōƛƎƎŜǎǘ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ 
ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǎƻǳǊŎŜΧǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘǊǳƭȅ ǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƭƻǎǎΧŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ 
ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘ ŀ ƳƛǎŎŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴΦ aȅ ŘŀŘΦ It was a brief moment in time, really. 
L ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ 5ŀȅΣ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ Ƴȅ ƳƛǎŎŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΣ ǾƛǎƛǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ 
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church on Sunday. When the pastor asked that ALL the mothers in the auditorium stand to be 
ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜŘΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘΤ L ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǉǳŀƭƛŦƛŜŘΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ƴƻǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ Ƴȅ 
ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǘŀǇǇŜŘ ƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΧ ά{¢!b5 ¦tΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀ ƳƻƳΦέ ¢ƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŀȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŀŎǘ ƻŦ ƭƻǾŜ 
and recognition from my dad (a man, who took the news of my miscarriage very calmly and without 
much outward emotion) still chokes me up.  Now, to think that my dad, who died in October 2013, is in 
heaven and playing with my first child gives me joy that I cannot quite explain.  
 
Since the miscarriage I have had three healthy and successful pregnancies...all full-term boys.  Taking a 
άŎƘŀƴŎŜέ ƻƴ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǎŎŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΣ ǿŀǎ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘΦ ¢ƻƴȅ ŀƴŘ L ǿŜǊŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ 
ŀŘƳƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴ άǘǊȅƛƴƎέ ŀƎŀƛƴΧǎƻΣ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊȅΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘ ǘǊȅΣ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ We 
Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ Lǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǎŎŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ǿƘŜƴ Ƴȅ 
ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣ ǘǿƻ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƻ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎ όŀƴŘ ƻǳǊ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜ ǎǇƻǳǎŜǎύ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘΩǎ 
home, gathered around the dining room table. It was at this time, that my brother, Steve, just happened 
ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ¢ƻƴȅ ŀƴŘ L ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǎŎŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƻǊ ƴƻǘ ǿŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŜΩŘ ǘǊȅ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŦƻǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΧŀƴŘ 
if so, when.  
 
I was caught off-guard, as this was not the topic of conversation for the past several hours. We 
ǎǘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘ ŀ ōƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ōŀǎƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ Ǉƭŀƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴŎȅ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 
ƘŀǾŜ ŀ Ǉƭŀƴ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ DƻŘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦέ {ǘŜǾŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ 
if it would be okay to pray over Tony and I, together, as a family, as we wrapped up the night and 
ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜŘΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ǿŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά{ǳǊŜΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƎǊŜŀǘΦέ  {ƻΣ {ǘŜǾŜ ƭŜŘ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƛƴ ǇǊŀȅŜǊΦ !ƴŘ 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΚΚ L ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊŜŘ bƛŎƘƻƭŀǎΣ ƻǳǊ ŜƭŘŜǎǘ ōƻȅΣ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƴƛƴŜ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ God answered 
our prayers above and beyond our wildest dreams. Looks like His timing and perfect will was all we 
needed to succumb to. 
 
I am now currently pregnant again, due November 14, 2014. This pregnancy was most unexpected, and I 
want to share this inŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ DƻŘΩǎ ƎǊŀŎŜΦ 
 
In November of 2013, my good friend Jamie delivered a miracle baby of her own. A precious, healthy, 
full-term baby girl. Jamie has a bazillion friends and I knew that a visit to see her in the hospital meant I 
would be one of many in the room and maybe, just maybe, I could make eye contact with Jamie, hug her 
and look at Baby Eleanor as someone else held her. I just wanted to let Jamie know how much I loved 
and appreciated her, and how happy I was for her and her precious family and their miracle. 
 
After work, I stopped by the hospital and sure enough, walked into a room filled with a lot of people. 
Husband. Kids. Family. Friends. Then, shortly upon walking into the room, after a flurry of activity, I 
realized everyone was saying good-bye to Jamie and, whaddya know - I was the only one left. Well, me, 
Jamie and Baby Eleanor. I pulled a chair close to J's bed, sat down and she offered me the chance to hold 
Baby Eleanor - an opportunity which I immediately took her up on! I was holding Baby Eleanor, admiring 
the perfect face, perfect button nose, perfect ten fingers, perfectly gorgeous eyes, well, you get the 
point. Perfection.   
 
