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DEDICATION


McKenzie Brooke, our sweet girl, Mom and Dad love you more than words could ever express.


You are the answer to so many prayers.


We thank God daily for that incredible early morning He brought you to us, straight from heaven, accompanied by angels in our room.


What an amazing journey you have been on thus far.


Every time I sat down to write this book, you were on my mind.


It has been my joy to write an account of our lives, knowing you will always have a reminder of the many ways God has interceded for us.


As you continue to grow and navigate this life, remember the same Creator God Who handcrafted you from the beginning, will never leave you.


He will be your guide when you need direction, your joy in times of sorrow, and your help in times of need.


I am blessed beyond measure to be your mom.


I love you forever and always.


This book is for you.










PREFACE


IN 1999 MY HUSBAND JASON started his twenty-year military career as a naval aviator and flight instructor. We experienced many ups and downs, but more joy than sorrow, as we navigated through numerous moves across the country. After 9/11, he was deployed to Iraq, Afghanistan, and many other overseas locations.


It was during our time in California, while he was training for his first deployment, that we started talking about having a baby. We had been married for close to four years and were newly stationed at Lemoore Naval Air Station. I can still remember the day I called family and friends from our little apartment, telling them with excitement how Jason and I had decided to start trying to have a family. I smiled with anticipation as I looked through my hope chest—a chest of baby clothes I had started to collect when I was just a teenager, in hopes of one day having a child of my own. I could not believe the time had come to use those clothes and baby items I had collected through the years. I was beyond excited as I dreamed of what it would be like to experience pregnancy, pick out a name, decorate a nursery, and feel the joy of raising a child. We had so much to look forward to. We were so ready!


Never could we have imagined we would face nearly ten years of infertility. There would be a myriad of doctor’s appointments, medical procedures, fertility medicine, and even exploratory surgery that would diagnosis me with multiple issues preventing pregnancy. I remember the day my doctor told me the results of his exploratory surgery. His heart was broken as he shared the disappointing news: polycystic ovarian syndrome, fibroid tumors, endometriosis…all tough stuff. Just one of these diagnoses could prevent pregnancy, but I had multiple diagnoses to deal with. He told me then this would be an uphill battle and the chance of me conceiving on my own was extremely low. I was devastated. I went home after my appointment and cried for hours. Jason held me as he held back tears of his own.


However, we were not without hope! We held on to our faith in a God who had proven faithful to us time and time again throughout our lives. We knew He would continue to guide us every step of the way, because that’s what our God does! He guides His children. He delights in His children. He wants good things for us even more than we want them for ourselves. We knew He would not fail us. The waiting was tough, but we believed if we were meant to have a child, it would be in God’s time, and oh, what an experience it was when His timing came about!


This book is our miracle story, so you probably already know the outcome. God blessed us with a beautiful baby girl in 2013. She is our miracle, for sure! However, this miracle story is not just about our infertility journey and how we finally conceived. The miracle is how we found out we were pregnant. It was an experience literally sent from heaven above to confirm our pregnancy nine days before it was medically possible to be detected. We have shared this story with churches, family, friends, and even strangers. Every time we share it, people’s hearts are moved and touched in such a special way, not because of anything we have said or done, but because the story is truly a miracle with no other explanation than it was orchestrated by God, revealing how every life comes about only when it is ordained by Him. There are no accidents.


Every life that exists is specifically crafted by Him. God let Jason and I have a literal glimpse of the psalmist’s description:







For You created my inmost being; You knit me together in my mother’s womb.


I praise You because I am fearfully and wonderfully made; your works are wonderful, I know that full well.


My frame was not hidden from You when I was made in the secret place, when I was woven together in the depths of the earth.


Your eyes saw my unformed body; all the days ordained for me were written in your book before one of them came to be. (PSALM 139:13–16, NIV)













Chapter 1 IN THE BEGINNING



JASON AND I HEARD ABOUT each other through family and friends months before we actually met. We were both born in 1976 and had similar backgrounds, as we were both raised in small Midwest towns. He was from Indiana, a Hoosier basketball fan through and through. I was from a small farming town in Illinois. Eventually, life brought us both to the East Coast, which is where our story together begins.


Numerous people inside both our circles seemed to think we would be a good match, including my mother and brother, who had each separately met Jason before I did. They could not have been more right! In the fall of 1997, Jason and I met, and after spending time together at various church events and outings with mutual friends, we planned our first date for January. By then, Jason was in his junior year at the United States Naval Academy in Annapolis, Maryland, and I was a music teacher at a private school nearby. Neither one of us were looking for anything serious, but from that first date, we knew we had something special.


