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Introduction

We wait with hope

And we ache with hope

We hold on with hope

We let go with hope

- With Hope, Steven Curtis Chapman

Going back to that place, to that day in my memory, is never an easy thing to do. It is full of
tragedy, sadness, pain and loss. It is a horrible day. Once in a while I catch myself revisiting
the scene, wishing it weren’t a part of me, wishing my life didn’t include something like that.
But it does include it, it is a part of me, it’s some of what makes me who I am today.

I’'m talking about the day we found out our second son had died. 37&1/2 weeks in utero and
suddenly gone. Big, strong, healthy and active up to that point, then still and quiet - he wasn’t
with us anymore.

Our hopes and dreams for him were shattered, our family felt incomplete, the sadness and miss-
ing him began immediately. My heart broke in a million pieces - one huge piece would always
be gone, waiting, longing for a presence that would never be a part of my life - not this life any-
ways.

Caleb Joshua Freedom Sklar was born on May 21, 2003. There were no newborn cries or
flashes of cameras, just silence and such a heavy sadness in the room. There were no baby gifts,
just tears. There were no congratulations, just “I’m so sorry.” There were no last-minute prepa-
rations for bringing the baby home, just the knowledge there was so much to let go of.

Underneath it all there was this deep, indescribable bond of love for my child. Though I wasn’t
going to meet him, I was still going to love him. Over time I came to understand what that
meant for me - to love and be a mother to a child who had died. I constantly tried to figure out
how to do that, what that looked like.

I found the first year was the hardest, but after the one-year milestone, the grief seemed to lift at
a greater pace, and I could see past the present more clearly to the future, and it was still a good
sight in the midst of all the confusion.

This book is written to bring you hope, encouragement and resources to help you in your jour-
ney of healing. A child has lived and this same child has died. I am so sorry for your loss and I
understand your pain. You are not alone NOW, you have never BEEN alone, and you will
never BE alone. God is your constant companion. The hardest truth is you may never know
why your little one is not with you. The good news is you will see your child again one day.
It’s OK to feel angry and confused and utterly sad, but please don’t feel alone.

I found my greatest source of help and support in other women who had also lost a child, and
their willingness to share with me and pray with me. My hope is that my words will help you in
some way as we look at some of the issues surrounding the death of your child.

God bless you as you journey toward healing,

Anna
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Caleb’s Story

For You have delivered me from death and my feet from stumbling, that I may walk before God
in the light of life. - Psalm 56:13

May of 2003 was the hardest month of my life. I don’t know why God delivered me from death,
and not my son, or why my feet didn’t stumble, why I didn’t lose my faith in God, except that I
may walk before Him in the light of life, that I may live my life in its fullness - as it was meant

to be lived. I think part of this full life is sharing my story.

My story is also Caleb’s story. Caleb Joshua Freedom Sklar is my middle son, and he lives in
heaven and in the hearts of all who know and love him. He was stillborn on May 21, 2003, just
8 days before his scheduled c-section date. There were no warnings beforehand and no conclu-
sions afterward.

During the week before Caleb was born, I felt something was not quite right and his movements
slowed down a lot. The doctor checked his heartbeat which was still strong, and everyone told
me he was just saving his energy for the “big move”. I still felt him move a little, so I ignored
my worries and prayed a lot. It was so close to the due date, everything was all ready for him,
how could anything go wrong now?

I woke up on May 19th and knew I had to check his heartbeat again, something was VERY
wrong. Josiah, my oldest son, and I went to a walk-in clinic. Josiah was 21 months old at the
time. We left my husband, Josh, at home to get some sleep. He’d come home late the night be-
fore from a job interview in Seattle.

The clinic doctor couldn't find a heartbeat but told me not to worry, his equipment wasn’t the
greatest, and sent me to the hospital. I left Josiah with Josh and went by myself. Five nurses
and doctors and an ultrasound later, it was confirmed that Caleb has passed. In that instant God
picked me up, held me in His arms and didn’t put me down again until after the funeral. Then
He held my hand and never let go. He walked with me through the grief that came after. His
grace, strength, love and peace met with me in my darkest time.

That short time of truth in the hospital is a blur for me, I remember lots of hushed tones, worried
faces, denial from me, staring out the window pleading with God to make it alright, and then
this huge feeling of consuming grief that would eventually spill over into every part of my life.
But the grief became less consuming over time and other, better things replaced its intensity.

I remember a wonderful nurse who took me into an empty room and held me while I cried. She
told me we are all given no more than we can handle and that I was going to be OK one day. I
remember calling Josh from a private spot in the nurse’s station, telling the man I love that his
son had died before ever meeting him. I remember I couldn’t get home fast enough to hold him
and Josiah. I remember walking down our driveway, watching Josh run to meet me, and me
saying over and over “I’m so sorry”. Josh immediately alleviated any thoughts I had that this
was my fault, though I’d have to learn that for myself too. We proceeded to call family and
friends, and wait for them to rally to our side - which they did as soon as humanly possible.

Then it was time to go back to the hospital and deliver Caleb. I was advised to try to deliver
him naturally instead of going through with the c-section. I said I’d give it a try, and after 14



5

hours of labour and lots of epidural, Caleb was born at 2:45am on May 21st.

His birth was far from the joyous occasion it should have been. Such a sad stillness hung in the
air when Caleb was born, and we knew we would still have to wait to meet him, he still wasn’t
with us.

Josh was amazing, and so strong. Family and friends surrounded us during our time in the hos-
pital. At one point there were about 10 people in my room - an amazing feat because of the
SARS scare - God snuck them all in - I was only supposed to have Josh with me.

Caleb stayed in our room with us for a few hours after he was born. We were able to hold him,
and let others hold him if they chose - for some it was too hard and that was OK with us. We
snapped a few pictures, prayed and said our goodbyes in the privacy of our hospital room. We
soaked up all we could about him - he looked just like his big brother, he had Josh’s toes, and
the Collier cleft chin (from my side of the family). He was a big boy (8lbs 10z.), and looked
very strong and serious. We caught just a glimpse of him as he was on this earth.

