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"We are more alike than we are different."Kimberly had always yearned for a child, but after

multiple miscarriages, coupled with an unhealthy marriage, she accepted that her plan to

become a mother was inconceivable. A painful divorce and a job opportunity opened the door

for a fresh start in Atlanta, Georgia.A chance meeting with her husband-to-be, David, was a

breath of fresh air. They seemingly shared the same goals and dreams, but soon after realized

life doesn't always go as planned.They entertained the possibility of surrogacy, yet after three

failed attempts, and only two embryos left, failure wasn't an option. Desperation to find the right

surrogate led them to the biggest surprise of their lives: an unlikely person who proved to be

the perfect match.

About the AuthorKimberly Gowdy's debut work weaves her narrative based on life experience

in the world of infertility and surrogacy. Her writing style and attention to detail will leave

readers wanting more from this aspiring author. Kimberly is a seasoned insurance executive.

She is married and lives in Johns Creek, Georgia. --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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Alpharetta, GASome names and identifying details have been changed to protect the privacy

of individuals.The author has tried to recreate events, locations, and conversations from her

memories of them. In some instances, in order to maintain their anonymity, the author has

changed the names of individuals and places. She may also have changed some identifying

characteristics and details such as physical attributes, occupations, and places of

residence.Copyright © 2021 Kimberly GowdyAll rights reserved. No part of this book may be

reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including

photocopying, recording, or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in

writing from the publisher. For more information, address BookLogix, c/o Permissions

Department, 1264 Old Alpharetta Rd., Alpharetta, GA 30005.Library of Congress Control

Number: 20209191111 1 2 4 2 0I dedicate this book to my husband, Dave, and my son, Doc,

your love made this book possible. You are God’s greatest gifts to me, and He has given me

many. Because of your love, I was able to fulfill a dream. I also dedicate this book to M.O.B.Y.

(Mommy Older Baby Younger), my fellow Intended Parents, and to anyone who’s ever had to

endure the pain of infertility. It’s never too late to follow your dreams.May God bless you as He

has blessed me.In MemoriamElijah Brandon GarrettYou will never be forgotten.For everything

there is a season,and a time for every matter under heaven.—Ecclesiastes
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AuthorForewordWhat color is the baby?There’s no such thing as a bad question, only juvenile

ones. Thank God I only thought it until now. That question was the first thing that popped in my

mind when Kimberly, an African American woman, told me the birth mother of her child was

Caucasian.Her story is honest and transparent to the point that you actually experience her

pain and cheer her successes. Kim Gowdy removes the mask from the struggle of not

physically being able to carry and give birth, to reveal the joy of finally having a child to call her

own.If you’ve lived anytime on this planet, you know in life, situations can become hard to bear

and you feel like giving up, caving in, and quitting. The Colorless Womb is an inspirational

journey on how to stay the course, never give up on your heart’s desire, and learn that second

chances are possible—if you believe.Whether you are a child, a husband, or someone

escaping a bad relationship or starting a new career, this book will fuel you to achieve your

goals.—Tammy DeleFounder and producer of Tammy’Dele FilmsPrefaceAs a child, I watched

my dad and mom work hard, raise a family, and arm us with values that would take us through

life. Being the oldest of six children I had the privilege of welcoming each new addition to our

family. My dad always received the news over the phone. Back then the father wasn’t so up

close and personal during the delivery, if you know what I mean. “It’s a girl,” I could hear the



nurse say. The scowl on my dad’s face after hearing this for the fourth time was priceless. No

doubt by then, he was hoping for a boy. It seemed as if my mom was back on her feet in no

time. The beauty of birthing a baby, such a natural process, my mom made it look easy. So the

saying goes, like mother like daughter. Although I bear a strong resemblance to my mother on

the outside, on the inside we couldn’t be more different. I knew I desired to experience the joy

of motherhood and always believed I would, just not as many experiences as my mom.But

what happens when there is a disconnect between your desire and your reality? When your

heart says yes but your body says no?For the past four years I have wanted to “give birth” to a