We went out for the first time to Silver Diner, a nostalgic restaurant that had quickly become one of my favorites after having moved to the area just a few short years before. I loved that little diner with its charming 1950s décor. The jukebox was playing in the background as we placed our order for cheeseburgers, fries, and milkshakes in that quaint, old-fashioned, red corner booth.


We quickly picked up on each other’s sense of humor that night, and we played off each other as we managed to convince our waitress we were there to celebrate our one-year wedding anniversary. We all had a good laugh after we let her in on the joke, but she almost didn’t believe us. She had watched our interaction all night and couldn’t believe we were not an actual couple.


“No way this is y’all’s first date!” the waitress ex-claimed.


She saw the same chemistry between us others had seen, and we were beginning to feel it too.


We also found out we had a lot in common; we shared a love for music, travel, movies, and yes, engaging in the occasional practical joke. It really was a perfect first date getting to know each other better, asking a million questions about this and that, and making plans to see each other again.


The next day, I found out Jason was quite the romantic. He sent me a beautiful bouquet of red roses with the most charming handwritten note, which read, “I think I forgot something in your car last night…my heart.”


That card made me smile for days. Not long after, we started dating exclusively and he continued to send the sweetest daily correspondence to me, mostly through the relatively new technology of email. Remember the movie You’ve Got Mail? I couldn’t wait to hear those words! At the beginning of our relationship, we lived nearly an hour apart, so we saw each other mostly on weekends. These were the days of landline telephones with expensive long-distance calls, and since neither one of us had large bank accounts, email became one of the most effective ways to get to know each other over the first few months of dating. He would write daily to say hello and see how my day went. There was usually some kind of hilarious poem included, followed by compliments galore, always genuine and heartfelt.


A month after our first date, on Valentine’s Day, he surprised me by renting a plane and flying me over the Potomac River; yep, he was a pilot. He played my favorite songs through my headset as we flew around in that little four-seat Cessna. Although this was such a romantic gesture and I was thoroughly impressed, I secretly could not wait to get back on the ground. He didn’t realize I was a bit of a nervous flier; we hadn’t yet discussed it. I was especially nervous in small planes. Add flying over a body of water, and I could no longer hide my concern. Noticing my relief upon landing, he asked if I was okay. I explained to him that, although it was the sweetest, most romantic surprise, flying in a tiny plane over water while listening to the Titanic theme song “My Heart Will Go On” and envisioning Jack and Rose freezing in the water below, made me very glad my feet were planted back on the ground! We laughed throughout the rest of the evening as we recalled that adventurous little plane ride.


We were having a great time together as we continued to date. It seemed there was always some special event to get dressed up for, like the Naval Academy’s Ring Dance or dinner in Washington, DC, for a navy celebration. Whatever the occasion, he always looked handsome dressed in his Whites or Navy Blues. When he would escort me to an event, he seemed so proud to have me on his arm, treating me as if I were the most important person there.


As I continued to get to know him, I grew to admire many things about his character. His love and respect for his parents, the elderly, and his country was evident. He’s funny as all get out, and to my delight, is musically talented. I still love hearing him play the saxophone.


To no one’s surprise, we fell for each other quickly. My family and friends loved him right away; likewise his parents with me. It was an extraordinarily happy time in our lives, and I haven’t even mentioned the marriage proposal yet!


It was June 1998 and Bill Clinton was president. Jason was taking a few extra classes at Georgetown as part of the summer studies program at Annapolis, which included working in Washington as an intern. Jason asked me, very last minute, to attend a dinner party with him put on by the internship committee at a restaurant in DC atop Hotel Washington. It was nice he had asked me, of course, but I politely declined when I found out the dinner would be held in the early evening of the last day of school where I was working as a music teacher. Any teacher reading this book will relate to how exhausting the last day of school can be. I felt I wouldn’t have near enough time to go home, change, and get myself presentable for such a dressy event since I’d have to leave for dinner almost as soon as my workday ended.


I felt terrible to decline since it seemed he really wanted to attend this dinner, so I suggested he take our friend Dan instead of me. Looking back, this was hilarious…because Jason’s plan was to propose that night. I kept insisting he try to find someone else to go with him! Jason somehow sweet-talked me into it. Reluctantly, and cluelessly, I agreed to go.


