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Disclaimer 

This memoir is a deeply personal account of my own lived experiences with pregnancy loss, medical challenges, and healing. I am not a medical professional, and the information shared throughout this book is based solely on my personal journey, observations, and reflections.

Nothing contained within this memoir should be taken as medical advice, diagnosis, or treatment. Readers seeking medical guidance should consult qualified healthcare providers for information tailored to their individual needs.

While every effort has been made to share my story with honesty and care, each  person’s  experience  is  unique. This book is intended to offer support, raise awareness, and foster understanding, but it is not a substitute for professional medical, psychological, or therapeutic care.

If you or someone you know is facing pregnancy loss, fertility   struggles, or trauma, please reach out to a medical or mental health professional for support. You are not alone.

Dominique V.
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-THE END-

PART ONE: Before Diagnosis – The Silent Battles 




Chapter 1: Hope Begins 

I first found out I was pregnant at the end of January 2016. It was a Saturday. My husband and I picked up a pregnancy test from our local shop, and since we were just around  the  corner  from  my  parents’  house,  we decided to take the test there. I had been feeling off and was a few days late on my period, which was unusual for me. I had been on the pill, an oral contraceptive, since I was fourteen to help regulate my cycle, so any delay felt out of the ordinary.

My parents were just about to head out when we arrived, but they told me I could take the test anyway. That’s when I saw the positive result. I felt happy, but also anxious and confused. My mom, of course, was over the moon. They postponed their outing so that we could all go out together a little later and celebrate. My mom and I even went to the nearest pharmacy to buy two more tests, just to be sure. She was so excited, she started telling the entire pharmacy staff.

Maybe it was because this would be her first grandchild, and by then, I had already been married for over three years, and my husband and I had been together for eight. Back at their house, we took the additional tests. Both confirmed  the  pregnancy,  and  the  ‘Clear  Blue’  test predicted I was 2 –3 weeks along. The excitement grew, but  I  couldn’t  shake  the  anxiety  about  telling  my  work. They weren’t the easiest people to deal with, and I was scared that my pregnancy would only make things there more difficult for me.

I told them on Monday, when I went in to work. To my surprise, they seemed happy for me and that helped me relax a little. I was relieved that they  didn’t  seem  upset. They started discussing maternity leave and explained how UIF worked,  mentioning  that  I  wouldn’t  receive  full pay during the four months I’d be off.

Unfortunately, the company mostly hired family, and the rest of us were made to feel far less important. Being pregnant, only made that divide feel deeper. I constantly felt uncomfortable … as if being pregnant was some kind of   disease. They whispered behind closed doors, excluded me from conversations, and even started shutting doors near where I sat. I was stressed all the time and never felt at ease at work.

Thankfully, one colleague stood out. She was kind to everyone, and always asked how I was doing during the pregnancy. Her small acts of kindness made a hostile environment a little more tolerable.

We didn’t have medical aid at the time, so we paid for all of  my  tests  and  doctor’s  appointments  out  of  pocket.  I believed I only needed to start seeing a gynaecologist around the 12-week mark. At about eight weeks into the pregnancy, I visited a general practitioner and had blood tests done to confirm it. Seeing those results made it all feel more real …  I  was officially pregnant. I was so excited. Even my stomach had started to show a tiny little bump.

I remember craving gherkins and marshmallows, and then convincing my best friend at the time to try them with me. Luckily for me, he was a good sport and even had more than one.

Everything was going well with the pregnancy, and our excitement grew by the day. It seemed like an easy pregnancy. I  didn’t  have  morning  sickness,  and  I  felt comfortable throughout. One of my favourite memories from that time was when close friends, who we consider family, were  visiting  at  my  parents’  house.  When  I  told them I was pregnant, they were overwhelmed with joy. They already had two children, and their youngest was just a few months old, so they immediately started giving me advice.