thing, and this book has allowed me that opportunity. This writing is intended for anyone with a

dream, a goal, or a vision. I believe that through sharing my personal experience of the

heartache, pain, and anguish that accompany any setback, as well as the relief, joy, and the

victory of a dream realized, I can bless someone else. Through my journey I learned the gift of

life is beautiful, and someone willing to “gift” you life is just as beautiful.Many questioned my

decision, some simply didn’t understand, while others rejoiced and applauded my success. But

to all who accompanied me on this journey, I say thank you.I could not have made it to this

place without the love of family and the grace of God. I believe that we are blessed to be a

blessing.Prologue“I’m barren.”There, I said it. For years I could not and would not dare to

openly admit to such a defect, the brokenness, and a sense of failure. I kept these feelings

tucked away. After getting married, when asked about my desire to have children, I deflected to

my go-to line, “I’m just not ready.” Sure, I read about Sarah, Hannah, and Rachel in the Bible,

but to say that I was a part of such a sorority was unthinkable.A positive early pregnancy test

followed by no heartbeat—that was often my narrative. It was easy to keep those losses a

secret. With a little lipstick, eyedrops, and a fake smile, you can hide anything. But my

nonchalant attitude toward starting a family became more difficult to hide. I was showing.In

fact, I was halfway down the field carrying the ball toward the end zone with the crowd cheering

me on, but an unforeseen problem knocked me down, and I lost the ball. The loss was nothing

like I’d ever imagined. The pain cut deep, and prayer became imperative. But I got back up,

only to fumble the ball again.My secret was out. It was suddenly obvious that it wasn’t that I did

not want, but that I could not have . . . A BABY.So, it was time to be cut from the team—in this

case, my marriage. What else could I do at this point except learn to be content with my current

state? I could learn to accept that the one thing that I wanted more than anything was not

within my reach. But didn’t I read that God would give me the desires of my heart? Well, this

was a desire. I desired to fill these empty arms.I made plans for the second act of my life, but

our plans are not always God’s. A new love and a new hope came into my life. Suddenly, I

knew I wasn’t ready to give up! At this stage in my life, I realized I was much stronger than I’d

given myself credit for. But what to do now?Out of nowhere, the answer fell upon me, but it was

up to me to be open to the unconventional.Surrogacy? In my mind, this was only for the rich

and famous, and I was neither. In the Bible, Sarah tried this with Hagar, and we know how that

turned out. How badly did I desire a child? Did my desire for a child outweigh my pride? Was

my desire bad enough to sign on the dotted line and trust my precious embryos to take hold

within the womb of someone who wasn’t me?Yes, it was, and just like that, I started the

journey. I needed to find a strong woman who could bear my infirmity. On our first attempt at

surrogacy, I wasn’t prepared to hear those familiar words, “I’m so sorry.” We thought the

second attempt and the second surrogate would be the ticket, but in the end, the pain was

even more intense, as we had invested so much more time and energy. So, we moved on to

who we believed would be our best and final surrogate. Strike three!We are all taught the five

stages of grief. I had finally moved into acceptance. Accepting that although I had stepped out



on faith, my desire for a child would not come to fruition, my desire to fill the emptiness of my

arms was not meant to be, and somehow I’d missed the mark and God had something else for

me. When I had all but given up on my quest to become a mom, something unexpected

happened. I received a phone call that changed my life, an offer from someone who I would

never have sought out or looked to as a vessel to complete my journey, but she had stepped

up to the plate.Previously, I looked only to women who were black like me to fulfill my journey.

