
 

"When you pass through the waters, I will be with you" by Melissa Beebe 

Waiting. It seems to be a constant theme in my life. The beginning of this summer was no 

different. I was waiting for test results and it was going to change my life in some way, for the 

very good or the very painful. As I dialed the doctor's number, I prayed that this time would be 

different and that I would hear positive results. The nurse let me know that my numbers had 

dropped. I knew what that meant. I had been here six times before. The baby growing inside 

me had died. 

When I was young, like most people, I had an idea of what my future would look like. I would 

grow up, get married, and have three or four kids, mostly before I turned thirty. Darian and I 

married when I was twenty. After graduating college and buying a home we started trying to 

have children. That was almost fifteen years ago. We struggled with infertility for several years, 

seeing many doctors and with no real diagnosis. Out of nowhere, my body decided to work one 

time and we finally got pregnant with our sweet Jade. What a gift from God! We immediately 

started trying after having her with the hopes that our infertility struggles were over. That was 

not the case. When Jade was three, we saw a natural doctor to see if it would help. At that 

point, we were willing to try just about anything. Three months later, I was pregnant. We were 

overjoyed and began planning our new life with a new little one. About six weeks later, we lost 

the baby. That was our first pregnancy loss. 

Over the course of the next two and half years, we had three miscarriages, a molar pregnancy, 

and an ectopic pregnancy. It was so hard on me, both physically and emotionally, that we made 

the decision to stop trying. Last year, after a lot of prayer and conversations, we decided to try 

again. We conceived right away but lost the baby shortly after. 

And here we were again. Dead baby number seven. That number just seemed astronomical.  I 

had never really struggled with the "why" question. I knew that it would never satisfy my grief.  

But this time, it was in the forefront of my mind. "We weren't even trying. Why would you 

allow us to get pregnant, just to take her away? Why does this keep happening? Wasn't six 

enough?" The grief that flooded over me was like nothing I had ever experienced. It was like 

feeling the pain of all seven of my babies dying all at once. I felt like I was drowning in my grief.  

Psalm 69:1-3 were the words of my heart: "Save me, O God, for the waters have come up to my 

neck. I sink in the miry depths, where there is no foothold. I have come into the deep waters; 

the floods engulf me. I am worn out calling for help; my throat is parched. My eyes fail, looking 

for my God." 

About a week after birthing our baby, I was reading a devotion with Jade. The Bible verse was 



Isaiah 43:2-3 "When you pass through the waters, I will be with you; and when you pass 

through the rivers, they will not sweep over you. When you walk through the fire, you will not 

be burned; the flames will not set you ablaze. For I am the Lord your God, the Holy One of 

Israel, your Savior." I remembered swimming in the river as a child. The further you go down, 

the darker it gets. You would go down deep and then swim as hard as you could to get to the 

top before you ran out of breath. It was sometimes scary thinking you might not make it to the 

top in time to get a breath. That's what I was feeling. I could see distant light at the top of the 

waters but I couldn't get there. The water was too much and I was too deep. These words from 

God's Word spoke so much truth to me that day. He said "When you pass through the waters, I 

will be with you." He was with me. He saw my pain and brokenness and He was right there with 

me. "When you pass through the rivers, they will not sweep over you." He was not going to let 

me drown. No matter how long it took, He would help me get back to the surface. That verse 

showed up numerous times over the next couple months and I'm so thankful for His reminder 

that He would not leave me in my grief. 

2 Corinthians 1:3-5 says, "Blessed be the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of 

mercies and God of all comfort, who comforts us in all our affliction so that we will be able to 

comfort those who are in any affliction with the comfort with which we ourselves are 

comforted by God. For just as the sufferings of Christ are ours in abundance, so also our 

comfort is abundant through Christ." God showed me so much comfort these past few months 

in so many different ways. I clung to His Word and His promises and prayed that they would 

bind up my broken heart. His comfort came through a husband who would always listen and 

who would hold me as I cried myself to sleep. It came from our sweet Jade who would hug me 

and love me and asked if she could name her baby sister Joy. It came from a friend showing up 

at my door with ice cream to just hang out and told me "You can talk about it if you want.  

And if you don't want to, that's ok too." His comfort came from a mother who called me almost 

every day for over a month just to see how I was doing. And it came from loved ones, just 

texting me or reaching out so I wouldn't feel alone. 

It is amazing to look back and see how He was preparing me for what was to come. Last 

November, a dear friend who was walking through her own struggles, sent me a book in the 

mail. She wrote that even though her situation was different than mine, this book encouraged 

her and she thought it might encourage me as well. "I Will Carry You: The Sacred Dance of Grief 

and Joy" by Angie Smith is her own journey through losing her baby. I read it right away and I've 

read through it again as I've been walking through my grief. So much of what she says just 

speaks right to my heart. 

About a month before we discovered we were pregnant, a family member shared the book "A 

Grief Observed" by C.S. Lewis on Facebook. I had never heard of it and tried to find it. I ended 



up ordering it and got it right before finding out about the baby. I knew it was on the shelf but 

didn't have the strength to pick it up until at least a month after my baby died. The book is 

basically his own journal trying to work through the grief of losing his wife. It was so comforting 

to read the words of this brilliant man who struggled through his own grief. 

There are days and even weeks sometimes that are still tough. This week was one of those 

weeks. Yesterday was the due date of the first baby I lost. He would have been six. It's hard to 

think about the things I've missed out on. Lewis puts it well in the above book: "If a mother is 

mourning not for what she has lost but for what her dead child has lost, it is a comfort to 

believe that the child has not lost the end for which it was created. And it is a comfort to 

believe that she herself, in losing her chief or only natural happiness, has not lost a greater 

thing, that she may still hope to 'glorify God and enjoy Him forever.' A comfort to the 

God-aimed, eternal spirit within her. But not to her motherhood. The specifically maternal 

happiness must be written off. Never, in any place or time, will she have her son on her knees, 

or bathe him, or tell him a story, or plan for his future, or see her grandchild." I know where my 

children are, in Heaven, and that is where my hope is. But I also grieve not only lost babies, but 

every single minute I lost of living life with them. "The Sacred Dance of Grief and Joy," is exactly 

that. 

I have prayed a lot over the writing of this blog post. It's incredibly vulnerable to share the 

deepest pain of my heart. But I know there are so many people that suffer in silence and feel 

like no one understands. I've been there. I still feel like that sometimes. I hope that my 

experience will be an encouragement to you, whether you've been through something similar 

or your pain is something completely different. No matter what you may be facing, He is always 

with you. He will not let the waters overcome you. 