The mother handed me her baby and said I needed to practice changing nappies. It was my first time ever. I was so nervous, I think I forgot how to breathe. What if I did something wrong? What if I got judged? What if the baby peed on me? Thankfully, it was just a wet nappy, and I survived. That little moment turned into one of my fondest memories from that time.

My twelfth week of pregnancy was approaching, and it was around the time of the holidays and Easter. After Easter, I planned to visit a clinic to see a gynaecologist for my first scan and check-up. I remember feeling excited that Friday. It was the start of a long weekend, and the next one would be even longer. I was looking forward to some much-needed rest. (Yay!)

That  evening,  everything  felt  fine.  I  wasn’t  in  pain,  and there was no discomfort. I was lying down late at night when I felt a strange sensation in my womb … like maybe the baby had moved. I was thrilled. I was twelve weeks along, and it made sense that I might finally be able to feel something.

A while later, I went to the bathroom, and when I wiped, I saw small spots of blood. I started to panic. I turned to the internet (never a good idea) to search for answers. Many sources said that light spotting in early pregnancy could be normal, so I calmed down a little and told myself, “Okay, it’s fine.”

On Saturday morning, the next day, there was no more blood. Everything seemed normal again, and I felt reassured. But later that evening, the spotting returned. My husband and I both started to worry. We decided that if it continued, we would go to the public hospital nearby the next day to get medical advice. Just to be safe.




Chapter 2: The First Loss 

In the early hours of Sunday morning, the spotting became darker, and then turned into more bleeding. My husband and I rushed to the public hospital to get help immediately. I was terrified. Everything inside me was screaming with fear, and I had no idea what was about to happen.

I  was  nervous  when  we  arrived  at  the  hospital.  I  didn’t know what to expect, and I had heard that patients often waited hours for help in government-run hospitals. Thankfully, the queue wasn’t  too  long.  When  they realized I might be having a miscarriage, they moved quickly, taking me in for administration and triage.

(Triage is the method of sorting patients based on severity, ensuring those in critical condition receives urgent care.)

A nurse took my vitals and collected my information. He explained that a gynaecologist would see me, though he wasn’t sure when or which one. I was then asked to wait. I sat there alone, scared, while my husband waited in the main reception area.

Eventually, after about an hour, a gynaecologist came to see me. I had never been examined by a male gynaecologist before, and it made me nervous and uncomfortable. He barely spoke, he just glanced at my file and told me they would be admitting me. I was sent to the maternity ward to wait for an ultrasound to determine if the baby was okay or if I was having a miscarriage. I finally saw my husband again … and with him were my parents. They had rushed to the hospital as soon as they heard, knowing how scared we were. Seeing them brought a flood of relief. For a moment, I let myself believe that everything might still be okay, that they would somehow make things right. We all walked together to the maternity ward, where I was told to wait.

Eventually, I was called in by another gynaecologist for my scan. I was crying so much, I doubt she could even understand what I was saying, but she was gentle, calm, and incredibly kind. She was by far the most caring person I encountered at the hospital.

During the scan, she gently told me that the baby was too small for the gestational age, and I was indeed experiencing a loss. There was nothing they could do to save our baby. She explained I would need a D&C that evening to prevent infection. (A D&C is a surgical procedure to remove inside the uterus by dilating the cervix and using instruments to gently scrape or suction remaining tissue.) 

I was completely shattered. I couldn’t  stop  crying  …  I couldn’t  even  speak.  She  asked  if  my  mother  was  with me, unaware that I was in my late twenties and already married. (I get that a lot, many people, who think  I’m younger than I am. Thanks, Mom and Dad, for the youthful genes.) I managed to nod, and she said she would be the one performing the procedure later that evening.

I don’t remember the walk back to the ward. It was a blur of devastation. I do remember the look on my husband’s face when I told him our baby didn’t make it. It  was like someone had ripped his heart out and stomped on it. He looked so broken. I just wanted the pain to stop. I was still sobbing uncontrollably when we returned to the ward.

We had to wait for a bed, and during that time, I felt intense pressure in my bladder and went to the bathroom. Afterwards, I saw a large sac of blood … and to this day, I believe that was our baby. That moment broke me even more. I cried harder than I ever had before.

