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To James,


Through your steady love, God has healed many of the broken parts in me. Thank you for choosing me and holding my hand in the fires of this life.


To the babies I never met,


It was my joy to carry you all the days of your life. See you when I get home.









Introduction


Walk with me behind the house


to the place


where zinnias grow.


It’s there where I first sowed


seeds of grief—


watching and waiting—


in the hand-tilled earth.


It was when they began to bloom


that I first felt death,


from within.


“There’s nothing there,” I heard myself whisper as tears gathered in my eyes. Contractions pulsed through my abdomen as the tech searched for my baby via internal ultrasound. I shook uncontrollably in a fury of anxiety and sadness as tears slid down my cheek and pooled in my ears. My friend held my hand, repeating the only words to be said at a time like this: “God loves you, Brittany. He loves you so much.”


I left the hospital that day with a heart so full of grief, there was no room left for more. But I was forced to make room, as I lost two more precious and deeply loved babies to miscarriage. I felt life perish from within my body three times. Grief upon grief upon grief.


Recurrent pregnancy loss was the diagnosis. Add to that the painful layer of empty arms, and you get a heart that is sick with grief. I wasn’t actually experiencing childlessness; I had children. I just never got to hold them or know them or kiss them. And yet, my life looked no different from the outside. Was I barren? I wasn’t sure. It felt like barrenness at times. More than that, it felt like death had a grip on my womb—as though the very place meant to nourish a child had become a place where unborn babies went to die.


I write this knowing that I am not the only one who has experienced the heartbreak and confusion of losing a baby in the womb. Women in church pews, down grocery aisles, and sitting in restaurants throughout the world know this pain. One in four pregnancies end in loss. But just because miscarriage is common doesn’t make it any less painful. Some women lose one baby. Others experience multiple losses. Many women face both infertility intertwined with miscarriage. And other women lose multiple unborn babies throughout their motherhood journey, between live births. Whether you are blessed with living children or not, the grief of losing any child feels unbearable.


Six years ago, I collapsed into my husband’s embrace on the living room floor, writhing in pain while laboring for a lifeless child. I’ve witnessed the lives of three babies slip from my body. Grief like this changes a person. Some of you have held the remains of your longed-for baby in your hand. You’ve seen the image of your empty womb a week after it flickered on the screen with the sight of a strong heartbeat. The lab work, the ultrasounds, the pregnancy announcements, the questions, fears, and emotions—all of them, pointing your mind back to the dreadful refrain: “Your baby is dead.” These are the gut-wrenching realities many of us face.


Walking through miscarriage is like a season of storms and steady rain. The storms are like tsunamis, threatening to overtake and drown your life in sorrow. Once the storm is hushed, you’re left with unrelenting rain—the steady undertone of sadness as you learn to live without the baby (or babies) you had hoped would be part of your life. What would they have looked like, we wonder? Who would they have become? How would it feel to hold their tiny hand, even just for a moment?


In a culture with so much confusion regarding suffering, we’re left with many questions. Is God here? Does he see me? Does he hear me? Most importantly, does he care? As Christian women, we seek biblical answers for how to reconcile the loss of our babies with the mystery of God’s sovereignty over our lives. Our feet search for the middle ground between different theological stances. Some declare that if we’d only had enough faith, our babies would have lived. Others believe God has little control over the happenings in life. Well-meaning brothers and sisters sometimes share truths about God’s sovereignty, trying to comfort the grieving by telling us that he allowed our children to die for our good—our sanctification—while forgetting to weep alongside us. We find ourselves wrestling with questions. How can God be good and still allow such suffering to enter our lives? Where is God in our pain? Does he care? Yet each question and lament acts as a springboard, catapulting us toward him.


Grief has a way of drawing us to the only one who can truly understand our pain: Jesus, the Man of Sorrows. Our loss reveals our need for God and tosses us hard against him. The absence of our baby can leave us clawing at Jesus’s feet at the throne of grace—the place we are promised mercy. If only we could touch him, maybe our heart would be healed.


In losing my three sweet babies, I was not left empty-handed. God filled my hands with his own nail-pierced hands. He met me in my grief and sat with me in the ashes. He will do this for you, too. You can know him—your suffering Savior. To know him more is to treasure him more. Jesus is not a consolation prize for the loss of your unborn babies. He is the prize—the Treasure that surpasses all other treasures.


