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From the Day that Time Stood Still to Finding Peace

Author ~ Angela DeRossett

The bright light blinded me. Next came the rush of pain. I could see 
people hurrying to assure me that I was okay and that the 
procedure had gone well. I incoherently cried out because it felt like 
my insides were falling apart. I screamed… and my heart was 
screaming uncontrollably inside my empty womb. Pain meds were 
administered and my sight clearing, I saw my husband, trying to 
comfort me. I focused on his eyes. The same eyes I had seen a week 
prior as he held me in his arms as I cried. 

The next thing I remember is being wheeled to a room to recover... 
straight to the maternity ward. It was done. The D&C had gone well, 
but I was far from being well. I was lost. I was destroyed.

Receiving the Good News

Two weeks prior, my husband and I had been given the news that I 
was pregnant. I had gone in to have a blood test and it had 
confirmed it. We were going to have another baby. Not only were 
we going to have a baby, but my hormone levels were so high they 
expected that there were possibly twins. "Twins?" I thought, "what a 
blessing!" They told us that if there were no twins then I was sixteen 
weeks along according to their calculations. Both scenarios were 
excellent news.

We sat back and were so pleased to have found such favor from 
God. I had been told in the years prior that it was likely I would never 
have a child. After four miscarriages, I was distraught because that 
seemed to be true. When we had our first son, I realized that the 
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experts were wrong and we celebrated. I could conceive and give 
birth to a child after all.

My doctor quickly booked an appointment for me because I was 
high risk, and if I was pregnant with twins, the risk was much higher. 
We had three full days to bask in full happiness. 

My husband was able to take a day off of work to bring me to the 
doctor. I was told that we would not only have an appointment, but 
that we would get to take a peek inside via sonogram. I rushed to 
get ready and the hours seemed endless before we were finally able 
to leave. We brought our son to my in-law's house and made our 
way to see our babies. 

I checked in and changed into my paper gown and my husband 
paced the floor as we waited. I remember it being unusually cold in 
the office and made jokes about how I just wanted to hurry so we 
could both see our babies and then I could get dressed again. My 
doctor popped in to say hello and did a quick exam, congratulating 
us on our good fortune. I beamed at the knowledge that any 
moment the sonogram technician would come into the room and 
let us see our little ones.

The doctor stepped out as the technician stepped in. It was time. 

We laughed as she got set up. She took pity on me and brought out 
a blanket so that I would be able to warm up a bit and I 
appreciated it because the gel was so cold as she squirted it on my 
belly. As the wand whirled across my abdomen, we settled in and 
intently watched the screen waiting for the grand debut. 

It was then that time stopped. 
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When Time Stopped

A worried look crossed her face as she scrambled to get a better 
view. We could see the screen and knew there was only one baby, 
and confusion set in. She quickly excused herself and went to talk to 
the doctor. What had just happened? Where was the news of our 
baby? He or she was right there on the screen. And then it hit me. 
There would be no baby. 

The doctor returned to our room and he had genuine sadness for us. 
He began to explain that I was, indeed, sixteen weeks along, but 
that our baby had died around eight weeks. My body still believed I 
was pregnant. My body had betrayed me. He sent us home with 
instructions to call back to schedule a D&C if I did not pass our baby 
on my own. He also prescribed antibiotics because the ordeal had 
caused a major infection in my uterus. It was a double-whammy: a 
death, and a physical reminder of failure.

I cried in the office, I cried on the way home, and I cried harder 
when we had to tell our son he would not be a big brother after all. 
That night, as my husband and I lay in bed, he took me in his arms 
and I cried myself to sleep.

When I did not physically miscarry within the first week I called my 
doctor and begged him to schedule the procedure immediately. I 
could not go another day knowing that there was a shell of a tiny 
person inside me that I would never get to see or hold or know. By 
God's grace, the doctor was merciful and put me on his surgical 
schedule for the next day. I don't remember the time in between 
that conversation and being finished with the surgery. 

As they wheeled me to the room where I would spend the next few 
hours, I felt no physical pain because they had taken care of that. 
However, I felt the very primal, very raw and real, screaming 
emotional pain that would last for a very long time.
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I don't know why they move patients who have lost their babies to 
the maternity ward. At that time, even women who had gone their 
entire pregnancies, only to deliver a stillborn baby were moved to 
that floor as well. It is a special hell that only a woman who has 
experienced that type of loss endures. As I listened to a woman 
down the hall give birth to a screaming baby, I died inside.

I said nothing on the way home. I said nothing walking up the 
sidewalk to go inside. When I walked through the door I noticed the 
blinking light on the answering machine and pushed the button to 
check the messages.

"Hi Angela, this is ___________. I just wanted to tell you our son was 
born today! Can't wait to see you. Hope you'll come visit us soon..."

The next thing I remember is my husband putting me in bed. I had 
passed out on the living room floor. Hazy, and heavily sedated, I 
succumbed to a sorrowful sleep.

Inconclusive

I spent the next month going through testing and waiting for results 
from the doctor, hoping to find some reason for the miscarriage. My 
history had reared its ugly head again and the "why's" became the 
most important thoughts on my mind. I questioned my eating habits, 
I questioned the lack of vitamins, and I questioned whether or not 
the flu had caused the miscarriage. My doctor seemed to think it 
was not the flu at all, which was a reminder of how far along my 
body thought it was. As test after test came back there were still no 
answers. The tests were inconclusive and there was nothing more 
they could do. 

With no answers I began to question God. Was I being punished for 
things I did in my past? Was I not favorable, after all, in His eyes? 
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Would He not allow me to have another child? Was I being told that 
one child was enough? I was angry and distraught. I found no 
answers from Him either. 

It was inconclusive.

I was eventually reminded of one, big Biblical truth:

11 For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the LORD, “plans to 
prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a 
future. (Jer. 28:11)

There were no answers, but there was hope.

Pain is Amplified With Good Intentions

The most difficult part of a miscarriage that expands past the actual 
event is the words of the well-intentioned people in your life. Their 
words echo in our ears for such a long time. I try to tell people when 
they are going through tragedy that people will appear stupid when 
they don't know what to say. Try to remember that. I remember 
hearing:

"There must have been something wrong with it so God took it 
away." I never knew what to do with that statement and my closest 
friends and family had offered it as an attempt at comforting my 
pain. I remember thinking… "It? Something wrong? Are you kidding 
me?"  I truly believe that people mean well when making this 
statement but, in my opinion, it is one of the most painful things you 
can say to someone who has just experienced a miscarriage.

"Oh, you'll have plenty of babies!" They don't understand that part 
inside shouting "I wanted this one!" Or they may be ignoring the fact 
that this is not necessarily true. We aren't guaranteed more children. 
We hope it to be, but at the time it feels impossible. It is followed with 
the question inside that wonders, "what if I don't?"
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"Don't worry-- you have precious angel(s) now." Through grief there is 
no comfort in that statement.

Sometimes, as survivors, we can be the problem. It happens, and it is 
not at all what was intended but after we have healed it is easy to 
express what has transpired and offer the support that occurred at 
the end of our healing process. That precious middle ground, the 
meat of the journey, can get lost in our stories. Many can find 
themselves offering support that is not compatible to the immense 
pain that a mother experiencing a new loss needs. This is often 
difficult to gauge because what worked for you might take ten times 
longer to bring healing to another. I do encourage sharing your story, 
but carefully remember that her story is not your story. 

The best thing someone can say is, "I'm so sorry. I will pray for you."

Finding Peace

Miscarrying a baby is not something you get over overnight. It is not 
something that goes away after a week, or month, and you will be 
reminded of it for years to come. It takes far more time to heal 
emotionally long after the physical healing. It has been over a 
decade since I lost that baby and longer since the other four. I still 
find myself mournful every great once in a while even though it has 
been so long. 

Those times are marked by memories of names, songs, clothes that 
were never bought, plans for their lives that would never come. I 
wear the scars of their passing. I have healed but the scars are still 
reminders.

I do not question God about them anymore, but hope that when my 
day comes to leave this earth, that there will be five children there to 
greet me, those children that I'll finally get to meet. Through them I 
have realized that our time here is not promised, but there is hope 
beyond what we know. I do believe now that everything works in 
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God's timing, but during those times I could not accept that. It is 
difficult to see God in the grieving, but that's when we need Him 
most. He is the only One who can give us the strength to move 
forward.

On the nights you cry and can't find the words, remember He knows 
what you can't speak. Comfort and healing comes in trusting Him. It 
comes in knowing that although you might never get an answer 
other than,  "inconclusive", that He can get you through the answer-
less times. Most importantly, and I stress this above all others, you 
must trust that He is there, even when you don't feel His presence. 
Our earthly minds have a habit of locking Him out even when we 
don't mean to. 

Finally, I am reminded of the verse, Even though I walk through the 
valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for you are with me; 
your rod and your staff, they comfort me. (Psalm 23:4) I once heard it 
said that ‘You cannot have shadows without light’. The only true light 
is the light of God, and He alone will bring you comfort. He alone has 
the power to heal.

Angela DeRossett lives in Nebraska with her 
husband, Jason, and their four children. She is 
currently working on a dual masters in 

Christian Education and Theological studies 
through Dallas Baptist University and is 
passionate about ministering to Christian 

women through her website, Joy Comes in the 
Morning. She has also had the honor of 
speaking and writing on the topic of learning 
disabilities and various teaching methods to 

	 	 	 	 	 	   the online homeschooling community.
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Held

Author ~ Aadel  Bussinger

The excitement and expectation of a new addition to our life was 
just starting to build. We didn’t plan on having any more kids, and 
least not in the near future. Especially not during that winter, when 
my husband was facing his first and longest deployment.

But the test came back positive. And never before having any issues 
with conceiving or pregnancy, we told our two girls and our 
immediate family right away. It was the Christmas season, and this 
was a great gift to share. We were going to be a family of five!

At first I was nervous. Slowly, I started warming up to the idea of 
being pregnant again. The weeks went by smoothly. I felt great, 
nothing compared to what my last pregnancy had been. No 
morning sickness or nausea came, and I really didn’t gain any 
weight.

None of that really concerned me though.

As the day loomed closer to Jay leaving, we began to prepare in 
little ways. We made plans for when I would deliver, since he was not 
going to be there. I scheduled my first appointment and everything 
seemed fine. They couldn’t find a heartbeat but I was reassured that 
I probably just wasn’t far enough along.

Then one day, I noticed a light spotting of blood when I went to the 
bathroom.

I remembered spotting with my first pregnancy, but it was never 
bright red like this. As the day progressed the spotting continued and 
so I decided to call the doctor. They suggested I come into the 
hospital just to get things checked out.
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When I got there, I was directed to the ER. The OB office could only 
take women who were over 20 weeks gestation for urgent care. So I 
sat in the emergency room and waited for someone to bring down 
the internal ultrasound machine.

I knew something was wrong from the look on the technician’s face. 
When I asked her a few questions about the baby, she refused to 
respond and said, “I would have to wait for the doctor.”

My heart sank.

Everyone was kind in their own way. The doctor tried to ascertain if 
maybe I had gotten my dates mixed up. I knew there was no way I 
could only be 4 weeks along. I had taken the pregnancy test at least 
7 weeks before, putting me at almost exactly 9 weeks. So he gave 
me the gut wrenching news. There was no visible baby. It was simply 
a mass of tissue inside a sac.

Whether there had been a baby at one point was not clear, and 
frankly I didn’t think it would have helped to know.

I was left alone, in a curtained off “room” to call my husband and 
tell him the news.

It was excruciating. The nurses didn’t know what to say to me, so 
they made comments that didn’t really help. “Well, at least you 
found out now, this way.” I just nodded numbly, not knowing how to 
respond.

My directions were to go home. The spotting was an indication that 
my body was miscarrying on its own and I simply needed to wait and 
let it happen.

The drive home was a blur. Jay was at home with our daughters and 
I had our only vehicle. As I got off the freeway and onto our country 
road, I began to wail and weep. There was shock, pain, and fear.
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In that moment of pure abandon, when my mind was relying on 
instinct alone to drive the van, God met me. I suddenly felt a great 
outpouring of peace and comfort - right then. I felt God’s presence 
and was able to keep it together enough to get home safely. And I 
knew then - absolutely knew - that everything was going to be ok. 
God was with me. It was an unexplainable experience but it was 
one of the clearest moments I’ve ever had in my relationship with 
God.

At home, my husband didn’t ask any questions. He simply took over - 
cooking and taking care of the girls. He called our church for prayer 
and accepted invitations for meals. His support was amazing even 
though he was just as scared and devastated.

I was told that the miscarriage would feel like a heavy period. It was 
more like labor. I could barely walk. At one point Jay got concerned 
that I was bleeding too much and took me back into the doctor. This 
time I got to go to the actual family care ward. I was very adamant 
that I didn’t want intervention if it wasn’t necessary. The doctor really 
didn’t listen, and kept pushing me to just “finish the job” with a d&c.

At one point, he asked me if I believed in science. I told him, 
“absolutely, but I also trust my God.” He saw me as a crazy woman 
but when asked if the intervention was necessary, he admitted it was 
not except for convenience.

So I went back home.

Support came in the most unlikely places. Many women at church 
brought me gifts, prayed for me, and grieved with me. They also 
shared their stories of miscarriage, which helped me know that I was 
not alone and that others understood the pain.

I remember one woman giving me so much with such little words. 
“This wasn’t just a blob,” she said. “This was a human life you lost. A 
child, a hope, an expectant joy.” It was true. This pregnancy was so 
much more than physical. It was my hopes and excitement. It was 
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dreams I had of what this child would be like. I had suffered a loss of 
life, and was grieving appropriately.

As I was beginning to feel somewhat normal again, it was time for 
Jay to leave. Shortly after he left we discovered that he would be 
serving 15 months at war instead of the original 12. In one way, I think 
my miscarriage was a blessing. Those next 15 months were filled with 
waking up wondering where he was and if he was safe. I didn’t hear 
from him for weeks at a time. Being pregnant during all of that would 
have been stressful. However, I don’t believe it was meant to be that 
way. That is only how I see it now, looking back.

Six months was how long it took for my body to not feel pregnant 
anymore. I had a lot of bad days, and I struggled with deep 
depression all during the deployment. I wasn’t alone though. God 
continued to be faithful and brought me several prayer warriors who 
lifted me up.

I decided not to give the baby a name. I didn’t know if there ever 
really was a baby. Nevertheless, I consider this experience as losing a 
child. When I count up the children that the Lord has blessed me 
with, I count my blessing in heaven.

The physical wounds healed much quicker than the emotional ones. 
One Sunday, long after my miscarriage, a friend sang ‘Held’ by 
Natalie Grant during service that made me break down. It has 
remained one of my favorite songs since. Not because it made me 
sad, but because it speaks truth to the pain of loss in this life. It says, 
“This is what it is to be loved and to know that when everything fell, 
we’d be held.”

Our promise is not that we will never experience loss or tragedy. God 
has promised that when it happens, He will be be there to hold us. 
That is exactly what I received from God: His caring embrace 
through it all.

Three years later, I fought the fear and pain again when Jay and I 
attempted to conceive. The test came back positive and we 
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waited. I was ready for anything, even another loss. Jay was 
preparing for his second deployment. Two weeks before he left for 
Iraq, we got to see our son’s strong  heartbeat on the monitor. He 
was born perfectly healthy 7 months later.

Our son’s name means rejoice because he, along with his older 
sisters, give us great rejoicing in the Lord.

Aadel Bussinger is married to 

her highschool sweetheart and career military 

man. She lives and learns alongside her three 
children, blogging about their adventures at 
These Temporary Tents. In her free time, she 
enjoys crafting, geeky video games, and 

planning her garden.
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HOPE IN THE HEARTBREAK

Author ~ Sarah Kerby

On December 27, 2012, my husband and I received a late Christmas 
gift.  We found out that we were expecting our second child. It was 
quite a surprise since our first child was only 8 months old. When I first 
saw the pregnancy test turn positive I was washed in an array of 
emotions. 

