
What my miscarriage taught me

If there is any good in this experience, it must be in the sharing.
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Late this summer I lost a planned and much wanted baby. The miscarriage was
devastating, but I assuaged my grief with a promise: that one day I would write and
share everything I learned. I promised I would write because I knew I needed to
express my feelings, and more importantly to order them; to bring structure and focus
to what was otherwise an uncontrolled bodily betrayal, and a bloody heartbreak. And I
promised because, more than anything, talking to other women who have miscarried
has helped me process my own loss. I figured there would be a day to recognize
pregnancy losses, and I was right: Pregnancy and Infant Loss Remembrance Day is
held annually October 15. It’s earlier than I’d hoped, but I promised I would do this
because I need to find the good in this experience, and if there is any good, then it must

be in the sharing.

Here’s what I learned:

Miscarriages are more common than you think

You already know someone who’s had a miscarriage. In fact, you already know several
someones. Sources vary widely, and depending on whom you ask, miscarriages occur
20% to 30% of all known pregnancies. Knowing this helped me accept the loss as a
natural occurrence, but it didn’t diminish the pain. Miscarriages are common, but death
is even commoner, and we still grieve when someone we love dies. When a wanted
baby dies it is a loss, and must be attended like any other: with time, patience, and
love.

There is no template for grieving a miscarriage, but sharing helps

We don’t always know what to say when a person who has been born dies, but we
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We don’t always know what to say when a person who has been born dies, but we
know what to do. Funerals are scheduled, wakes are held, eulogies written. But there’s
no pattern for miscarriages, largely because so many miscarriages are kept private. It’s
a self-perpetuating cycle: I’ve never heard anyone talk about their miscarriage,
therefore I don’t know how to talk about mine, therefore you don’t know you can talk to
me about yours.

I share my life on the Internet, so it’s probably obvious I’m not shy on the details, and
for me, talking helped. But in this case, sharing my experience was more than a
release. It also became an invitation for others to share, and through talking and
listening, I discovered how many women I know have had miscarriages as well. More
than anyone else, they understood. None of us wanted to be bound that way, but still, it
was better than being alone.

The body is wise

A review of my web searches during the period of my pregnancy shows an unsettling
pattern: ‘What is the risk of miscarriage at six weeks?’ I first queried, repeating the
question at seven weeks, eight weeks, nine weeks and ten. By the twelfth week, my
paranoid imagination had peaked. ‘Can you have a miscarriage and not even know it?’
I asked Dr. Google. Indeed you can…and I had.

Looking back, I realized that some small part of me had always known there was a
problem with the baby and that what had seemed like paranoia was very likely intuition.

A miscarriage doesn’t happen all at once

This is how it went for me: I worried that something was wrong, asked for an ultrasound

to check, and found out that the baby had actually died six weeks previously. Then I
was given options: waiting for nature to complete the process, pills to speed it up, or
surgery.

For some women it starts with blood, while others are tipped off by the ultrasound
technician’s carefully dissembled neutrality. But until my own miscarriage, I had a
cinematic vision of how they happen: woman wakes screaming, her white sheets
covered in blood.

I assumed the gory bits would be the worst, but for me it was the waiting that
tormented. Surgery would take a week to schedule while a natural miscarriage could
bleed for two weeks. Either route would require checkups, blood tests, waiting.

I don’t know if it’s my penchant for a good narrative arch or a desire for closure, but I
began to crave a dramatic end. My loss had started so clinically – a few waves of an
ultrasound wand and I had gone from life-grower to walking casket. I wanted it finished,
and I wanted the finish definitive. Eventually my body came through, expelling the
remains of my pregnancy in pain and blood, and surprisingly I welcomed it. It was over,
and I could move on.

Only you can know what to do

Some women shrug off miscarriages, others need support groups. Both are normal. As
with any unexpected medical event, you never know how you’ll react to the experience
until you’re in it. I welcomed the visceral, gory aspects and hated the waiting. And
although I started off sad, my dominant emotion was anger: anger at my body for
mimicking a classic, healthy pregnancy while I was carrying a dead baby, anger at the
baby for dying.

It’s been a few months now, and I feel mostly like myself again – well enough to try for
another baby, even.



That said, I will never forget this miscarriage or stop talking about it. The most important
takeaway for me was that miscarriages are difficult, but they needn’t be shameful. I
understand that for some people privacy is a coping tool, but there are probably more
women out there who need to know they’re not the only ones out there. If that’s what
brought you to this post today, I am so, so sorry. It’s awful and it’s sad, but it’s not your
fault and you are not alone.

For perinatal bereavement support and information, please see The Pregnancy and
Infant Loss Network.

http://www.pailnetwork.ca/