Maybe these truths are hard to believe right now. Maybe you’ve picked up this book as a last-ditch effort to hold on to your faith in the God who promises to hold his children fast. Whatever your reason for reading, I hope you will walk away encouraged that God is carrying you through this season of grief and that his love for you runs as deep as the sea.


I echo Paul’s prayer as my hope for you:


For this reason I bow my knees before the Father, from whom every family in heaven and on earth is named, that according to the riches of his glory he may grant you to be strengthened with power through his Spirit in your inner being, so that Christ may dwell in your hearts through faith—that you, being rooted and grounded in love, may have strength to comprehend with all the saints what is the breadth and length and height and depth, and to know the love of Christ that surpasses knowledge, that you may be filled with all the fullness of God. (Ephesians 3:14–19)


God loves you. He loves you so much. Let me help you believe it.









Chapter 1


The Gift of a Child


Lord, Does My Baby’s Life Matter?


“I also joy, that God hath gain’d one more;


To Praise him in the heavens; then was before:


And that this babe (as well as all the rest,)


since ‘t had a soule, shalbe for ever blest:”1


—Mary Carey


Sorrow hangs heavy in the room. Like an invisible, weighted blanket, sadness presses into her body. She struggles to open her eyes; they’re still puffy from last night. Tissues are piled high on her nightstand, telling a story her lips dare not speak. She sits up in bed and her head pounds. It’s the Lord’s Day. Time to get up—time to pretend everything is okay.


She and her husband slip in the back, hand in hand. They sit in the pew with grief heavy on their hearts, on their marriage, and on their souls. They had decided not to share about the little life in her womb until they reached the twelve-week mark. But twelve weeks never came. Now, they feel silly sharing with others this great loss they’ve been walking through, and the wounds they’ve sustained from it. It feels like a burden they must bear alone. What is worse is, she did try to open up to a friend, but she was met with the all too common phrase spoken to women who miscarry: “At least you can get pregnant.” That moment sealed the deal. It seemed safer to hide her grief than to be met with words that sting—words that make her feel like her baby isn’t valued, or her grief is misplaced.


This is the story of countless women. While some couples share, others feel pressure to keep their baby a secret from all but a select few. “Remember what happened last time,” an acquaintance had warned me after my first loss. I quickly lost count of the times I received counsel to hide the wonderful news of new life. Some women choose secrecy to protect their hearts from the questions and comments of friends and family. The fact is most couples who decide to share about their baby as well as their miscarriage are met with responses that hurt and isolate. Maybe a fellow church goer says she had a miscarriage too, but she wasn’t nearly as sad. This leaves them feeling like she finds their grief to be unwarranted. Or maybe an older woman brushes off their loss as she says, “It’s so common. You’ll have another baby.”


Women who have experienced miscarriage are met with all kinds of comments, ranging from seriously unhelpful to profoundly hurtful and many times downright unbiblical. Many Christians aren’t sure how to respond, so they simply stay silent, ignoring the elephant-sized grief in the room. Couples are expected to move on quickly and are judged when they don’t. It often feels that there is little space for the grief of losing a baby in the womb.


In addition to painful comments, women also encounter those within and outside the church who do not value the sanctity of the unborn, causing women who miscarry to ask the question: Does my baby’s life actually matter? How did pre-born, image-bearers of the Living God become less valuable in the minds of some than those outside of the womb? Why is it that even in Christian circles, so many women feel they must hide their grief? How did we get here?







Pregnancy and Miscarriage Over the Centuries


Prior to the 1700s, it was widely believed that a child gained a soul when a woman experienced movement in her womb.2 In these earlier centuries, some who sustained a miscarriage believed they were experiencing what was deemed a false conception. Many believed a miscarriage was the loss of a potential child, as we see in this woman’s letter to her husband: “The imaginary number 10, whom I had already begun to love, is not a real entity as yet …”.3 But many did know—long before science could confirm—that they lost more than an “almost” baby. They lost their child who had an eternal soul and was known by God. This quote from a woman written in her diary in 1862 gives a bit of insight into what might have been the experience of many women in previous centuries:


15 November. Immediately in the morning I felt severe pains in my belly which became stronger and continued until around 2pm, when I finally gave premature birth to another small child, which seems to have been dead for quite some time. Although I was glad and grateful to be rid of the severe pains and of the aggrieved disposition which I have had for quite some time, this whole episode was difficult for me, and my mind was heavy. Yet I can also thank the Saviour and trust in him that it is the best for me.4