Then the people from the funeral home arrived. One of the hardest things we had to do was
place Caleb in the arms of the wonderful woman who helped us through all the “arrangements”
of the next couple of days. It was worse than the burial - maybe because we could visualize
handing him over, surrendering him to another, watching our hopes and dreams disappear down
the hallway in the arms of someone else. We physically gave him over that day, but then we
had to start the long process of handing him over in a spiritual and emotional sense.

That was May 21, 2003. As Caleb had already arrived at the final destination of his journey -
his heavenly home, so now we began our journey of grief and healing as a family, together with
our oldest son, Josiah David.
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In The Hospital

There is no despair so absolute as that which comes with the first moments of our first great
sorrow, when we have not yet known what it is to have suffered and be healed, to have de-
spaired and have recovered hope. - George Eliot

Some of you may not have to experience a hospital visit as you start your journey of grief. I
want to share our experience with you because we were treated so well by our doctors and the
hospital staff. I hope your experience is similar, and if not our story may give you ideas for a
more meaningful hospital visit.

Our Story

When Josh and I arrived at the hospital we were given the room that was farthest away from the
noise of the delivery ward and the nursery. I didn’t go anywhere near the nursery during my
hospital stay, but Josh stopped in there a few times. I knew exactly where he’d been when he
came into our room with tears in his eyes. Already we were grieving in different ways. Al-
though I didn’t understand what he was doing, I did understand that it seemed to help him.

The nurses hung a heart-shaped sun catcher outside our room - a signal to the staff that our baby
had died, that our circumstances were different than those of the other filled rooms on the deliv-
ery ward, and that we needed special care and concern from them.

I remember a few nurses who stopped in just to check on us, to share similar stories, and even to
share faith with us - to let us know they were praying for us and that our tiny Caleb was already
in a wonderful place beyond this world.

I don’t remember a lot of the next 24 hours - the epidural makes things a little fuzzy for me. We
had to choose how to deliver Caleb. I was scheduled to have a c-section with him the following
week, but the doctor recommended that I try to deliver him naturally instead. I remember being
induced at 9am, waiting through a long labour, being ready to push just after midnight, and de-
livering Caleb at 2:45am. I remember holding him, watching as a few others held him, and try-
ing to absorb everything I could about him before I had to say goodbye. He lay in a bassinet in
the room with us, though we didn’t sleep much, it was a precious night together. Our only night
with him - it was very bittersweet. I would try to sleep, then wake up suddenly and reach for
him, knowing it would be time to say goodbye very soon.

There were no answers when Caleb was born. He appeared healthy, big and strong. The doc-
tors asked if we wanted an autopsy to try and discover more about the reasons for his death, but
we just couldn’t bring ourselves to do it. The placenta was later tested for Group B Strep and
the test came back positive - so infection is a possibility, but not a certainty. I had too much am-
niotic fluid for a while during pregnancy, but then the fluid levels seemed to balance on their
own. That may have something to do with his death. Caleb’s heartbeat was strong just a few
days before he died, so there are not real conclusions, just guesses.

There are some hard decisions to make concerning your baby and how best to handle the situa-
tion. These choices are so personal and will be different for everyone. I hope you have peace
whatever you choose to do, and I hope you do find answers.
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I pray you make it through your hospital stay surrounded by people who will love you, comfort
you, counsel you, console you and care for you as you struggle to make some very hard choices.
Peace be with you, dear one, as you take the first steps on your journey of healing.

Note: I wanted to include a section on the physical after-effects of the loss, but I am so under-
qualified to speak about this. Please remember to discuss this with your doctors and nurses, so
that you know what to expect once you leave the hospital, or do an online search - there is such
a vast wealth of information out there for you.

These are a few ideas to help you grab whatever meaning you can from your hospital stay:

Share the news with a couple of close friends or family members, then ask them to make
the rest of the calls.

Ask for a hospital room that is farthest away from the noise of the delivery ward and the
nursery. Bring soothing music, headphones, anything that will help ease your heart even a
slight bit, create a more peaceful atmosphere and take away some of the delivery ward
noises you may not want to hear at this time.

Name your child if you want to.

Our hospital gave us a birth certificate and we asked them to put a label on his bassinet
that told his name, weight, etc. just like other children born in the hospital.

Hold your baby and say hello and goodbye - learn all you can about them - Caleb was a
BIG boy, he had Josh’s toes, my cleft chin, he looked so serious, and he had the same
black curly hair as his big brother Josiah. It may be hard to see your baby - they may not
look anything like you imagined. And it may be hard to hold your baby - they will be so
still and quiet, not at all the experience you imagined. Even though this may be the hard-
est thing you’ll ever do, it is worth it to have those moments with them.

Take pictures or ask the hospital staff to take them.

Ask the hospital staff for a lock of hair, an ink stamp or plaster imprint of handprints or
footprints.

Let other children hold the baby, as well as other family members, if that’s OK with you
and with them.

Ask for referrals to funeral homes that have proven themselves to do a good job in similar
situations and are sensitive to the many issues of the death of a baby.

Start a special baby book - the funeral home provided one for us and it was very meaning-
ful for me to fill that out, just as I filled out a baby book for Josiah, though the pages were
a little different.
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The Funeral or Memorial Service

...the visitation is the social release of the body, the funeral service is the spiritual release, and
the burial is the physical release. - Ed Vining

At this point, I’d love to try and help you get through the “arrangements” of putting your child
to rest here on this earth, no matter how far along you were in your pregnancy.

If your baby was very small, if you were only a few weeks along in your pregnancy, you can
still have a special service for your child. This could be done in the privacy of your own home,
or a place that has certain meaning for you. Choose a way to acknowledge the life of your tiny
one - a friend of mine chose to unravel a blanket she had started making for the baby. Find
more Ideas for Honouring the Life of Your Baby on page _ of this book. Also, many funeral
homes have candlelight services or special bereavement services that are open to everyone. You
could contact them and attend one of these events in memory of your baby.