Jamie and I started talking - about her, how she was feeling, how was the delivery, how are the nurses, 
etc. As is the case with most conversations with Jamie, she somehow turned the topic of the 
conversation back on ME.  
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Wait. What? I'm here to talk about YOU. And this bundle of perfection that you're allowing me to hold 
for a moment in time. Not me and my day. But, yet, she continued to direct the conversation back...and 
I found myself verbalizing something I had not even KNOWN WAS IN MY HEART until that very moment. 
Seriously, God dug deep in me and revealed to BOTH me and Jamie something that had been hidden 
within.  The snippet of conversation was something like this: 
 

Me: So, I'm afraid to even put this out there...but I'm really wondering if Tony and I are done 
with having kids. I love our boys and we have a FULL life, but is there MORE for me? Should I 
even say OUT LOUD that I'd like another?  
 
Jamie: Tell me more. 
 
Me: Well, if I'm going to wish this, I would hope for a girl. As you know, I have three older 
brothers and having a girl that could experience that as well would be fantastic, as I loved being 
the younger sister.  But, I'm getting old...past my "pregnancy-age". Plus, I imagine that so much 
would have to change in my life to accommodate another baby. But. But. But. 
 
Jamie:  Jennifer, God will give you the desires of your heart. He will! 
 
Me: I know. I cannot believe I put this out there. I think I just scared myself. 
 
Jamie: I won't tell anyone. This conversation is in the vault. 

 
Day after day, week after week, month after month, Jamie and I saw each other all the time, and we 
didn't discuss this conversation at all. I didn't forget, though. The small "seed" of hope was rooted. I still 
thought it was a crazy dream, especially when I would see Tony's reaction to my occasional and casual 
question about whether or not we should consider having another child.  His reaction was always the 
same...though, sometimes the order of the reaction varied...it always included the following: 
 
- A deep, loud sigh. 
- A complete stop in his step, a full turn toward me and a look of incredulity. 
- An "Are you serious right now? Please tell me you're kidding" 
- "Three is enough. Four is...well, four is a lot." 
- "I don't have to tell you this, Ms. Accountant, kids are pricey. Expensive."  
- "We'll be almost 60 years old when they finally leave for college." 
 
I didn't try to convince him otherwise; in my mind, Tony is the head of our household and I'm following 
his lead. And yet, God is the leader of our house - and of Tony - and He had something else in mind... 
 
Fast forward to late March 2014 when I am told by a doctor that I am pregnant. We calculated the due 
ŘŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ άLǎƴϥǘ ǘƘƛǎ W¦{¢Φ [LY9Φ Dh5Κέ  aȅ ŘǳŜ ŘŀǘŜ ƛǎ bƻǾŜƳōŜǊ мпΣ нлмпΦ 9·!/¢[¸ ƻƴŜ ȅŜŀǊΣ ǘƻ 
the date, of the conversation I had with my dear friend, Jamie, in a hospital room that seemed so very 
long ago.  
 
Immediately, I was reminded of her words to me. God will give ME the desires of MY heart. I didn't even 
realize, at the time I first uttered the words, that this was the desire of my heart! But, like Psalm 37:4 
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says, "Delight yourself in the Lord, and He will give you the desires and secret petitions of your heart." 
(AMP) Another translation says it this way: "Seek your happiness in the Lord, and He will give you your 
heart's desire" (GNT)  
 
Wow. WOW. I am humbled. I am amazed. God's goodness and faithfulness exceeds my comprehension.  
And yet, my growing belly is something I comprehend regularly, every single day.  
 
So, if you were to ask me, "Am I surprised that we are having a baby girl?" My answer would have to be, 
"Not really." And I don't say that smugly or flippantly. I say that honestly and with humility. I mean, this 
entire baby is and was God's idea. Part of my dream/heart's desire was to have a girl in our family. God 
knew that. He knew my heart's desire BEFORE I was brave enough to verbalize it.  I am so humbled by 
His hand in this.  As we trust Him with our decisions, He continues to pave ways for Tony and me, and it 
is so apparent to us that He is truly working all things together for our good.  
 

I encourage you. Yes, you. To be brave. To dig deep. To think big. To boldly - it 
can be loudly or even quietly - ask God for your heart's desire. He wants to meet 
not only our needs...but our DREAMS as well.  

 
Don't underestimate the power of your prayers. Share your thoughts and secret petitions of your heart. 
If you'd like, find a friend. A friend you can trust - find your Jamie, if you will - and be vulnerable. 
Someone who can agree with you and believe with you.  You will not regret it. Not. One. Bit. 
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My experience with miscarriage began long before I ever had one. I always felt very 

deeply for people that I heard had a miscarriage. I couldn't imagine how they were feeling and how they 
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dealt with such a confusing loss, but my heart was always very grieved and overcome for them. I guess it 
was God's way of gently preparing my heart to one day experience that loss. 