I felt surprised, nervous, happy, worried, my heart was soaring and I 
cried. I cried out of joy and out of fear. “How am I going to take care 
of a baby while pregnant with another baby?” I thought. 

But despite my fear, worries, and concerns, my joy was great and I 
was so looking forward to welcoming another little blessing. 
 
On January 22, 2013, at 8 weeks gestation, my first ultrasound was 
scheduled for that afternoon. It was the anniversary of Roe vs. Wade 
and I had planned to post a picture of the ultrasound on my blog 
and write about the wonder and mystery of a developing life. 

However, I woke up that morning to discover that I was bleeding. As 
soon as I saw that bright red on my underwear my heart stopped. I 
told myself that many women bleed during pregnancy and went on 
to carry to full term. 

I tried to remain calm as I called my doctor’s office. When I finally 
reached someone, I was told that I shouldn’t panic and to come in 
for my scheduled ultrasound. I was anxious but trying to convince 
myself that everything was okay. Every few minutes I made trips to 
the bathroom to check the bleeding. Every time I expected it to 
have stopped but it didn’t. And with every check my heart broke a 
little bit more.
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When I got to my ultrasound appointment I was hopeful for good 
news. I longed to see a bouncy little baby on that screen just as I 
had with my first pregnancy. But when the ultrasound wand was 
placed on my abdomen I couldn’t see anything. “Nothing is there,” I 
thought. 

The ultrasound tech had to do a vaginal ultrasound and he found a 
yolk sac measuring 6 weeks but could not see a baby or detect a 
heartbeat. He went to talk to the nurse practitioner who later came 
in and told me that it was possible that I wasn’t as far along as we 
thought. She said by next week we should definitely see a baby so I 
scheduled another ultrasound for the following week, yet knowing 
that the waiting was going to kill me. They also took my blood to 
check my hormone levels and I went back two days later to have 
more blood drawn. 

That week with all the appointments and waiting, I was torn 
between believing that everything was okay and believing that I 
was losing my baby. The waiting was overwhelming and almost 
unbearable. I continued to make frequent trips to the bathroom to 
see if the bleeding had let up or stopped but it only got worse. With 
each passing day my heart grew a little bit harder and my anguish 
grew a little bit deeper. 
 
Even before I knew what the outcome would be, God started me on 
the road to healing. I was listening to my favorite playlist, 
“Theological Rap,” and the song “Lucky Ones” by Lecrae started to 
play. As I listened, the words soothed my soul and I believe that God 
used that song to ignite in me a certain perspective. I didn’t feel like 
a “lucky one” at the time, not at all. But God reminded me that 
even then, in the fear and the unknown, that He is sovereign and the 
simple fact that I know Him and He loves me makes me a “lucky 
one.” 

I could have hard days and I could lose my baby but that wouldn’t 
change who God is and the fact that He has shown me grace. I 
didn’t feel that truth at the time but I knew it and I believed it, deep 
within my soul. I prayed that this wouldn’t turn out for the worse. I 
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prayed that my baby was safe and healthy. But I couldn’t allow 
myself to get my hopes up and pretend that there wasn’t another 
possibility. 

However, either way, I believed that God was gracious, loving, and 
sovereign and the fact that He was my God made me a lucky one. 
This perspective was certainly challenged over the next few weeks 
as I went through a roller coaster of emotions.  That week of 
bleeding but not having any answers was emotionally terrorizing. 
That emotional roller coaster is an exhausting ride. All the while, I had 
to still go about my usual routines. I still had to function. I still had to 
care for my son and meet his needs. 

I was continually praying, asking God to stop the bleeding, to give 
me strength, to have mercy on me, to please let everything be okay. 
But He felt far from me, absent, and uncaring. I knew my theology 
and I believed in it, but the reality I was living did not fully mesh with 
the God that I knew and loved. I wrestled with Him almost constantly 
and became angry at His perceived absence. I wanted so much to 
feel His peace through this situation but I didn’t and I didn’t know 
why.

As much as I wanted to be a strong person and fight through this 
dark time with courage and an unshakable faith, I found that my 
theology was being rocked and my faith was being challenged. 

Throughout all of this I knew and believed that I did not deserve life 
itself, let alone all that God had given me. I knew that God did not 
owe me anything. I knew that He was completely just in taking away 
my pregnancy. I knew that He loved me and that His will was far 
better than my own. I believed in it and that hadn’t changed. But it 
was hard to feel it. It was hard to feel the love I knew God had for 
me. It was hard to feel anything.

Then there was one particular day that I became very angry. I 
literally shouted at God for what He was allowing me to go through. I 
wrestled with Him and told Him exactly what I was feeling. It wasn’t 
pretty but I needed to get it out. I never stopped believing in God’s 
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sovereignty or His goodness, but I wasn’t happy in how God was 
choosing to display His sovereignty and I let Him know it. I think that’s 
okay. I think that in those moments of coming to God in anger and 
desperation we open ourselves up to Him and His will. 

God didn’t stop the bleeding like I had asked and He didn’t keep 
me from losing my baby but I wasn’t angry with Him anymore. I had 
surrendered. I couldn’t stop this from happening and though God 
could, He didn’t, but I knew that He didn’t expect me to not feel the 
heartbreak. I was going to grieve, I was going to be angry, and I was 
going to wade through a lot of emotions but that was okay because 
I was making my way to a place of healing. 

When I finally got some answers from the blood work, I slowly began 
to feel God in the situation. I had been told by a nurse at my 
doctor’s office that it would be unlikely for me to receive any news 
on Friday since they had just taken my blood on Thursday. So when I 
called late Friday afternoon I was expecting them to tell me that the 
results had not come in yet and to try again Monday. But the results 
had come in and I finally had some answers. The pregnancy was a 
blighted ovum. It was devastating but I also felt some relief in at least 
knowing what was going on and what would happen.

Friday night as I was getting ready for bed a song, “Sweetly Broken” 
by Jeremy Riddle, came to me and I found it on my iPod to give it a 
listen. It was comforting and I posted the lyrics on my Facebook. Five 
minutes after I did that I started cramping. It was dull at first but grew 
in intensity. It hurt and I was afraid of how long it would last. My hope 
was that it would pass quickly but I wasn’t expecting it to. 

The cramping, heavy bleeding, and passing of tissue only lasted an 
hour. It was a devastating experience and in between trips to the 
bathroom I cried, mourning my loss, and continually thinking, “I can’t 
believe this is a part of my story.” I still didn’t feel God’s presence or 
an overwhelming sense of peace, but that song, “Sweetly Broken,” 
encouraged me to claim what I knew to be true: that God loves, 
that He redeems, and that He is faithful. Despite my desperate 
brokenness, God was still God.
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Over that weekend I put my grief on pause. I put up an emotional 
roadblock and held all of my grief at bay. I didn’t allow myself to 
think about it or face the emotions that were trying to knock down 
the wall I put up. I knew that wall would eventually come down and I 
was just waiting for whatever it was that would destroy it. 

On Monday I began reading a book that my mother had suggested 
and it addressed the emotional roadblock. It told me that I needed 
to let myself grieve and allow myself to feel. The moment I read 
those words the wall came down and I began to truly grieve. Once I 
allowed myself to go through the process of grieving I was also back 
on the road to healing. I needed to grieve and bring myself closure 
in order to properly heal. 
 
The first form of healing I turned towards was to write. I didn’t think 
that I would want to write through my grief but I needed to process 
what was happening while it was still raw. I also wanted my story 
told. I felt that by publically writing about my miscarriage on my blog 
that I was not only acknowledging that this happened but I was also 
hoping that it would encourage and help someone else. It was 
therapeutic for me and it did end up helping other women. I believe 
it ended up being a testimony of God’s faithfulness. Nothing better 
could come from such a tragedy. 

The second form of healing was 
getting something that would 
commemorate the experience. I 
bought a charm that is printed with 
the word “hope” on it along with little 
footprints and the date of the 
miscarriage. I wear it on a chain 
around my neck as a representation 
of the baby I lost. It is something I can 
touch and remember the experience. 
I felt like it was something I really 
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wanted to do and include in my grieving process. I touch it often 
and think of my baby. Sometimes there are tears, sometimes there is 
a sense of peace, but always there is a sense of loss. Wearing that 
necklace makes me feel like I’m honoring the memory of my baby 
and that time in my life. It is something that I cherish and will wear for 
as long as it will hang around my neck. 

The third form of healing was to name the baby. Initially I had no 
intention of naming my baby because I didn’t know the gender but 
deep inside I wanted to give the baby a name. I grew tired of saying 
“it” or “the baby.” It didn’t feel right. So at the encouragement of a 
friend I spoke with my husband and we chose the name Rylie. Once 
we gave the baby a name I felt a weight lift off my shoulders. I felt 
that in naming my baby I honored and acknowledged his or her life 
even though it was short lived. Rylie wasn’t just a baby but my baby. 
The baby was Rylie and I will never have Rylie again. Never again will 
that life exist. That is what I mourned. It’s not just the loss of a baby 
but that baby. 

After choosing the name I wondered what it meant so I looked up its 
meaning. Oddly enough, Rylie means “courageous.” How fitting. 
Rylie’s short existence was an event I needed courage to go 
through. Truly, Rylie’s life for me was about courage, facing the hard 
times and getting through, having hope. I’m thankful for Rylie. I’m 
thankful for the little life that lived inside of me for a very short time. 
Though Rylie’s life may have been short it was a life that has rocked 
my world, my faith, and has forever changed me. 
 
The fourth form of healing was all of the prayers of my friends and 
family. I was very blessed to have such a wonderful group of people 
who supported me throughout my time of mourning and lifted me 
up in prayer constantly. I felt the Lord surrounding me with and 
through those people and I will always be grateful for their support 
during that time. 
 
The fifth and final form of healing was (and still is) to minister to other 
women. It gives a final sense of healing and peace to my heart 
when I hear of how my story has helped another woman work 
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through her grief. It makes me rejoice in the Lord’s goodness to know 
that my heartbreak was not in vain. Through this experience I am 
able to reach out to other women and help them heal. I am thankful 
that the Lord brought beauty and hope out of the ashes of my pain. 

Having a miscarriage is one of the most devastating experiences a 
woman could have. It is traumatizing and painful. But in time, dear 
reader, the pain will hurt a little bit less. You’ll always think back on 
the experience with sadness and you’ll always miss your baby but it’s 
going to be okay. Your heart will heal. God is still sovereign and He is 
still good. There is hope for healing and there is hope for another 
baby. And in the bigger picture, there is hope that God will make 
everything right. In the end, God wins, and all of our sorrow and tears 
will have a purpose.

You will pull through. At the other end of this dark tunnel is a light. 
And that light, it is called hope.
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Our Turn— Love and Loss through Miscarriage

Author ~ Kathy Reynolds

“Where's ours?” My husband’s eyes glistened back at me. “When will 
it be our turn?” 

Close friends, with their darling newborn, had just said good-bye. As I 
switched back to my alternate self, numbness engulfed me. My 
husband was obviously hurting too. We said nothing, and blinking 
back the tears, I silently prayed.

This was the first of many times that I was asked those questions, and 
if not said in audible words, the expression on Mark’s face revealed 
his secret ruminations.

Month after month, through the previous four years, I was guilty of 
conceiving no baby. Then, in our sixth year of marriage the miracle 
happened! Elation was a new sensation for me after such 
disappointment and we excitedly shared our joy with family and 
friends. 

I began to write journal entries to this new love in my life, but my joy 
turned to grief when I miscarried at 11 weeks. I threw the journal 
away—the sweet words I spoke to God and the heart of this wee 
little one would never be shared. Ever.

The reality of conceiving a child seemed far away. I kept most of my 
deep thoughts to myself, not wanting to make myself or Mark feel 
worse than we already felt. At that time we worked separate shifts 
anyway and we didn’t have extra time to spend together. But, I was 
encouraged by a little book about miscarriage that someone gave 
me at church. 
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I can’t recall much of what it said, but I clung to the idea that if I had 
gotten pregnant once, it could happen again. I also discovered that 
miscarriage occurred far more often than I’d realized. Though I 
hadn’t known it until then, my own mother, who birthed six children, 
told me about her miscarriage. I was filled with hope that maybe—
someday—it would be our turn. I beckoned God and trusted Him to 
give us a child. Just one. That was all I was asking.

Close to a year later, this same scenario recurred—another early 
miscarriage just prior to that 12 week marker. My heart wrenched. I 
wondered if I’d ever be able have a baby. I read about childless 
Hannah in the Bible and I sobbed with unceasing prayers as I 
imagined Hannah had done. I petitioned. I pleaded. I bargained 
with God. 

I was overwhelmed. The thought that God would take a baby from 
me twice wasn’t something I had dared to face, and in our joy to be 
pregnant again, we had told everyone we knew about this baby. 
And so, I reluctantly poured out my pain. 

Working as a busy RN on a medical/surgical floor was awkward for 
weeks, as I’d cry at the slightest mention from anyone. Co-workers 
expressed their condolences, but I was seldom able to handle it. 
Though I knew they meant well, most everything they said simply 
deepened my despair. Right words are hard to come by when 
confronting someone’s terrible loss and no words could comfort me.  

The days strolled by. From then on and for what seemed like forever, 
every time I went into the bathroom my thoughts turned to the 
miscarriage scenarios, triggering intense emotions. The water closet 
became my peculiar prayer closet and God met me there. I placed 
everything at His feet—the why me, crushed expectations, feelings 
of hopelessness and inadequacy, the emotional turmoil and trauma, 
the grieving, and the future life of my yet unborn child (if he was ever 
to be). I hadn’t given up hope.  

Though I was grieving, I didn’t consciously allow myself to consider 
failing for a third time and I started thinking along different lines. My 
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husband was a bit distant and, in fact, was going through his own 
inner turmoil. We decided to see a specialist to better understand 
things and perhaps identify any underlying causes.

Studies have shown that about 35% of women who have had two 
consecutive miscarriages have a third. We found out that my 
miscarriage was likely to have occurred due to a blighted ovum—a 
fertilized egg that develops a placenta and membrane but with no 
embryo growth. This can happen as a result of chromosomal 
abnormalities in the fertilized egg (a common cause of 
miscarriages).1 In a 1993 study regarding blighted ovum 
miscarriages, abnormal chromosomes were found in 67% of the 
samples.2 

How did I take the news there was "no baby"?  I felt worse, but then 
again, no one knew for sure what had actually happened. I found 
out years later that in the case of a blighted ovum, though the baby 
did not develop enough, I was pregnant, and it was perfectly fine to 
grieve the loss of my baby.

In our case, my husband had a very low sperm count. We were 
counseled on how we could bring the count up to increase our 
chances of a healthy pregnancy. Then, in our eighth year of 
marriage we did get pregnant again, and we knew the exact time 
and place that conception occurred. It was at a celebration of the 
Feast of Tabernacles in October of ‘85—a happy time in a cooler 
northern state where we sang Christmas-birthday hymns in honor of 
baby Yahshua (Jesus). Later on, I would come to see this as very 
fitting.

This time was different. Morning sickness arrived and I could not eat 
certain foods; I actually felt pregnant as I hadn’t with the other two 
pregnancies. This was a good sign, that the hormones were 
adequate and I was capable of maintaining a healthy pregnancy. 
Once again, I picked up a pen and eagerly poured out my love and 
dreams to our little one nestled in his cozy haven—this baby and 
those words, were keepers.
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The first three months of pregnancy went quickly and when I passed 
the 12-week marker I relaxed. At exactly the fourth month, I felt his 
first fluttering movements. I was sitting in a work meeting at the time, 
and I wanted to jump up right there and shout! I hid my secret 
(smiling all the while) until the meeting was over. I knew my baby was 
alive—a most precious gift!  