Although they would share no biology with my child, I believed that I could see myself

vicariously through them. I thought that our “sistah” bond would bring a sense of familiarity to

our journey. But the last woman standing in my quest to become a mom didn’t think like me,

didn’t live like me, and certainly didn’t look like me. I’m black, she’s white, and her name was

Heidi, a name that is about as white as the name Shaquitta is black. Where I was broken, she

was not. Where I delivered loss, she joyfully delivered the fruit of the womb.I know blessings

can come in unexpected forms. I believe it’s God’s way of showing us He’s in charge. But I

hadn’t prepared for this. But even with all of our differences, she was open to the possibility. At

the end of the day, I would have to decide if my desire to become a mom would be a hope

deferred, or if I would ultimately join forces with a woman who could fulfill the desire of my

heart.The purpose of this book is not only to speak to women who are battling infertility, but

also to anyone who needs reminding that our bodies are merely shells. Who we are and what

we are run much deeper than skin color. With race relations at an alltime low, partly due to a

broken political system, but mostly due to ignorance, I want you to walk away with a smile, a

newfound joy, and a deeper awareness that we are more alike than we are different.CHAPTER

1THE BIG ONEI was ready for this trip—like Calgon, take me away. I deserved this. We

deserved this, my hubby and me. David and I have been married for six years. It was a second

marriage for both of us. We needed time to relax and exhale. Our expectations were high, and

we were giddy. Who knew that my husband, the overly serious Yale-educated doctor, could be

giddy? The past five years had taken us on a journey of a lifetime mentally, physically, and

financially.So, in honor of yours truly, we were stepping out of Atlanta and heading to a

celebration in New York City. This birthday was a milestone—not everyone could celebrate the

big one in such style. I’m originally from Connecticut and David is from New Jersey, so

celebrating in NYC made perfect sense. Having our guests come to Atlanta would have been a

great idea, but we needed to get away, and for this kind of celebration a trip to Buckhead

wouldn’t do.So, in August on New York City’s East Side on a fabulous yacht and dressed in all

white, friends and family would come to help me celebrate my fiftieth birthday. My actual birth

date was a couple of months prior, but we wanted to pick a time that worked for most of our

guests.“Hun, do you think I should take these sandals?” I asked.David rolled his eyes as only

he could. “How many pairs of the same shoe can you pack?”I side-eyed David as he walked

away and thought to myself, Men will never understand that women need shoes like we need

water.“I think I have everything,” I said. I knew, in the back of my mind, I was sure to leave

something behind.“Remember, no more than two ounces of liquid in your carryon,” David yelled

from the bedroom closet. I remembered to put socks in my purse since putting my bare feet on

the airport floor gave me the creeps. I had already rummaged through my purse to make sure

there were no sharp items in my carry-on. The last time TSA scanned me up and down, they

took my tweezers. How do you deprive someone of a good brow?By the time I got out of my

thoughts, David had already made his way downstairs and was ready to load the bags in the

car. He wanted to get us ahead of the morning rush hour. Atlanta has many great qualities, but

the traffic isn’t one of them. We were leaving for three days, but based on the amount of

luggage, it looked like a month.Typically, when David asked me what I wanted for my birthday



I’d say, “Nothing.” But this time when he asked, I quickly replied, “An all-white yacht party in

New York City.” Talk about being specific. With the help of my siblings and cousin Rachael, who

was an NYC social butterfly, I knew it would be spectacular.Before we left, I had to make my

way to my son’s room. We’d just changed his crib into a toddler bed. Where did the time go? As

I stood in his room, running my fingers over his dresser, rubbing my hand over his stuffed

animals, and looking at our family pictures, I could hardly believe how much my life had

changed.“You seem to be deep in thought,” David said as he snuck up on me.“Just thinking

about life, things, and how I got to this place.”“Got to Atlanta?”“Nooooo,” I said playfully. “Just

thinking back to how my life has changed.” I was nostalgic.“Of course your life has changed.

You only met the man of your dreams,” he joked.“Whatever,” I quipped. “The first time you saw

me, I know you must have said, ‘Lord, thank you for blessing me with her presence.’”“I don’t

think so.” David laughed and shook his head. The truth is, we were both right. “Okay, no more

time for a trip down memory lane.” David was ready to go.Making our way down Georgia 400 is

always a challenge. Regardless of what time you leave, the traffic will always let you know you

should have left earlier. Because of that, we left extra early.“Hun, make sure you have your ID,

and remember, no sharp objects in the carry-ons,” David rattled on. He couldn’t help himself,

but that’s what I love about him. He always makes me feel loved.“Did you take the perfume

bottles out of the carry-on?” he continued.“Yes, David, and I also remembered to put on my

pants,” I joked. We both laughed. David whipped the car down the highway. If we could get past

Exit 7 without incident, we were home free. Exit 9 was looking fine. Exit 8 was looking great.