If your pregnancy was farther along, you may choose to have a funeral or memorial service be-
fore cremation or burial. It is true - no one should ever have to bury a child. If you feel like you
cannot think through the events of the next few days, please allow yourself the freedom of let-
ting others do it for you. It’s OK to do that, it doesn’t mean you are any less of a mother, it just
means you are using all your emotions and energy to simply put one foot in front of the other
right now. 1 found that I felt numb for the first little while after Caleb’s death, but I also wanted
to honour him at his funeral.

Our Story

When our Caleb died, I remember reading in the pamphlets I was given that parents should not
bring young children into situations where there will be a lot of crying, emotion, etc. Yet I
couldn’t imagine Josiah (who was about 21 months old at the time) not being at his brother’s
funeral, I couldn’t imagine keeping him from any of the too-few things we got to do as a family.
So we chose to bring him with us, to include him, to let him be a part of the grieving and the
healing, hoping it would help him to understand and heal in some way. He made people smile
at the funeral, his life and laughter eased so much of the sadness and heavy feeling of death. He
danced as the music played, he crawled from one person’s lap to another, comforting and bring-
ing joy as he went along his merry way, hugging each one. You know your children and
whether or not they can handle the situation. Family members offered to take him into the foyer
if he got rowdy, but he never did. (If you knew Josiah you’d know that this in itself is amaz-
ing!). I think he needed to be there just as much as we did.

Many people were blessed at Caleb’s funeral, including us. It was a time to acknowledge his
tiny life, celebrate him as a person, and share him with those who had been waiting for nine
months to welcome him and love him.

One friend wrote this about the service:

“...definitely angels all around that day...As I looked around that church I saw so many people in
tears, especially women, and I’m sure there were many there who have gone through a similar
experience.”
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You may never know the full impact that your baby’s life will have on the lives of others - God
may use your baby’s service to bring a lot of healing to an unknown number of people who have
experienced a similar loss that was never recognized.

I look forward to sharing more about Discovering God’s Purposes for Your Child in another
chapter of this book.

Caleb was buried in the same plot as his great-grandpa Sklar. This gave us a lot of peace as we
laid him to rest. We felt like we could, in a way, see with our eyes that he was already with oth-
ers who would take very good care of him. He was not alone. Though it was very hard to leave
the cemetery that day, and it’s still hard to visit his grave site, we know he is not really there.
We try our best to focus on his eternal home, and how beautiful a place that must be. This helps
us focus our hearts on hope on our journey of healing.

Picture of Caleb’s Stone

These are just a few suggestions that might help you plan your baby’s Funeral or Memo-
rial Service:

. Publish a birth/death announcement in the newspaper and keep a clipping in a special
place.

. Ask friends or family members (including other children if that’s OK with you) to sing,
preach, or speak at the funeral - make it as personal as possible.

. Allow for donations to a specific cause or charity that is important to you and your family.

. Choose a scripture passage that is special to you and brings you hope. We read John 14:1-
4 at Caleb’s funeral: “Do not let your hearts be troubled. Trust in God; trust also in me.
In my Father’s house are many rooms; if it were not so, I would have told you. I am going
there to prepare a place for you, I will come back and take you to be with me that you also
may be where I am. You know the way to the place where I am going.” We tried to bring
hope to the people who attended Caleb’s funeral, and the greatest hope we could share
was the hope found in Jesus and heaven. Find other scripture verses on page  of this
book.

. Celebrate the life of your child - tell what you DID know about the baby, or how your life
has already been impacted by them, or share a funny/special story about the pregnancy.

. Try to look at hope during the service.

o Some people may not be able to come because it is too overwhelming for them, or there is
too much pain involved. Try not to be upset and let everyone make their own choices
about this sensitive issue. Grief looks very different in each of our lives.

o Place sentimental items in the baby’s casket - things you were saving for them, or gifts
from family members/friends.
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Pick songs for the service that were special to you during your pregnancy - our choice was
I Can Only Imagine by Mercy Me. When I was pregnant with Caleb, I was brought to
tears every time I heard this song. I understood why (I don’t usually cry very much) after
his death. This song still speaks deeply to my heart.

Choose a meaningful inscription for your baby’s tombstone if you are going to have one.
We chose to have “Surrounded by Glory” inscribed on Caleb’s tombstone (another inspi-
ration from the song I Can Only Imagine - it tells of being surrounded by glory once we
arrive in heaven) . This inscription is a constant reminder to us of his heavenly home.
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Caleb’s Song
Mother? Father?

I just wanted you to know
That I’'m fine...yes, so fine.

I am safe and warm in Heaven.
Jesus holds me in His arms.

His voice is song, His eyes are kind.

It seems I could not stay;

I just had to leave

To see my Heavenly Father’s face.
Jesus tells me that you miss me
And your hearts are aching...

How I wish you felt His Great Embrace.

Do you know that He rocks me Like you
would do?

And His kisses are soft and sweet...
He sings in my ear
And snuggles me near,

In tenderness so complete.

I did not have the chance to learn
Just who of you was who...

I needed just a little more time.
The low voice, was that you, Dad?
I know yours , Mom, it’s higher!

I would have learned it well in time.

There’s so much I would say

If T only knew the words

And could make my awkward mouth
Shape the sound.

But I have not learned to speak...

Although you’d think I’d pick up some
With such a noisy family around!

I want you to know how I'm feeling.
Even though I’m in Paradise.

I miss you...

I miss you.

I will never forget you...

Thank you for my life.

Thank you for my life,

For I took so long to grow.

Thank you for your love.

He promised you would love me...
I feel how you love me...

But now I live with Him above.

I never had the chance

To say I love YOU,

So hear me pray it now, hear me say...
“Dear Father, Dear Mother,

And little Big Brother,

I love you,

I’ll love you always.”