Josiah (which means Yahweh heals) was born at home in the 
sweltering heat of Florida's July. Words cannot describe how we felt 
to be parents of our darling baby boy. One particular photo sums up 
the earlier years of heartache that have been laid to rest and the joy 
that has since replaced them: The photo is of my husband holding 
his firstborn son as tears streamed down his cheeks, and I so fondly 
remember the first prayer of thanksgiving that he offered up for him.  

Skip ahead about 28 years to 2013 and you’ll find that God 
eventually blessed us with four beautiful sons—all home-birthed and 
home-schooled. Today our nest is almost empty. My babies were all 
miracles to me—a son that for many years I thought may never be, 
three additional sons that I never counted on—all sons I will not take 
for granted. 

I empathize with women who have infertility problems, or have lost 
children through miscarriage or any other means. Early miscarriage 
with its inevitable anguish confronted us four times altogether, but 
understandably; the hardest were the first two losses. There were two 
miscarriages between boys number three and four that included a 
set of twins. 

I wouldn't have had my youngest son, Jeremiah, if I hadn't lost one of 
those little ones to miscarriage when I did. Since I have four boys 
(and of course we'd have loved a girl in there somewhere) I often 
think of the babies we lost as my "girls." But I’d never change a thing. 
In fact, just this past week, Jeremiah mentioned to me how he 
imagined that when he was born I was disappointed that he wasn’t 
a girl. “Not so at all,” I told him. “I prayed for and got one son, and 
then to my surprise God gave me three more!”
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Having someone I could talk to openly (on occasion, it was my 
Mother and my sister) was a big support to me. Just hanging out with 
Mom was a comfort because I knew she understood. Being real with 
God and reading my Bible was another solace and a source of 
strength from which I drew. 

It wasn’t just Josiah’s birth that brought a sense of closure and 
healing to me; it was my belief that God in His wisdom gave me 
children in His timing, not my own. Though I didn’t totally understand 
His sovereignty over such things so precious to Him, I totally trusted 
that He had a plan and that is was good—in fact, it was very good.  
Now, looking back, I can see how His timing was perfect.

I never named those not-forgotten babies, but today, as I write this in 
memory of them and with the hope that my story will help someone 
else, I’m giving them each the names that I would have given each 
of my sons had they been girls: Thia, Hannah, Sarah, and Deborah.

With many lessons learned over the years, my dependence on the 
One who created life has increased exponentially. Our turn had 
indeed arrived and we’ve been blessed many times over. God knew 
us beyond our wildest imaginations and He was there with us through 
it all.

One of my favorite Bible passages is Psalm 139. Here is a portion: 

“For You formed my inward parts; You covered me in my 
mother’s womb. I will praise thee; for I am fearfully and 
wonderfully made: marvelous are thy works; and that my soul 
knoweth right well.”

Another favorite verse is Jesus’ comforting words from Matthew 
11:28-30: 

“Come unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy laden, and I 
will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me; for I 
am meek and lowly in heart: and ye shall find rest unto your 
souls. For my yoke is easy, and my burden is light.”
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Sources:

1. WebMD.com Other causes of miscarriage include maternal 
health issues, infections, hormonal imbalance, and abnormalities 
with the uterus or cervix. Miscarriages may also be due to 
immunological conditions in the mother’s body. 

2.    Cytogenetic findings in blighted ovum      (http://
www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pubmed?
db=pubmed&uid=8215215&cmd=showdetailview&indexed=google)
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Faith through Sorrow’s Journey
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Oh no!!  It couldn’t have been right.  I stared at my pregnancy test 
for at least 20 minutes before I opened the second one from the 
package just to confirm the obvious two lines that I’d just seen.  We 
were so young and I couldn’t bear the thought of admitting to our 
parents that we were pregnant again.  We had barely settled into 
married life and the thought of adding a second baby into the mix 
was unthinkable.  There was no turning back now, because he or she 
was on their way whether we were ready or not.  Before I knew it, 
the fear was quickly overcome by joy and we soon found out that 
we were expecting girl #2.  

Because my first pregnancy was so difficult, I was surprised that 
everything had progressed so quickly and smoothly and before I 
knew it, I was 7 months.  We were in the process of planning the 
baby shower and I was due for my glucose test.  I dropped my 
daughter off at the sitter and headed in for the testing.  My doctor at 
the time suggested that since I was there I might as well have a 
checkup since it was scheduled within a few days anyway.  I 
waltzed into the sonogram room eager to see the baby we had 
affectionately named Autumn.  We laughed and joked about how 
the baby was hiding this particular day.  A few moments later her 
smile soon disappeared as she struggled to find the baby's 
heartbeat.  Believe it or not, I was still smiling and completely 
oblivious to the news she was about to deliver. 

Since the doctor's office was attached to the hospital she said that 
she was sending me to have a more extensive sonogram.  Based on 
her concern, I said a prayer and walked down the hall to have the 
sonogram.  The technician said nothing to me the entire time and 
informed me that the doctor would explain the results in a few 
minutes.  As I waited on him to enter the room, I prayed every 
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Scripture I could have during that time and honestly believed that 
everything would be fine.  But you realize that in our Christian walk, 
God doesn't always give us the answers we seek every time.  The 
doctor confirmed their suspicions and said that the baby had died. 
After being immediately admitted into the hospital, I gave birth the 
following day to a 1 lb. 14 oz. baby girl named Autumn Lynn.  

Because of her size, we were told that we had to make the decision 
to cremate her or have a funeral.  We had her funeral a week later.  I 
honestly didn’t cry until the day of the funeral.  I planned her funeral 
while waiting to deliver her in the hospital.  I had people tell me that I 
didn’t have to do that, but honestly a part of me felt like I owed it to 
her.  I was still her mom and although I would not have the pleasure 
of picking out her little dresses for the rest of this life, I wanted to take 
this time to make sure things were right as we celebrated her life in 
the next.  

My husband drove me to the funeral home.  Her little casket was no 
bigger than a man's shoe box.  It still amazes me to this day that they 
actually make caskets that small.  My sister and I went to the flower 
shop to select her flowers.  As I scanned through the book, I saw 
funeral sprays for people of all ages.  A part of me was still in disbelief 
that I actually had to do this.   I went with a pink spray of roses and 
the same flowers we used at our wedding.  The spray was a little 
bigger than the casket.  I sent an outfit my husband’s grandmother 
had sewn for her to wear.  

The funeral was hard.  I sobbed in a way that only the depths of my 
heart understood!  It had finally hit me that there was not going to 
be any happiness as a result of this day.  This wasn’t a sick joke or a 
dream.  Sorrow had found its way to my door in a way that my life 
would never be able to take back. 

Shortly after we returned to church, we received a word that God 
was going to give us another girl.  This was back in 2002, so we were 
encouraged and believed naively that the next child we had would 
be a girl.  When I became pregnant again, we were so excited.  We 
knew this would be the realization of God's word he spoke to us.  
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Well......it was a boy.   We were happy that we had made it through 
with a healthy baby after the previous experience, but 
dumbfounded as to why God had not did what he said. 

Coincidentally, six months after the birth of our son, we were 
pregnant again.  I was on a trip and upon returning home began to 
have some complications.  We went to the hospital where they 
discovered that I had lost the baby.  I was almost five months along 
then.   I could not believe that God would allow this to happen after 
everything we had been through previously.  I just assumed that 
maybe the word we received was given out of sympathy and not 
necessarily from God.  My husband reminded me of Hebrews 
11:1,Faith is the confidence that what we hope for will actually 
happen; it gives us assurance about things we cannot see.  Trust me, 
I needed to hear it because everything in me wanted to throw in the 
towel and quit believing that I would ‘see’ God do anything, 
especially what he had said.  

Fast forward about four years later and we decided to give it 
another try after having two successful pregnancies and two 
extremely difficult losses.  You would have believed that after all I 
had been through I would have learned not to put so many 
expectations on God and just rest in patience.  Well, I didn't and was 
once again over zealous about having this promised girl.  I 
had shared my beliefs with friends and family and I kid you not, 
many of them said, "Yeah well when they tell you it’s a boy, let me 
know".  I was annoyed at the lack of faith these people had!  
Couldn't they just support the word God had spoken??  Well, sure 
enough, we found out it was a boy!!  At this point we had the 
opposite of the third time being a charm.

We decided after having our second son, to try again for a girl.  
Those hopes were dashed when I was told at my 11 week checkup 
that they could not find a heartbeat.  We received word a few 
months later, that not only was I pregnant again, but the child we 
had lost was indeed another boy.  I can’t lie, I was flat out angry at 
God.  Once we took some time for ourselves, regrouped, and I 
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began to pray, I felt like God told us to try again.  We obeyed and 
about 2 months after losing our baby boy, we were expecting again.  
Well, as you can imagine, the promise God had given loomed over 
us again as my pregnancy progressed.  We didn't know what to 
expect, but at this point had grew in our faith enough to accept 
whatever God had given us.  At the very least, we just wanted a 
healthy and alive baby.  We scheduled our sonogram to determine 
the sex and had opted to use an office that specialized in 3D 
imaging.  That way we could allow our family who lived out of town 
to view it via live stream when the determination was made.  We 
were so excited when she confirmed it was the girl we had waited 8 
years for!!  It hadn't even dawned on me that so much time had 
passed.  We walked out of there sure of one thing, that God never 
backed down on his promises and he was faithful to do all that he 
said.

However, you can be sure that when God fulfills his word, Satan is 
always there to steal it or try and destroy it as fast as he can.  It's his 
job and one that he takes very seriously.  As the pregnancy 
progressed, due to my history I was closely monitored.  I saw 
my nurse practitioner for many of my visits and she informed me that 
once I hit a certain point in the pregnancy, I would only see my 
doctor.  My first visit with him was pretty standard.  My husband and I 
had been through it before and were very happy with the 
information we received. 

At the end of our visit, he pulled his stool in close to us, got real 
serious, and asked if we minded if he prayed for us.  In all my life, I 
have never had this happen to me.  My husband was equally 
surprised.  He prayed over us and our baby.  He prayed that all the 
doctors that would preside over the pregnancy would work together 
in order to get the baby here safely.  We thanked him as we left and 
never saw him again during the remainder of my pregnancy.
A few weeks later, I started having preterm labor and was taken to 
the hospital.  They gave me medication to stop the contractions and 
also noted that my blood pressure was high.  They sent me home, 
but said that I had to go to my doctor's office to follow up on the 
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blood pressure to make sure it had returned to normal since I had no 
history of hypertension. 

The next day I went in to have it checked and it was 169/92.  My 
doctor that prayed for us was on vacation, so the doctor on call told 
me that due to the reading I had to go straight across the street to 
the hospital because she was admitting me.  Later that night my 
blood pressure skyrocketed to 184/100.  They believed they would 
have to deliver me but due to the prematurity of my baby, I had to 
be transported to another hospital that was prepared to handle 
small preemies.  After being transferred, they did a sonogram and 
decided that it was better to control the blood pressure than to 
deliver and I remained at that hospital for another five weeks on bed 
rest.

On September 5, 2010, my blood pressure took a downturn after 
being pretty manageable during that time.  The final reading before 
my emergency C-section was 204/117.  I only weighed 144 lbs. at the 
time, and it was truly by the grace of God that I didn't have a stroke.  
A little after 1pm, we delivered a 2 lb. 8 oz. baby girl named Autumn 
Grace.  Although she remained in the hospital for another 6 weeks, 
we were able to bring her home at 3 lbs. 10oz.  Most preemies like 
her require apnea monitors at home after being discharged.  She 
did not and has had no complications other than being small for her 
age.  She is a healthy baby girl and a complete testimony of God's 
faithfulness.

God often makes us promises but he never discloses the journey, the 
time, and sometimes heartache that is associated with how he will 
fulfill it.  Without faith it is impossible to please God, but it is with faith 
we are able to experience his magnificent power and see our 
journey unfold into a beautiful path as only He can do.  You can be 
sure that he is more than capable of performing his word.  He is not 
bound by time or space, so he can do whatever he wants to do 
whenever he wants to do it.  Each loss has taken something away 
from me, but it has also allowed the space for something greater to 
emerge in my life.  I believe that each child we lost was sent to us for 
that purpose.  John the Baptist was sent to prepare the way for 
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Jesus, just as I believe our angel children prepared the way for our 
testimony and our children here on Earth.  I hope that our story has 
encouraged you to increase your faith to believe whatever God has 
spoken to you or if sorrow has walked alongside you on your journey, 
then to trust him to restore.  I pray that you will believe that with faith 
all things are possible, because he simply cannot lie.
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Grieving the Child I Never Knew

                                                           Author ~ Gina Weeks

It was a sunny, crisp winter day as I prepared to go in to have my first 
ultrasound with this pregnancy - - and I was so excited. Married just 2 
months before, this new miracle was our honeymoon baby, God's 
blessing to us upon our new union as a family.  Because Randy had 
to work, I would have to go alone, but that was OK. I planned to 
share all of the details with him later. Maybe I would even have a 
picture!

It didn't seem real at the time that I had been so blessed by God. 
After going through an abusive first marriage, a divorce, and then 
the life of a single mom, God had been so gracious to restore what 
the enemy had fought so hard to take from me. As I drove to my 
appointment, I remember having such a sense of peace and joy. I 
remember looking at the clouds and the lacy leaves of the trees as I 
walked from my car to this unfamiliar office building. I remember 
thanking God for it all, both the good and the bad that He had 
brought me through. I almost cried from joy I was so happy and 
thankfulness was welling up within me.

I couldn't wait to see the first glimpse of our new little one.

I met the technician - a young man - and I felt a little strange that he 
was going to be the one to share this special moment with me. The 
two of us - a strange pair indeed - but I was just anxious to watch the 
miracle machine to have a peek into the special place where God 
was forming my little one.

I remember knowing immediately that something was wrong. I saw a 
small gestational sac.  The technician measured it to be 6 weeks, I 
believe, although I was already considered 8+ weeks pregnant. He 
didn't say a word to address that, but he asked me to use the 
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restroom and relieve my bladder to prepare to have a vaginal 
ultrasound " to have a better view" - - - 

I couldn't breathe. I could barely move. I felt so alone as I numbly 
walked down the hallway.  I started shivering in that cold, heartless 
bathroom. Every movement I made echoed through the stalls. The 
toilet flushing made me wince. I looked at myself in the mirror as I 
washed my hands . . . and I looked lifeless. 

I don't know how long I stood there . . . water rushing over my hands 
and down the sink. I set my face like a stone and walked back into 
the room where I was asked to remove my clothes and cover with 
those inadequate paper napkins. . . . 

Eventually with the proper equipment in place, the technician 
worked hard to get a good look again at the "baby" and sac. It was 
a black circle, still, with nothing inside.  Just like the hole that 
appeared on my heart at that moment. 

I don't know how I managed to breathe from that moment on. I felt 
like someone had kicked me in the stomach and I started shaking 
again. I know that the technician or I had to have said something to 
one another - - -but I can't remember anything from that moment 
on. Grief overcame me like a deep, dark, heavy blanket, and all I 
could do was hold it all together. I wasn't going to cry in front of a 
perfect stranger, a man, a medical professional. I wasn't even sure 
what my next step would be, but somehow I dressed and left that 
place.

I don't remember how I made it home, but I did. Somehow I called 
my husband and told him that our baby was gone.  Then, I somehow 
called my doctor for an appointment the following day to "discuss 
our options" with the “missed miscarriage” or blighted ovum, the new 
label given to my pregnancy. 