Here we see evidence of grief in a woman whose “mind was heavy” after the loss of her unborn baby. She calls the tiny baby a child, acknowledging what has always been true about life in a mother’s womb. Unfortunately, not all women during that time would have agreed with her. It’s easy to look back on previous centuries and imagine them to have naturally upheld the sanctity of life better than we do in our time. But all generations are filled with people who constantly repeat old patterns of previous sinners. Perhaps if they’d known more, they might have upheld those tiny lives better than we do today. The truth is, for many years humans were left to guess about the happenings in the womb. Even some Christians weren’t sure when conception truly took place. It was believed for a long time that a baby in the womb was just a clump of cells. Those who advocated for abortion rights harped on this very point. That was, until science caught up with reality.







Scientific Advancement and Greater Understanding of Life in the Womb


We are blessed with major scientific advancement in our time regarding pregnancy. Until recent centuries, the process of how new life came into the world was mostly a mystery. No one fully understood how a human was conceived, only that it happened sometime after a man and woman had sex. This led to many false theories in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. As New York Times contributor Abraham Verghese explains in his article Where Do Babies Come from? And Why Did It Take Scientists so Long to Find Out?, in the 1800s, many believed that a single sperm held an entire human being, while others thought the preformed human was in the maternal egg. He also shares that it wasn’t until the year 1876 that the process of fertilization was discovered.5


While you and I can reach under our bathroom sink to grab a pregnancy test, the first somewhat reliable test to detect HCG (the pregnancy hormone) was only available through a doctor in 1970. At-home tests came on the market as recently as 1978.6 This means, until very recent years, women had to rely on signs in their own body, from the missing period to the onset of nausea to determine if they were pregnant. It must have been very confusing for women who experienced miscarriage in the early weeks of pregnancy. Did they lose a baby? Or was their period late?


It’s not uncommon for a woman to begin to miscarry when she was expecting her period. Maybe this is part of your story. Many of these women feel like something isn’t quite right, so they take a test only to discover their suspicion was valid—they had conceived a baby. Many of us feel the evidence of our baby before we ever see the two lines that prove it. Yet often, when a woman miscarries, she’s met with assumptions about women in the past: “It was easier back then. Women didn’t know they were pregnant because they didn’t have early pregnancy tests like we do today.” It’s believed that not having a confirmed pregnancy saved women a lot of grief. But is it really logical that the majority of women who fell pregnant and then miscarried shortly after were so aloof to the happenings of their body? Is it really better that they hadn’t known for sure—to be left always wondering? Many of us have felt the change within our bodies prior to confirming with a test. Though women in earlier times didn’t have the access to testing we have today, we shouldn’t be too quick to assume that they must not have known they were pregnant and therefore didn’t grieve as deeply.


Technology continued to advance, as science finally caught up with what we all know is true: life begins at conception. While mothers today can listen to their baby’s heartbeat as early as 10 weeks gestation, this wasn’t possible until a fetal doppler monitor was created in 1964. We learned even more through ultrasound technology, a phenomenon that was only available in hospitals as recently as the late 1970s. In fact, my mother, who gave birth to both of her children in the late 80s, never had an ultrasound during her pregnancies. The invention of the ultrasound has given us incredible insight into the womb and into a baby’s development from conception to birth. Many of us have heard our baby’s heartbeat or witnessed their wiggling on the screen. When my husband and I saw our first baby on a fuzzy black screen at only 7 weeks pregnant, our eyes were glued to the tiny flicker before us. There was no question about it—we were beholding life. While fetal doppler monitors detect a heartbeat as early as 8–10 weeks gestation, the ultrasound allows us to capture the heartbeat of a pre-born child as early as five weeks: a heartbeat that thumps with the truth of life; its rhythm, an anthem of praise to the Creator.


Nearly all biologists, including those who consider themselves to be pro-choice, now agree life begins at conception. A study found on PubMed states, “Biologists from 1,058 academic institutions around the world assessed survey items on when a human’s life begins and, overall, 96% (5337 out of 5577) affirmed the fertilization view.”7 The evidence of what you and I know in our hearts and have felt in our bodies is undeniable.







The Popularization of Abortion


Tragically, abortion law advocacy rapidly rose in the 1960s and was later legalized in 1973. All of this happened before ultrasounds became a routine part of pregnancy. Even after all of the medical, scientific, and technological advancement over the centuries, the value of babies in the womb is still under attack.