Because we had our daughter Sarah in 2008 with a normal pregnancy and delivery, we never thought 
about miscarriage when we got pregnant again in 2010.  

I still remember what day it was and where I was when I began bleeding. I immediately began to worry 
and called my doctor. I was only seven weeks along and hadn't even gone in for my initial 9 week doctor 
appointment.  They had me come in several times to check my hormone levels and they were in fact 
dropping, which is the case with miscarriage.  

I hated how cold and matter of fact the nurses were, telling me I was losing my 
"fetus." How could they talk about my beautiful baby that way?  

I hardly made it to my car before I bawled. Friends and family surrounded us in prayer, and we pleaded 
with God to save our little one. However, after the miscarriage was confirmed and that there were no 
complications, I bled for a few days and we thought it was over.  

We were heartbroken. We cried out to the Lord, questioned Him, doubted Him, 
got mad at Him and even wondered if there was something that we had done 
wrong to cause this.  

God was so gracious to us; to let us be real and honest with Him and others. I felt like we truly mourned 
and grieved, and He healed our hearts. My husband, Jared felt like the Lord said our little one was a girl 
and God gave her the name Autumn Peace.  

Then a few weeks later we traveled to West Virginia to visit my in-laws for Thanksgiving, and I was 
rushed to the ER one night with extreme abdominal pains.  

At first I just thought it was food poisoning and it never occurred to me it could 
be related to our miscarriage. The reality was that I was still in the process of 
experiencing an ectopic pregnancy that had ruptured.  I lost four liters of blood 
and almost died! 

NOTE: An ectopic pregnancy occurs when the fertilized egg attaches itself in a place other 
than inside the uterus. Almost all ectopic pregnancies occur in a fallopian tube, and are thus 
sometimes called tubal pregnancies. The fallopian tubes are not designed to hold a growing 
embryo; the fertilized egg in a tubal pregnancy cannot develop normally and must be treated. 

An ectopic pregnancy happens in 1 out of 50 pregnancies ς American Pregnancy 
Association 

They rushed me into surgery and, praise God, I lived! Since having already mourned this baby's loss, we 
rejoiced for my spared life! We had so much to be thankful for that Thanksgiving! 

A year later in December 2011 we had another healthy baby with no complications-our little Micah.  
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This past year we were beginning to think we may be done having natural children and had started 
praying about foster care. Then we found out we were pregnant! Oh man, is God's timing ever different 
than ours!  

Since having the ruptured ectopic pregnancy, my doctor has always had me come in early for 
ultrasounds to make sure there are no complications. At only about four weeks along we had an 
ultrasound and found out we were having TWINS!!! We were of course excited and overwhelmed all at 
the same time.  

However, one baby seemed significantly smaller than the other with a lower heart rate, so we kept 
going in for ultrasounds and check-ups to make sure they were both still growing. Our doctor said it was 
still too early to tell, but they could be completely fine, with one just being smaller or this could be a sign 
of a problem.  

We turned to the Lord. We prayed and hoped that we would not lose another baby. At our 12 week 
check-up the smaller baby, our precious Baby B, had not grown in the last month and the doctor could 
not find a heartbeat. Sweet Baby A was doing fine though.  

Our hearts were grieved yet so thankful for our one healthy baby. We had lost another baby, though. 
Our twin had lost its mate. Our daughter Sarah had been praying for twins & now that was no longer a 
reality. We were once again confused. Even as I sit writing this I'm at a loss for words. But this time 
around we have learned to trust, believe and hope even in the midst of struggle and loss.  

We know that our God is good, that He is for us and wants the very best for us. 
We know that He is able, He is powerful and He could have done a miracle and 
healed our little ones, but for reasons we do not know, He did not. We still love 
Him. We still know He loves us. We still will hope and pray and believe for 
miracles in the future.   

For as Hebrews 11:1 says, "Faith is being sure of what we hope for and certain of what we do not see." 

Miscarriage for us has been heartbreaking, confusing and difficult to process but God has always walked 
through it with us; giving us His peace, comfort and tangible love through His people. We were always 
surrounded by people praying, weeping with us, bringing us meals, taking care of our children, cheering 
our hearts with flowers, cards, and just being with us when no one knew what to say or do. I wish no 
one had to experience miscarriage. 