I don't think that there is a word to describe how you feel in the 
moment you learn that your baby is gone.  Medical words and 
terminology just reinforce the coldness of the moment where you are 
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expected to detach from your dream and your baby.  One minute 
you are growing life inside you as you get closer and closer to giving 
birth to your newest dreams - - and then, all of a sudden, you are 
expected to be able to be rational and detached as you process 
the loss and make plans to discard the ashes of your dream, the 
“remnants of your child's sacred home” while you carried them 
inside you.

I didn't know what to do, think, believe, feel... I was overwhelmed.

Randy came home from work and just held me as he cried. I know 
that I cried some too. I didn't know how to feel, how to process what 
had happened. I was so scared about what was going to happen 
next. Katelyn was 3 at the time and I knew that she needed mommy 
as much as mommy needed her. After dealing with the initial shock, 
we spent time with each other that night rather than go to church.  It 
was a Wednesday.

Randy and I headed to my doctor's office the next day, late in the 
afternoon. I remember being surrounded by all of the women with 
big, healthy pregnant bellies and hearing all of the newborns crying 
as their mommies were waiting to see the doctor for their six week 
post-birth check-up. I closed my eyes and bowed my head, praying 
and praying that God would help me not become impatient, upset, 
or jealous of those women. Each newborn noise made me get a 
lump in my throat and I placed my hands over my tummy, cradling 
the little one that was always going to be in my heart, although not 
in my life here on earth.

I prayed for a miracle.

We waited for 2+ hours to be seen in that doctor's office, in misery 
and confusion at our circumstances. Randy and I felt so alone in our 
pain, although we tried reaching out to each other through our 
gestures, our eyes, and our words. I think there came a point that I 
walked up to the window and asked through choked back tears 
how much longer we were going to have to wait. I was given no 
answers.
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Once the last patient left the room and the sun started setting, we 
were called back. The nurse practitioner met us, letting us know that 
Dr. C. was at an emergency c-section and wouldn't be meeting us 
at all. Ironic, definitely, but I quickly put that thought out of my mind, 
focusing on breathing and staying calm, choking back painful tears 
again.

With a curt and business-like demeanor, the NP started warning us 
about letting me pass the remains of the pregnancy naturally, citing 
issues like sepsis and hysterectomy that would undoubtedly take any 
chances of us having the opportunity to have another baby 
someday. We were stunned all over again. We were coming in, 
hoping to hear that we could wait a little while, have some blood-
work done, maybe even get another ultrasound in a few days to 
check my dates.  I wanted to hold on to hope that the baby was 
too small to be seen in the first ultrasound . . . . 

She never gave us any options like that.

She started talking about moving towards the D&C that I would 
need ASAP. She was hoping I’d say yes and she started pushing me 
to start getting the suppository inserted in my cervix that moment to 
start prepping me for the surgery the following day. I couldn't speak, 
could barely breathe, but my husband told her that we were leaving 
and that we would be back when we could meet with Dr. C. the 
next day. We left as quickly as we could.

Another night was spent waiting, thinking, wondering what I had 
done to fail my baby: so many questions in my heart, but no answers 
to be found. Family, friends, and those I knew started to pull back 
from me. All I had in my support circle were Randy and Katelyn at 
that moment . . . and I was reminded again how very precious and 
fragile life really is. With a heavy heart, we both went to sleep, 
knowing that it was our last night with our "first pregnancy" and our 
innocence.

That next morning, we talked with the doctor and reluctantly agreed 

                                                    ©  2013 All Rights Reserved by the Authors                                          38



to the surgery later that day. No other options were given to us. The 
doctor was compassionate and kept saying he was so sorry, but he 
still pressured me to have that D&C. He inserted the suppository to 
"ripen" my cervix for the surgery and sent me home to rest and 
prepare to come back to the hospital later that afternoon.

We sent Katelyn home with my dad and his wife sometime that day. I 
remember lying on the couch, cramping and crying throughout 
Friday, January 11, 2002. Nothing else really stands out to me much 
from then on. I think I went numb and disassociated myself from my 
body and the situation. I remember getting to the hospital, saying 
goodbye to my husband in pre-op, looking into my doctor's eyes 
over his surgical mask, choosing to trust my doctor - - - but wanting 
to go back to the place that this wasn't happening. 

As they started wheeling me back into the OR, I wanted to change 
my mind and hold on to that pregnancy as long as God intended. I 
was so scared either way - but I wanted more than anything to have 
a miracle, my baby miracle, my pregnancy again.  Having a D&C 
was going to rob me of that opportunity, but now it was too late and 
I started to fall asleep.

I woke up in recovery, in tears. I literally woke up sobbing and 
shaking from head to toe. The nurse was so worried about me 
because I was so broken-hearted that I woke up from anesthesia 
crying out in emotional pain.  She was stroking my arm and kept 
telling me over and over that everything was OK now. I don't think I 
had really cried deep tears of grief about the miscarriage until that 
moment. I felt so empty, so broken, so violated, so sorrowful. My child 
was dead, gone, and never to return. 

That realization was so heartbreaking - and I knew that I wasn't going 
to be given the closure of seeing, naming, and honoring that child. 
My child had now become medical waste. I had a thought about 
how I could then say what it feels like to have an abortion and a 
dream ripped from your life.  I started falling into a pit of black 
darkness and the fear gripped my heart that it was possible that I 
had done something wrong that had harmed the baby and caused 
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the miscarriage.

I didn't stop shaking until Randy came to me and I was able to look 
into his eyes. He hugged me and I allowed myself to feel safe in his 
arms.  At that moment and for many moments to come, I needed 
every ounce of strength and support he could give me to come 
back to life again. Sometime that evening, I was released to go 
home, feeling like a shell of myself, fragile, empty, and vulnerable.  I 
truly knew what it felt like to have a broken heart.  I didn’t see how I 
would ever be able to “get over” my loss.  

But God saw me – He never let me go. His love would lead and 
guide me thorough that time and bring His beauty from ashes back 
into my life.  

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Our child was conceived in November 2001 and born into God's 
Arms sometime before January 9, 2002. My due date was August 12, 
2002, three days before my husband Randy's 32nd birthday. That 
little one would be over 10 years old today - and there isn't a day 
that goes by that I don't think of my Angel baby. Although we didn't 
know the sex, we named that child Wesley/Wesleigh. 

I've been in many places with my grieving in this journey with my 
miscarriage. It took me many years to allow myself to feel the 
deepest impact of that loss - - - when the feelings of sadness and loss 
would come over me, I pushed through the pain and stayed busy, 
but the ache was always there.

                                                    ©  2013 All Rights Reserved by the Authors                                          40



It wasn't until I met a friend who had also lost children to miscarriage 
and one after birth that I learned that grieving my child was OK.  She 
encouraged me to feel those feelings, ask God the questions on my 
heart, but to hold onto the Promises of God and never give up 
Hope.  She gave me permission to be real – to cry, to ask why, and 
to walk my own path in grieving my child.  Her loving support has 
been crucial to my journey of loss.

I am so grateful for my friend and her support of me during this time.  
Through her I have been introduced to women who all share this 
common heartache, and, over the last few years, I have been 
blessed to partner with her in ministry to them.  God can indeed 
bring beauty from ashes.  Through serving other moms of loss, I find 
healing of my own pain.  As I remind them of God’s love, I feel the 
loving Arms of God wrap around me too.

I praise God that HE has been with me, carrying me through every 
storm, every loss, and each moment when I felt like I couldn't make it 
another breath or heartbeat. And, I have been blessed above and 
beyond my dreams:  He has restored to me what the enemy does try 
to steal - We have been given two more beautiful children: our 
Rainbow babies, a girl, Hannah, (2003) and a boy, Joshua, (2006).  

We have the HOPE that although we are separated here on earth, 
my child is in heaven and will be there when it's my time to go. I tell 
others that I now have heart-strings to heaven, every now and then I 
feel that tugging.  I look forward to that Reunion Day.

I will always remember the special dates of the pregnancy - finding 
out I was pregnant (Dec 5), having the ultrasound (Jan 9), the 
surgery (Jan 11), and my due date (August 12). I have a ceramic 
bear that always sits on my dresser now, with an August birthstone, to 
celebrate my little one who will never be forgotten.  Although I never 
carried that child in my arms, I will always carry that special one in 
my heart. 
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Because of HIM, I can face my tomorrows and remember my 
yesterdays - and then seize today.  And you can too.  I pray for you – 
may God bring you comfort in your loss and restore your hope in His 
promises and grace.  ~ Psalm 113:9 ~ 

Gina is thankful to be on the journey of Hope to be found in the LORD and His 
Word. She is blessed to be married to her precious husband Randy and to be the 
full-time homeschooling mom of three kids: one teen girl, one pre-teen girl, and one 
son still in the single digits. Her days are full and she is always trying to keep up 
with the details, but she wouldn’t have it any other way. 

She is blessed to be a co-writer on Surrendered Living Now and to be given the 
opportunity to share her heart on her personal blog To Thine Be The Glory.  

You can contact her for prayer and support at tothinebetheglory@yahoo.com.

Starting this summer she will facilitate a free online support group on Facebook, 
open to all moms in need of support through grieving the loss of their child.  Feel 
free to email her for more information
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Heaven’s Newest Angel

Author ~  Dollie Freeman

Twenty years ago, I was a twenty-one year old wife that just 
celebrated her anniversary.  Looking back, I can’t quite remember 
my complaints that sent me to the doctor’s office for a checkup, but 
I won’t ever forget the doctor coming in and informing me that I was 
pregnant.

The scene that will forever be etched in my mind: After hearing the 
doctor’s diagnosis, I started to cry. The doctor assumed that I didn’t 
want the baby, when in fact, pregnancy had never entered my 
mind; abortion was never a thought that would have occurred to 
me either.  No one in my life even suggested to me that I could have 
been pregnant, so hearing the news was very shocking.

I drove home with the next emotion… fear. 

How would my husband respond to this news?  He was working a 
good job, but a temporary one with no insurance, and I knew that 
would weigh heavily on him.  That evening, upon his arrival, he knew 
something wasn’t right with me and immediately became 
concerned for my health.  I shared with him that I was pregnant and 
I braced myself for what I thought was going to be an emotional 
night of ‘how are we going to pay for this?’

To my surprise, my husband, although a little shocked from the news, 
assured me that things would be okay and we began to accept the 
idea that we were going to be parents.

Almost eight weeks later, we had a full day of activity together and 
had ended our day with my husband’s family.  It was getting late in 
the evening and I decided to go to the bathroom before we 
headed home. I was just as unprepared to see the blood on the 
toilet paper, as I was when I first learned I was pregnant. I came out 
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and told my husband we needed to leave.  Once getting into the 
car and driving out of the driveway, I began to cry and shared with 
him that I was bleeding. 

Upon arriving home, I called one of our pastors, whose wife was a 
nurse. She prayed with me and told me to get into bed, which I 
immediately did.  The next morning was Sunday, May 9th and 
Mother’s Day.  I got up to use the bathroom and there was no 
blood. 

I truly believed that everything was okay, so I proceeded to get a 
shower and continue with our Mother’s Day plans to go to church 
and spend time with our Mothers. 

Just a few minutes after my shower, the bleeding returned. 
Overwhelmed and emotional, I climbed back in bed.  My husband 
called our Pastor’s wife and asked for prayer and advice.  I stayed in 
bed and prayed.

My parents came with dinner that day and tried to comfort us, but 
my heart was so heavy and my faith wavering. 

Later that day, things drastically changed and the pain increased.  I 
struggled to gather myself, as I knew that I was loosing our baby.  My 
husband called our Pastor’s wife again and this time she advised us 
to go to the hospital.  My husband helped me into the car and 
headed toward the hospital.  On the way, bleeding intensified and I 
was bleeding all over the car. My husband was breaking all speed 
limits, rushing me to the hospital.

When arriving, I was taken back immediately.  My doctor examined 
me and told me that the baby was stuck in my cervix and that he 
needed to pull the baby out for the pain to go away.  

I closed my eyes and in despair cried out a loud “NO!”  My husband 
held me, as our baby was taken from my body.  

                                                    ©  2013 All Rights Reserved by the Authors                                          44



The doctor continued to tell us that I needed to have a D&C, to stop 
the bleeding and that one could happen late that evening, 
requiring me to spend the night. 

I will never forget the hollowed feeling that came from me knowing 
that our baby was no long growing inside of me and that the plans 
we were making were no longer realities for us. As I was being 
prepared for the surgery, I settled into knowing that Mother’s Day 
would never be the same for me again.

After that heart-breaking day, I couldn’t get the idea of having a 
baby out of my mind. I saw babies everywhere and my heart longed 
to have one of my own. Sharing my strong desire with my husband, 
we decided to believe for another baby.  

God answered my heart’s desire and then started the stage of 
fearing that I may do something to cause a miscarriage.  Fear 
gripped my heart, until the day when my husband came into the 
room, while I was preparing for church and said, “Wow, you are 
showing!  I can really believe it, now.”

Our first child was born nine days early, on May 5th, just 4 days before 
the first anniversary of losing our first pregnancy.  I was able to 
experience Mother’s Day with mixed emotions of joy, as I held our 
beautiful daughter and remembered the grief of the year before.

We added to our family again, without even the fear of having a 
miscarriage, after having a healthy baby.   When our second child 
was three and a half, I had another miscarriage.

This one hit me hard and through the heart.

Getting out of bed was absolutely difficult for me, only for me to end 
up on the couch crying for yet another child that I would never hold.  
I loved and adored my healthy two children, yet the lost of another 
child was so heavy that a felt I was in a cloud of sadness that I 
couldn’t look through.
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My husband tried desperately to help me through this second 
miscarriage with support, love and encouragement, yet it felt like I 
was never able to really make any progress.

God used my precious three-year old son to do His healing during 
this loss.  I will never forget this day and his sweet heart.  I had been 
starring out the window gazing up to the clouds, which had become 
my daily routine. My little boy climbed up on my lap and joined me 
in gazing to the clouds. He reached over, giving me a hug, and said, 
“Mommy, if I had a red horse, I would go to heaven and get your 
babies, so you wouldn’t cry anymore.”  {He had been watching a 
movie about Elijah going to heaven and in this animated movie 
Elijah was taken to heaven in a chariot of fire}

I literally grabbed my son and sobbed.  My daughter joined us on 
the couch, where I sobbed until I couldn’t cry anymore.  My healing 
was happening with each tear I shed and each kiss I gave them.

We were blessed with another child a few years later and the joy I 
felt to be holding another one of our children was priceless and 
cherished. I hardly could put him down the first several weeks of his 
life. 

When our third child was four, we were expecting again.  We were 
all so excited and trusting that everything would be good with this 
pregnancy, since I was having the morning sickness.

However, one day all those symptoms just disappeared.

A few weeks later, I went to my appointment and was given an 
ultrasound due to my history of miscarriage.  That dreaded news that 
I expected was confirmed.  The baby stopped growing at a little 
over six weeks, but the miscarriage hadn’t started.

I was devastated to have to tell my husband and children that our 
third baby has gone to heaven.  Yet, amidst the sadness that I was 
feeling, I was also experiencing peace that passed all my 
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understanding. I knew that the Lord was truly in control and that His 
will was greater and His plans for me would prosper.

My husband couldn’t understand the difference from my second 
miscarriage to this one and frankly, I couldn’t either. 

Just a little over a year later, we were expecting again.  With high 
hopes, we began to make plans to quickly learn that this baby was 
another one that we would meet in heaven. Similar to the last 
miscarriage, this one was physically hard but emotionally easier.  
With both of the last two miscarriages, I bleed incredibly heavy, but 
chose to do them without a D&C. 

Just a few short months later, just as I began to feel my strength 
return, I realized that I was again pregnant and that this one was 
also ending in a miscarriage.

In case you have lost count, we had a total of five miscarriages.

