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he day to pick up the results from the blood
tests prescribed by the doctor in the fertility
clinic finally came.

Full of good cheer and hope, I opened the enve-
lope and stared at a table with some numbers. Since
I was not familiar with the numbers, I sat at the
computer and searched on the internet. Slowly, the
realization settled in. I was fighting it and pushing
it away, but it kept staring at me from the paper. My
value was one of the lowest possible, meaning that
my ovarian reserve was depleted. No more eggs left.
No chance to get pregnant.

I fell on the floor in our apartment, wailing hys-

terically. I didn’t have words,
just the crushing pain and
the shock finding their way
out. This was a death sen-
tence, written on the paper.
My hopes to have a child
from my flesh were dying in
agony. So many years I have
nurtured these hopes.

I'wrestled with God and myself that afternoon and,
at some point, I gave up. Even though I felt mistreated
by Him, I could not help but turn to Him for comfort
and strength.

In the late afternoon I remembered that sometime
before, I had read a devotional and one sentence
made a great impression on me, so I wrote it down
and tucked it in my Bible. It said, “Sometimes God
brings us to a place where all hope is given up. This is
a place of total dependence on Him so He can dem-
onstrate that He is completely dependable.”

These words were like a candle somebody lit in the
darkness that had settled and covered all the precious
words and promises on which I built my life in the
past years. So this is what the place looked like. The
place where all hope is gone.

However, there was also the second part, that
one speaking about dependence. God highlighted a
choice for me. This is what He always does.

One option was that I truly give up: give up on
Him, give up on me, and give up on my desire to have
a child. This was an easier choice. My body and my
weary soul, deeply disappointed and discouraged,
were pulling me in this direction.

Enough, they screamed. This is a safe choice: no
more risk, no more suffering, no more uncertainty,
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no more medical experiments. Just give up and rest.
Quit this quest. Everything you did up to now failed.
It’s simply too late.

The other option was to answer God’s invitation
and come to the place of total dependence on Him. I
had already a foretaste of this place. I knew the price
of the ticket I needed to pay to get there. The price
called surrender. What more should I surrender?

Deep down, I knew there was more. In the last
years, like a surgeon, God was gently opening layer
after layer of my soul, exposing unhealed wounds and
deep bruises I never knew were there. He was heal-
ing them one by one, freeing me from heavy burdens.

But He had not yet reached
the core.

Perhaps it was all a prepa-
ration for the grand surgery
from the Great Physician
and Surgeon of the human
souls. Again, I faced the
choice either to trust Him
or do it my way. This was

an invitation to the unknown, to an uncharted land.
This was risky and dangerous. I might lose a lot. I was
aware already that this journey could involve danger,
loss, grief, and suffering. There was also a gain, how-
ever: an enormous and far outweighing gain. God
was beckoning and wooing me, gently reminding me
of all His loving deeds in the past, of all the smaller
and bigger miracles and transformations I witnessed.

In my thoughts, I heard Him speaking. “Trust me!
I am the only one who can satisfy your deepest long-
ings and bring you to your place, where you belong.
You need to let loose of your ways, your expectations,
your dreams, and your plans for your life. Surrender
them to me. Stop struggling. My thoughts and my
ways are so much higher. Trust me! Trust my love,
my wisdom, and power.”

It was not possible to contain that heavy suffocat-
ing load in my chest anymore. “I trust you!” I cried
out as tears rolled uncontrollably down my cheeks.
“Please, show me you are totally dependable!”

I collapsed on the couch. It was over. From that
point on, I was embarking on a new level of my jour-
ney, jumping from the cliff of predictability and con-
trol into the mighty waters of a life of faith and sur-
render. I did this trusting He would make a way for
me, a dry ground in the raging sea. T