After what felt like a lifetime, I was finally given a bed. Unfortunately, my parents and husband couldn’t come in with me as it wasn’t visiting hours anymore. It was already late, so my parents had to go home. I felt completely alone and scared. At least I was able to message my husband from my phone. He waited nearby for a while, just in case I was discharged. By 9 p.m., no one had come to perform the D&C, so he eventually left, knowing I’d be staying overnight.

I was alone, emotionally drained, and terrified. The ward was massive, and though many of the beds were occupied, I had never felt so isolated. There were no pillows, and everything about the space felt cold and uncomfortable.

The wait for the D&C took a heavy toll on me. I couldn’t sleep at all. I just wanted the procedure done so I could go home and cry in my own space. The night dragged on endlessly. Finally, around 3 a.m., the gynaecologist came to get me. She led me to a small room off the ward, near the main entrance. That room will haunt me forever. I don’t know if it was because it was dark, or because of what I was about to go through, or maybe because I knew, after this, there would be no part of the baby left in my body.

In the middle of the room stood a hospital bed with leather straps at the foot of it. I knew immediately what they were for. On a nearby silver tray were syringes already filled with Voltaren for pain. I felt sick. I’ve always been petrified of needles. The gynaecologist had a nurse assisting her, and they quietly prepared the room.

They asked me to remove anything under my gown, lie down on the bed, and separate my legs so they could be strapped in. I asked what the syringes were for, and the nurse told me they were Voltaren, for pain relief as the hospital  didn’t  have  any  local  anaesthetic  for  the procedure. That made me even more nervous.

As I lay back, I noticed a small bloodstain on the ceiling above me. My mind spiralled. How did it get up there? What had happened to the woman before me? Was I the next victim in some horror story?

The nurse turned me slightly and jabbed the injection into my backside. It was sharp, and she wasn’t gentle. Then the gynaecologist and nurse strapped my legs into place. It felt clinical, rushed, and frightening. I was told to lie completely still. If I moved, I could hurt myself or they wouldn’t be able to do the procedure safely. Infection was a serious risk.

Then, they began the D&C.

I   could feel everything they were doing. There was intense pressure across my entire lower region. Even with the suction, which I could hear clearly and was completely freaked out by, the pain and discomfort only increased. The sound was loud and mechanical, and it made everything feel more invasive.

The pressure kept building. It was painful, overwhelming, and deeply uncomfortable. I wanted to move, to climb off the bed and make it all stop, but  I  couldn’t.  I  had  to  lie perfectly still. Tears streamed down my face. I was trapped in that torturous moment, and there was no escape.

Still, I understood that the gynaecologist and the nurse were doing the best they could with what they had. It was a government hospital, and they were just trying to help with limited resources. Yet, nothing could have prepared me for what that experience would feel like.

It was finally over. I was unstrapped from that horrid bed and helped to sit up. I could see the gynaecologist felt sympathy for me. She stayed by my side and gently said that someone could now come and collect me as I was being discharged right away.

Normally, after a procedure like this, a patient is monitored in a recovery area to ensure their vitals are stable and there are no immediate complications. Unfortunately,  that  didn’t  happen  for  me.  I  had  to  walk back to my bed in the ward on my own. I messaged my husband to come and fetch me, then lay down and cried again.

However, I wasn’t alone.

The gynaecologist pulled up a chair and sat beside me. She tried to reassure me, apologizing for what I had gone through. She gently told me it wasn’t my fault, but in my mind, it was. I felt like my body had failed me … and failed my baby.

I asked her why something like this would happen. What had I done wrong? The only explanation that seemed to make any sense at the time, was the contraceptive pill. We wondered if it had been a bad batch. Maybe I had fallen pregnant while still on it, and it interfered with the baby’s  development.  That  was  the  only  conclusion  we could come up with in that moment.