A driver from the internship committee was going to meet me at my house after work and drive me to the restaurant, where he and the rest of the interns would be waiting.


I finished my hectic last day of school, rushed home, and found the driver already parked and waiting for me in the driveway. I hate for anyone to be waiting on me, but at this point, with glitter from homemade goodbye cards all over my shirt and my hair a mess, I had no choice but to go in, clean up, and get ready to head out for dinner as quickly as I could. I managed to change and freshen up in about fifteen minutes—quite a feat for me. I felt a bit disheveled, but I was happy I made it into a dress and had a chance to put my hair up. My good ol’ Aqua Net did the trick to keep my hair up and high to the heavens!


I hurriedly hopped into the car, prepared to enjoy the hour ride and conversation with who I thought to be a worker from the internship committee. Unknown to me, Jason had personally rented the black Lincoln Town Car and driver, who played his part to a tee! I asked him all sorts of questions about his job at the committee and how long he and Jason had worked together. He didn’t miss a beat as he told me how much he enjoyed working with Jason and how much he thought I would enjoy this dinner we were headed to.


Sometime during the ride, I received a call from Jason on my cellphone. I could hear a little stress in his voice as he apologized and let me know we would not be able to attend the dinner after all. He explained to me and the driver that his boss from the committee had called and informed him that, instead of dinner, they would now need him to pick up a package for Senator John McCain at, of all places, the White House! The new plan was for us to go pick Jason up and head out right away to get the package. What a whirlwind! I had made such an effort to get home and get ready so we’d make the dinner on time only to find out we were now heading to the White House! What in the world? I thought.


We picked up Jason, and not long after, we arrived at the East Gate of the White House. I remember the extraordinary security: the surveillance cameras, road barricades, uniformed guards, and Secret Service agents intensely keeping watch. Jason got out of the car and, much to my surprise, came and opened my door.


“Okay, we’re here,” he said. “Let’s go!”


“What do you mean?” I questioned. “You work for these people, not me! Look at all these Secret Service agents around here. No way they’re going to let me in. I’m staying right here in this car.”


Jason later explained how, at that moment, he really was a bit worried. Great, he thought. I’ve worked for weeks and weeks on this proposal, made it past the dinner cover story, got her to the White House, and now I’m not gonna be able to get her out of the car to go in with me!


The driver, seeing my concern and desire to stay in the car, again didn’t miss a beat. He reassured me he picked up packages from the White House all the time and they would certainly let me in if I was with Jason. He no doubt helped to save Jason’s day! I still wasn’t as convinced as the driver, but I reluctantly agreed to at least try to get in with Jason.


Of course, none of this would have ever happened under normal circumstances. As I would later learn, Jason had been working for well over a month to see whether a marriage proposal would be approved by the White House. He had to complete all the necessary background check paperwork required for me to gain access. By the time I ended up at the White House, I was so disorientated from everything happening so quickly, I didn’t have much time to think about how unrealistic it would be for the Secret Service to let me into the White House with just a driver’s license and Jason’s word that I was not a threat to national security. It was all quite comical!


As we walked from the parking lot to the White House, everyone we encountered was in on the plan. We walked up to the gate, where Jason told the guard we were there to pick up a package for Senator McCain. The guard asked Jason for his ID and pretended to find Jason’s name listed on a roster granting him entrance. He then looked at me and in a very grumpy tone asked, “And who exactly are you? I don’t see your name listed. Do you work for the committee as well?”


“No,” I said. “I’m… with him. Here’s my ID.”


I was so nervous as I watched the guard’s expressions of aggravation. He was obviously perturbed we were trying to get me into the White House without being on that list! I also noticed a plainclothes Secret Service agent in the distance watching all this go down and I just wanted to run back to the car! They all played their parts very well.


The guard looked at me, again very perturbed, and said, “Well, I really shouldn’t let you in. You should be on this list. I guess I’ll trust this guy and take his word you are who you say you are. Here’s your ID back. You both may proceed.”


At that moment, I didn’t know whether I should enjoy the relief I felt or just kick Jason in the butt for getting me into this mess! I didn’t even want to go to dinner in the first place. Now I wasn’t even at the dinner; I was getting scolded by a guard for trying to get into the White House without proper clearance! I looked at Jason and told him he was so fired.


“Fired by who?” he questioned.


“Me!” I exclaimed.


Jason gave me a wink and said, “Well, we’re getting in now so just enjoy it.”