- Adele Simmons, May 2003

This was written by a good friend of ours,
she handed it to us at Caleb’s funeral, then
she sang His Eye in on the Sparrow at the
service. (Find her story in the Fellow Trav-
ellers on the Journey section of this book.)
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Home-Coming

The most beautiful things in life cannot be seen or touched. They must be felt with the heart. -
Helen Keller

If your baby was further along in pregnancy and you experienced a hospital stay, then your jour-
ney will also bring you back home. It is such a confusing time and nothing is the way it is sup-
posed to be. Your house may look so different to you because you expected such different
things from your homecoming. There may be such a stillness and quietness, and depending on
your personality and the way you grieve you may enjoy the quiet or want to run screaming from
it. You may want to pack the baby’s things away immediately or leave them as is for a time.
There is no right or wrong way to handle your homecoming. Let yourself experience the situa-
tion however you need to, whether you are soothed by inviting people over to fill your house or
by seeking your solitude for a time. Maybe you’ll find yourself decluttering like crazy, or re-
decorating a little to change your scenery. You will process your homecoming differently than
anyone else. Feel free to do just that as you journey home to heal.

Our Story

I felt so empty as [ walked out of the hospital. There was no baby carrier with us, the car ride
was so quiet and our apartment was full of sympathy cards instead of baby gifts. This was NOT
what we had planned, Caleb wasn’t even supposed to be born yet. My c-section date was still a
week away. And here we were, faced with the task of putting away all the baby things instead
of using them to care for our tiny Caleb.

We only stayed home long enough to see through Caleb’s memorial service. Josh’s mom cared
for Josiah during the few days between Caleb’s birth and funeral, and then for another night or
two while we rested and packed a few things. A friend had offered us his family’s cottage for a
week and we jumped at the chance to get away and be alone with Josiah, enjoy his presence, and
try to get ourselves together before we had to figure out the next step for our little family.

Our situation was unique. In many ways we were forced to move ahead. We moved out of our
apartment just a month after Caleb’s birth, the only job we could find was at a children’s camp 5
hours north of where we were living. Everything went into storage or got shoved into our car.
We didn’t have a choice but to pack away Caleb’s things.

I would like to share with you one special choice we made during the packing process. A friend
of mine offered to take Caleb’s things and pass them along to someone who was in need. I saw
an opportunity to give meaning to Caleb’s life. I donated everything that was given to me spe-
cially for Caleb. I kept a lot of out baby things, not thinking too much about the future, but
knowing we still wanted more children. The snugly and clothes I bought just for Caleb, the
double stroller we were given to cart two little ones around, and many other items were passed
along in hopes that Caleb’s life would touch someone else’s life in a wonderful way. The items
were much appreciated, and this helped us on our journey home.
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The Grieving Process

In the storms of life, sometimes God calms the storm...sometimes He calms His child. - Craig
Groeschel

Our Story

In the same way, the Spirit helps us in our weakness. We do not know what we ought to pray for,
but the Spirit himself intercedes for us with groans that words cannot express. - Romans 8:26

I had never really known grief until my Caleb passed away. My life had brought sadness, re-
gret, and hurt, but never the deep-down-in-my-bones feeling that came with grief. I have
learned much about this aspect of human nature since May of 2003.

At first my grief seemed all-consuming, overwhelming, almost like I was suffocating at times. 1
would be crying, sobbing from deep in my soul one minute, then laughing hysterically the next
minute. It was such a roller-coaster ride at first, and there was such intensity in my emotions.
This was new to me, I don’t usually cry much, I tend to bottle my emotions up inside, or write
them out into words to express myself.

One thing I learned immediately was that grief looks different in each of our lives. My emo-
tions seemed so opposite to my husband’s emotions at times. [ was never very angry about
Caleb’s death, but my husband experienced this emotion so deeply sometimes, and had many
“words” with God. I encourage you to try to let yourself and others grieve in their own way.
Their healing may need different emotions or actions than yours. The main thing is to let your-
self be who you are, feel what you feel and heal how you heal. (Find great resources for grief in
fathering, grief in marriage, and grief over the loss of a baby on page  of this book).

Another healing factor of my grief was the acceptance of Caleb’s life, and the acknowledgement
that a PERSON very dear to my heart had passed away. I think often times, because our babies
came and went so quickly through this world, it is hard to realize the truth that their lives are
still very significant, their impact is still very great, and our love for them is still very strong. It
was so strange to me sometimes that I could feel such grief for someone I had never known very
well. But I knew Caleb the best of anyone, I am his mother, and his life is very dear to my heart
and always will be, no matter how short it turned out to be. After the first few weeks my grief
changed into something that seemed more manageable. I was getting through the days a little
better, [ was a little more focused on tasks or topics of conversation, and I was starting to see
through the fog of my confusion just a little bit better.

From then on, my state of mind seemed to continuously improve, even if only slightly, from
week to week and month to month. I found a great lifting in my spirits after passing the one-
year milestone.

Still to this day there are times when I find myself in such a grumpy mood and I don’t have the
slightest idea what’s wrong, then after a while I realize that I just really miss Caleb that day.
Initially this happened around the 21st of each month, since that was the anniversary of his pass-
ing.

If you find that your grief is not improving, and that you are increasingly depressed, or that oth-
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ers are increasingly concerned for your well-being, please seek help through a counsellor. On
two occasions my husband and my mother encouraged me to talk to a counsellor because they
were worried about my state of mind. I didn’t question their opinions, they know me the best,
and they arranged the appointments for me. I followed through in seeing the counsellors and
was reassured I was doing OK. This also eased the minds and hearts of my family - so it was
good all around.

During one of my counselling sessions, | learned that grief can come in and out of our lives like
waves. Sometimes the storm is raging and the waves are high, relentless, pounding at us with
such heavy force. Other times the waves are calm and gentle, lapping at us with a serene com-
fort. Whatever you're experiencing at this moment, the storms will pass, and though they may
come again, the waves will get smaller and smaller, and will subside to rolling touches on the
shore, making the sand smooth to walk on.

As you journey through your grief, know that God is sharing the path with you. He knows your
deepest emotions, He understands the hurt, and He wants to help you heal. He will be your
faithful companion in the hours, days, weeks, months, and years ahead.