The conversation shifted. I asked her what it was like being a gynaecologist in a government hospital. She smiled softly and said it was rewarding, that she loved her job, but admitted she was exhausted. She’d been on duty for 24 hours and hadn’t had any sleep. She looked tired, and I truly hoped that after I left, she finally got the chance to rest.

Around 6:00 in the morning, my husband messaged to say he was at the hospital to fetch me. The moment I saw him walk into the ward, I felt a wave of relief wash over me. I probably looked like a complete mess … exhausted, tear-stained, and emotionally shattered. I felt dirty, ashamed, and broken all over again.

The staff handed me a script written by the gynaecologist. They wished me well in the most sympathetic way they could, then allowed me to go home.

As we walked through the hospital halls toward the pharmacy at the front of the building, I began to feel the sting of pain in my lower abdomen. It was sharp, awful, and a fresh reminder of everything I had just endured. The pharmacy had rows of chairs in front of it for patients waiting for their medication. We sat down. At least it was still early, so we were second in line. As we waited for the pharmacy to open, the chairs around us began to fill. Eventually, the shutters lifted, and I was able to collect my pain medication and antibiotics to prevent any possible infection.

When we got into the car, I broke down again. I tried so hard not to cry, but it all felt so surreal, like a bad dream I couldn’t  wake  up  from.  Through  sobs,  I  tried  to  tell  my husband what had happened, what they had done during the D&C. I’m not sure if he could even make out what I was saying, but he listened to every word.

I saw the shock and dread on his face as I spoke. He was deeply concerned, and though he stayed strong for me, I could see the sadness in his eyes during the drive home and once we got back. He had just experienced a great loss too. This was his child as well. He had been just as excited about the pregnancy as I was.

We sometimes forget that fathers grieve too. They feel the  emotional  pain  of  miscarriage  even  if  they  don’t always show it.

When we got home, I went straight to bed. I was exhausted and in so much pain. My husband made sure I had everything I needed and let me rest. He was such incredible support.

Eventually, I had to ask my employer if I could take some time off. They approved the week, since it was only a three-day work week due to Human Rights Day, and the following weekend was Easter. My husband updated our friends and family, letting them know I was home. I wasn’t ready for messages or conversations at first.

That week was filled   with beautiful,   sympathetic messages from everyone we knew. We received gift baskets, flowers, and heartfelt cards. Each gesture meant so much. I’ll always be grateful to the people who showed up when we needed them most.

Still, that week was one of the worst of my life …  both emotionally and physically. When my husband went back to work on the Tuesday, I stayed at home  and  couldn’t bring  myself  to  get  up.  I  didn’t  want  to  eat,  move,  or speak. I just wanted to disappear.

It felt like my insides were stretched tight, like a balloon ready to burst. My lower region felt raw. The pain was sharp and intense – excruciating. Even getting up to go to the bathroom was unbearable. Every step reminded me of my failure. I had failed to keep my baby alive.

The bleeding was heavy – so heavy it felt like I was losing litres of blood in seconds. It was relentless and deeply uncomfortable, especially while dealing with that level of physical pain.




Chapter 3: Searching for Blame 

For what felt like the longest two weeks of my life, I bled every single day after the D&C. I kept praying for the bleeding to stop. The pain eventually subsided about a week later, just in time for me to return to work. That first miscarriage  brought the most  intense  physical  pain  I’ve ever felt, and I will never forget how low and sore I was, both in body and spirit.

I cried every single day that week. I ignored some calls because I was crying too hard to speak. I blamed myself for  everything.  Why  didn’t  I  just  see  a  gynaecologist sooner? Maybe something could have been done. Maybe I wasn’t  eating  healthily enough, even though I love eating healthy. I blamed the occasional coffee. I even wondered if bending down too often or the wrong way had somehow hurt the baby. The guilt was overwhelming.

I   spiralled into a deep hole of self-loathing.  I  didn’t understand what I had done wrong. Was it stress from work? Was it the day business trip they made me take, flying in a plane? I searched and searched for answers. I was  angry  …  even  at God. The internet only made it worse, constantly giving vague answers like “a number of possible  reasons.”  I  knew  there  were many factors, but still – why me? 

