This is a story of longing and prayer…of compassion, grace, and faithfulness…of patience, anticipation, and joy.  This story begins with our great desire to have children and climaxes with the birth of our first child.  More importantly, this is a story of God’s work in my life for the display of His splendor.  For two years my heart cried out for God’s hand to open my womb.  For four years I hoped that God would one day allow Jim and me to conceive, to enjoy the precious treasure of children.  Praise to the Almighty Creator God for He has done a marvelous thing!  He has heard my cry and has graciously answered my prayer.  I stand in awe at the work of His hands.
God’s Answer to Prayer

(written October 2003)

Two years ago Jim and I began praying that God would open my womb and bless us with children.  As we shared this desire with you and others, we know that God has been listening to the prayers of many saints on our behalf.  I must admit that at the beginning of this journey, I didn’t think that having children would be such a challenge.  It was all too easy for me to think, “I’m relatively healthy and as a nurse, I understand how my body functions.”  But you see, I often deceive myself by thinking that somehow I’m in control of my life.  Thankfully, God hasn’t allowed me to remain in this sin of self-dependence and the frustration it brings.  This journey of prayer, trust, and listening to God’s Word has taught my mind and my heart to depend on God, not myself.  God is the Author of life; He is the only One who can enable us to conceive.  I found myself begging God for peace and patience as I waited for His will to be accomplished in my life-whether it be having our own children or pursuing adoption or something else.  

As I searched God’s Word, I was encouraged by the fact that I couldn’t find any barren women who prayed for children and did not eventually have children of their own.  Many prominent women who were under the Abrahamic Covenant were called barren even though they had the promise of many descendants:  Sarah, Rebekah, Leah, and Rachel.  I also read about Hannah, Manoah’s wife, and Elizabeth who remained childless for many years before giving birth to very special children:  Samuel, Samson, and John the Baptist.  I read that some children were “born in the ordinary way” (Gal. 4:29) while others were children of promise (Gen. 21:1-2), “born by the power of the Spirit.”  So, I began praying “Lord, I am one of your covenant children and you haven’t allowed me to have children in the ordinary way so please, if it be your will, bless me with a child born by the power of the Spirit.”  I also read the promise God made to the Israelites in Exodus 23:25-26, “Worship the Lord your God, and His blessing will be on your food and water.  I will take away sickness from among you, and none will miscarry or be barren in your land…”  So, I prayed that this promise would also be true in my life and I asked God to help me to worship Him as I ought.  

During last winter, God led me to another girl my age who was praying for children.  She and I began meeting once a week to pray together for each other, specifically asking that God would bless us both with children at about the same time.  After about eight months of prayer, she told me that she was pregnant.  One month later, that is, after nine months of prayer, God also allowed me to conceive!  I could hardly believe it and I am still praising God and simply in awe of how He decided to answer our prayers (including yours and many others).  God is so good!  When I found out that my baby would be due on May 9th, Mother’s Day, I laughed and cried at God’s precious timing.  

As I write, I am feeling well and beginning my 3rd month of pregnancy.  Thankfully I’ve only had some food aversions and fatigue-no nausea.  A few weeks ago I had an ultrasound and was able to see the baby’s tiny heartbeat which can be seen as early as 4 weeks gestational age!  Mind you, scientists still consider a baby at this age to be merely an embryo and not a fetus.  I disagree.  

Please pray that God will protect and grow this new little life He has given us.  Thank you so much for your love and prayers.  Praise be to our God who hears and answers!