The very existence of abortion is utterly painful for the woman walking through miscarriage. We see the signs and hear the words that seek to diminish the lives of our unborn children, and we mourn. We get angry. And rightly so. We live in a day and age where babies are no longer viewed as gifts from above but are instead treated as hindrances to our dreams. We read stories and headlines like when actress Michelle Williams said, as she held a baby in her belly and a Golden Globe in her fist, “I wouldn’t have been able to do this without employing a woman’s right to choose.”8 We grieve. We wonder why she gets to keep her baby when ours has passed away. And yet, she is following the ways of this world. We are the women who’ve grown up being fed the lie that the vulnerable babies within our wombs are dispensable—just a tiny clump of cells without personhood and without worth. Our mothers were taught this lie, and our grandmothers weren’t really sure what to believe, let alone the generations prior to that. Of course this has an impact on how our society, and sadly a portion of the church, views children in the womb.


Most abortion advocates admit that a pre-born baby is human. They just don’t believe that the baby has gained personhood yet. This is called personhood theory. It’s the theory that the body is separate from the mind; it claims you can be human without being a person. The French philosopher René Descartes coined what is referred to as two-story dualism in the seventeenth century. Some think this is where personhood theory finds its roots.9 In her book, Love Thy Body, Nancy R. Pearcey does an incredible job at tackling this difficult but necessary topic for our time:


Virtually no professional bioethicist denies that life begins at conception. In the two-story metaphor, however, to talk about the fetus as biologically human is in the lower Story, the realm of Science—where the body has been reduced to a mindless machine to be used and exploited, like the rest of nature. It is just a disposable piece of matter. This explains why being biologically human is no longer thought to confer any moral status or to warrant legal protection. To be human is no longer equivalent to being a person. Human life has been reduced to raw material with no intrinsic purpose or dignity, subject to whatever purposes we choose to impose.10


Our society has taken what God has created as good—pre-born children—and called them a burden; his image-bearers have been deemed expendable. Sadly, the church is not immune to wrong thinking about life in the womb. After losing our third baby to miscarriage, a well-meaning friend compared me to a mutual friend who had been struggling with infertility for years. “Think about her. How terrible. At least you can get pregnant.” The breath in my lungs was stolen for a moment as pain gripped my heart. When a woman receives comments about her miscarriage like “Is it even a baby yet?” “At least it was early,” “You’ll have another baby,” “At least you have other children,” or “It’s so common,” what she hears is: “Your baby doesn’t matter. Your baby wasn’t a real life. Your baby isn’t worth grieving.” In a poll on social media, I asked women who have miscarried if they felt they had to hide their grief from others. Forty-eight percent of those who replied said “Yes.” Maybe you have felt the same.







A Culture of Silence


Another common response to miscarriage from older generations is to claim: “In our days of child-rearing, we didn’t talk about miscarriage.” They seem to mean that women shouldn’t talk about their loss because miscarriage is something to be endured privately. This may have been due to the confusion about what a miscarriage truly was or because of the growing popularity of abortion. Likewise, the common occurrence of miscarriage led many to wrongly view such loss as simply part of the journey of motherhood. This could be the reason we mainly hear “Miscarriage is so common,” from the lips of older women. They’re right; it is common, but that doesn’t make it less painful. That doesn’t make it okay. And it in no way changes the value of the baby who was lost.


It’s hard to pinpoint the origins of the popular 12-week rule, which is the unwritten rule that a woman should keep her pregnancy a secret until she reaches twelve weeks gestation, when the likelihood of miscarriage significantly drops. Doctors, family members, and friends encourage women to withhold from sharing just in case she miscarries. Many of us follow this cultural rule as we walk through the most vulnerable weeks in pregnancy (from fear of loss to unbearable sickness) with very little support. When tragedy strikes—when a heartbeat goes silent or a D&C is needed—many women and couples feel they must grieve their baby without much support as well.


Some of the women I’ve conversed with over the years have said they wanted to grieve privately, explaining further that it was because they didn’t want to face hurtful comments. This is understandable; it is also heartbreaking. The church has fallen prey to wrong views about the unborn and spoken words that have diminished their lives, wounding our brothers and sisters (more on this in chapter nine). We’ve developed a church culture which leaves many couples to suffer in the very silence we’ve cultivated. I hope that one day as believers we will change our language surrounding life in the womb to match our Creator’s. In doing so, women like you and me might feel freer to grieve our baby openly.
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