Why  couldn’t  my  body  do  what  every  other  woman around me seemed to do so easily? Why couldn’t I protect my baby? I felt like I had failed – not just myself, but also my husband. He never said that I had, but I felt it deeply. As a wife, I was supposed to protect his child, and somehow I hadn’t. That question haunted me: What did I do wrong? Even now, as I type this with a lump in my throat, I still ask myself that question. The “what ifs” never truly leave.

When I finally re-entered the social world, people would ask if I knew why the miscarriage happened. I would mention the contraceptive pill or simply say, “I  don’t know”, all while feeling mad at myself for still not knowing the answer.

Being alone in bed after a miscarriage is one of the worst things you can do to yourself. You become your harshest critic, obsessing over every detail, blaming your own body for not making you a mother. You sit with the most judgmental person you know … yourself … and that self-talk can turn toxic. It can become deeply depressing.

You might be lucky, like I was, to have a strong support system. However, it  doesn’t  help when you block them out and sit in the dark. Still, support is vital, no matter where it comes from. It took me months to start recovering, but I had amazing family and friends at my side, making sure I could eventually find the strength to try again.




Chapter 4: Trying Again 

After a while, some months after the miscarriage, my husband and I began to talk about it more. It was a small step toward healing. Together, we decided to name our baby ‘Hope’.  I had felt from the beginning that I was pregnant with a girl. I believed that she would bring hope to her future siblings, and that she would be the last child we would ever lose. In naming her, we were also naming our belief: that Hope was the end of our miscarriages.

My husband and I talked about trying again. We still longed to build a little family of our own – even though we had no idea just how long and painful that journey would turn out to be. After everything I had gone through at the public hospital, we agreed that I needed to be on a medical aid before we tried again. That way, the moment I fell pregnant, I could see a gynaecologist right away. If anything went wrong, I would be able to go to a private hospital. The trauma from the public system had left deep scars. My husband said he refused to ever watch me go through something like that again.

I found a medical aid that offered good coverage and wasn’t too hard on our finances. I applied, and we agreed to wait through the standard three-month waiting period before trying again. This was in 2017. During those three months, I focused on taking better care of myself. I wanted to prepare my body for a healthy pregnancy, believing –  hoping –  that  doing  everything  ‘right’  might prevent another loss.

I started drinking less, even though I was never much of a drinker. I quit smoking altogether, even though I hadn’t smoked during my pregnancy. I even joined my mom for yoga, and I downloaded an ovulation and period tracking app to better understand my cycle. I still have that same app today, with every note and detail saved from day one.

Life was starting to feel positive again. For the first time in a while, there was light. Both my husband and I were looking forward to the possibility of growing our little family. The app became a helpful tool during this time. We used it to track my cycle more closely and identify ovulation dates. It felt empowering to understand my body better, and it gave us a sense of control in a journey that had once felt so painfully out of our hands.




Chapter 5: The Second Loss 

Three months passed, and we had officially started trying again.

In March of 2017, I started to notice that I was a few days late with my period, and the app confirmed it. I told my husband, and he immediately offered to go out and get a home pregnancy test. We planned to take it together once we were both home from work. I was filled with excitement and nerves, the kind that makes your heart beat a little faster.

That evening, he came home with the test, and I couldn’t wait until morning. I took it right away. Before the five minutes were even up, the second line appeared. I jumped for joy, and my husband pulled me into his arms, congratulating me. His face lit up with hope. He was so excited to have another chance at becoming a father.

This time felt different. We were more confident. I was on a medical aid now, and we knew we could see a professional  right  away.  I  told  him  I’d  book  an appointment with our family doctor to confirm the pregnancy and discuss the next steps.

I was even more excited because the timing was perfect … just two days before my mother’s birthday. It gave me just enough time to plan a surprise for her, and soon, I came up with the perfect idea.