Then, as if on cue, the brake lights lit up like a sea of Christmas lights. We’d built in a lot of

additional time, but this highway was extremely unpredictable. Twenty minutes and five prayers

later, we were back on track. Traffic had opened up right after Abernathy, and the rest was

smooth sailing.“Do you think it’s too early to call?” I asked David. He looked over at the

clock.“Maybe not. Miss Loretta knows we’re getting on the plane this morning, so she’ll

understand.”I made the call wirelessly. “Good morning,” I heard a lovely voice say.“Good

morning, Miss Loretta. How are you?” Miss Loretta had been a Godsend. We met her through

one of the nurses at the hospital where David worked. We interviewed several nannies, but the

person who watched our little cherub had to meet our high comfort level and make us feel that

he would be cared for, protected, and loved.Miss Loretta certainly fit the bill. She had the

sweetest spirit, was very soft-spoken, and had skin as smooth as a baby’s bottom. She knew

how to handle a baby, as she’d cared for her now grown children and had been a nanny for

others. The moment she walked into our home, our spirits connected. So, after fifty questions,

fingerprints, FBI background check, cameras installed in every room, and a drug test, I knew

she was perfect.Of course, I didn’t require that level of security. Discernment was the biggest

tool in my arsenal. What helped us make our final decision was easy. I went to the nursery,

retrieved my baby, brought him downstairs, and placed him into her arms. Babies can sense

love, and he melted right into her large bosom, the one that I don’t have, and she cuddled my

baby like he was her own. She held him like Big Mama, a term of endearment used for the

matriarch in the African American community.“I’m doing well,” Miss Loretta said, “but I know

you didn’t call to find out how I’m doing.” She was on to me.I chuckled. “So, how is he?” I was

beaming.“Oh, dear, he’s doing fine,” she said. “He’s right here. I’ll let you talk to him.” The next

voice was one that meant everything. It was the voice I needed to hear.“Mama,” a wee voice

called.“Hi, baby. Whatcha doin’?” I said in an exaggerated voice.I could hear Miss Loretta,

helping him to answer me. “Tell Mommy that we’re having breakfast,” she whispered.“Bradfast,”

he chimed. His voice was so sweet that I got chills every time I heard it.“Mommy loves you,

baby.” I beamed.“Hi, Doc,” David joined in.“Tell Mommy and Daddy you love them,” I could hear



a slightly muffled voice say. I knew that at only age two and a half and with Sesame Street in

the background, talking to me didn’t take priority, but I tried.“Miss Loretta, please give him a

kiss from Daddy and me,” I said.“I will,” she responded.“Okay, bye,” I said, but I knew I’d call

back later.“Bye-bye,” she replied in a soft voice.David and I were already TSA cleared, so we

got through checkin pretty quickly. Once we boarded, I was ready to relax. I knew hitting the

streets of New York took energy. I needed to rest up now. I sat in the window seat. David

always liked to sit on the outside. I was hoping I wouldn’t doze off before the beverage service.

I typically tried to stay away from too many carbs, but who can resist a cookie?I was feeling

rather nostalgic that day. There was something about the focus being back on me. By this time

tomorrow I’d likely be having breakfast in the hotel lobby with my family and my sorors,

laughing and reminiscing about old times and gearing up for my once-in-a-lifetime

celebration.We were very close and I loved them all, but a few years back you wouldn’t know it.