My husband, Josh, provided this reference to the Stages of the Grieving Process by Elisabeth
Kubler-Ross.

sk sk sk sk s ke sk sk sk sk sk s ke sk sk sk s sk s ke sk sk sk s sk s ke sk sk sk sk sk s sk sk sk sk sk sk sk skeosk skok skokesk

Stage 1. Denial

@ We deny that the loss has occurred.

@ We ignore the signs of the loss.

We begin to use:

@ Magical thinking believing by magic this loss will go away

@ Excessive fantasy believing nothing is wrong; this loss is just imagined; when I wake up eve-
rything will be OK.

@ Regression believing that if we act childlike and want others to reassure us that nothing is
wrong.

@ Withdrawal believing we can avoid facing the loss and avoid those people who confront us
with the truth.

@ Rejection believing we can reject the truth and those who bring us the news of our loss to
avoid facing the loss.

Stage 2. Bargaining
@ We bargain or strike a deal with God, ourselves
@ We bargain or strike a deal with God, ourselves, or others to make the loss go away

@ We bargain or strike a deal with God, ourselves, or others to make the loss go away.
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&

We promise to do anything to make this loss go away.

&

We agree to take extreme measures in order to make this loss disappear.

®

We lack confidence in our attempts to deal with the loss, looking elsewhere for answers.
We begin to:

@ Shop around believing we look for the "'right" agent with the **cure" for our loss.

@ Gamble believing we can take chances on ““cures" for our loss.

@ Take risks believing we can put ourselves in jeopardy financially, emotionally, and physi-
cally to get to an answer or "“cure" for our loss.

@ Sacrifice believing in our pursuit of a “cure" to change the loss we can ignore our real needs.
Stage 3. Anger

@ We become angry with God, with ourselves, or with others over our loss.

@ We become outraged and incensed over the steps that must be taken to overcome our loss.

We pick out ““scapegoats" on which to vent our anger, e.g., the doctors, hospitals, clerks, help-
ing agencies, rehabilitation specialists, etc.

We begin to use:

@ Self-blaming believing we should blame ourselves for this loss.

@ Switching blame believing we should blame others for this loss.

@ Blaming the victim believing we should blame the victim for leaving us.

@ Aggressive anger believing we have a right to vent our blame and rage aggressively on the
closest target.

®

Resentment believing our hurt and pain is justified to turn into resentment toward involved in
our loss event including the victim.

®

Anger is a normal stage. It must be expressed and resolved; if it is suppressed and held in, it
will become "Anger in" leading to a maladaptive condition of depression that drains our
emotional energy.

Stage 4. Despair

@ We become overwhelmed by the anguish, pain, and hurt of our loss; we are thrown into the
depths of our emotional response.

@ We can begin to have uncontrollable spells of crying, sobbing, and weeping.
@ We can begin to go into spells of deep silence, morose thinking, and deep melancholy.
We can begin to experience:

@ Quilt believing we are responsible for our loss. Remorse believing we should feel sorry for
our real or perceived "“bad past," deeds for which this loss is some form of retribution or pun-
ishment. Loss of hope believing that because the news of our loss becomes so overwhelming
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that we have no hope of being able to return to the calm and order our life held prior to the
loss. Loss of faith and trust believing that because of this loss we can no longer trust our be-
lief in the goodness and mercy of God and mankind.

®

We need support to assist us in gaining the objectivity to reframe and regroup our lives. If we
are not able to work through our despair, we risk experiencing events such as mental illness,
divorce/separation, suicide, inability to cope with the aftermath of our loss, rejection of the
family member who has experienced the loss, and detachment, poor bonding, or unhealthy
interaction with the parties involved in our loss.

Stage 5. Acceptance

We begin to reach a level of awareness and understanding of the nature of our loss.
We can now:

@ Describe the terms and conditions involved in our loss.

@ Fully describe the risks and limitations involved in the treatment or rehabilitation for the loss
involved.

@ Cope with our loss.

@ Test the concepts and alternatives available to us in dealing with this loss.
@ Handle the information surrounding this loss in a more appropriate way.
We begin to use:

@ Rational thinking believing we are able to refute our irrational beliefs or fantasy thinking in
order to address our loss from a rational perspective.

Adaptive behaviour believing we can begin to adjust our lives to incorporate the changes
necessary after our loss.

®

Appropriate emotion believing we begin to express our emotional responses freely and are
better able to verbalize the pain, hurt, and suffering we have experienced.

®

Patience and self-understanding believing we can recognize that it takes time to adjust to the
loss and give ourselves time to “‘deal" with it. We set a realistic time frame in which to learn
to cope with our changed lives.

®

@ Self-confidence believing, as we begin to sort things out and recognize the stages of loss as
natural and expected that we gain the confidence needed for personal growth.

We can be growing in acceptance and still experience denial, bargaining, anger, and despair.

To come to full acceptance we need support to gain objectivity and clarity of thinking. It is often
useful to gain such assistance from those who have experienced a similar loss. For example,
groups of parents who have experienced the death of a child or who have had a child with a de-
velopmental disability.

Peer support from strangers is often the best way for a person to deal with the grieving process.
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I also found some helpful, sensitive insights specific to Pregnancy and Newborn Loss on the

March of Dimes website: http://www.marchofdimes.com/pnhec/572.asp. The wonderful web
pages I found here were entitled:

. What Is Grief?

. How Do Men and Women Grieve Differently?

. How Can You Deal With Your Grief?

. How Do You Deal With Your Family and Friends While You’re Grieving?

I encourage you to print them off, read through them, and let the information help you heal.
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Your Support Network

What an argument in favour of social connections is the observation that by communicating our
grief we have less, and by communicating our pleasure we have more. - Sir Fulke Greville

I hope God surrounds you with those you feel comfortable with and who know you well, and
maybe some new faces who understand your loss and can help you get through it.

If your husband or partner is not ready to talk or listen about grief, make sure you have SOME-
ONE in your life to share and be honest with, to cry and scream with if you have to.

Do you have any family members or friends you can turn to? Recognize the people in your life
that want to help in positive ways - whether it be cooking a meal for you, doing errands, watch-
ing your other children for a while, or just keeping you company as you grieve your baby. Try
to tune into your needs and let others help you do the things that are overwhelming for you right
now.