On the Saturday of her birthday, we went to my parents’ house to celebrate. I handed her a small gift box. Inside, wrapped gently, were the tiniest pair of white knitted baby booties. My mom was speechless at first. Then she jumped to her feet and hugged me, tears streaming down her face … tears of excitement and pure joy. My dad was beaming too, congratulating us and clearly thrilled by the news.

It was a beautiful moment. For a while, everything felt light again. My husband and I started sharing the news with our friends and extended family. We were having a baby again! Everyone was hopeful and happy for us. Everyone believed this time would be different. I was already watching my diet carefully, avoiding anything unsafe during pregnancy, determined to do everything right.

That Monday, I made an appointment with our family doctor for later that week. We wanted to get blood tests done and find out how soon we could schedule a visit with a gynaecologist. We were both anxious, given what we had gone through before – but we had hope. It felt like we were finally doing everything right, and we believed this experience would be better.

Later that week, on the day of my doctor’s appointment, I felt a sharp pain in my lower right side. It was low down, exactly where my ovary would be. It felt like something was about to burst. I told myself it was just growing pains, something normal in early pregnancy. However, when I went to the bathroom, I noticed spotting. The blood drained from my face. I froze.

Not even an hour later, I started bleeding. It was thick and filled with clots.

I knew, right then, that I was having another miscarriage. I called my husband first. I was sobbing so hard, I don’t think he could even understand what I was saying. I was completely  distraught.  Then  I  called  my  mother.  I  don’t remember her exact words, but I know she was sobbing too. She was broken for me.

I went to the doctor not long after that. Sitting in the waiting room, I tried to hold myself together, but inside I was falling apart. When he saw me, I told him everything that had happened. He confirmed that it was another early miscarriage –  around  five  weeks.  There  wasn’t much he could do other than prescribe medication to prevent infection or reduce swelling. Thankfully, this time there was no need for another D&C.

I asked if he had any idea why this was happening … why I had now lost two pregnancies, but he  didn’t  have  any answers. Not yet. He gently suggested that I start seeing a gynaecologist for further investigation, to find out why I was experiencing recurring miscarriages.




Chapter 6: When Hope Meets Doubt 

I was broken again. Even though the pregnancy had ended early, it was still a huge loss … another baby we would never get to meet. Once again, we had to break the heart-breaking news to our friends and family. Once again, I couldn’t face it. I wanted to disappear. I wanted to be alone.

My husband stepped in. He was incredible. He helped me to share the news with everyone, and more importantly, he was there to listen … through all my sobbing, all my questions about myself and my body. He reminded me that he loved me, that  he  didn’t  blame  me for  anything. However, I could see it in his eyes … he was heartbroken too. He had just lost another chance to become a father. I knew he was also beginning to question what was wrong.

By then, we had started to   doubt whether the contraceptive pill had anything to do with the first miscarriage. We were beginning to fear that something more serious might be going on. That maybe …  we wouldn’t be able to have a child.

I was angry … angry with my body, angry with God and angry at the world. I couldn’t believe I had to go through another loss. My mind kept replaying everything, trying to make sense of it. What had I done wrong? Was I sick? Was there something wrong with my reproductive system? What was it!

For days, our home fell silent. My husband and I were grieving again, but at least we were grieving together. We were both hurt, but we clung to each other. Neither of us had to go through it alone.

It was difficult to face my colleagues at work and tell them that I had lost another baby. They were sympathetic, and I appreciated that, but for some reason, I still felt a sense of shame and disappointment within myself. Saying it out loud made it feel real in a way that hurt all over again.

People often try to be supportive when they learn that you and your husband have suffered two miscarriages, and that kindness does mean a lot. However, sometimes, even with the best intentions, the words they choose can feel like tiny cuts. One that stuck with me was, “At least you know you can fall pregnant.” I know it was meant to be comforting, but at the time, it stung. Yes, I could fall pregnant, but I couldn’t stay pregnant. That was the part that kept breaking me.