So I am now 19 weeks pregnant with our precious Baby A. It is healthy, I am healthy and I thank God! I 
still grieve for Baby B not being here on earth with us but I take comfort in knowing one day I'll see my 
sweet unborn babies in heaven, when I see my sweet Jesus.  
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I miscarried in Aug of 2013 when I was nine weeks pregnant.  My miscarriage is slightly different than 

what I would have expected (if I ever expected this to happen to me, of course).  I started bleeding and 
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bled off and on for a couple days and then went into see the doctor who, at first, ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ 

(since bleeding is so normal, anŘ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŎǊŀƳǇƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭύΦ   

Once he did a quick ultra sound he told me there was no heart beat and then he had the nurse go call 

the ultra sound lady to come in and take a look at what he was seeing.  I knew there was something 

wrong, at that point.  Especially because the ultra sound lady had already left the building and was on 

her way home and turned around to come back and see what was going on in my uterus.   

I stupidly had declined the offers of my sweet friends to accompany me to the doctor, as I was certain I 

was fine and just overreacting.  My wonderful husband was at work, and I had not made a point to 

suggest he come with me.  So, I had with me just myself and my little sweet daycare baby who was 

trying really hard to not cause a fuss. 

What they told me was I had a Molar PreƎƴŀƴŎȅ όŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƛǘ ǳǇ ƻƴƭƛƴŜΦΦΦƛǘΩǎ apparently REALLY scary 

and my doctor told me I was NOT to look it up online at all...I complied).  As I understood from my 

doctor, a Molar Pregnancy is one where the placenta starts to grow on its own and takes over the 

uterus.  Women with a Molar Pregnancy where the baby still has a heartbeat, will continue to grow as if 

she has a healthy pregnancy, but that is only because her placenta is growing, growing, growing.  If this 

kind of pregnancy is not terminated, the mother and baby will most certainly die.   

¢ƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜƴǘŀ ǘǳǊƴǎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ άŎŀƴŎŜǊέΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ doctoǊ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊƳ άǇǊŜ-ŎŀƴŎŜǊƻǳǎέΦ  In the 

ǎǘŀƎŜ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴΣ ƘŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭƭȅ άǇǊŜ-ŎŀƴŎŜǊƻǳǎέ ȅŜǘΣ ōǳǘ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ 

D&C to make sure all of the diseased placenta was removed.  I have heard of women who had this kind 

of pregnancy and the baby still had a heart beat and were forced to decide between aborting or 

continuing.  I am SO thankful the Lord made that decision for me by taking our sweet baby before that 

horrible discussion even had to take place.  Thank you Jesus! 

I was actually relieved and horrified to have passed the baby the day before my D&C was scheduled.  LǘΩǎ 

such a graphic experience that I find it difficult to find words to really explain it.   

I was overwhelmed by the physical sensation of passing the baby, the horror of 

realizing what had just happened and briefly seeing that tiny sweet baby at the 

bottom of my toilet.  /ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ LΩƳ ŜǾŜƴ ǘȅǇƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΚΗ  My sweet 

tiny baby lying at the bottom of my toilet?!  Sigh.  

For me, I just could not physically stand there and take the whole scene in and so I am sad to say I 

flushed.  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ŜƭǎŜ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ 

moment.  And I had a house full of daycarŜ ƪƛŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻΣ ǎƻ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ 

time to stand and think about what was the best thing to do.   

That was hardΧǘƻ just have to dismiss the event, almost, to go back to my daycare kiddos and my own 

kiddos.  But, I was relieved to have the knowledge of what happened to my baby.  To think of my little 



23 | P a g e 

 

baby in a steel tray with a bunch of other tissue would have been harder for me, I believe.  So, in all 

things, God is working you see. 

The next few months were so hard.  I had already been planning, of course, for 

the future and so to roll back those plans, even if they were just in my mind, 

was agonizing.  The loss of the future.  Oh man, that was rough.   

After the numbness wore off, I just had this PAIN inside me like I have never felt before.  It felt so deep, 

so profound, so overwhelming.  I was unprepared.  I went out with girlfriends and drank wine, lots of 

wine. Frequently, I had a couple of very strong drinks after my kids went to bed.   

I was a mess inside.  I.  Was.  So.  Sad.  

I saw a medical drama episode where a patient had to be placed into a medical coma.  I began to think 

about that and wish with all my heart that I could be put into a medically induced coma.  I had a really 

close girlfriend who was pregnant at the time, there was another gal in my MOPS group who was only 

two weeks farther along than I was.   

There were pregnant women everywhere.  I never felt like I was mad at them, 

but seeing them just made me so sad for what I had lost.  My heart was so 

ōǊƻƪŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǇŀƛƴΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ƻǳǘƭŜǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀŘƴŜǎǎ ƻǳǘΦ  I 

had to keep it together for my kids, my business, my responsibilities, etc.  I felt 

like I had no time to grieve.   