Some didn’t understand my unconventional way of having a child. At the age of forty-seven, I

became a MOBY, Mommy Older Baby Younger. I coined this phrase for women over the age of

thirty-five who become first-time moms, or for those who may have older children but choose to

start over.The beauty of living your own life is that not everyone has to understand. No matter

how many times you share your story with others, it is only you who lives it, breathes it, and

feels it. So, at the end of the day, if the choice you make satisfies you and God, then you know

you’re on the right track.The flight attendants were doing their demonstration, the one where

nobody pays attention. I noticed a woman sitting across from us struggling with a fidgety baby. I

smiled and gave her a wink.“I know the feeling,” I said. The woman politely smiled and gave a

nod. A few years ago, this scenario would have devastated me. Even now, I will myself not to

go down memory lane—thoughts of longing for something that you can’t have.“Please secure

your mask before helping others,” the flight attendant said. In other words, you can only help

somebody else if you have yourself together. If only I had learned that sooner.I felt myself

drifting off, and I knew it was only a matter of time before I started watching my eyelids. The

last sound I heard was the cry of a baby, and then the memories began to roll.CHAPTER

2LETTING GOScottsdale, Arizona, was beautiful. It’s always nice when your company

appreciates your hard work, especially when they send you and your sales team to a five-star

resort. It wasn’t Vegas, but I still say, “What happens in Scottsdale, stays in Scottsdale.”But

even with all the amenities and creature comforts, my heart was heavy. I knew that trip would

be the day I asked my vice president to make a personnel change, and that personnel change

was me. At that time, I was married to Reggie, but he and I had finally realized that our

marriage was in trouble, so I needed to convince her that I was the best person to fill the open

sales position in Atlanta, Georgia. I was currently living in North Carolina. I had a stellar work

ethic and made a good name for myself, but I knew that most times when a new job opens,

there’s already someone considered.I’d rehearsed how I’d sell myself, my tenure at the

company, my skill set, and proven track record. Surprisingly, the discussion was quick. She

loved the idea, and thought I was ready to move on and move up. I did let the cat out of the bag

about my legal separation, and that may have sealed the deal. After all, she’d previously gone

through something similar.So, after more prayers, counseling, and coming to terms with the

fact that our marriage was irreparable, Reggie and I decided to take one of the most significant

and painful steps of all—we decided to officially end our marriage.The relocation package

helped us sell the house. There was no settlement or alimony to consider since, unfortunately,

after eleven years of marriage, we’d hardly accumulated anything to dispute, not even children.

I was now on my way to Atlanta.The emotional difficulty was the hardest part once I arrived in

my new city. Divorce is like a death, and I’d died by a thousand slow cuts. Like any death,



initially, you have the benefit of family and friends calling you, comforting you, and showering

you with their presence. But after a while, it’s understandable that those pillars of strength can

only remain with you for an appointed time. After all, they have lives too.Sure, I smiled on the

outside, but that was after the anti-depressant had kicked in. On the inside, I was a walking ball

of pain, languishing in the misery of divorce. Every song, every TV show, and every movie

would remind me of Reggie. I prayed every day for God to ease the pain. I found a church

home, read books, recited scripture, read and reread uplifting cards from family and friends,

and I even hung affirmations all around the house. I did anything to keep my pain at bay, but

other sources added to that pain. One was my financial situation.Reggie and I had been knee

deep in debt—maxed-out credit cards, second mortgage, and believe it or not, payday loans.

So even with the relocation package, I was barely getting by. We had robbed Peter, but still

couldn’t pay Paul, and I was dodging creditors and mortgage companies. My credit was so

weak that, just to rent a townhome, I had to beg the couple to take a chance on me. Many

people face financial hardships, but our challenges were not due to unemployment, nor were

they due to overspending. I had worked every day, moving upward in my career and making

money, but the power of addiction was stronger than both of us. Today, there seems to be more

openness and resources that address this disease, but during our struggle, addiction was a

dirty, nasty word, something that we chose to keep secret.For eleven years, I hid Reggie’s

disease from friends and family, and shouldered it alone. We seemingly had the perfect

marriage, but when I finally faced the facts, I realized that I was part of the problem. I was

standing in the way of Reggie’s deliverance. I was his crutch, and I was the textbook

description of an enabler. I cleaned up all the messes, created and participated in all the lies,