( The Story of Ansley’s Birth (
On Wednesday, April 7th, Emma was born.  Her mother and I both had trouble conceiving and God, in His tender grace, had somehow brought us together in prayer.  We prayed almost weekly for nine months until both of us received the first answer to our prayers, we both became “with child”.  Further answer came with the birth of Emma.  Thursday, April 8th, was my last day at work.  I was looking forward to preparing for the birth of my baby who was due in about four weeks.  Saturday, I noticed a small glob after using the bathroom and wondered if this was the “mucous plug” that many pregnant women lose near the end of their term.  Sunday was Easter, and I took many quick breaths as I attempted to sing the Hallelujah Chorus with the choir that morning.  Jim and I spent the evening with my parents and grandparents, eating Easter dinner.  Tuesday, April 13th, I went to meet Emma for the first time.  I held her in my lap and I felt Ansley begin to kick at her.  That evening, I had to continue preparing for the colon test my doctor scheduled.  I had gone all day with only fluids to eat and took half a bottle of magnesium sulfate that evening.  Wednesday would be busy as I had a visit scheduled with my obstetrician.  We planned to go over my birth plan and complete a routine test for Group B bacteria which would determine whether or not I would need antibiotics at the time of delivery.  Jim and I stayed up until midnight.  He had a tough class with a great deal of homework on top of working full time.  I was busy arranging the nursery and adding things to my hospital bag.  When we finally got in bed, Jim leaned over as he often did, touched my belly and said, “We can’t wait to see you!”  
The next morning, Wednesday, April 14th, I awoke at 5 am to use the bathroom just as I had been doing throughout the pregnancy.  After getting back in bed, and trying to get comfortable, I hadn’t been asleep for long when I awoke, feeling as though I was urinating on myself.  It was 5:30 am when I went trotting to the bathroom, yet again, to determine what was going on.  I found that a sweet smelling, clear, pinkish fluid seeped out when I lied down and stopped when I stood or sat.  I woke Jim and told him what was going on and pondered whether this really meant that my water had broken.  He sleepily suggested that I go back to sleep.  I couldn’t because this fluid leaked every time I tried to lie down.  At 6:30 am I called my Bradley Natural Childbirth instructor and she said that most likely my water did break and that since I wasn’t feeling contractions, I had two options.  I could stay at home and wait for contractions or I could call my doctor and go to the hospital where I would have to stay until the baby was delivered.  The main risks I would take by staying home were the possibility of the baby’s head compressing the placenta and the possibility of infection entering through the open sac.  I waited until 7 am, at the change of shifts, to call the hospital.  I heard that the doctor I preferred was on call so I decided to go in.  After eating and packing bags, Jim and I arrived at the hospital at 8 am.  Ultrasound showed that Ansley was in proper position, I was 1 cm dilated and 50% effaced.  Ansley’s heart rate was about 140 and the monitor indicated that I was having contractions every 3-4 minutes although I couldn’t feel them.  This fetal monitor was used for 15 minutes out of every hour (instead of continuously) per my birth plan.  The nurse wanted to monitor me longer because she only saw decelerations and returns to the baseline yet she hoped to also see accelerations in the fetal heart rate as well.  All the heart rates were within normal limits, so I didn’t see the need for continued monitoring.  Since the nurse didn’t return in time to remove the monitor belt I did so myself.  On the monitor I discovered that Ansley was hiccupping and each time I felt her move or kick, a contraction would begin.
At that time, I was the only patient on the floor ready to deliver.  Dr. H. told me that she wanted me to deliver within 24 hours of my water breaking to reduce the risk of infection.  Furthermore, she said that she would consider induction at 9 pm if my contractions were still weak.  I was due to go in for an OB visit this day for the Group B Strep test, but that obviously didn’t happen.  They did test for it in the hospital but the results (which were negative) didn’t arrive until the next day.  I declined the routine antibiotic which is given for this purpose.  

