
A Child’s View of Life

When we are little, we tend to plan out our lives.  We dream of who we will marry.  We might see little

children running around on the green grass surrounded by a white picket fence.  We see ourselves working a

job that we love.  Are we too young and naive to think any differently or simply just dreaming of what we would

like to become a reality?

______

After a year of trying to have children, desperation finally set in.  I was twenty one years old, a wife, and

a first year teacher who thought trying to have children would be -well, quick and easy.  I watched those around

me begin their families successfully, and I would be lying if I didn’t say that it was one of the most painful

moments in my life at that point.  I was truly happy for those starting their own families, but attending a baby

shower was no longer at the top of my list for weekend activities.  I know now that this looked like jealousy and

anger to other people, and I would have to agree.  I was jealous. I so desperately wanted to have a baby just

like them, but more than that, I was hurting and felt lonely in my social bubble that all seemed to be starting

their childhood dreams which were the same as mine.

A trip to my gynecologist gave us new hope as I was started on Clomid, a pill that would trigger

ovulation, where 60% to 80% of women would successfully become pregnant.  After six months of not getting

pregnant, we were told we needed to have further intervention and were being sent to a fertility specialist.  It’s

hard to not get frustrated at the slow process of insurance, paperwork, and scheduling a first appointment

months down the road when all you want to do is jump in your car and see a doctor who has the answers.  Our

first visit to our new doctor was very encouraging and provided us with the excitement we needed as there

seemed to be a plan in place.  We began our first round of injected hormones only to once again be

disappointed when it was not successful.  After thirteen rounds of injected hormones and inseminations, the

doctor gave us a 1% chance of success and officially recommended IVF, in vitro fertilization.

This would begin a journey filled with medications, shots, and ultimately surgery.  While it was not easy,

we still remained very hopeful.  I remember one of our doctors telling us that the chance for multiple children

was very high and due to my small stature, it might be wise to terminate some if we were to get pregnant. I

didn’t even have to look at my husband to give my reply instantly.  There was no chance any babies would be

terminated.  I was meant to be a mother and I would carry any amount of babies and risk my own life in the



process.  To our surprise, we became pregnant after our first round.  I remember buying onesies for each of

our family members to tell them we were having a baby.  Everyone was so excited for us, and even though I

was physically tired from what my body had gone through, I could not wait to be a mom.  That excitement soon

faded at our six week appointment when we were told we had miscarried.   I underwent a dilation and

curettage procedure and at our follow up appointment found out two things. I have a blood clotting disorder that

will make it very difficult to carry a baby and that our baby we just lost was a little girl.

______

Desperation had turned to devastation.  We were left to pick up the pieces and decide to carry on or

give up.  While adoption was never in our original plan that I had created as a little girl, my heart was telling me

that adoption would be the answer to beginning our family.  We started the year long process of becoming

certified to be adoptive parents. After multiple training classes, visits from social workers and the fire

department to our home, we were approved and added to the waiting list of others who had a dream of

becoming parents.  We were chosen by a potential birth mom very quickly.  After visits to the hospital and

seeing our baby on the ultrasound, we were ecstatic until we heard the news that she would be keeping her

baby boy.  We were so ready for him in our lives that even his nursery was complete and our church had

thrown us a baby shower.  I didn’t know at the moment, but depression had started to weigh me down, and it

was hard to find joy anymore.  Just three months later, however, we received the phone call that would change

our lives forever.  We had been selected again, and we had a baby girl waiting for us at the hospital.

______

After seven years of waiting, a little eight and half pound blue eyed baby girl finally made me a mom.

Adoption is something I have found that most people know of but don’t really know about.  The circumstances

for each adoption are very different.  Our sweet girl has an amazing birth story and while there are still many

pieces and parts she will learn of as time goes on, she is proud to say she is adopted and understands how

she came to be in our family.

______

“Let’s try and have another baby,” my husband remarked.  After all the heartache I had experienced, I

learned that the joy set in front of us can sometimes be enough, and that’s where I was.  However, after much

discussion about siblings, etc. my husband won.  We began our entire story over again starting with IVF.  This



time, the pain of the shots and medication took its toll and we were unsuccessful in a pregnancy again.  We

again decided to adopt.  I think everything we go through has a lot to do with perspective and experience.

While we had been through so much with miscarriage and one adoption loss, we had no idea what would be in

store for us and just how bad it would get.  We once again were back on the adoption list and chosen very

quickly.  But yet again, after naming our new baby girl, we were told we could not take her home.  We were

chosen again, and after many ultrasounds were told we would never meet her in person.  We were called to a

hospital shortly after where we were introduced to our new daughter.  We spent the night with her in the

hospital, fed and rocked her, and even bathed her. But when morning came, we were told to push her back to

the nursery and leave.  At the next hospital, I delivered our baby girl.  It was my first and only time ever being in

a delivery room.  She was beautiful, but she wouldn’t get to come home with us either.  There are no words to

describe the pain or to provide comfort to someone in this situation because most have never experienced so

great of a loss so many times.  But I knew that at home, my beautiful two year old baby girl was waiting for

mommy and daddy to come home.

______

Three days after leaving our baby girl at the hospital, we received a phone call that would once again

change our lives.  We needed to come meet another birth mom who was considering adoption.  This meeting

never took place because our precious baby boy was born on our way to the meeting.  He entered the world

very quickly, but the love surrounding him was immense.  We spent the next few days in the NICU and were

able to take him home shortly after.  I can honestly say that nothing prepares a mother for the overwhelming

feelings of love a little boy brings with them.

______

Nothing in this life is promised to us.  While there are many things in our control, life can throw a

curveball or a few that no one sees coming.  What I’ve learned is that our reaction is what is the most important

thing.  How we choose to respond to life is how we build character.  Through my journey to have children, the

one constant was that God did not leave my side.  I wish I could say I didn’t lose faith in him, but that wouldn’t

be truthful.  I did lose faith.  I was at rock bottom.  I had told God that I gave up and could not possibly take the

hurt anymore.  While there may have been pain and suffering, he didn’t leave my side.  He was helping me

through the pain in order to feel the joy.  He introduced us to so many children who we love dearly to this day.



They are loved and not forgotten.  He put two additional families who were selfless and loving into our lives by

placing their children for adoption.  These children that would now also be ours to love and watch grow.  As a

child, I never dreamed I would have a difficult time having children, but it’s now part of the story of how our

daughter and son came into our lives.