The last three loses, were found with strength that only God can give 
and hope for what He may restore to us.  Our children have learned 
at a young age that ‘His ways are higher than our ways and His 
thoughts are higher than our thoughts’.  They learned along side my 
husband and I that when we wait on the Lord, He will renew your 
strength.  

Our story didn’t end with our five miscarriages, as we were blessed to 
have another child.  We named our fourth child, Manoah, which 
means ‘present’.  When we held him for the first time, we knew that 
he was truly our gift from God and is cherished by our entire family.

Through each of our miscarriages, I have found the book of Job to 
be helpful in accepting God’s will with the right heart.  The New 
Testament has given me hope and faith for the things that I desire, 
while accepting that His will is always best. 
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I would like to share three of the things that I have found to bring 
healing to our family during the first few weeks of losing our babies 
were:

1. Creating cards to announce ‘Heaven’s newest angel’.  This 
helped with telling people without having to do it face to face. 

2. Letting helium balloons go into the sky was wonderful for our 
younger children to feel connected to their lost siblings. 

3. Having a visual thing to remind us of not only our babies in heaven 
but to also give us a reminder that one day we will hold our 
precious angels and kiss their cheeks.

Dollie Freeman is a Christian wife for over 20+ 

years to her heart-throb and father of their four 
children. Dollie blogs at Teachers of Good Things, 
where she shares about  home, family and 

homeschooling. Using her 14 years of homeschooling 
experience, all of which she has used the Charlotte 
Mason way to home educate, she offers one hour 
phone consults to other homeschool mothers who 
desire clarity, focus and inspiration in their own 

journey. As an author, speaker and blogger, she 
thrives to be a Titus 2 teacher to younger women 

striving to be a Christian, mother or homeschooler. 
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A Story of Hope

Author ~ Heather Bowen

Our story is different. It is one of hurt and healing, beginnings and 
endings. It is one full of surprises and disappointments, a story of life 
and death. But, mostly it is a story of hope.

It begins in 2006, shortly after the birth of our second daughter (only 
eleven months after our first daughter was born). The demands of a 
young couple, mixed with the responsibilities of caring for two babies 
and the added stress of being in nursing school, led my husband and 
me to believe that two children were perfect for our family, and so I 
had a bilateral tubal ligation. {Please note: I was not walking with the 
Lord at this point in my life.} 

Fast forward 17 months. I was finishing my final semester of nursing 
school when I began noticing some odd, but familiar symptoms. 
When the date my monthly “friend” came and went, I decided to 
take a pregnancy test. Sure enough, I was pregnant. 

I immediately called my OB-GYN because I knew the chances of this 
pregnancy being ectopic were much greater due to the tubal 
ligation. The OB-GYN scheduled an appointment with me for the 
next day, Valentine’s Day.  

The appointment only consisted of blood work to check my HCG 
(pregnancy hormone) levels. The office nurse promised to call me 
the first thing in the morning with the results. Little did we know, we 
wouldn’t need that call.

That evening, my husband and I sent our daughters to bed early and 
settled in for a romantic Valentine’s dinner at our kitchen table. The 
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conversation over dinner was full of excitement. We were utterly 
amazed that we were expecting again. This child was something 
that neither of us realized just how deeply we wanted until we saw 
the plus sign appear on the pregnancy test.

Our excitement was short lived though, because as soon as dinner 
was over, I began bleeding. I called my OB-GYN and was told to go 
straight to the ER.

Upon arriving at the hospital, they immediately did blood work and 
told me what I already knew. I was pregnant. The next step was to 
determine if the pregnancy was ectopic (outside of the uterus- 
specifically in the fallopian tubes). This was determined by 
ultrasound.

I remember the ultrasound technician first checking the fallopian 
tubes and telling us that she didn’t see anything abnormal. I could 
hear the hope in my husband’s voice as he asked, “Well, that is 
good news, right?” 

The tech then began the ultrasound of my uterus. I intently watched 
the screen, so desperately hoping to see the familiar image of a 
developing baby. Finally, the tech turned to me and said, “I can’t 
see anything in here either.” I will never forget the look on my 
husband’s face as he asked “What does that mean? Why can’t you 
see our baby?”

Given my symptoms and the results of the ultrasound, in my heart I 
already knew that we had lost the baby, but I couldn’t bring myself 
to tell my husband. As we waited for the doctor to discuss the results 
with us, my husband, the notorious pessimist, was a person I had 
never seen before. He was grasping at any slight bit of hope, that 
the doctor would come in and tell us that everything was fine. It was 
absolutely pitiful. I cried and cried, but not for my hurt, for his. Seeing 
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your husband that helpless is something a wife should never have to 
experience.

Finally, the OB-GYN confirmed our fears. My HCG levels were very 
low and it appeared as though I was having a miscarriage.  The only 
question I could ask was why. Why did I become pregnant after 
having my tubes tied? How did that even happen? Why did I 
become pregnant just to lose it so quickly? The doctor explained 
that a tubal ligation is very effective, but sometimes the tubes can 
grow back together and pregnancy can occur. He recommended 
doing a follow up test a few weeks later to see if my fallopian tubes 
were in fact open again. We wanted to know what was going on, so 
we agreed to have the test scheduled.

On the way home that night, the only words my husband said were, 
“I feel like someone has been stolen from me.”

I had not realized the full effects of what had happened until the 
next morning. The phone rang and it was my OB-GYN’s office 
calling. When I answered the phone, the nurse said, 
“Congratulations, Mrs. Bowen, you’re pregnant!” She was calling 
with the results of the blood work that was done at their office the 
previous day. She had no idea I had miscarried.

The build-up of emotions from the past twelve hours hit me full force 
in that moment. I was crying too hard to speak and hung up the 
phone. 

Three weeks later, we went in for the scheduled follow-up test, to see 
if my fallopian tubes had grown back together. The test showed that 
my fallopian tubes were completely blocked and the doctors were 
baffled at how I had become pregnant. We were assured that 
pregnancy wouldn’t happen again.
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Fast forward twenty months. I was exhausted all the time. My breasts 
were sore. I was gagging when I brushed my teeth, and when was 
my last period?

I couldn’t be pregnant, could I? Further inspection of my calendar 
revealed that my period was three weeks late. What in the world 
was going on? I told my husband that I thought we needed to take 
a pregnancy test.

Sure enough, there it was: two pink lines. I was pregnant. A flood of 
emotions overtook me: Fear, disbelief, shock and somewhere 
underneath it all, excitement. Given our history, I wasted no time in 
finding an OB-GYN (we had recently moved out of state) and setting 
up an appointment. 

I explained our situation to the nurse at the OB-GYN office and they 
couldn’t get me an appointment for that day, but advised I go to 
the ER for blood work and an ultrasound. Oh yes, I remembered this 
routine well. 

The results at the ER revealed a positive pregnancy test with HCG 
levels that were right on target. The ultrasound showed no ectopic 
pregnancy and although it was too early to see any fetal activity 
within my uterus, given my HCG levels and symptoms, the doctor felt 
comfortable giving me the diagnosis of Intrauterine Pregnancy at 7 
weeks, and instructed me to return to the office in two days for more 
blood work to ensure my HCG levels were continuing to rise as they 
should be.

Two weeks, five HCG level checks and one ultrasound later, I was 
told that I had a healthy intrauterine pregnancy. We were thrilled. 
This was surely our miracle baby!

One month later, on Christmas Eve, we shared the news with our 
friends and family. This was without a doubt the best Christmas 
present we could’ve received. A sweet new life in a womb we 
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thought had been permanently closed. My husband was very 
hesitant to allow himself to become excited about this pregnancy, 
but as we moved into the second trimester, he set his fears aside and 
joined in the hopeful anticipation of our newest child.

On December 28, 2008, I was thirteen weeks and three days 
pregnant, and I had a routine prenatal visit and ultrasound. The 
ultrasound technician said everything looked fine and although she 
never showed me the screen, I took her at her word.

Two days later, my husband and I were driving to Virginia to pick up 
our daughters who had spent a few days with my parents when I 
received a phone call from a resident at my OB’s office.

“Mrs. Bowen, we need you to come to our office right away. We 
have reason to believe your pregnancy is ectopic and we need to 
see you as soon as possible. Your life depends on it.”

I was in complete shock. I don’t even remember exactly how the 
conversation went at that point. I do remember saying we were on 
Interstate 95, heading to Virginia and the resident telling me that I 
either needed to turn around and drive straight to their office or go 
to the nearest hospital and tell them that I needed to be seen for an 
ectopic pregnancy. At that point, I dropped the phone and told my 
husband to pull the car over.

Tears had not yet come as I explained the situation to my husband. I 
kept saying that there must have been some misunderstanding. They 
must have my chart confused with someone else. I just had an 
ultrasound two days ago and everything was fine. I thought there is 
no way this pregnancy could be ectopic. I had no bleeding or pain 
and ectopic pregnancies don’t reach thirteen weeks.

Surely we were turning the car around and going straight to their 
office to get this whole mess straightened out. When we arrived 90 
minutes later, we were immediately taken to an exam room. 
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A resident and an OB-GYN came into the room holding my medical 
chart and it was then that the reality of the situation began to sink in. 
The OB-GYN started speaking first. He told us that after reviewing my 
ultrasound from earlier in the week, they still couldn’t detect a 
pregnancy in my uterus and at this point in my pregnancy, it should 
have been visible.  He also said that they couldn’t detect a 
pregnancy in either of my fallopian tubes. But, he knew that it was 
there somewhere and that they needed to do emergency surgery 
to find the pregnancy and remove it. He kept stressing that we 
needed to move quickly because wherever it was, it was likely on 
the verge of rupture which meant my life was in grave danger, 
because if this pregnancy was in fact located in my fallopian tube 
and ruptured, I could hemorrhage to death within minutes.

I was hysterical at this point. How could this be happening? Why 
couldn’t they just find the baby on ultrasound? What if they were 
wrong and everything was really okay? The doctors couldn’t answer 
any of my questions, but I could sense the urgency in their voices.

The resident and OB-GYN left my husband and me to gather our 
thoughts and decide how to proceed. In those few minutes, I cried 
harder than I had ever cried before. This couldn’t be happening, I 
thought. My husband held me and never said a word. What could 
he say in a situation like that?

The resident came back in the room and asked what we wanted to 
do. My husband replied, “I want to take my wife and healthy unborn 
child home, but unfortunately, I don’t have that option.” Those words 
are forever etched in my mind.

The resident once again explained the severity of the situation and 
presented us with a surgical consent to sign. The consent stated that 
the procedure was “an exploratory laporotomy, with possible 
removal of ectopic pregnancy and/or D&C of uterine contents”.  
Upon reading this, I quickly regained my composure, refused to sign 

                                                    ©  2013 All Rights Reserved by the Authors                                          54



the consent and demanded to speak to the OB-GYN. As soon as the 
resident left the room, my husband who didn’t understand the 
medical jargon of the consent asked me what I was doing. I didn’t 
have time to explain before the two doctors returned to the room.

“What’s the problem, Mrs. Bowen?” asked the OB-GYN.  I could hear 
the frustration in his voice.

“I will not consent to a D&C or any sort of termination of this 
pregnancy until you can prove to me or my husband that this 
pregnancy is ectopic. If that means you get in there, see what you 
need to see and then have to wake me up to get my consent to 
move forward, then so be it. But, I will not sign this consent as it is 
written.” I clearly remember that moment. At the time, I had no idea 
where my strength came from, in a moment where I was my 
weakest, my love for my child pushed me to stand firm.

The OB-GYN whose patience was wearing thinner by the second, 
said that he needed to consult with the on-call OB at the hospital 
regarding my wishes.

When he left the room, I broke down again as I explained the 
consent and my wishes to my husband. I made him promise that he 
wouldn’t allow them to do a D&C if they couldn’t find an ectopic 
pregnancy to which he agreed. I could feel his fear though as he just 
kept saying, “I can’t lose you both.”

In only a matter of minutes, the OB-GYN returned with a new 
consent that never mentioned a D&C. He told me the on-call OB 
was waiting for us at the hospital and I could sign the consent after 
speaking with him directly, but that we needed to go straight there 
because our time was running out.  

The ten minute drive to the hospital seemed to take forever. I called 
my mom and explained the situation to her and begged her to bring 
my girls to me. I desperately wanted to see them before I headed 
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into surgery, but given the fact that they were five hours away, I 
knew that wouldn’t happen.

After registering at the hospital, I was able to speak to the on-call 
OB, Dr. Nelson, who was an angel on earth. He listened to us, was 
patient, and truly understood the heartbreak we were feeling. As I 
signed the consent to explore and remove the pregnancy if it was 
found to be ectopic, I felt like my heart was being ripped to shreds. 
How does a mother sign a paper that essentially agrees for her baby 
to be killed? Why was I being asked to do such a horrible thing? 
Could I ever forgive myself? I knew the medical facts behind it. I 
knew that an ectopic pregnancy would ultimately result in the death 
of the baby and most likely me too. My brain knew all of this; it was 
my heart that didn’t understand.

As Dr. Nelson was leaving the room, he asked if there was anything 
else he could do. My only reply was to please make sure that this 
never happened to me again.

“Heather, I promise you will never go through this pain again,” was 
his response, and in that moment, I felt solace. 

As the nurses hurriedly prepped me for surgery, I cried and prayed 
(something that I didn’t do often). I called my girls who were in transit 
from Virginia and told them how much I loved them. I kissed my 
husband and was rolled in to the OR.

Despite the horrendous amount of physical pain I was in when I 
woke up, the first thing I asked was “did they find the baby?” The 
nurse told me to hold on just a minute and when she returned, Dr. 
Nelson was with her. He explained to me that he found the baby in 
my right fallopian tube right behind my ovary, which was why they 
couldn’t see it on ultrasound. He said that the tube was stretched so 
tight that he felt it was within minutes of rupture. He even took 
photos of what he found to prove to me that the pregnancy was 
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ectopic. Given the size of the pregnancy and the extensive damage 
that was already done to my body as a result, he was forced to 
completely remove what was left of both of my fallopian tubes thus 
holding up his end of the promise that I would never go through this 
situation again. 

The weeks following the surgery were the darkest days of my life. The 
physical pain was nothing compared to the emotional turmoil I was 
in. My heart ached for my unborn child. The rest of the world seemed 
to move on, but I didn’t want to. I couldn’t. My baby died and I was 
expected to go on with my life as though he/she never existed.  My 
poor husband and children were suffering too. Instead of moving on, 
I stayed in bed all the time. I cried. I slept. I avoided my family. I was 
in a state of depression like nothing I had ever encountered before.

I just could not understand why my baby was taken from me. I had 
so many questions that no one could answer. I knew that if I was 
expected to continue living without my last baby, I was going to 
need help. 

I finally found that help in April 2009 and He had been there all 
along. His name was Jesus. I gave my hurt, my heart and my life over 
to him and He pulled me from the darkness. He healed my pain in a 
way that only He could and gave me back my life. 

“If the Son sets you free, you will be free indeed.” John 8:36

The answers to all of my hard questions finally had answers and they 
were found within the pages of His Word. 

As I was settling into my new life and falling deeply in love with my 
Savior, my husband was processing his grief in a whole other way, by 
putting the final nail in the coffin of his faith and declaring war on 
God and religion {for more on his story, our marriage during this time 
and where he is today, read his book, Project Conversion}.
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There are still hard days. There are still days when my heart and arms 
ache so deeply for my sweet angel babies, but I know they are 
dancing with Jesus and He loves them even more than I do. One 
day, I will be reunited with them. Until then, I will walk this earth as a 
proud mother of four praising the One who chose me to be their 
mommy.