Shortly after checking in, I called members of my Home Fellowship Group, asking them to pray that my contractions would strengthen and that I would be able to deliver naturally.  I also called my mom and other family members.  Jim, my mom, and I walked the hallways for most of the morning.  I ate lunch and then we used certain techniques such as nipple stimulation and pressure points on the little toe in order to stimulate contractions.  Around 1 or 2 pm I began to feel something like menstrual cramps.  I had felt very light ones as we walked but these were beginning to feel stronger.  At 3 pm, I remember talking on the phone with Jim’s family and the cramps began significantly stronger.  I decided to lie down and rest (after all that walking), and I lied down on my left side since the right hip had been aching throughout the last month.  Jim went to sleep but I was unable to rest because the contractions increased in strength as soon as I laid down.  I concentrated on relaxing between contractions and I began praying for God to help me.  By 5:00 pm contractions were very strong and frequent, I was very focused and unable to respond to Jim who awoke to my moans and took his place at my left side.  I felt very uncomfortable and tried getting on all fours but was unable to relax so I returned to my left side.  The nurse had been asking me my pain level earlier, when I wasn’t having much at all but at this point, she stopped asking.  I refused to allow the monitor belt to go around me.  I didn’t want anything to disturb my focus.  I was grasping at the sheets and bedrails with each contraction until Jim’s hand came and I squeezed it.  It was very difficult to keep breathing steady and not make high pitched noises with the pain of contractions but Jim’s gentle suggestions and coaching helped.  I didn’t want to be touched or spoken to or moved.  I was very inwardly focused.  I asked for several pillows to be placed between my knees (legs).  As I was lying on my left side, I began to feel pressure from the baby and I wanted my legs positioned apart with pillows because I didn’t have the energy to hold them apart.  The pillows were not sufficient so I asked my mom to hold my legs.  
Suddenly I felt an involuntary need to push.  It felt like the wrenching force causing dry heaves after vomiting but much more intense and in the opposite direction.  All my abdominal organs felt as if they were being forced out the cervix.  At 6 pm I told Jim that I was pushing.  He told the nurse but she didn’t want to call the doctor yet.  Finally the nurse did a vaginal exam and discovered that I was 9 cm dilated which was confirmed then by a second nurse.  I was ready for the “long haul” but this really encouraged me.  Then the nurse told me not to push until the doctor came or else I would tear.  Jim says that the nurses looked concerned and made mention that they might have to deliver the baby by themselves.  I really disliked anyone doing a vaginal exam or even touching me during a contraction.  Jim was holding my left hand and my mom was holding my right.  I squeezed their hands very hard with each contraction.  Mom had to use the bathroom so a nurse took her position.  I groped for her arm and dug my nails into it.  Dr. H. came at 7:30 and I was rolled against my will onto my back.  My right hip began cramping (like a very strong muscle cramp) every time my right leg was forced back toward me as I pushed.  I was worn out and couldn’t stand to hold my legs or pull them toward me so Jim and mom helped.  Jim gave me a wet washcloth to moisten my mouth (dry from breathing out of my mouth, moaning, and high pitched cries).  Jim was attentive to my needs and put the nurses to task fulfilling them since I begged him not to leave my side.  One time, I did think that he would leave me when he realized that the video camera wasn’t ready and my dad didn’t know how to operate it.  I gripped his hand and said “don’t leave me” so he stayed by my side.  

Now I was told to push with the contractions but I was too weak to push with every one of them.  I would hold my breath and push but it was difficult for me to do this for more than 5 seconds.  I did appreciate the small breaks between contractions.  I kept my eyes closed during almost all the hard labor, 3 pm until delivery.  I could feel the baby’s head push out slightly then move back in with each contraction.  Finally, at 8:18, I was able to push little Ansley out.  Having pushed her head out, I had one last burst of energy to push out her shoulders.  The umbilical cord was wrapped around her head/neck but she was fine.  Her APGAR score was 9.  All I could say was thank you Lord and when the doctor handed her to me I said, “Oh, Sweetie!”  and I began to shake all over as if I had chills.  And somewhere in there I remember confirming in my mind “Oh you are a girl” because I don’t remember the doctor announcing it (Jim does).  

I wouldn’t let the nurse examine, bathe, or give Ansley shots until much later that evening because I just wanted to hold her.  She was so tiny…doll sized.  Her suck reflex was not developed so she didn’t latch on and breastfeed.  Her blood sugar dropped to the 50’s so we had to start using the supplemental nursing system with formula and finish with a syringe type device to feed her 30cc every 2-3 hours.  Feeding was the biggest difficulty, everything else was fine.  I pumped small amounts of clear, thick colostrum and finger fed this to her.   

When we went to the hospital Wednesday morning, almost in denial of Anlsey’s imminent birth, it was rainy and cold.  However, when we left it was sunny and warm and all the flowers had bloomed!  (( “There were flowers…but I never saw them blooming, ‘til I met you”().  What a beautiful picture of new creation, new life, and God’s beautiful answer to prayer.  We left the hospital at 4:30 pm on Friday and headed home with our petite Ansley.
Jim and I stayed up all night trying to wake and feed her every 2 hours, then every 1.5 hours after learning that her sleepiness was due to being underfed.  Sometimes we’d barely finish one feeding, pumping, and equipment washing before it was time to feed again.  

My mom came to stay on Sunday, what a relief!  Sunday evening (only four days old) we took Ansley to our Home Fellowship Group.  W all had our picture taken together.  On Monday, we went to the lactation consultant who told us that we were wearing ourselves out and needed a different feeding schedule, every 3 hours instead of every 1.5 hours.  Ansley’s weight had dropped from 5 lbs 11oz at birth, to 5 lbs 7 oz when we went home, and now to 5 lbs 4 oz.  New techniques were discussed to help both the underweight baby and the underslept parents. 
  You are our precious gift from God, the desire of our hearts.  May you also grow to know the depths of God’s love and grace.

Love,

(Ma-ma & Da-da (