When Caleb died I found it so hard to get through the daily "stuff" in caring for my toddler. It
was exhausting just getting off the couch at times, such a test of will some days, yet it kept me
going. I needed to keep as much of the normal routines in my life as I could. The constancy
and certainty of mealtimes, bedtimes, bath times, etc. helped me focus ahead, get through an-
other day, week, month. So there were some things I relied on, that  NEEDED to do myself,
and there were other things I gladly accepted help in doing. Try to see the difference between
the two, keep your focus on the tasks that you want to keep for yourself and let other tasks go
with the help of your support network, so you aren't in danger of hiding from your grief.

Here is a helpful article written for the Dec ‘09/Jan *10 issue of the Mow's Moments news-

letter. Feel free to print it out for your support network if they aren’t sure how to help you in
your grief.

1t is often very difficult to know how to minister to the needs of a grieving mother who has lost
her child. There are no magic words to take away the pain of such a loss, and many find it over-
whelming just to look into the face of such suffering. Here are a few suggestions from a mother
who has walked this path more than once.

e Don’t allow the fear of saying or doing the wrong thing keep you from reaching out in love.
There are no perfect words. A simple “I’'m sorry” and a hug can go a long way.

e Acknowledge the baby. Refer to the child by name. It is often a blessing to a grieving heart
to hear her child’s name spoken. Do not think that talking about him/her will bring the
mother more pain. The memory of her baby is always on her mind. Sharing can be a com-
fort. Be willing to listen. She may need to tell her story over and over again.

e Those who are grieving are not always able to ask for help. Instead of saying, “Let me know
if you need anything,” just do something for the mother and her family. Be available, but
also be willing to give space when needed. Bring a meal. Offer to watch the other children
for awhile. Come over and sit with her, offering a listening ear.

e Realize that your friend has been forever changed by the loss of her baby. Don’t expect her
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to be exactly the same. And please realize that grief has its own time table. Allow her the
time she needs, and remain supportive. Everyone grieves differently. Don’t judge her choices
or her “performance”. She may not react the same way that you think you would.

o Avoid clichés such as “You can have more children” or “This was God’s will”. Even words
meant to comfort can actually sting a grieving heart like salt poured into an open wound.

Kelly Gerken
Deshler, Ohio

Kelly is the founder of Sufficient Grace Ministries for Women, Inc. She reaches out to offer com-
fort and hope to grieving mothers and families through her blog: hitp.://sufficientgrace-
kelly.blogspot.com and her website: www.sufficientgrace.net.

Kelly and her husband, Tim, are the parents of five children: two boys who walk this earth with
them and twin daughters and a son who are perfecting their dance in heaven.

If you don't have anyone in your life that you can turn to, there are many churches that offer free
counselling (I saw two wonderful counsellors during the first year of grieving after Caleb), or
there might be support groups in your community. Contact your local hospital or doctors to see
what is available to you. Also find many books, websites and organizations listed in the Re-
sources section of this book.

The one person who can be a constant support, if you let Him, is your Heavenly Father. God is
ALWAYS there and can handle ANY emotions you have - He knows you, knows your baby,
knows your life and circumstances and knows what can help the most. His answer might come
in something as simple as a line in a card or song lyrics, or in conversation with someone. It
might not happen right away, but He WILL answer. Pray to Him, and then look for Him in the
midst of your confusion, anger, doubt, regret, sadness, and pain as you continue on your jour-
ney.


http://sufficientgrace-kelly.blogspot.com/
http://sufficientgrace-kelly.blogspot.com/
http://www.sufficientgrace.net/
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Marriage on the Journey

Grief and sadness knits two hearts in closer bonds than happiness ever can, and common suffer-
ings are far stronger than common joys. - Alphonse de Lamartine

The loss of a child can be very hard on a marriage, no matter how young the child may have
been. There is an emptiness and confusion that lingers long after the loss. These emotions can
play out in many different ways, depending on your personalities. There could be anger, sad-
ness, loneliness, distraction, depression, or a whole host of other emotions.

Grief and loss can bring a couple together or it can tear them apart. I think the key to moving on
with your partner is in showing compassion and understanding. Let them grieve in their own
ways (as a man/woman as well as an individual). Men and women grieve differently and indi-
vidual people grieve differently. Background, religion, support network and life circumstances
influence the reaction a person has when a loss like this occurs. Try to look past any reactions
you may not like or understand, and try to remember the good about the partner you have. You
are both on the same team, working towards the same thing - to grieve, heal and keep going -
together. (Read some wonderful information at the March of Dimes website: http://
www.marchofdimes.com/pnhec/572.asp - click on How Do Men and Women Grieve Differ-
ently? Also find many helpful items listed in the Resources section of this book.

If you are really having trouble in your relationship and are feeling overwhelmed, there are
many counsellors or pastors that are willing to help. Josh and I both needed a counsellor in our
loss. Sometimes the grief and the differences in how you grieve can be too much for the two of
you to handle on your own. And there’s absolutely nothing wrong with that.

Our Story

When Caleb died I remember how much Josh and I pulled together in the initial loss. Josh was
amazing, strong, and even funny sometimes - he even made me laugh a little. One thing that
really stands out for me is that he never blamed me. There were many times when I had to deal
with strong feelings that Caleb’s death was my fault. He lived in my body so I felt responsible
for whatever it was that happened to him (we never discovered any definite conclusions about
his death). I would play the circumstances leading up to Caleb’s stillbirth over and over in my
mind, wondering what I had done wrong. Josh would reassure me every time that it was not my
fault. Ireally needed that, I relied on that, and it helped me so much.

We did really well the first couple of months. Life kept us busy and we had no choice but to
keep up with all that was happening. The crash came for us about two or three months after the
fact. We started fighting, we were frustrated and irritable, and we started turning away from
each other instead of towards each other. This was when the hard work of rebuilding our rela-
tionship began. We were different, the loss had changed us, and we needed to learn to be there
for each other and love each other after the loss. There were different, newer aspects of our per-
sonalities to explore and reconcile in the wake of Caleb’s death. He has brought out so much
good in us, and with that also came some bad.