Heather Bowen is a dedicated Christian wife 
and homeschooling mama of two sweet girls 
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My Journey through Loss and Love

                                                                                          Author ~ Alicia Helsley

When I was a little girl, I'm sure I played with my dolls and pretended 
to be a mommy.   To be honest, I don't really remember.   I know that 
in my teens and early adulthood, getting married and having 
children was the furthest thing from my mind.  Did it come from losing 
my father at an early age? Who knows? Did it come from the 
relationships my mother had during those years? I'd almost bet on it. 
Needless to say, when I met the man who would become my 
husband in the Fall of 1998, marriage and children was not what I 
was thinking.

We married in December of 1999 and almost immediately his family 
started asking when we were going to have children. At that point, 
neither one of us were really thinking about becoming parents.

Even though we weren't trying to keep from getting pregnant, nor 
were we tracking dates as to the best time to conceive, it didn't 
happen.  At some point we decided that maybe we weren't 
supposed to be parents. 

In the Spring of 2001, we moved into an apartment complex. Within 
a few months, I noticed a change in my husband, which caused a 
change in me.  As a result, I had started drinking, and hiding it. I was 
what you call a " functioning alcoholic".  I was still working every day, 
making sure the house was taken care of and the bills were paid.  

What I didn't know until the Fall of 2003, when my husband called me 
at work, was that he had been using drugs and drinking. When we'd 
moved in to the apartment complex, he had reconnected with 
someone from his past and they got him in to the drugs.   Over the 
next few months, we both got clean, sober and worked on 
straightening our lives out.
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In July of 2004, when we hadn't yet been sober a year, I found out I 
was pregnant. We were so excited, we were sharing the news with 
everyone we knew; especially our AA family.   I was convinced I 
would have a girl but my husband was convinced it would be a boy.  
I had even started purchasing a few things like baby socks and a 
couple of little pink dresses.

Then, one morning in September of 2004, I noticed blood in my 
underwear.   As with most expecting mothers in this day and age, I 
checked the Internet.  Then I called my doctor’s office.   After asking 
some questions, the nurse decided I needed to come in.  

I contacted my husband and he came home and took me in.  After 
I checked in and they called my name, the anxiety level increased 
about tenfold.   They took me in the room to do an ultrasound.   The 
technician had the screen where I couldn't see it, but my husband 
could.  I could tell by the look on his face it wasn't good, although he 
wouldn't say anything.  The technician wouldn't either.  When I asked 
her what she saw, she said she couldn't say, that I'd have to wait and 
talk to the doctor, I knew then that it wasn't good.

Eventually she was done and we were taken in to the doctor's office.  
After a few minutes she came and sat down with us and proceeded 
to explain that I had miscarried.   That the egg had not actually 
developed it was just an empty sac.   She said, "This happens more 
often than we like to admit.   It's just God's way of preparing your 
body for a baby."   She then went on to discuss whether I wanted to 
wait and let nature take its course, or have a D&C that same day.  I 
chose the D&C.

The days following were so hard.  

I couldn't understand how God could use this as a way to prepare 
my body for a baby.   I felt like I had let my husband down, and that 
my body had betrayed me.   I felt so very alone.   I couldn't handle 
leaving the house to attend the AA meetings we regularly attended. 
I couldn't stand seeing the looks of pity that people gave me when 
we found them what had happened.   I couldn't stand having 
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someone who didn't know, come up to me and pat my non-existent 
baby bump.   And the hardest of all was hearing from other young 
women we knew that they were expecting, or seeing mothers with 
their babies. 

I was part of a group of women at that time, we all shared the same 
AA sponsor, and no matter how I tried to shut them out, to push them 
away, they wouldn't let me. They treated me much like how a herd 
of elephants treats a sick or injured one in their herd. They put me in 
the middle and surrounded me.  They protected me, prayed for me, 
and loved me through it all. No matter how much I pushed, how 
many phone calls I didn't answer, they wouldn't leave me alone.   I 
even told one lady that I just wanted to be left alone and she told 
me that wasn't going to happen.

Around the end of September, we were able to attend an AA 
conference that took place at a camping area.   There were 
meetings we could attend but we also had the opportunity to have 
time to walk the trails and just reflect. I did a lot of reflecting, praying, 
and thinking. I asked God why it happened, and the answer I got 
was that the time wasn't right. 

That weekend was the beginning of my healing.   The beginning of 
understanding that nothing, absolutely nothing, happens in God's 
world by mistake.   That someday, when the time was right, I would 
be a Mother.

My doctor had said that we would need to wait three months before 
trying to get pregnant.   That was the longest three months of my life.  
Once the three months was up, we started trying again.  I wasn't the 
type to check the calendar, check my temperature and all that, we 
just did the deed. 

Around the first of March 2005, I was a week late for my monthly 
cycle. I stopped at the store and bought a pregnancy test and did 
the test. It was positive. I made an appointment soon after with my 
doctor and she did an ultrasound to confirm. And there it was, this 
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tiny little being.   This precious creation, our son, who, in October of 
2005, came into this world via c-section.

In 2007, we were blessed again when our daughter was born.  When 
our son was born, having another child was not in my plan, but as 
they say "If you want to make God laugh, make plans."

We tell people that God was waiting on us to get our lives 
straightened out before he decided to bless us with a child.  I was of 
advanced maternal age with both of my pregnancies and carried 
them both without any complications and gave birth to two 
beautiful, healthy babies.   Every day I am amazed by them and so 
very grateful that God entrusted me with them.

Alicia lives in Central Oklahoma with her 
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Finding the Courage to Try Again After a Miscarriage

                                                                                                      Author ~ Megan Zechman

While growing up, I didn’t have a burning desire to be a mom. I 
didn’t even envision myself getting married. I wanted to be a career 
woman, living in a big city, doing everything I wanted to do.

Perhaps my desire to remain on my own was because I was regularly 
being shown how not to be a mom and a wife. Unfortunately, I 
didn’t have the best role models. Without someone positive to 
emulate, I didn’t know where I would begin. I knew I would fail.

Then I met my husband. Aside from being handsome and sweet, I 
knew in an instant that he would be a wonderful husband AND 
father. 

I was in trouble. 

It wasn’t long before I watched every preconceived notion I had of 
myself fly out the window.

Those weren’t the only changes in store for me when I met Craig. He 
was a Christian. And not just any Christian – he was the grandson 
and son of Methodist ministers. I was not a believer. Fortunately, I 
didn’t stand a chance against a seeking God and for that I am 
eternally grateful. My faith has been important during the ups and 
downs of my adult life.

As you can imagine, Craig wanted to start a family years before I 
did. Although I trusted him and I trusted God, I still didn’t trust that I 
could be a good mom. I kept putting him off.

Eventually I knew that if we wanted a family, we needed to get 
started. After a short time, we found out I was pregnant.
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We were over the moon. We made plans. We told our friends. We 
started imagining our new life – the one with a child... our child.

When I was about nine weeks along, I was scheduled for my initial 
ultrasound. I still remember that visit. We were so excited. We were 
going to see the baby!

It was during this internal ultrasound, our first glimpse of our baby, 
that we heard the words no couple wants to hear. “Your baby has 
stopped growing. You will lose it. I’m sorry.”

What? Where was our happy ending? I was in shock. I burst into 
tears.

We walked in as expectant parents but were walking out with our 
hearts shattered in little pieces. No baby? How would we move on?

Immediately, I began to blame myself. Was I being punished for 
things I had done in my life? Was God angry because I hadn’t 
always wanted kids? Would my found desire to be a mom go 
unfulfilled?

I was devastated. 

I was angry.

In a bit of irony, at that time in our lives, I was the Youth Minister at a 
Presbyterian Church. I hadn’t told the youth yet about my 
pregnancy, but I had told my boss, the Senior Pastor. When we 
arrived home after the ultrasound, I called him to tell him what had 
happened. He could hear how upset we were, so he immediately 
came over to sit with us and pray. I was so thankful for that.

I found some comfort in his words, his prayers for us. But I was angry 
and I blamed both God and myself. And I would continue to do so 
for some time.
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During the following weeks, we mourned what we had lost. We 
faced the painful task of telling our friends what had happened. I 
was depressed.

With dimming faith, I was being held by others whose faith was 
strong. They prayed for me when I couldn’t. They believed when I 
refused. They provided a safety net that kept me from the abyss that 
I could have easily fallen into.  

Eventually the anger dissipated and I was able to pray myself. I was 
able to let go and trust in God’s plan.

When I shared with others that I had miscarried, I was amazed at 
how many people (women and men) had a similar story to share. It’s 
a story that doesn’t seem to get shared until it is needed. It was 
comforting to know that so many women had gone before me and 
not only survived but thrived. Most of them were eventually blessed 
with children, with families. It gave me hope.

After a few months, we decided to try again. I was terrified. What if it 
happened again? Could we handle another disappointment like 
that?

When I became pregnant, I was tentatively filled with joy. To be 
honest, the miscarriage had taken its toll. We didn’t tell anyone until 
the second trimester. I didn’t dream about the future. The first 
ultrasound was not exciting; instead I went in to the appointment 
filled with dread and worry.

But you know what? God is good, all the time. Although I mourned 
the loss of the baby, without it we wouldn’t have our amazing 
daughter Abigail. And she is always worth celebrating. She radiates 
joy every day. I have come to realize that she is a spark of life that 
needed to be on this earth. I’m so thankful that I didn’t let anger and 
fear stop me from trying again.

Life is full of sadness and joy. I’ve learned that without the pain and 
trials, the happiness and successes don’t seem as grand. Luckily, I’m 
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never alone through the challenging parts. I have a wonderful 
husband that is always by my side. I have two daughters that 
regularly show me the meaning of grace. I have faith that God is 
walking with me, even carrying me when I need it. And when my 
faith wavers, I have friends whose faith is strong, who are willing to 
stand in the gap for me. I am a lucky woman.

 
Megan Zechman lives in Central Florida with 
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The Desert I Left Behind                                                                              

                                                                                  Author ~ Stephanie Somers

Too many girls have no direction. Too many girls know too little. Too 
many girls grow up to be hard, unbending women. Luckily, God 
knows us all by name. Jesus knows that too many girls and too many 
women face miscarriage and too many of us face it alone.

The first time I miscarried, I was 19 and I didn’t know what was 
happening. I didn’t even know I was pregnant. I walked around in 
the hours before my miscarriage feeling like everyone and 
everything was underwater and I was in the middle of it all, bone dry. 
I couldn’t seem to connect to anything around me, I was restless 
and solemn. 

It was Friday night and I wanted to feel normal, so I went to visit the 
boy who was the father of my first baby, who never opened his or 
her eyes on his or her mother’s world. I sat down to watch a movie 
and when I stood up at the end of the movie, an unspeakable 
torrent of blood washed over everything. All of my clothes, the bed 
where I was sitting, even the carpet turned a dark, creeping red in 
seconds as life drained out of me.  

The boy I was visiting ushered me out and left me at my apartment, 
where I slowly fell into the emptiest sleep I’ve ever known. I entered 
into a spiritual desert that night. I was dry, ambivalent and never 
spoke of the miscarriage to a soul.

Later that same year, I smiled down at the absurd little bump under 
my waitress uniform as I happily realized I was pregnant… again. I 
didn’t know enough to go to a doctor or take an “official” 
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pregnancy test, but my rapidly growing form filled me with giddy 
ambition. 

One day, while I was at work, I started to bleed uncontrollably again. 
I collapsed in a janitor closet and then struggled several blocks back 
to my apartment. My lurching, dizzy quest to find help, as all of my 
co-workers seemed dumbfounded and in shock, led me to seek help 
from my baby’s father, who was sure to be at my apartment. As he 
drove away and left me bleeding on the floor and slipping away 
from consciousness, I sobbed deep, silent but dry sobs. 

Once again, I was bone dry in a world that seemed to be drowning.

Time passed...

My husband and I had agreed after our first child together – my 
second child, his third – that we needed some semi-permanent birth 
control in place. I had a career to think of, and it was only doing the 
responsible thing, I assured myself.  

I wish I could have taken myself aside and explained very slowly and 
clearly what I was agreeing to. I would have told myself, “You are 
surgically implanting a device under your skin that kills babies!” I also 
would have warned myself that even if I removed the death-stick 
from my body, death’s icy fingers would still remain poised to steal 
away the fruit of my womb. 

My husband and I timed the removal of the under-the-skin 
contraceptive perfectly. We would get pregnant at just the right 
time so the baby would be born during summer vacation and not 
interfere with the school year. I had already planned the vacation 
we would take with the babies (I had arbitrarily decided I was 
having twins) as soon as they were old enough to toddle. 

Sure enough, we were pregnant and everything seemed to be 
going according to our plans. While I worried a little about birth 
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defects, at the time I never thought a miscarriage could happen to 
a health-conscious woman, like me. I thought miscarriage only 
happened to girls like the lost teenager I had once been. I thought 
miscarriage only happened to people that God wanted to punish.

On the night that we celebrated the 10th week of our pregnancy, I 
went to my bed on top of the world. 

That world came crashing down with the tiniest, most unassuming –
POP.  

The next morning we headed solemnly to the emergency room 
where we watched an ultrasound of an empty womb.

“How many pregnancies have you had,” a nurse asks me, a full 
decade after my first miscarriage. I can’t give her an accurate 
number, I never can. I’m still dazed at how I came to be in the 
emergency room. We had been celebrating my 10th week of our 
perfectly planned pregnancy. . .

There was one on board (I don’t know what this means), there were 
no tears shed, the bleeding wasn’t severe and there was no pain. 
The midwife offered herbs to complete the miscarriage, but I refused 
because of the words on my discharge paperwork… SPONTANEOUS 
ABORTION: COMPLETE. That was that, I thought, coldly. 

We miscarried and now we get on with life. Yet again, I was 
emotionally and spiritually bone dry.

I went about after that day in a frenzy of activity and merry-making. I 
insisted the kids learn to play badminton in our yard until everyone 
was tired and half of the family went to take naps. 

I noticed after the game that I was bleeding, so I decided to keep it 
to myself and take a quick shower. Within hours the bleeding grew 
more intense. As the children and I sat in our TV room, I had a 
sudden urge to cough, and before I knew what was happening, 
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torrents of blood and clots larger than my hands erupted from the 
womb that I thought had gone quiet. Nothing I did could stop to 
flow and before I could tell my husband that I needed to go to the 
emergency room, the lights went out. 

The sudden loss of blood sent me spiraling on the living room floor, 
unable to get up again, watching as the terrified children around 
me questioned if I was going to live, while we waited for an 
ambulance to come.

For hours afterwards, I convulsed and spewed forth an unbelievable 
amount of blood and clots that were positively unreal. The 
miscarriage from weeks earlier was certainly far from complete. 

After that night it would be days before I could resume my normal 
life. I could no longer care for myself and the children. Family and 
friends from church pitched in to help every day. I could barely walk 
and would re-hemorrhage each time I tried to resume any type of 
normalcy in my routine. Weeks into the long ordeal, one doctor 
exclaimed, “This is positively absurd!” 

One night, in the dark, sitting on the edge of my bed, it hit me. These 
miscarriages were all connected. These were all real babies that I 
would never hold in this life. These were people who would never 
laugh, never write their first word, never hug me or say, “Mama, I 
love you,” in this world. 

Suddenly, it all became real, and my hard, practical heart broke.

Through it all, I had never cried and that night I cried all the tears 
that I had left unshed. Sobbing for the first time, I realized that I was a  
woman bereft of her children. I cried that night feeling that the 
dawn would never come.

Dawn must always come in this world and when it did, I knew what I 
had not known before. I was a woman who was safe with God. He 
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wasn’t mad at me for miscarrying, for fouling up my well-thought-
through plan. He hadn’t taken my baby away out of anger with me. 
Most importantly, He had never left me. 