We were led into the East Wing reception hall where we signed the guest book and waited for President Clinton’s naval aide, who was the son-in-law of the Naval Academy’s superintendent, Chuck Larson. Jason had reached out to him as the central contact to help make all this happen for us. When the naval aide arrived, he shook our hands and introduced himself as though it was the first time he and Jason had ever talked. He thanked us for coming to get the package for the senator. He informed us the package was in another part of the White House, and to my delight he asked us if we would like a tour since we were already there.


A private tour of the White House from the president’s naval aide? Yes, please! It was all happening so fast I didn’t have time to comprehend that these kinds of things don’t just happen without planning. Again, I was completely oblivious. Everyone played their part so well, it was seamless.


He led us through the halls of the White House where we saw original commissioned paintings of the presidents, the Green Room, and the China Room. Dishes are my thing, so I was thrilled to see all the china patterns displayed from the former first ladies. We made our way briefly to the West Wing where we were able to look into the Oval Office and walk by the Rose Garden. It was truly amazing. By this time, I was extremely glad Jason had talked me into coming on this excursion, but I still had no idea it was about to become even better!


We were led into the First Lady’s Garden and told to wait there for someone from the office to bring us Senator McCain’s package. We enjoyed the landscape as we waited. I was still trying to comprehend how I ended up in the First Lady’s Garden when just an hour before I was in a car headed to dinner. I was extremely excited, but I was careful to act prim and proper, acutely aware of the extraordinary security and Secret Service agents all around, particularly those just a few yards away on the South Lawn, where the president was hosting a reception for a foreign head of state. I couldn’t help but feel nervous, especially since, as far as I knew, I wasn’t even supposed to be there in the first place.


A few minutes later, a nice gentleman from the office walked up to us with a medium-sized manila envelope labeled “For Senator McCain.” He handed it to Jason and asked us to remain in the garden until the naval aide returned to escort us out of the White House. Jason and I, still quietly being watched by Secret Service agents in the background, were standing together chatting, when Jason unexpectedly looked down at the package and said, “I wonder what’s in here? It doesn’t look taped up. Think I should open it and take a quick peek?”


I about came unglued!


“Are you kidding me?”


I whispered those words out of the side of my mouth and managed to look expressionless, but I’m pretty sure Jason deciphered it correctly as the “I’m-gonna-kill-you stink-eye look of death” I intended it to be.


“Look at the cameras and the guards! Don’t you dare open that package,” I said quietly but firmly.


You know exactly what Jason did! Yep! He started to open that package. I literally thought, I must be standing next to an absolute idiot! I mean, he’s attending a service academy, I thought he was supposed to be smart. He obviously is not!


I was mortified. He showed no signs of stopping. He appeared determined to open that package. All I could do at that point was turn and start to walk away. I didn’t want to be any part of it. As I was walking away, I heard Jason holler, “Babe, wait!”


I turned around to find him down on one knee, with the opened package on his lap, holding a ring in his hand.


I can’t begin to describe the flood of emotions I felt in that moment! The realization that it was all a setup. The dinner invitation being a cover for the most elaborate wedding proposal I could have imagined. My former thought of his idiocy just seconds before quickly changed. He was no longer an idiot; he was brilliant! My exhaustion from a hard day at work, my confusion about canceled dinner plans, my excitement and nervousness about trying to get into the White House, the thrill of the tour, the mortification of him opening a US senator’s package, and the absolute exhilaration of seeing him down on one knee was almost too much! I broke down and cried. I tried to catch my breath as I listened to the sweetest words.


“Babe,” he said with tears in his eyes. “I love you. I can’t imagine my life without you in it. I’d like to ask my first lady, in our nation’s First Lady’s Garden, if you’ll be my wife. Will you marry me?”


“Of course! Yes, YES!” I exclaimed.


We cried and hugged as the guards and Secret Service agents nearby clapped and hollered out their congratulations. In one single moment, those slightly scary and formidable-looking guards now seemed so very sweet as they smiled and expressed their excitement for us. President Clinton’s naval aide, who had been watching from a distance, walked back out to meet us, smiling from ear to ear. We will be forever grateful to him and the entire White House staff for helping make this incredible event happen.


After we left the White House, Jason had dinner set up for us at Hotel Washington after all, so we dined, taking in the beautiful American monuments nearby, laughing, crying, and recounting one of the most amazing days ever! People used to say we were living a fairy tale and, in some ways, it felt like it to us as well. It was an incredible time in our lives as we celebrated our engagement and planned our future together!
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