
 

 

INTRODUCTION 
HEATHER’S STORY 

I no longer believe in coincidence, but know that in all circumstances God creates 
purpose. His plan is greater, even when we don’t understand it. 

They say one in four women experience the loss of pregnancy through miscarriage and on October 
15, 2015 (National Pregnancy and Infant Loss Remembrance Day), I personally experienced this 
tragedy for the first time. I was so excited. My timeline. My perfect plan. My husband and I had just 
celebrated our fifth wedding anniversary, settled into good jobs, and found a church we could call 
home. It was time to expand our family. 

I started a fall semester small group, and the very first night during a tell us something no one knows 
about you icebreaker I blurted out, “I’M PREGNANT!” I couldn’t believe I had shared the news so 
early. I’m pretty sure I had just peed on a stick that day! Later, I told my closest high school 
girlfriends, and they revealed that they were pregnant too. (I promise we didn’t plan it!) Four friends 
pregnant at the same time, how exciting! The ultrasound came, but this time the news wasn't as 
sweet. Things didn't look right. Perhaps the dates were off? In my heart I knew they couldn't be. 

Because of my miscarriage, relationships have been rekindled and restored. Not just with family and 
friends, but also with the version of myself I had almost forgotten. Above all else, my relationship with 
the Lord was forever transformed. Out of the ashes ministry, passion, and purpose were born. 

I am one in four. I no longer believe in coincidence, but know that in all circumstances God creates 
purpose. His plan is greater, even when we don’t understand it. 

The exact week I write this would have been the one-year anniversary of my due date. While I would 
love to be holding a precious one-year-old in my arms, I sit here staring at a rainbow outside my 
window, so very thankful for the treasures God has provided through the trial.  

Women who have or are experiencing miscarriage belong to an often-silent community. It is 
something not commonly or openly talked about, but I firmly believe there is power in sharing an 
experience such as this. Not only for self-healing, but in finding purpose through helping others.  

The one thing, besides God’s Word, that helped me after experiencing miscarriage, was hearing 
stories of faithfulness, healing, and hope. I knew God had given me a purpose to give others a voice. 
My prayer exactly one year ago was that “God would use each of us as vessels for His work and 
glory.” I continue to pray that this book and the heart-felt testimonies within will help others find 
healing and lead them and those around them closer to God, expanding His everlasting Kingdom and 
giving Him all the glory forever. 

 “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” (Jeremiah 29:11).  



 

 

CHAPTER 1: NO SECRET TO KEEP 
YOU’RE NOT ALONE 

God had a plan for me all along. He knew I needed these connections and perhaps He 
knew that they needed me too. 

AMBER’S STORY 

In April of 2011, my life changed forever when I found out I was pregnant. My husband and I had 
previously decided that we’d stop using birth control and just see what happened. It took maybe two 
weeks and boom, I was pregnant. We were elated! I surprised him with the news in a cheesy way, of 
course. After that, we decided to tell our parents and one close friend each. I was still in complete 
shock that it took no time to get pregnant, and couldn’t stop thinking about how fortunate I was. I 
knew it was a little premature, but I decided to go buy a couple of onesies just so that it seemed a 
little more real.  

I was six weeks pregnant when we went to my hometown to tell my parents. I had wrapped a couple 
of baby toys in a gift bag for them as a present and way to announce it. I videoed their reaction. It was 
such a joyful and exciting time.  

The next week I went to the bathroom at work and noticed some blood in my urine. I immediately took 
to Google (which is always a bad idea). After reading horror stories, I called my doctor’s office and 
told them what was happening. I then remembered that the first time we went for our official visit they 
told me that they couldn’t see a whole lot on the ultrasound, but that was normal given how early it 
was. After remembering that I panicked even more. They assured me over the phone that this blood 
could be completely normal, but we could come in first thing the next day to check things out.  

Great, now I had the whole night to stress! The blood never got any worse, and actually stopped, so I 
was relieved. The next morning the blood came again, and it came with a vengeance. At that point I 
knew in my heart what was happening. I was having a miscarriage. I told my husband I knew that’s 
what it was and that I didn’t think he needed to take off work to come with me. I honestly didn’t want 
him there because I felt like this was somehow my fault and I was feeling guilty. I was ashamed and I 
didn’t want anyone to know what was happening. I was so glad we decided to tell so few people; less 
people I had to own up to in my mind. I immediately deleted all of the videos from my phone of our 
parents finding out. 

At the doctor’s office I kept playing out the words he was going to tell me in my head so it would 
hopefully be less of a shock. In my mind my response would be “Ok, thank you. What do we do 
now?” with a very professional, calm attitude. The actual conversation was a little different. 

“You are having a miscarriage Mrs. C.” I immediately broke down and began sobbing uncontrollably. 
At that point in time I wished my husband had been there. Why was I such an idiot to think I could do 
this alone? My doctor stepped right in, wrapped his arms around me, and told me it would be okay. 
He was so great and understanding. I’ll never forget it.  



 

 

I’ll also never forget the next thing he said: “Do not keep this a secret. You need to talk about it. It’s 
more common than you realize and it’s not your fault.” I surely thought he had lost his mind. This was 
my fault. I stressed out too much, I didn’t eat the right thing, and I must have done something to 
deserve this. I nodded my head in agreement while internally swearing I would bear this burden and 
not talk to anyone about it. I was so embarrassed and I feared the looks and judgment I would receive 
if I told anyone. 

This internal anguish went on for a while. I put on a fake smile with friends and joked around with co-
workers, although I felt completely deflated. I started playing the blame game. Why did God allow this 
to happen to me? Why this, why that? Wasn’t I doing at least something right to deserve a baby?  

