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Ever since my mom died when I was eleven, I wanted to be a mom. She was an amazing and inspiring woman. I hope to one day be half the woman she was.

I didn’t get married to have a baby. I didn’t try to have a family until I was married for five years. This provided us with the opportunity to spend time together and learn from each other on a deeper level. 

I was excited when Devin said he was ready to be a dad. I wanted to make a doctor’s appointment to ensure I was healthy enough to bear a child.

We discussed plans surrounding the baby’s arrival and dreamt sweetly about name options. The thoughts were beautiful. We were ready for this next phase in our lives​

.I figured I’d become pregnant immediately, but it did not happen that way. We created a calendar so I could record the basal temperature readings from my ovulation tests, along with my ovulation and menstrual cycles. Unfortunately, it became more expensive than we had anticipated.

“Stop buying these tests. We don’t have enough money for you to keep doing this,” Devin told me. “It will happen when God wants it to happen.” Although I didn’t give up, I didn’t expect to become pregnant. I was frustrated because I thought God wanted me to be a mom. Was something wrong with me? Had I been wrong?

I tested regularly without seeing the results I hoped for. When we first tried to have a baby, I took the pregnancy test before I missed my menstrual cycle. I was so anxious that I circled the earliest dates on my calendar when I could expect the most accurate testing results.

After months of negative outcomes, I gave up on the idea of having a child. I know of women who tried for years without ever becoming pregnant. In comparison, I had not been trying for a long time, but I was still frustrated with the process and the absence of a child.

I went to my doctor for a regular checkup, who had become pregnant after enduring a struggle very similar to my own. She was now five months pregnant and thought she should offer her advice.​

“Get an ovulation tester. Sperm can live up to five days in the uterus, so it’s good to have sperm there before ovulating. The younger the sperm are, the stronger they are. But once the egg drops, you only have twelve hours to fertilize it before it deteriorates.”

Our conversation helped me tremendously. I had been misusing the testers. I thought I should have been indulging in sexual intercourse once I started to ovulate, but that was extremely far from the truth. Starting a few days before you ovulate would increase my chance of becoming pregnant. Once the egg dropped, I would have a supply of sperm waiting for it.

I was always amazed at how people struck gold on their first try. But, as Devin said, “It will happen in God’s time, not ours.”
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Around my fifth anniversary, I was leaving work and noticed my period was late. I had been carrying supplies, but I didn’t need them. 

I thought it was strange.

As I drove home, I counted the days since my last period, trying to figure out how many days had passed since my period should have started. I had no expectations of being pregnant. I had tried for so long, but nothing seemed to work. I had even stopped my routine testing.

Once I went home, I checked my cabinet for a pregnancy test and saw I had one left. After months of trying, I didn’t think I was pregnant. I took the test and waited three minutes to get the results. I used to watch the test, but this time, I didn’t have any hope it would be positive.

I could have jumped out of my skin when I returned to the bathroom. Positive. I could not believe it. I wanted to call Devin, but he was driving home, so I decided to wait.

I made a list of foods I could and could not eat. I cut out unhealthy foods such as caffeine, soda, and chocolate. It wasn't easy to give up chocolate and coffee. I tried to eat healthier and even drank tomato juice, although I'm not fond of it. I added fruits and vegetables to my diet and drank plenty of water.
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