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In the most difficult trial of my Christian life, it was hard for me to believe that God Is good. Finally, In 

mid-October of 2013, after trying to conceive a child for almost ten years, we received the news.  I was 

pregnant.  Our prayers had been answered!  If it was a boy, we already had a name for our little one, Joshua 

Michael Hamilton.  

I was so careful with my prenatal care and the first few ultrasounds confirmed everything was going 

well. My husband and I prayed for our baby every day.  We prayed for protection for us and for the life growing 

inside me. At about sixteen weeks, I was sure I felt him kick. By this time my doctor had already confirmed he 

was a boy.  Some mothers told me sixteen weeks was too early to feel him kick, but I was certain.   

Two weeks later my nightmare began.  I had morning sickness for the first time and a terrible migraine 

headache. My feet and hands were swollen.  One morning at work, I was feeling very ill. I went to the doctor and 

they confirmed that my blood pressure was dangerously high.  They admitted me to hospital.  After a day and a 

half of tests, I received the worst possible news.  I had pre-eclampsia.  The protein count in my urine was 

dangerously high and would lead to kidney failure, and ultimately a complete shutdown of all of my vital organs. 

The only way I could expect to live would be to pre-maturely deliver my unborn child, who was not nearly old 

enough to breathe on his own.  Had I refused the pre-mature delivery and risked my life for his (which I was 

willing to do), the chances for the survival of my unborn child with a very sick mother were non-existent.  

At this point my husband and I along with our friends and family cried and prayed.  After more tests, the 

next morning the hospital confirmed we had to go through with the pre-mature delivery, knowing that our baby 

would not survive.  We did not get the miracle we were hoping for. I feared Joshua would come out gasping for 
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breath that his little lungs could not hold. Through my tears, I prayed for God to not let Joshua suffer.  While 

awaiting delivery, I again felt a little kick from Joshua.  Five minutes later, when he arrived, God had already 

taken him home to Heaven.  God let me to know that Joshua didn’t suffer, the first answered prayer in the midst 

of my tragedy.  

My first day back in church, after getting out of the hospital, they were singing “God is Good.”  I couldn’t 

sing.  I turned to my husband and said, bitterly, “No He Isn’t.”  Ultimately, however, I realized that even when 

we don’t have the answers to the why questions and the suffering, God is ultimately good and He is still on His 

Throne.  He has a reason and a purpose for everything, even though we don’t understand it.  Somehow, during 

my grief and depression, I managed to get to church the following week to serve in Children’s Ministry.  We 

were teaching on Heaven.  During the service we showed a clip from the movie “Heaven Is For Real.”  The clip 

showed 5 year old Colton explaining to his mother that he had met his “other sister” in Heaven – “the one that 

died inside Mommy’s tummy.” I broke down weeping in the back of the room. This was God’s way of saying, 

“Joshua is with Me and I AM still here for you.”   

Last year, we had an opportunity to minister in a women’s prison. I shared this story with more than 120 

women inmates.  Many were in tears.  Several women came to me at the end of that service and prayed to 

receive a relationship with Christ. They, like I, wanted to see their little ones again in heaven.  The experience 

brought healing for them as well as healing for me. I was reminded of 2 Corinthians 1:3-4, “Praise be to the God 

and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of compassion and the God of all comfort, who comforts us in all 

our troubles, so that we can comfort those in any trouble with the comfort we ourselves receive from God.”    

When you go through something you can’t understand, know this, The God of all comfort  comforts us 

so we can comfort others with the comfort we receive from God. God will use you to help others, just as He has 

promised in His Word.   

 

 

 