and I hid all the bodies. I was the Olivia Pope of our household, never allowing Reggie to hit

bottom.It was Reggie who ultimately made the decision that he needed time away from me. I’d

even left the door open for him to join me in Atlanta, but we both knew that the abuse, both

mentally and physically at times, was too much for either of us to continue our

marriage.CHAPTER 3IT HAPPENED AGAINThe other source of my pain was the burden of

being barren. I was in my midthirties and single again. I had already accepted that with my

track record, there was slim to no chance of me ever becoming someone’s mom.It had been

four years since my most recent loss, but it seemed like only yesterday. I had gotten pregnant

again. Reggie and I couldn’t have been happier. We saw this as a sign things were finally

turning around for us. Reggie’s sobriety appeared to be holding fast. We’d prayed day and night

that we wouldn’t relive the torment of the previous pregnancy.Prior to this last pregnancy, I was

diagnosed as having an incompetent cervix. The protocol was that I’d have a cerclage at

around twelve weeks. After some light spotting at only nine weeks, I immediately went to see

Dr. Fallon.“We’ll need to move forward with the cerclage now, as there are already some

changes in your cervix,” she explained.“Will I be able to carry this one to term?” I hesitantly

asked.“Well, changes in the cervix this early can be challenging, but I’ll do all I can for a

successful outcome.” Dr. Fallon performed the procedure, and eight weeks later, things seemed

to be going well. Each day my bundle remained inside of my body was a miracle. But,

somehow, I knew that morning was different.I awoke just before Reggie left for work. I’d felt the

familiar twinges in my right side; fear and panic filled my mind. I slowly walked to the bathroom.

Considering my track record for losses, checking the tissue always made me anxious. I wiped

slowly. I paused before peering down, and as I looked, the sight of bright-red blood looking

back at me almost stopped my heart.After being admitted into the hospital, I was sure this was

my last chance to become a mother. As much as I prayed to cradle a baby, my baby, in my

arms, if things didn’t work out this time, it wasn’t meant to be.I was just shy of my fifth month.



I’d had the stitch this time, taken it easy, was on bedrest, and was seemingly doing everything

right. This pregnancy had to come to fruition. I’d weathered the pain of multiple pregnancy

losses and supported my husband through the challenges of addiction. I’d been a great aunt

and godmother too. Wasn’t it my turn? The answer was no—not this time.As I lay there numb

and completely in shock, Dr. Fallon walked into the room.“Kimberly, we have to turn you in a

Trendelenburg position, which is pretty much upside down. This position is our only chance of

saving the pregnancy,” she said as she tried to keep her cool. I just looked at her, tears in my

eyes. I was frozen. Reggie sat in the only chair in the room. It was hard for us to look at each

other. I felt he blamed me. Of all the women he could have married, he chose me, a woman

who couldn’t do what I thought real women were meant to do. That’s not what he said, but

that’s how I felt.Only one day had gone by since being admitted into the hospital. I started to

get sick; the vomiting was uncontrollable. A young nurse named Salma attended to me. She

would come into my room periodically to listen to the baby’s heartbeat. This time, when she

listened, I could hear a pinging sound, but this sound was not the same as what I’d previously

heard with the doppler. The look on her face gave her away.“Is everything okay?” I said, my

voice trembling.“I’m going to call the doctor,” she said hurriedly. What seemed like hours was

only minutes.The doctor ordered an ultrasound. Once the machine was in my room, Dr. Fallon

made her way to see me. The gel applied to my growing belly was usually extremely cold, but

today I felt nothing. Dr. Fallon ran the paddle over my tummy, looking for movement. The

technician who delivered the ultrasound machine and Salma stood by like nervous children.

Reggie had left the hospital for work but was on alert should anything change. Dr. Fallon

continued rolling about the paddle, shaking my tummy, and looking into the ultrasound

machine.Finally, she turned to me and said it. She said the words I’d heard during every

pregnancy I’d attempted.“I’m so sorry,” she said.I sat there, stone faced, eerily calm. No one

would know the additional cracks that had just splintered my heart. I looked beyond Dr. Fallon.

