
Review 
Small Sparks of Life. By Lysanne Sizoo. 
In this lively, self-revealing account Lysanne 
Sizoo a Dutch journalist and counsellor, tells of 
the two years during which she had two 
miscarriages. She and her husband Peter, her 
' loyal and steadfast par tner ' , go through 
seemingly endless visits to doctors and hospitals, 
wait for test results, begin to accept they may 
never have a child and then start to hope again, 
only to have their hopes dashed once more. 
Although they finally have a baby boy, this story 
is less of a build-up to that, more about how 
they reach an acceptance of what is happening, 
face up to the fact that they may remain 
childless, and how they set about building 
positively on that. 

For the author, one of the hardest aspects of 
her experiences was dealing with her sense of 
inadequacy at not carrying through a pregnancy 
to full term: 'For probably the first time in my 
life I was going to be confronted with serious 
failure. I might have been ready (to have a baby), 
but Life in her infinite wisdom was not.' She 
deals with much of her pain and disappointment 
in the usual manner: 'Normally I'm scared to 
be pitied, and can't take on board much concern 
and sympathy. So I put up this facade. After all, 
this is me remember; Ms Cheerful Smile on her 
Face, Always Game for a Laugh. The fact of 
the matter is, I don't know how to be anything 
other. I want peop le to talk about it, to 
acknowledge something pretty awful has 
happened to us, and on the other hand I want to 
show that I 'm strong and capable.' 

Six months after her first miscarriage, Lysanne 
hits an emotional low and throws the remote 
control at the television 'after one too many 
happy nappy ads'. Peter 'is at a loss - whatever 

he says is wrong, whatever he does is wrong, 
and as for a sex life, well, that's for other people. 
Yet he sticks by me, he's very loyal but I 'm also 
making his life a misery.' 

Peter asks the author's friend Georgy to come 
over, which she does, and she encourages 
Lysanne to talk with a health visitor from the 
local Health Centre. This leads to Lysanne 
joining her local miscarriage support group and 
finding 'the sense that finally, at last, here is a 

group of women I can identify with, a whole 
group of women in this no-woman's land of 'non-
mothers', inexplicably excluded from the club.' 

After a short second pregnancy we find 
Lysanne 'still holding back all my feelings, and 

keeping this stupidly brave face on the whole 
ining... What I need is for someone not to be 
fooled by my act, to gently see behind the mask, 
and non judgementally help me back to my real 
self and my real feelings again... I wear the 
mask too well though, even my nearest and 
dearest are fooled and I resent them for it.' 

Further down the road she reflects that 
'Making babies... is not something I can fix, it's 
about waiting and seeing. What will come will 
come.' She and Peter 'love each other so much, 
it's about time we started showing it again. Time 
to start living again and trusting that Life will 
decide what's best for us . . . 

I guess I have learned some pretty big lessons 
in the past two years, and gained a little more 
compassion both for others, and for myself... I 
feel hope and excitement for the future, good 
things are going to come out of it, but they are 
no longer automatically linked to having babies.' 

This book is sensitive, often harshly comic, 
and encouraging. It could help those who have 
trouble conceiving as well as those who have 
had a miscarriage, and it could give some insight 
and suggestions to friends and family who are 
not sure what to do for the best. 
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