Another comment cut even deeper: “At least the second loss wasn’t that far along.” That felt unfair. A loss is still a loss …  whether  it’s  at  two  weeks  or  thirty-two. To a mother, it doesn’t matter how early. The moment you find out you’re pregnant, you begin to attach, to imagine, and to hope. That baby is real to you, no matter the stage of development.

I  didn’t  want  to  be  angry at the people who said these things.  They  hadn’t  gone  through  what  I  was  going through. They were only trying to help. Still, grief is complicated, and sometimes even support can feel heavy when the words aren’t right.

In the weeks that followed some of my colleagues, girls who were also friends, started falling pregnant. They were happy, glowing, and doing so well. I felt jealous, and then I felt guilty for feeling that way. I wanted to be nothing but excited for them.

Pregnancy is such joyful news. It should be celebrated, and I wanted to celebrate with them. I truly did, but I was hurting. I was envious, even though I never let it show. I kept those feelings to myself because I didn’t want to be that person who made their  joy  about  my  pain.  I  didn’t want to tarnish their moment. So I smiled and supported them, even as my heart quietly ached in the background.




PART TWO: Discovery – The Diagnosis and Fight 




Chapter 7: Hope and a New Beginning 

After some time had passed, my husband and I decided we were ready to try again. There was still pain, but we also felt a spark of hope. I had found a gynaecologist at the nearby hospital who was willing to support us through future pregnancies and run the necessary tests on me. That gave me a sense of comfort as we had someone who would help guide us through this journey properly.

With my medical aid, I had to follow a process: First, see a general practitioner to get a referral to any specialist. Then, once I suspected I was pregnant, I needed to do a human chorionic gonadotropin (hCG) test to confirm it before I could get authorisation to see the gynaecologist. It was a lot of admin, but we had a plan …  and  most importantly, we had hope again.

For the next few months, my husband and I began trying again for a baby. I started taking a fertility pill daily and kept a close eye on my ovulation app, watching for the best days to try. Of course, we didn’t only stick to those specific days. After all, we were married and enjoying the process too, in between all the planning and hoping.

Each month, I would track when my period was due, and the app was usually spot-on. Every time my period started, I felt an overwhelming wave of sadness and disappointment. It began to feel  like  I  just  couldn’t  fall pregnant. I could sense the same quiet disappointment growing in my husband too, though he never made me feel worse. He was always supportive, but it was there … unspoken, yet heavy between us.

More than a year had passed since our second miscarriage,  and  I  still  wasn’t  pregnant.  That’s  when  I decided   to   make   another   appointment   with   the gynaecologist. I needed answers. Why did I have two miscarriages, and now nothing at all? I was emotionally drained and completely confused. What was wrong with my body?

I started with the general practitioner again to get a referral, and he agreed. He said I should definitely go see the specialist, and that tests could be done to figure out what might be going on. My husband, ever by my side, was just as curious and concerned. We both wanted to understand what was happening.

I got a call from the doctor’s office letting me know that my appointment with the gynaecologist was scheduled for the following week … May 2018. As the day got closer, my nerves  started  to  take  over.  I’m  naturally  a  worrier, and all the worst-case scenarios played on a loop in my head: What if I have cancer? What if I have ovarian cysts? What if something is seriously wrong and I’ll never be able to carry a baby? Those thoughts haunted me every night leading up to the appointment.

When the day finally arrived, my husband wished me luck and I could tell he was nervous too. At the gynaecologist’s suite, I felt awkward and out of place. The waiting room was full of visibly pregnant women, and I felt like the odd one out … empty, like everyone somehow knew I wasn’t pregnant. It felt like they were all staring at me, judging me, even though deep down I knew that was just my anxiety talking. They probably hadn’t even noticed me.

When it was my turn, my anxiety spiked. I felt warm and flustered   as   I walked into the consultation room. Thankfully, the gynaecologist was kind and welcoming. They took in everything I had to say about my history and assured me not to be so hard on myself. That gentle reassurance meant more than they probably realised.