This time my heart had been guarded. This time I hadn’t thought of names. I’d kept a piece of

my heart to myself, not giving it all away. I already knew the drill. It was just the previous year

that I’d experienced my longest pregnancy and my biggest loss with Elijah. I knew the worst

part came next.I’d soon have to deliver the baby.It was time. Reggie watched intently. As I felt

the baby leave my body, my eyes met Reggie’s. He mouthed the words, “It’s a boy.” I didn’t want

to see him, not after what I’d gone through with Elijah a year before. I knew I had failed another

child; I didn’t feel like I deserved that moment. The pain was too much to bear.Although Reggie

had made it back for the delivery, he decided that he needed to go home for a change of

clothes.His parting words stung more than his absence. “Everybody has children. Why do we

keep finding ourselves in the same place?” he cried.As I lay there in pain, both physically and

mentally, thoughts of my demise at my own hand played over and over in my head.Through my

tears, I questioned God, but I also blamed myself.“I’m sorry, little one. If only you’d had a better

vessel.”That night, my blood pressure began to drop fast, and the doctors weren’t quite sure

what was going on. Dr. Fallon had been checking in on me throughout the evening. She’d had

some concerns about my blood pressure, but nothing that gave her alarm. Besides, she’d given

me an epidural and other pain medications, so she attributed it to the medicine. Then, out of

nowhere, the room filled with doctors. They drew blood from all over my body.“Kimberly, we’re

checking you for sepsis!” one older, heavyset nurse said in what seemed like a panic. Reggie

hadn’t returned yet, and I was just too out of it to make any real decisions. About an hour later,

they wheeled me out into the hallway.“We’re taking you for emergency surgery,” Dr. Fallon said

in a hurried voice. As she spoke, a familiar face walked up. Joanne, a nurse who attended my

church, had seen my name on the patient’s list and immediately came to check on me.“Her



husband is not here,” Dr. Fallon stated before she could utter a word. Joanne agreed to try to

contact him and promised to make a call to our pastor.Things ran a hundred miles an hour, but

through the haze, I do remember blinking through the tears and asking Dr. Fallon, “Will I have

to have a hysterectomy?”She looked me in the eye. “If you wake up and you’ve had a

hysterectomy, just please know we did all we could.”That was the last thing I remember before I

woke up. Upon opening my eyes, the first person I saw was Dr. Fallon. She gave me the

thumbs-up sign and whispered, “No hysterectomy.”Joanne quickly rushed in moments later.

She hugged me and told me I’d given everyone a scare, but I instinctively looked around for

Reggie.“Where is my husband?” I asked.“I haven’t seen him,” Joanne whispered. “I’m sure he’ll

be back soon.” I knew he’d be back, but I also knew that he couldn’t deal with this situation. I

must have fallen asleep again because when I woke up, my pastor and his wife were sitting in

chairs in front of me. The look on their faces spoke of love and sympathy. They’d been down

this road with me before.“Hi,” was all I could muster. I had no energy. Pastor and Miss Linda

both walked over to the bed.“Hey Kimmy,” Pastor said, calling me by the nickname he’d given

me. He kissed me on the forehead, and Miss Linda bent down and hugged me with one of

those hugs that wanted to take all the pain away.“How are you feeling?” He knew the answer,

but I could tell he was trying his best to console me. “We just spoke with Reggie. He’s on his

way,” he said softly. Our eyes connected. We all knew that Reggie could not deal with this

situation without a crutch. Situations like this catapulted him deeper into his addiction. As much

as I wanted a child, needed a child, it was at times like this that I knew in my heart of hearts

the relationship Reggie and I shared was no place for one. I’d always prayed that my child

would have the benefits that I had growing up, particularly two loving parents who taught me to

thrive. I knew Reggie had demons of his own to battle, so I felt like I couldn’t expect him to

battle mine too.A nurse entered the room then. “Hello, Kimberly. I’m here to check your vitals,

and I also need to check your bleeding.” My pastor stepped out of the room, but I asked Miss

