
 



Introduction   

This is a journey through the mind of a woman who has had a miscarriage. My mind. When I lost a 

baby at 13 weeks.  

1 in 4 women have had a miscarriage. They happen every day, they are a part of normal life. It’s 

just no one talks about it.  

And yet it can feel like discussion about our reproductive organs is public domain. If you are of 

child bearing age you can barely go a week without someone asking you "Are you going to have a 

baby?"  

They give it the same weight as asking about the weather. As if the answer will ever be good small 

talk. It never is. Seriously, think about what the answers could be and how difficult they are to say 

out loud.  

So we lie.   

In this world women are taught to hide. In a world built for white men, pregnancy, childbirth, 

abortion, infertility, baby loss and miscarriage are well kept secrets.  

But what if we told our truth. What if we talked about the cost we pay for love. What if we shared 

with unapologetic honesty what these experiences are like for all those who will never experience 

it. It may not be a good topic for small talk, but it is a good topic for art. Art and stories that can 

fight shame with vulnerability and courage, and ignorance with empathy and truth.  

I wrote this for past me, at the beginning. The fearful crumpled version of me. I had no idea how to 

navigate the complexity of the grief. I wanted so desperately for someone to tell me what to 

expect. I read stories online, but they didn’t give me what I needed. I didn’t need the ins and outs 



of treatment or the different interpretations of how to overcome grief. I didn’t need to see another 

tabloid story of a celebrity’s devastating miscarriage. I didn’t need a self help book. I needed 

something deeper, I couldn’t put into words what, so I thought I’d draw it. Now I realise maybe 

what I needed was art. The kind of art that reaches inside you and pulls at pieces of you to see 

what shifts.   

For the death of a loved one, there are obligations, rituals, funerals. There is a roadmap for grief. 

When you have a miscarriage there is no such thing. Your grief is invisible. People won’t grieve with 

you at a funeral, no one will talk you through the grieving process, no one will truly understand 

your loss and they know it. The only person who ever truly felt the presence of the baby is the 

mother. Even their partner won’t experience the loss in quite the same way.   

I was left asking myself; Why didn't my culture prepare and support me better? How do we let so 

many women down every single day?  

This is why I have written a comic about my miscarriage. If we have more art about it maybe less of 

us experiencing a miscarriage would feel so completely alone.  

If at any point you feel too sad while reading this, do take a moment to look at a puppy, a kitten, or 

a panda, and when you are ready, come back to go through this with me, to see it through till the 

end. This isn’t just a book about being sad or even just miscarriages. Life isn’t that simple. This is a 

book about the complexity and beauty of living a real life filled to the brim with hope and love, 

sadness and grief. This is a book about pain as a catalyst for transformation and deeper 

understanding. This book is about being alive.  

I am writing this intro in 2020, a year where grief and trauma is the predominant collective 

experience. A billion animals and thousands of acres of sacred trees burned to the ground, a global 

pandemic killing thousands of people every day, protests and riots, economic crisis, inequality, 

poverty. We are forced to be apart at the time we need each other the most. Art about grief, 



especially grief that is ambiguous and complex like a miscarriage, is more important right now than 

ever.   

People are shocked when I tell them I have spent so long examining my miscarriage and planning 

to put my deepest thoughts about it out into the world. “That’s brave. That must be cathartic” they 

say, but when they say no more it’s clear they think it’s strange. To most people when a bad thing 

happens, you “get over it”. And preferably you do it quickly, behind closed doors, while not 

“inflicting” your pain on anyone else. To be fair to them, spending weeks, months and years, 

examining the grief and pain of one of the worst things to happen to you, deconstructing it and 

finding ways to express it in words and pictures, is not normal. And they are also right that it 

helped, it was a part of my therapy. But then, after a while it became about more than my story, it 

became about the little flame inside that kept getting bigger, telling me by making this, maybe it 

could help other people.  

Everyone will have their own fertility journey, even if they choose not to have kids. No one exists in 

a vacuum, they will have their own situation, pressures, privilege, culture surrounding them. 

Others may not share the conclusions I came to during my journey and may have had a very 

different internal experience. There are so many ways to experience a miscarriage. This is a story of 

my journey and the context surrounding my journey, as a british, hetero, cis, white woman with 

PCOS who loves to draw. If you identify as he/him/ they/them and you are going through this, I 

hope that you can still find some solace and power in this story even though I talk about 

miscarriage in the context of being a  

cisgendered woman. I hope we can overcome this fear of telling our stories together.  

If this succeeds at making just one person feel less like the territory they are in is completely 

unchartered then it was worth it. If you haven’t had a miscarriage and want to understand, I hope 

that you feel I have conveyed the complexity of societal/political pressures, health concerns, 

trauma and grief in a way that gives you insight into how to help someone who has. If someone 



who has never even been close to a miscarriage gets something from this then that will be beyond 

anything I hoped for.   

I’m here to give you an idea of how it felt for me, not how it *should* feel for everyone. If you are 

knee deep in this, know that however you feel right now, it is ok and right for you. Feel what you 

feel, however you feel it.   

My only bit of advice is that...Let yourself feel. Take your time. Trust in your own journey, and trust 

that all journeys have a destination.  

 



  



  



  



  



 



  



  



  



  



  



  



 