The gynaecologist ordered a pelvic ultrasound right there in the rooms to check for ovarian cysts. I also underwent a test that I thought was a pap smear at first. Thankfully, the ultrasound came back clear. There  didn’t  appear  to be anything seriously wrong with me, at least not visibly. That was a relief, but I knew there were still more answers to seek.

I was then referred to a pathologist for something called Liquid-Based Cytology (LBC).  It’s  a more advanced cervical screening method that improves accuracy and reduces uncertainty. Instead of smearing cells onto a slide,  they’re  suspended  in  a  special  liquid,  filtering  out excess mucus and blood for clearer results. This means fewer repeat tests and even the ability to check for HPV from the same sample. When answers feel hard to come by, knowing that science is working in your favour is a quiet reassurance.

A few days later, I received a call from the gynaecologist’s rooms. They let me know that all my tests had come back clear … no abnormalities were found. I asked whether we could still try to fall pregnant, and they assured me that I could. According to them, there didn’t  seem to be anything wrong, but that answer left me more confused than reassured.

I wasn’t hoping for something to be wrong, but I needed to know why. Why had I miscarried before? Why was I struggling to fall pregnant now? None of it made any sense, and it left both my husband and me feeling lost in uncertainty. It felt like I was chasing answers that didn’t exist.

Despite the confusion, there was a sliver of hope. If nothing seemed physically wrong with my body, maybe there was still a chance. Maybe our timing had just been off. That thought kept replaying in my mind.

Then another thought crept in. What if something is wrong with his sperm? However, that didn’t make sense either. How did I fall pregnant before if that was the case? 

The more we tried to make sense of it, the more questions we had, and yet no answers came. We were standing in a fog of unknowns, trying to move forward without any real direction.

I started believing in every superstition I came across … anything that might help me fall pregnant. I wished on every shooting star I saw, holding on to the smallest sliver of hope. I remembered hearing once, though  I  couldn’t even recall where, that if you make a wish while driving under a bridge as a train passes overhead, it might come true. It sounded silly, but I did it anyway. There are two train bridges in my town, and I never missed an opportunity.

I prayed, too … often … quiet, pleading prayers to God, asking Him to help us. However, month after month, my period arrived right on time, and each time it did, disappointment hit me like a wave.

I began to feel like I was failing my husband, as if I was letting him down by not being able to give him a family. He never said anything to make me feel that way, but the guilt and pressure I put on myself were heavy. I became my own worst critic, constantly judging myself. The anger I felt towards my body grew deeper. I was furious with it for not doing what I believed it was meant to do.

My husband and I tried to keep the mood light whenever we spoke to anyone about our situation. We’d laugh and say, “At least we’re having fun trying”. Sometimes, it even made me giggle, but deep down, I felt like I was never going to fall pregnant again. We had been trying for nearly two years already. It felt like a lifetime … an emotionally exhausting journey …  especially  as more and more friends and colleagues announced pregnancies and welcomed beautiful babies into the world.

Still, I refused to give up, and neither did my husband. We held onto faith that, somehow, someday, we would have a child of our own. People began to show us real empathy, and we were open about what we were going through. We needed support, and we were grateful for every bit of it.

I   will   never   forget this   memory. One morning, my colleagues and I arrived early at work, as usual, only to open the entrance door and find water everywhere. The entire office was flooded. To make matters worse, the carpets had soaked it all up. We later discovered that someone  had  accidentally  left  a  tap  open  in  the  men’s bathroom. At the time, our industrial park had been dealing with severe water shortages. So, someone had likely turned the tap on, saw that nothing came out, and walked away; leaving it open. The water came back on overnight, and by morning, we were standing in what felt like an indoor swimming pool.

The ladies and I grabbed brooms. We even borrowed some from the neighbouring company, and started sweeping water out of the offices. The building was huge, and it took hours. Then, out of nowhere, a random gentleman   made   an inappropriate   and   shocking comment






index-3_1.jpg
Forever

'Dominique
V.