Linda to stay.Dr. Fallon walked into the room. “You gave us quite a scare,” she said with a look

of concern.“So I heard,” I responded. “Dr. Fallon, this is the first lady of my church, Miss Linda,”

I introduced.“I just met your pastor in the hallway.” She smiled.“What happened? I know I lost

the baby,” I said as the tears began to flow, “but what caused the other concerns?”“After the

delivery, there was still a piece of the placenta attached to your uterus,” she sighed. “You were

bleeding out, so that’s why I told you if you woke up, and you’d had a hysterectomy, please

know that we did all we could.”“Well, thank you, Jesus!” shouted Miss Linda.“Thank you,

Jesus,” I said in a low voice.“We originally thought you had become septic,” Dr. Fallon continued

to explain, “but the test showed the infection was localized in the uterus. Once I did the

ultrasound, I could see the spot where the placenta had not detached.”“Thank you,” was all I

could say. I was numb.News of another loss traveled fast, and the phone calls started pouring

in.“Don’t cry, Mom. It’s okay,” I told her as I held back my tears. I found myself having to

reassure my family and friends over and over that I would be okay.“Daddy, I’m fine. No, you

don’t need to fly down.”“Hey, sis, thank you so much. Just pray for me.”“Girl, I understand. It will

be okay. I’m fine.”That’s pretty much how every call went. I stayed in the hospital another night,

and my close friends and colleagues, Tina and Xavier, stopped by along with some of the

deacons from the church.When asked, I told them Reggie was on his way, but they all knew

the truth.That night, the pain of the loss hit hard. Somewhere inside, my loins throbbed, the

blood felt as if it were gushing, and the gas after the surgery caused my stomach to swell

painfully. I lay there in bed, in the darkness, all alone. I spoke to the only person who could help

me. I spoke to the Lord.
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Reader, “Great read to help understand and support someone managing issues with infertility.

As soon as I opened the cover, I was glued to the pages of the heartfelt story, which turned out

to be a one-day reading. Even though I knew the outcome (it’s kind of implied on the back

cover), yet I was still captivated in the way which Kimberly peeled away the layers down to the

core of her pain. Several times, I found myself caught up in eye-tearing emotions because

that’s how strong I felt the words written on the pages. This is a great story of resilience, hope

and faith...highly recommended!”

Donovan Christie Jr., “Inspirational reminder of the grace we all share. The story is a

captivating journey of the ebbs and flow of life.So much to be gained from pain and adversity,

and I think the author gracefully displayed that with the colorless womb. This is a story that will

challenge and inspire our idea of what life is suppose to look like, and make us appreciate what

is actually is: a journey, not a destination.”

Tanora carter, “This is not a book it is a journey.. I read this amazing book in one day. Actually

it’s not a book it’s a journey. It is superbly written. I could feel the authors emotions through the

entire book. It is a must read.Well done Kimberly Gowdy.  Thank you for sharing your story.”

Diane Lynn Smith, “Excellent story. This book discusses a deep heartfelt pain. It also reveals

God's blessings in a way that only Job in the bible can relate to. I am proud to say, I know the

author.  She is a strong example of the power of prayer.”

JoNelle Grant, “OMG - I read this book in one sitting!!. My initial intent was to read a few

chapters and retire to bed! Awesome, love has no color!!! AMAZINGLY BLESSED!!!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “A Vision Spoken into Fruition. Kimberly, your personality (i.e., the person

I know) is front and center in your beautiful story.  So happy for you and to GOD be the glory!”

Lartina Jones, “Real life and Relatable. So relatable to many women. I am a MOBY. Love the

coined acronym. We are our own Sorority! This book is an easy read and like so said so

relatable.  Each chapter tells a true life story of survival.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Such a beautiful story.... Reading this book made me take a trip down my

mommy journey. It had me crying, laughing, ordering a chimichanga, and hugging my son tight!”

The book by Dusty Phillips has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 19 people have provided feedback.
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