My husband, of course, was so wonderful and would always listen, would always do whatever he 

could.  But, there was one pivotal moment on a Sunday.  I had drunk WAY too much the night before 

and was so hung over that L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎŜǊǾice at our church and so had to go to the 

second service.  !ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ L Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦŜǿ ƭƛƴŜǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǇŀǎǘƻǊΩǎ 

sermon.  I was about to break open.   

As I was walking down the hallway out of the sanctuary, I was just praying that 

God would send someone to me who would let me talk to them.  And He 

did.  Of course.  This precious woman just let me cry in her arms for way past 

the point of what people are normally comfortable with.  It was a cleansing.  It 

was what I needed when I needed it.   

After that moment, the pain was less severe, less overwhelming.  And I began to process the loss with 

the Lord and that allowed me move forward and start processing with my husband.  Am I high 

maintenance or what?!   
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The Lord was really the biggest encouragement to me.  I began to see His hand at work in my heart as 

He brought that sweet friend to hold me and let me get all of that toxic grief out.  I began to hear Him 

speak to me and give me images to hold onto.  I asked Him one day what ƻǳǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōŀōȅΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ǿŀǎΣ ŀƴŘ 

I felt Him say Jocelyn which means happy, joyful.  I found a beautiful picture of Jesus holding a tiny baby 

in His arms.  I found a Hallmark book at Walgreens that had a couple really poignant pieces of 

encouragement to me in the grieving process.   

The last part of my grieving was a moment when my thoughts were quickened 

to the fact that my sweet baby girl would always know a life of oneness with 

Jesus and all His beauty and the beauty and joy of heaven.  I remember I wept 

and wept at that.  That was the end of the grieving stage.   

There is about eight months between my miscarriage and my current pregnancy.  I had to go into the 

ŘƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ office every month for six months to get my blood drawn to make sure my hormone levels 

dƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǇƛƪŜ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘŜ Ƴȅ ǇƭŀŎŜƴǘŀ ƘŀŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƻƴ ƛǘǎ 

own.  Thankfully, the chance of that happening in a Molar Pregnancy is very low and I had levels that 

were well within the acceptable range for all those months.  During this timeframe, I was not allowed to 

get pregnant at all.  At first, it was really hard to be forced to wait to try again for another baby, but now 

I see the wisdom in it.  Otherwise, L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǎǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǎǿŜŜǘ ōŀōȅ ƎƛǊƭΦ   

I am currently 17 weeks pregnant with a Jan 4th 2015 due date.  This pregnancy has been my most 

difficult, in terms of physical symptoms.  The nausea is worse, although for a shorter period of time, and 

my body is more broken down from my other two ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴŎƛŜǎΦ  L ŀƭǎƻ have two children I am 

taking care of, and I have a daycare I own in my home.   

But, God is so merciful!  He caused my husband to lose his job right before I got pregnant so he was 

home to take care of some things when I would need to rest.  What a blessing in disguise (my husband is 

now employed with an even better job that is more than 25% increase in pay from his last job!) 

At first, I was so scared to announce the pregnancy or do anything that was not 100% according to the 

books, etc.  After I made it through the first ultra sound and had some conversations with my doctor and 

ŎƘƛǊƻǇǊŀŎǘƻǊ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦŜŀǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƳƻǊŜ ōŀƭŀƴŎŜŘ ƻǳǘƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ  I 

did just buy a really nice diaper bag and ƘŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ άLΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΦΦΦLΩǾŜ ƧƛƴȄŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦέ  I 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ a fear of not only losing the baby but also going back 

to that dark place and having to go through the process all over again.   

One thing I would like people to know about miscarriage: Grieving looks different for everyone.  Some 

people cry, some people sleep, some people look busy.  ̧ ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΦ  I feel 

fortunate to have honestly fully processed the loss in four or five months.  Some people need to process 

ƛǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ƻǊ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ƛǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǿŀȅΣ ŜǘŎΦ   
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God had blessed me with a deepening in my relationship with Him.  I think that always happens when 

we walk through a season of loss of really any kind.  He showed me He is Faithful even when the 

circumstance itself seems like He let me down.   

My husband and I are so much closer for having walked through that season together as well as the 

current season of loss of a job and the pregnancy sickness.   

 

DƻŘ ƛǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƎƻƻŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ  His 

name is Faithful.  I have found that to be so true and I pray others find that to 

be true as well. 
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I thought miscarriage is what happens to other people.  I forget that to about 7 billion 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ L ŀƳΣ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘ άƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦέ 






