It would take months of rebuilding to get to a point where we were OK. But those months were
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not horrible, just hard. I’'m so glad we worked through it all together and joined with each other
in the journey of healing. Our relationship is much stronger because of all the growth we ex-
perienced, we didn’t ask for it, or plan on it, but this was our life and Caleb’s death brought a
whole different dimension to our relationship. We have a deeper love for each other, a deeper
trust in God, and a deeper understanding of the hurt of others.

Eventually we were able to use our experiences to help MANY people on the journey. Hope-
fully as you are reading this we are helping you as well.
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Your Other Children

When the heart grieves over what is has lost, the spirit rejoices over what it has left. - Sufi Epi-
gram

Your children have also experienced a loss and will be able to help you in their own way, as
well as needing help from you. Be as open and honest as you can with your other children so
the whole family can acknowledge the loss of one of its members and heal as a family. Try not
to exclude them from loss, but gauge what you feel comfortable in telling them and share in
healing THEM as well. No matter how young your other children are they will sense that some-
thing is wrong. Ifthey are VERY young, tell them as soon as you feel comfortable. Remember,
we all grieve differently, and the same is true for your other children.

Visit http://www.nctsn.org/nctsn_assets/pdfs/Sibling Loss Final.pdf - page 4. You’ll find a
very useful chart that outlines the different attributes of grief for the different ages of a child,
from infant to teen years. And here is a webpage that offers ideas for helping your other chil-
dren understand: http://www.marchofdimes.com/professionals/572 42497.asp. Also find some
wonderful children’s books concerning death in the Resources section of this book.

Our Story

Our oldest son, Josiah, experienced his little brother’s death when he was about 21 months old.
Except for the few days he spent with his Grandma while we were in the hospital and arranging
the funeral, he was with us 24/7 and witnessed our tears, our sadness and our hurt. I’m sure he
noticed the issues of death in his own way and hurt in his own way. He would amaze me with
his insight, even at such a young age.

Josiah was there at the funeral and internment. For a long time afterwards, every time we would
drive by a cemetery, he would say Caleb? And every time we visit his gravesite Josiah loves to
play with the pinecones that are always scattered around. At first he just loved to bring a few
home in the car, and now he loves to decorate Caleb’s stone with pinecones.

The hospital hung a beautiful heart-shaped sun catcher outside our room while I was delivering
Caleb - a sign to all the staff that the baby delivered here would be stillborn. Then they gave us
the sun catcher to take home. A few months after Caleb’s death, Josiah noticed it hanging in
our window and said Caleb - I was amazed he would remember such a thing, and associate them
even months later.

During the months that followed Caleb’s death, Josiah would occasionally find me in my bed-
room, crying, and I would tell him Mommy misses Caleb and sometimes we’d look at his mem-
ory box - Josiah would ask 2-year-old questions and he’d hug me and kiss me - it really helped
both of us in the healing process.

A bond has formed between your other children and your baby. I could already tell that our
baby, Caleb, loved his big brother, Josiah, very much. Caleb would respond to Josiah's cries,
his laughs, his voice, and he would constantly kick Josiah when he was sitting on my lap. And
Josiah was very excited about Caleb’s arrival. He used to kiss my tummy and say Baby and he
saw all the baby equipment set up around the house. Though he was not even two years old he
would go to the baby swing and push it back and forth to practice. After Caleb’s death, Josiah


http://www.answers.com/topic/epigram-sufi
http://www.answers.com/topic/epigram-sufi
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continued to kiss my tummy and about 2 months afterward he came up to kiss my tummy and
noticed Baby Gone.

I've tried my best to honour the brotherly bond between Josiah and Caleb. I've tried to be open
with Josiah in hopes of helping him heal, not to depress him. I tell Josiah about Caleb's beauti-
ful home, we dream about what Caleb is seeing and doing in heaven, and we talk about what we
look forward to doing with him one day (Josiah wants to wrestle his little brother and see how
strong he is).

I wrote this truth in an email to a friend a few months after Caleb’s death, “Josiah is growing
more and more each day, and continues to be my greatest helper in healing and looking to what
is ahead!”

To this day, Josiah is still very open about his heavenly brother. All of his teachers at school
know about Caleb, he even mentioned it to a friend at church the other day. Josiah noticed a
family with 3 babies and said, "We had 3 babies in our family too, but one of them died." At
first this used to just floor me and I had no idea how to react, but over time I've learned to smile
and agree, and move on to the next subject, even though my heart jumps down my throat every
time.

Our other son, Elijah, is now 3 years old and we are very open with him about Caleb as well.
He is a very different personality, doesn't ask any of the questions Josiah did, and just seems to
understand that Caleb lives way up in the sky with God.

Your other children will heal from the loss in their own ways. Their honesty may cut straight to
the core of your being at times. Their questions, reflections and thoughts may make you reach
deep inside yourself to find strength and love you never know you had. Though it may always
be hard to go there, to reach that far, it's worth the effort in helping every one of your family
members to walk through their own journeys of healing.
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A Grandmother’s Story

My Mum’s version of CALEB’S STORY - from a Grandmother’s heart.
The voice on the other end of the line was my daughter, Karen.

“Mum, Anna’s baby died. Caleb died!”

The red heart hung from the doorway outside my daughter’s hospital room. A sign that the baby
about to be born had already died.

God give me strength.

Anna was in bed, talking, trying her best to smile and accept what was about to happen.
All'T could do was wait.

I rubbed her legs as she shook with the medication she had been given.

We talked with an ever growing procession of friends and family who had come to support her
and Josh and take care of Josiah.

Tried to sing hymns. Nothing would come to mind.
Feeling so useless.

Then sitting for an eternity in the waiting room.
The moment came. After wanting the wait to be over the nurse brought no relief.
I knew the worst was to come.

We walked into Anna’s room.

There she was in bed, trying to look brave.