Like cool, deep water washing over me, I felt His love and His 
presence and I knew that He’d been there with me for all of my 
miscarriages. He knows how many I’ve had. At last my soul was no 
longer dry, it was quenched, it was washed and refreshed. 

There is life after miscarriage. It can be a life filled with hope and 
peace, if you let it. I have been blessed with another baby, and 
during my pregnancy with him, I again, found myself in an 
emergency room bleeding. 

Again, I stared breathlessly at the ultrasound screen too early in my 
pregnancy, but this time I had hope. I had peace and I knew that 
even if we faced the grim news of another pregnancy lost, there 
would be no fear of losing God’s love this time. That night, we 
experienced incredible calm as we saw a tiny baby, with a beating 
heart on that screen. Today, he sleeps peacefully in his crib. We 
named him Noah, which means “rest” or “comfort”.

We are constantly reminded of the comfort God has given to us, 
and I am thankful that through this last miscarriage I was drawn out 
of my dry, miserable comfort zone and taught to wade in the living 
waters. 

I was taken from my reality of being a girl with no direction, who 
knew the reality of being a woman that God knows by name and 
loves me anyway. I know that I’m not alone and that miscarriage is 
not the end of the story. 

My children think of the pregnancies that I’ve miscarried as real 
people that hold a place in our family for all of eternity. Their attitude 
is contagious. While I long in my heart to someday meet those souls, I 
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can walk forward in the life that God has set before me and know 
that I don’t have to walk another step in the desert that I left behind.

Stephanie Somers is a writer from Central Virginia. As a 

second-generation home schooling mother and step-mother, 
she writes on her blog, The Stirred Up Family, on topics of 
concern for blended and multi-cultural families.
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Joy Comes in the Morning
                                                                               Author ~ Dwana Chapshaw

There are nights I jerk awake and struggle to find my breath. Those 
are the nights my dreams have included my babies. Not the babies 
that I have the enormous privilege to hug, laugh with, kiss, read to 
and tuck in, but the babies I ache to hold. My arms, although quite 
full, most of the time are hauntingly empty.  

In the midst of these long nights I find my Bible and some sweet 
worship music. I remind myself that God is still God and He is the 
amazing giver of comfort.
                
I have 3 daughters; they are currently 2,4,and 6 years old. Full of life, 
laughter, and love. I have 2 babies in Heaven, I had a miscarriage 
the weekend before April Fools in 2007 and another very recent on 
St Patrick’s day of 2013, when I was around 13 weeks pregnant but 
the baby stopped growing about 6 weeks into his little life. I ended 
up having to have a D&C with this one. Leaving a feeling of 
emptiness like never before.  

The recent one was so fast, like a whirlwind. We found out one week, 
keeping our secret and planning out baby names, by the next week 
she was gone. We had only told a couple of friends. I was barely 5 
weeks this time. So, I did not have to have any surgery. Both were 
“surprise” pregnancies. Both were dearly loved and wanted. Both 
have been grieved deeply by my husband and myself. 
                
Grief is such an hard, exhausting,and overwhelming emotion. 
Grieving when almost no one else in your life knows what’s going on 
is excruciating. Grieving when a few people pointedly tell you it’s 
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senseless is powerfully empty. We do have an amazing support 
system; a phenomenal church family, great friends, & family. 
My husband is also in the midst of a long job search. Therefore, a few 
people casually pointed out that, “It’s just not the right time,” which 
hurts. 

However, God pointed out to me that He is still God. This is my time to 
decide if I am going to worship Him and run to Him or listen to 
people. This is a truth He has ingrained into my soul the past month. 
“Do you believe Me and run to me for comfort or do you look 
around first, grasping at things or people that will not satisfy?” 

I would love to say my heart and hands were not left empty a few 
times from grasping, but they are.  Those times hurt. However, there 
are times where yes my hands are still incredibly empty but my heart 
overflows with his love to compensate.  Maybe heal is a better word. 
To fulfill His promise that joy comes in the morning.
                
I have learned in the last two months that joy looks considerably 
different  in the midst of grief. At least during my grief. I can laugh, 
smile, play with, and cuddle my babies, I can minister in the church 
where we are serving, I can have great friendships and a wonderful 
relationship with my husband while I am still sad. It’s a sustaining 
power from the Lord.  

The truth in Isaiah 43 resonates in my soul: “Fear not for I have 
redeemed you; you are mine. When you pass through the waters, I 
will be with you; when you walk through the fire you shall not be 
burned, and the flame shall not consume you…Because you are 
precious in my eyes, and honored, and I love you.” I am sad, but I 
am not consumed by sadness. I feel amazingly blessed that God has 
given me joy. To be honest it’s a different joy a new found gift from 
God, and one that I pray that lasts forever.

Walking through the murky, muddiness of grief has given me the 
amazing opportunity to truly seek God’s face and figure out what I 
truly believe about Him.  These truths obviously go back to the  
beginning of my journey with Christ, however, this past year has been 
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insane. My husband is a youth minister and we have been through 
the hardest, most trying year in ministry we have experienced 
separately and together. 

Added to that the hurt, emptiness, and longing of a miscarriage I 
had a choice to make. If you have ever read Experiencing God by 
Henry Blackaby then I think I had what he would categorize as a 
“crisis of belief.” 

We were in Church during the music portion of worship and my 
brain, mouth, and heart just could not sing. I was standing there 
looking around, and I really wish I could remember what song was 
on, but God was speaking in my spirit. He was asking me if I was 
going to believe and trust Him. “Are you going to believe, trust, and 
worship me during the good and the bad? Am I your God all of the 
time. Do you believe I am good.”  

God gently nudged my spirit, but in that gentle nudge I knew He was 
serious. And I had a choice to make. I don’t think He was saying I 
had to bust out in song, but my heart had to be reconciled to His. I, 
as His dearly loved daughter, had do decide if I was going to be like 
a stubborn 2 year old with my arms crossed and my foot stomping or 
like a child needing her daddy, reaching up with arms wide open 
and a heart ready to receive His mercy and grace.
                
I am learning to walk like that needy child. I need God,  I need Him 
every second of every minute of every day. In fact my sweet girls 
know most of the words to the song, “Lord I Need You,” by Chris 
Tomlin, “I Need You Now” by Plumb, and “Worn” by Tenth Avenue 
North, because they have been what my heart cries out, and for 
now, that’s ok. I cannot stay in bed all day and wallow in grief, but I 
can cry out to God and plead with Him to fill me with joy when I  feel 
like I am sinking. I can’t let life pass me by while the toddler and 
preschool years are filling our house, but I do remember God’s 
promise, “I will be with you,” and He is. He is holding my hand and 
walking me through. 
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When my legs won’t work anymore He is carrying me.  But just as the 
stubborn child who will not receive love and grace in a moment of 
willfulness I cannot receive God’s love and grace without a willing 
heart. “Do not be anxious about anything, but in everything by 
prayer and supplication make your requests known to God. And the 
peace of God which surpasses all understanding will guard your 
hearts and minds in Christ Jesus.” Philippians 4:6-7.
                
God does not say “do not grieve” but he says when you do, cry out 
to me because I am the source of your joy. 

There will be times when we are all piled in our bed in the morning 
with all the little curly morning hair and sweet giggles when my mind 
will say, “there should be 5. Not 3.” But I have to make the choice in 
the moment to trust God. To know that His ways are perfect and 
while the two are dearly missed and grief is okay.  I have to rest in His 
promises and know His ways are good. I do not and will not 
understand how they are all good this side of Heaven, but that is 
where my faith comes in. Faith. “Now faith is the assurance of things 
hoped for and the conviction of things not seen.” Hebrews 11:1.
                
I have struggled with faith and trust my entire life. God has called me 
(and you) and created me for His purpose. I have to trust Him. I do 
not know why I did not get to carry my two sweet babies to full term 
and have two more healthy little lovies in my life. I do not know why 
there are women in my life walking through life unable to have 
children. But I do know that sin has made us live in a fallen world. 

I do not believe that any sin I committed made my babies go to 
Heaven early, nor do I believe a certain sin makes woman unable to 
bear children. I am just saying we live in a world marred by sin with 
the devil prowling around like a roaring lion ready to devour any 
growing Christian ready to make an impact for Christ. He wants to 
stifle our joy and render us useless for Christ. 

However, we must have the constant, growing, purified faith that will 
allow us to be a light to the world around us. If I can point anyone to 
Christ through the sufferings of this life then that will ultimately glorify 
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Christ. “Count it all joy my brothers, when you meet trials of various 
kinds, for you know that the testing of your faith produces 
steadfastness. And let steadfastness have its full effect, that you may 
be perfect and complete, lacking in nothing.” James 1:2
                
To be honest I do not count losing either baby joy, but I do long for 
the day I can be complete in Christ and lack nothing. I am a work in 
progress and He has promised to make my joy complete. All I can to 
right now is walk in Him, delight in Him, cry out to Him, and fully trust 
Him. Tomorrow, well tomorrow is sometimes too hard to think about, 
but He gives me grace enough for today and His wonderful mercies 
are new, brand new, every morning.

Dwana Chapshaw was blessed to be raised by a 

Christian mom and was lead to Christ by my 

youth pastor at the age of 13. She had a semi-
rebellious streak but God really got a hold of her 
live in her mid teens. She surrendered her life to 

full time ministry around the age of 16 and have 
been leading and working with teenagers in some 
capacity ever since then. She was blessed to be 
able to attend Union University which is where 
she met her husband, the man beyond her 
dreams. They have been married for 9 years and 

have 3 beautiful princesses ages 2,4, and 6. Her 
husband is currently serving at a church as a 

part time interim youth pastor as they continue 
in the journey of a year long search for a job. This has been an extremely hard year in 

their lives but they have seen God's grace and provision in amazing ways. She 
homeschools and is learning more everyday what a blessing, privilege, and enormous 
responsibility God has given her. Her passion in ministry is discipleship and mentoring 
teenage girls, walking alongside them in life, helping them to learn to study scripture, 
and follow hard after God. She love photography, reading, and coffee.
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A Mother of Seven

                                                          Author ~ Stephanie Bowman

My youngest son was 17 months old when I was pregnant again in 
2006. We were waiting for this and were not surprised when the tiny 
red line appeared on the test. We were growing from a family of four 
to a family of five. Joy filled our hearts. 

Who would have thought that a trip to the bathroom could change 
so much. The color red not meaning love but loss.  A trip to the 
doctor confirmed our biggest fear. We had not told anyone that we 
were expecting again, but had to call them to tell them the news. 
One second good news only to be followed by bad news.  Our little 
blessing was no longer alive in my womb. On the screen there was a 
tiny bean, no longer with a beating heart. No longer here, yet a little 
body nestled in mine. 

Was it okay to ask God why? Was there something that I did to make 
this happen? Was there something wrong with the baby?

Questions that I will not know here on earth.

It was hard.

I sat and cried. Prayed and prayed!

Then I had the dream. The dream that changed things. This dream 
gave me comfort.
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"We were sitting around the table. There were 5 of us. My husband, 3 
children and myself.  (At this point we had 2 boys). The third child 
was a boy. He looked like the other boys, only he had a crooked  
nose. As we were eating and talking and laughing, the little boy 
disappeared. In an instant we were a family of 4 again, yet we knew 
there was one missing."

I woke up assured that this little one was a boy and that even 
though he isn’t here he was with his creator. 

"Therefore, since we have been justified by faith, we have peace 
with God through our Lord Jesus Christ.  Through him we have also 
obtained access by faith into this grace in which we stand, and we 
rejoice in hope of the glory of God.  Not only that, but we rejoice in 
our sufferings, knowing that suffering produces endurance,  and 
endurance produces character, and character produces hope,  and 
hope does not put us to shame, because God's love has been 
poured into our hearts through the Holy Spirit who has been given to 
us." Romans 5:1-5 (emphasis mine)

Right before Christmas 2007, we found out that we were expecting 
yet again. Oh the thrills. We wanted to wait to tell people just in case. 
I told my best friend only to find out that she too was pregnant. How 
fun this was going to be. Due around the same time. We even went 
to our first appointment together. So many exciting thoughts went 
through my head. Was this another boy? We had three boys already, 
or was this finally our little lady? This excitement ended in tears and 
sorrow when I saw that horrid color again. So bright and so red. 
 
I can still see the image of the baby, perfectly formed at 9 weeks. A 
tiny perfect body, yet so still. No movement , no beating heart. Just 
so still. 
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My heart dropped. Again? Why again? I just didn’t understand. Why 
would God give me a blessing but take it away so fast? I was numb. I 
didn’t know what to think. 

The doctor suggested a D&C. I was told that passing the baby would 
be very painful and my bleeding was very heavy. They sent me to 
the hospital right away. As they prepared me to go to the operating 
room I couldn’t think. The nurses were so sweet, so caring, and so 
comforting as I sat in silence, tears streaming down my face. 
The last thing I remember as my eyes grew heavy was the sight of my 
husband on my left and my dad on my right. The two men in my life 
that I love dearly, together, praying. 

When I woke I was still numb. Yet there was a feeling of peace. 

I know that God is sovereign. This was all planned before I was 
formed in my mother’s womb. 

“Before I formed you in the womb I knew you, and before you were 
born I consecrated you”

    Jeremiah 1:5a

He would use this for His glory. 

Do I fully understand why?  No. 

I do have a peace and comfort in knowing that one day I will meet 
my children. Peace and comfort  in knowing that they are  with the 
Lord.  Peace and comfort  in knowing that they are  doing what we 
were created to do, worshiping the Lord. Peace and comfort  in 
knowing that they didn't have to live in a fallen world, the only thing 
they know is Heaven.
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A peace that surpasses all understanding.

 I do know that through this I have been able to help others. I thank 
God that He is using me in this way. A ministry. To help and pray for 
others who are going through this tough time as well. 

 Losing a child is hard.

 I pray for those ladies.

 Many I don't know, and some I do. 

Many are silent about it, and that's okay, just know that there are 
prayers being said for you. 

There are times when we look around the table and it seems that 
there are children missing. There are still pieces of my heart that are 
not whole. But one sweet day, we will be reunited and all of the 
pieces will be together. 

Here on earth I have five wonderful kids running around, but I am not 
a mother if five. I am a mother of seven. 

Stephanie and her husband were married in 2001. She is 
the mother of seven children, two are worshiping the Lord.  

She and her family reside in the beautiful state of West 
Virginia. Other than taking care of her family and 

teaching the kids at home, she enjoys reading, 
photography and blogging at Bowmania.

The Main Thing is to keep the Main Thing the Main 

Thing!!!!! Look to the Cross!!!!
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The Birth of Angel
Author ~ Honey Rowland

     
The light was coming from the glass windows of the pellet stove
giving everything a warm, orange hue.  I could hear the kids 
breathing softly as they slumbered on the couch that was pushed 
back to make room for the birthing pool.  The water caressed my 
skin as softly as a lover and yet held me up with the strength of a 
mothers arms.  My husband sat behind me, letting me use his body 
as an anchor and mat to rest against as the rushes came stronger 
and I became more free, primal.
     
My voice became deeper and longer like the drawn out soulful 
songs of the humpback whale.  I felt my belly squeeze down, aiding 
my child in her journey.  Pushing back away from my husband's 
chest I reared up and looked deep into his stormy blue eyes.  I saw in 
their depths waters surging, crashing and pulsing.  It was then I 
accepted the chaos and everything settled and simplified.
     
I reached between my legs as I felt my vulva bulge with the 
roundness of her head.  I could feel her hair move like long strands of 
seaweed anchored to the ocean floor.  As I swayed a bit from side 
to side my husband reached forward and I pulled his hands down 
with mine to feel love being made flesh.
     
With my next breath she became known to the world and rose from 
the mingled waters of life and death.  As I and her daddy raised her 
to the light I whispered, "Angel" as I woke up.
     