About a month after the miscarriage, the Lord started working in me. I literally woke up one morning 
yearning to talk to someone about my experience. I wasn’t sure how to just ‘find’ these other people 
that this had happened to, even though my doctor said there were a lot out there. I realized that was 
the problem. They were out there, but no one was talking about it, so none of us knew of each other.  

After you’re married for so long the general question becomes “So when are you going to have kids?” 
This became my intro into a difficult but necessary conversation. I decided to start telling people the 
truth when they asked this question. My response became “Well, we are definitely trying but I did 
have a miscarriage recently.” I immediately followed it up with a “Don’t feel bad!” and told them that it 
was actually helping me being able to talk about it. Everyone was so understanding. I started getting 
responses like “Wow, I’ve had one too,” or “I’ve actually had four.”  

I found that so many of my friends and acquaintances had been through the exact same thing. I 
slowly started to develop a network of friends that I could talk to about the raw emotions I was feeling 
through this experience. God had a plan for me all along. He knew I needed these connections, and 
perhaps He knew that they needed me too. 

We did end up having a little boy, and the journey was a tough one with a lot of pain and tears. I still 
talk about my miscarriage to anyone that will listen because I feel like it’s something that should not 
be shamed or hidden. I try to encourage others to share their stories to prevent them from going to 
the dark place I was in for so long. God is using my story and His Will is perfect. 

HALEY’S STORY 

Until now, I've never spoken publicly about my pregnancy losses. The months immediately following 
my miscarriages were lonely ones. I pretended the first one didn't happen because the reality was too 
painful. After my second miscarriage, I reached out to a few family members and close friends to tell 
them what happened. If I'm honest, I probably wouldn't have told a majority of them if it hadn’t been 
for already sharing the news of my pregnancy.  
 
Many of them were experiencing such joyful times in their lives: engagements, weddings, 
pregnancies, and births of their own children; and I was mourning the loss of mine. I didn't want to be 
a “Debbie Downer.” I didn't want to be the person that nobody wanted to be around because I 
dampened the celebratory mood.  
 
On the other hand, I also knew there were people who were walking through extremely challenging 
seasons in their lives. I didn't want to burden them with my problems. It didn't seem right to call and 



 

 

say, "Hey, I'm sorry, I know you just lost your dad, but can we talk about my miscarriage?" Surely 
they would hang up on me thinking I was inconsiderate. 
 
It didn't help that a few responses I received could have gone in a book of "What Not to Say to 
Women Experiencing Miscarriage." I knew they had no idea how badly their words stung, and I have 
no doubt that their intentions were pure. They were merely trying to speak words of comfort in my 
time of despair. 
 
Nevertheless, after hearing a few responses such as, "Everything happens for a reason," and "Thank 
goodness it happened early so you didn't get too attached," it seemed easier to go silent. It only 
confirmed what I already thought in my mind: there was something wrong with me, and I was on my 
own to figure it out.  
 
My fear of rejection was a self-created prison. How do you crack your heart wide open and share 
what's deep inside without being especially sensitive to subjecting yourself to judgment, 
condemnation, or pity? Self-imposed or not, prisons have one job: to hold prisoners. The walls I put 
up protected me from the pain of rejection and from experiencing more pain from the well-meaning 
words of others. I simply stopped sharing to avoid the vulnerability. 
 
I was very much alone in trying to sort out all the fears and feelings of inadequacy that accompanied 
my second pregnancy loss. Was I being punished? Did God think I would be a bad mother? Did I do 
something wrong during my pregnancies? Is this my fault? Do I deserve this? The questions haunted 
me every night, and I had no one to share my fears with. You see, those walls kept a lot of good out 
as well.  
 
We humans crave connection for a reason. The Lord created us this way with a purpose. We need 
each other. This is why God uses us to help each other! We come full circle when we use our 
experiences to help others. This is by divine design! 
 
As more time has passed since my miscarriages, I have become more aware of a trend that gnaws at 
me. When people lose a loved one: a parent, sibling, grandparent, or child, it's shared with as many 
people as possible so the church and other friends can rally around them. We show them love by 
sending flowers and cards, offering to babysit, bringing meals, and covering them in prayer.  
 
My hope is that by increasing awareness of pregnancy loss, women and men walking through this 
pain will feel more comfortable talking openly about it, and the church, their friends, and family will 
respond just like they would if the couple had lost a family member. That there would be no more 
suffering in silence.  
 
As I write this contribution, I am saying a prayer. I know how badly people are suffering this very 
moment because of this tragedy, and I know they are desperately seeking connection with others 
who understand their pain. I pray that you know that you are immeasurably loved by your heavenly 
Father and created with mighty purpose. I pray that you will free yourself from self-imposed prisons 
and tear down any walls you've built around your heart. There's no need to build walls and imprison 
yourself because you have done nothing wrong! I pray you experience comfort, perfect peace that 
surpasses understanding, and complete healing of your heart.  
  



 

 

BETH’S STORY 

When you experience a failed pregnancy you are inducted into a club. As you share, 
sisters come forward to share their stories too. You start to learn how many members 

are in this club, and it’s startling. 

I lost three babies between my two sons. All were lost in early stages of pregnancy, “missed 
abortions.” This means the fetus stopped developing and my body failed to eject it. That’s so me… 
like I can avoid the inevitable with sheer willpower.  

Each loss was different and changed me. Sometimes I get the timeline and details confused. As the 
thought that I have more nameless could-have-been children to keep straight crosses my mind, I 
weep. It lets me know I still have hurt here needing healing.  

When you experience a failed pregnancy you are inducted into a club. As you share, sisters come 
forward to share their stories too. You start to learn how many members are in this club, and it’s 
startling.  

 