For you see, this was a birth born from my subconscious mind. A
malicious and yet benevolent experience.  The birth of a child who
died as I carried her within my womb.  Perhaps I should start from
the beginning.
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We wanted another baby and were blessed again after two early
miscarriages.  I knew the night I became pregnant.  I felt our souls
greet one another.  When I ate an onion like an apple a few days
later, my husband knew it too.  I took a pregnancy test and two 
beautiful pink strips, bright and strong stretched from side to side.  We 
immediately shared the news with the kids, who would  finally get 
the sibling for which they'd been praying.  We were all so happy.
     
We learned every day how the baby was growing and 
developing.  The kids drew pictures and told stories to the 
baby.  When I was just 2 months along, I started to bleed.  There 
wasn't any cramping, but I did feel like my heart was being ripped in 
two.  I screamed my husband as I stared at the blood.  He calmed 
me and I grabbed hold of his hope.
     
As he left for work I crawled into bed to read stories with the kids.
   
Later, I felt something and went back to the bathroom.  This time,
there was a thin string of tissue.  I panicked and called my midwife.
As my children saw me sobbing into the phone they wrapped their 
arms around my middle, as if they alone could keep Angel safe and 
cocooned deep within me.  I was encouraged to go for an 
ultrasound and blood work.
     
I was called for the scan.  I couldn't see anything.  And as a doula
I knew how to read an ultrasound but the screen was blank of any
fluttering heartbeat, yolk, or even a sac.  The technician looked at
me and I knew I was right.  Angel was gone.  I asked again, but the 
tech said she needed the doctor.
     
When the doctor came back he scanned me so quickly it hurt.  He
said, "Blighted."
     
"Blighted??"
    
"Blighted ovum.  There is no baby...just a messed up egg."  He  
sounded as if he was guessing.  I was speechless. Paralyzed.
No baby?  Just a messed up egg?
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As I sat there, crying, I thought how he wasn't seeing me or Angel.
My pain and baby were reduced to excess, messed up tissue.  He 
didn't know what had happened.  Shocked, I no longer listened to 
him but my mother-in-law, who drove me, did.  He had said I would
need a D&C (dilation & curettage) to clean my uterus of the excess
tissue and that I shouldn't have any problems becoming pregnant 
again.
     
I knew a D&C could cause scarring and increase my chances of 
future miscarriages and with this being my third lose I decided to 
wait as I had done before.  I knew women from the Farm in 
Tennessee who had had babies when their body was ready to let go 
after the uterine death of that child.  I knew I wanted my body to 
help me and move to the next step when it was ready.

A week later heavy cramps dropped me to my knees.  I had carried 
on with life, taking care of the kids and myself but, that first day, it
all stopped.  I crawled into bed and got out only to use the 
bathroom or to take a shower when Ben practically dragged me 
into the tub and out where he'd wrap me in a towel and his 
arms.  The kids watched a lot of TV and laid beside me.  I honestly 
forgot them as I sank deeper into my grief.  I know there were 
evenings when they would ask to massage my hands of feet and I 
would just pull his or her little body into mine and breathe in their 
scent.  I'd think of the child I would never be able to hear call out to 
me or cause my heart to swell with anything other than pain.
     
As the first day became the tenth day I was about at my end.  I 
raged at God as I shook on the bathroom floor.  I know not how long 
I lay there, but I heard one of the kids call to me.  I had gotten up to
check on them, but I remembered Ben had left with them earlier 
and wouldn't be back until late.  I went back to the bathroom and 
there was the last piece of tissue shaped like a little heart.
    
I know God let me hear Angels voice call my name and I felt thanks
and love along with the pain in my heart.  One question I had 
wondered was if Angel  had been able to love me.  I wondered if 
she knew I loved her and if I had done something wrong.  I knew 
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though that the heart meant an end to the miscarriage, that she did 
and does love me and that she knows I love her.
     
I cried tears that helped soothe and calm me.  While there were 
many days there after when I crawled into bed I did crawl back out 
not long after.  I started my journey to healing.  I believe God and 
Angel helped me take the next healing step with her Birth Dream.  It 
gave me some closure and amazingly came the night of her due 
date, April 15th.
     
I now know I am blessed to have spent what little time we had
together and I look forward to the time when I get to hold her in
heaven.

Author's Note:

I believe I originally wrote this in 2005.  Since then I've had other
dreams about Angel.  I dream about her, but I always see her from
behind.  I see her curly, black hair, short and she's always in a
meadow.  I can hear her giggles and laughter on the wind as she
dances, fluttering like a butterfly from flower to flower.  I've had  
seven more miscarriages which has caused a struggle with 
depression.  

All but the last one, the one that put me into double digits, were  
easier than Angel.  I think it's because she was the only one where  
doctors didn't acknowledge the lose.
    
I thought learning WHY I kept miscarrying would help me heal but I
was constantly told I had an undiagnosed clotting disorder, or in
other words, "We've no clue."  I felt abandoned and sought 
support.  I ran the risk of being attacked or scoffed at by other 
women who had miscarriages because I already had two children.  I 
had lost children when I miscarried and one child can not replace 
another.  I learned to find support groups for Secondary Infertility 
which meant other women who had a child/ren and were dealing 
with lose.
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Eventually I started focusing on not why I miscarried but how to
prevent another.  I ate foods that were natural blood thinners, 
added salmon to my vegan diet, and took progesterone which 
gave us a beautiful daughter, Sunshine.  I went through her 
pregnancy praying and knowing she'd be our last unless God had 
other plans,which he did.
     
My last and most recent miscarriage, number 10, was a horrible
surprise.  I didn't know I carried her until I began hemorrhaging.  At
the ER I discovered I was 19 weeks along and loosing the baby.  I
hadn't had any issues or hyperemia (extreme nausea and vomiting) 
like I had with my other pregnancies.  I actually had felt the best I 
ever had since I was a teenager.  I carry the guilt of her lose still as I 
would have done so many things differently.  I wouldn't have been 
slinging 60 lb. bales of hay or eating a 1200 calorie diet to loose 
weight.
     
I ask myself over and over how does a woman, who has been in the
birthing field for over 17 years, not know she's pregnant.  I must
then remind myself I have PCOS.  One of the results or cause of the
miscarriages is PCOS (Polycystic Ovarian Syndrome) which causes 
me to go months without a period.
     
I tried anti-depression meds but I hallucinated horribly on them.  I
had a nervous breakdown and my doctor told me that enrolling the 
kids in public school, not changing my medication, was the answer.  I 
went to see my homeopath and D.O. and began seeing a 
therapist.  Talking it out, using homeopathy, and just giving myself a 
break helps.  Yes it helps as in the present tense.
     
I'm still struggling but I try not to think on it.  I had started
separating a swap I was hosting when I began hemorrhaging all 
those months ago.  I still can't look at those boxes.  They sit there.
Mocking me.  Pointing out my failures and making it hard to breathe.

On good days the one thing that gives me peace is knowing my 
mom has grandchildren to hold in her arms in heaven.  It's hard to do 
and I'd cry if I said it out loud but maybe they're for mom who always 
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wanted a lot of grandbabies to hold.  Or maybe they're a reminder 
to keep me aware of just how precious the three I have here, with 
me, are.

Honey Rowland is the proud 

mamma to 3 homeschooled 

kiddos and 10 wee  one's in 

heaven.  Married for 15ish 

years to her lover and father 
of  her monkeys she can't 
imagine life any other way 

than waking up to the  noise 
and chaos of their home.  She 
blogs at Mondorfment.com 

about her  life as a former vegan on GAPS, her family, homeschooling with  Montessori, 
Waldorf and Attachment Parenting all while living the  green DIY life on their mini 
farm.
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Scriptures for Faith, Hope and Healing

Appendix A - NIV

1 Samuel 1:27-28 
27 I prayed for this child, and the Lord has granted me what I asked 
of him. 28 So now I give him to the Lord. For his whole life he will be 
given over to the Lord.” And he worshiped the Lord there.

Psalm 22:19 
But you, Lord, do not be far from me.
    You are my strength; come quickly to help me.

Psalm 27:14
Wait for the Lord;
    be strong and take heart
    and wait for the Lord.

Psalm 32:7 
You are my hiding place;
    you will protect me from trouble
    and surround me with songs of deliverance.

Psalm 34:18
The Lord is close to the brokenhearted
    and saves those who are crushed in spirit.

Psalm 68:19
Praise be to the Lord, to God our Savior,
    who daily bears our burdens.

Psalm 139:16
Your eyes saw my unformed body;
    all the days ordained for me were written in your book
    before one of them came to be.
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Psalms 147:3
He heals the brokenhearted
    and binds up their wounds.

Proverbs 3:5-6
Trust in the Lord with all your heart
    and lean not on your own understanding;
6 in all your ways submit to him,
    and he will make your paths straight.

Proverbs 14:32
When calamity comes, the wicked are brought down,
    but even in death the righteous seek refuge in God.

Ecclesiastes 11:5
As you do not know the path of the wind,
    or how the body is formed[a] in a mother’s womb,
so you cannot understand the work of God,
    the Maker of all things.

Isaiah 43:5
Do not be afraid, for I am with you;
    I will bring your children from the east
    and gather you from the west.

Jeremiah 29:11-12
11 For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the Lord, “plans to 
prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a 
future. 12 Then you will call on me and come and pray to me, and I 
will listen to you.

Matthew 5:4
Blessed are those who mourn,
    for they will be comforted.
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Matthew 11:28-30
28 “Come to me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will 
give you rest. 29 Take my yoke upon you and learn from me, for I am 
gentle and humble in heart, and you will find rest for your souls. 30 
For my yoke is easy and my burden is light.”

Romans 5:1-5
Therefore, since we have been justified through faith, we[a] have 
peace with God through our Lord Jesus Christ, 2 through whom we 
have gained access by faith into this grace in which we now stand. 
And we[b] boast in the hope of the glory of God. 3 Not only so, but 
we[c] also glory in our sufferings, because we know that suffering 
produces perseverance; 4 perseverance, character; and character, 
hope. 5 And hope does not put us to shame, because God’s love 
has been poured out into our hearts through the Holy Spirit, who has 
been given to us.

2 Corinthians 12:9
But he said to me, “My grace is sufficient for you, for my power is 
made perfect in weakness.” Therefore I will boast all the more gladly 
about my weaknesses, so that Christ’s power may rest on me.

Philippians 4: 4-7
4 Rejoice in the Lord always. I will say it again: Rejoice! 5 Let your 
gentleness be evident to all. The Lord is near. 6 Do not be anxious 
about anything, but in every situation, by prayer and petition, with 
thanksgiving, present your requests to God. 7 And the peace of 
God, which transcends all understanding, will guard your hearts and 
your minds in Christ Jesus.

Philippians 4:19
19 And my God will meet all your needs according to the riches of 
his glory in Christ Jesus.
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Tips for Helping Children Heal

Appendix B

When you pass through the waters,
    I will be with you;

and when you pass through the rivers,
    they will not sweep over you.
When you walk through the fire,

    you will not be burned;
    the flames will not set you ablaze.

~~~~~
Isaiah 43:2 (NIV)

~ May you find peace and comfort in these actions of Hope and Healing.~

Don't ever feel like it's too late to talk about your miscarriage with 
your other child(ren).  It takes time to process the loss of a baby: 
once you are ready to share what happened,  pray for God to lead 
you to what He would have you share and how. 

Every family is different and each person reacts to loss and the 
process of grieving in a unique way.  These ideas are suggestions, 
shared by women who have lost a child and then had to support 
and grieve with her child(ren) as they faced the loss of their unborn 
sibling. 
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Here are some tips to helping children heal from a miscarriage loss:

1.  Buy a Christmas ornament, angel statue, stuffed animal, garden 
stone, and/or another object with meaning to represent your baby. 
2.  Share the name chosen for your unborn child with your other kids.  
Speak of them with their special name.  If you didn't name the baby 
yet, ask them for suggestions.  
3.  Commemorate the special date(s) of  your unborn child in a 
special way: go out to dinner as a family in their honor, make a 
birthday cake, release balloons with messages to Heaven, visit the 
grave-site and leave flowers.  Find something to do that will bring 
meaning and healing to your family.
4.  Have your child draw a picture, a card, or write a letter to their 
angel sibling.  Children need to feel safe to express their feelings 
about loss.
5.  Recite Scripture together, cry together, grieve together, and 
come closer together as a family through the loss of this special 
family member.  Pray openly for one another.
6.  When people ask about your children, include the name of your 
baby.  He or she really is a member of your family.  
7.  Remind each other of how much you are looking forward to your 
reunion with your child in Heaven. Hold on to that Hope.
8.  Buy a piece of jewelry with the birthstones of each one of your 
children in/on it, including your child's birthstone in heaven. Find 
another meaningful piece to wear to remind you of angel in 
heaven.  Wear it when you need comfort.  
9.  Reach out to others when you learn of another family dealing 
with the loss of a baby or child.  Being able to reach out to others 
can be very healing.
10. Read books that help children deal with the loss of their unborn 

sibling (see links below).  Be sure to take care of you as you take 
care of your other kids.
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Here are some suggested books for children dealing with loss: 

God Gave Us Heaven
I Miss You: A First Look at Death 
Help Me Say Goodbye: Activities for Helping Kids Cope When a 
Special Person Dies
When Someone You Love Dies
Remembering My Someone Special, Grieving Journal for Kids
Someone I Love Died

Here are some suggested helps for you to help you in this journey 
and give you more support in helping your children:

Grieving the Child I Never Knew
Focus on the Family
Kids Health

 The Lord's favor lasts a lifetime!
Weeping may last through the night,
 but joy comes with the morning.

~~~~~
Psalm 30:5
 (NLT)
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http://www.christianbook.com/remembering-someone-special-grieving-journal-kids/9781935404149/pd/404149?event=CFN
http://www.christianbook.com/someone-i-love-died-slightly-imperfect/9781555134907/pd/5134904DA?event=CFN
http://www.christianbook.com/someone-i-love-died-slightly-imperfect/9781555134907/pd/5134904DA?event=CFN
http://www.amazon.com/Grieving-Child-I-Never-Knew/dp/0310227771/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1377547847&sr=8-1&keywords=grieving+the+child+i+never+knew
http://www.amazon.com/Grieving-Child-I-Never-Knew/dp/0310227771/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1377547847&sr=8-1&keywords=grieving+the+child+i+never+knew
http://www.focusonthefamily.com/parenting/your_childs_emotions/how_to_help_your_child_grieve.aspx
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Finding Support During Your Miscarriage

Appendix C

Join Angel Babies – Miscarriage Support Group, a place for Christian 
women to go if you need to talk with other Christian women who 
have experienced miscarriage loss; if you want someone to pray for 
them; or if you have questions, whether theological or specifically 
about miscarriage. We hope you find this to be a place where you 
can find intimate healing, encouragement and know that you are 
not alone.

A place where you can find faith, hope and healing from your 
miscarriage.
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More From the Authors

Appendix D

Do you desire to connect more with some or all of the authors that 
have shared their personal journey with you?  You can connect with 
them on social media or by following their blogs:

Angela DeRossett @ Joy Comes in the Morning
Aadel Bussinger @ These Temporary Tents
Sarah Kerby @ The Biblical Family
Kathy Reynolds @ Kathy’s Kitchen, Health, and Nutrition
Winter Harris @ Christ Centered Home Magazine 
Gina Weeks @ To Thine Be the Glory
Dollie Freeman @ Teachers of Good Things
Heather Bowen @ Upside Down Homeschool
Alicia Helsley @ Walking in Faith
Megan Zechman @ Education Possible
Stephanie Somers @ The Stirred Up Family
Dwana Chapshaw @ My Life’s Song
Stephanie Bowman @ Bowmania
Honey Rowland @ Mondorfment
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