Josh by her side, sitting on the bed.

She looked so tired and so heartbroken.

In her arms she held her newborn son.

“Mum, this our new baby boy, Caleb”

It was the worst thing I have ever done.

The worst sight I have ever seen.

The saddest feeling.

The most agonizing pain.

Seeing her and Josh and Caleb.

I fought back the tears that had welled inside.

She passed him to me.

My new grandson.

A child I would never get to know here on Earth.
The times I talked to him in his mother’s womb now gone.

Only emptiness and sadness remained.
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I held him for the first and last time.

Stroked his tiny face.

Soaked in every moment.

Then I passed him to his other grandma.

I knew she was feeling the same pain and I grieved for her too.

I said a silent prayer that we would all get through this horrible experience.
The next few days I was numb.

There were things to do and people to call.

The day of the funeral arrived.

Anna had a long delivery and was supposed to still be in the hospital resting. Instead she was in
the washroom at the church preparing to bury her son.

She put on the sweater I had brought. She didn’t have any clothes that fit except maternity.
I went in to the family room to see Caleb one last time.

I knew he wasn’t there, just his body.

I knew he was with the Lord in a better place but that brought little comfort right now.
He was wearing the outfit Josh had bought the day before.

Wrapped in a blanket.

I kissed his tiny face and said “Goodbye”.

There were 350 or more people there.

People who loved Anna and Josh and Josiah and had looked forward to loving Caleb too.
I knew the Lord would use our grief to bring others to Christ.

That all those people there were touched somehow by this tiny child.

They would remember when times in their lives got tough.

They would seek God’s face.

Lives would be changed and Caleb’s purpose fulfilled.

This tiny boy would lead them.

We prayed, we sang.

Anna and Josh both said beautiful things about their baby boy.

Adele sang “The Sparrow” and they played “I Can Only Imagine”.

We gathered at the grave sight.

“This isn’t the way it’s supposed to be”.

I clung hold of a dear friend and stood by my family.

Caleb was buried with his great-granddad but we all knew that they were both already
“Surrounded by Glory”
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I picture him walking quietly and peacefully with another man, maybe his great granddad,
maybe Jesus, talking and laughing.

He’s all grown up with long wavy hair and a smile that would melt everyone’s heart.
Perfect and complete.

I’m grateful to God for giving me that vision.

It brings some comfort now and I look forward to the day when I will see him running up to
greet me with that big smile.

I can only imagine.

Gran
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Reach Out to God Instead of Turning From Him
Stand still and whisper God’s name, and listen. He is nearer than you think. - Max Lucado

When Caleb died, I don't remember feeling much anger, just a lot of confusion. I lived my life
in such a daze for a long time, feeling so lost, not understanding the death of my baby, or the
reasons for it, I was confused about this God I had vowed to love and serve for the rest of my
life. There were so many questions I needed to be answered, so much pain to deal with, and my
whole view of Christianity, God and faith was shaken to the core.

I had a choice in my initial grief - the same choice you have right now - to reach out to God and
allow Him to help you heal, or to turn from Him in your confusion and pain. Though you do
not understand the loss, you can understand your Heavenly Father wants to comfort you. He
loves you, in spite of any negative feelings you might have towards Him right now.

For you created my inmost being, you knit me together in my mother's womb. - Psalm 139:13

Be honest with God about whatever emotions you are having. He made you who you are, He
knew every second of your life before time began, He knows you better than anyone else, He
knows all your thoughts and feelings, and He can handle every single one of them. Talk to Him,
question Him, yell at Him, but don't turn away from Him. Don’t abandon your faith, it is the
one thing that will carry you through your grief.

This is an article I wrote for a newsletter in May 2008:
Blessed are those who mourn, for they will be comforted. - Matthew 5:4

We have all experienced sadness or grief in our lives - whether it’s losing a friend or family
member, or living with unrealized dreams and ambitions, or regretting decisions and experi-
ences from our past. Life certainly isn’t easy and hard times are inevitable. It is normal to
mourn, but there is hope for us in this verse. There is a promise from Almighty God, and He
CANNOT break a promise. God doesn’t say we will understand. He doesn’t say we will never
be angry and confused.

He simply says we will be comforted.

What has that comfort looked like in your life? It might be hard to see, you might have to search
for it. It might be hidden in a special card, the chorus of a song, a conversation with a friend, or
a passage of scripture. When our middle son was stillborn five years ago, I found comfort in the
passing of time - each day was easier than the last. God gives us His promise, He can be
trusted, and you WILL find comfort.

At Caleb's funeral a wonderful friend said something extremely impacting to me. She reminded
me that God had also experienced the death of a child - His Son, Jesus. I knew she was right,
but it took me a while to process this thought and let it settle in my heart. The circumstances of
Christ's death were very different, but the truth in her words has stayed with me these past few
years. God knows my grief, He knows your grief, and He understands what it's like to have a
child die way before their time.

And a voice from heaven said, “This is my Son, whom I love; with Him I am well pleased.” -
Matthew 3:17

There is no doubt God loves His Son. How much more intense is the grief of God in knowing
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He could have stopped Jesus' death at any moment? I cannot possibly comprehend the implica-
tions of THAT truth.

And surely I am with you always, to the very end of the age. - Matthew 28:20b

Your Heavenly Father will help you along as you reach out to Him. It's not all up to you, He'll
meet you where you're at. There is no doubt that He will find a way to show you His love, He
knows what speaks to your heart.

He heals the broken-hearted and binds up their wounds. - Psalm 147:3

Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for you are
with me; your rod and your staff, they comfort me. - Psalm 23:4

The only thing you have to do is be open to seeing it. That might take time and we all move at a
different pace. He knows that, and He'll wait. He really does love you, and loves your child as
well, more than you can imagine. I'm sorry for your pain, I know it well, and though I will never
understand why any of us have to endure the loss, I do understand that God does not leave us
alone on the journey of healing. I will continue on the path God has laid out for me, trying my
best to seek His face with whatever comes, reaching out to Him instead of turning from Him.
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Making Sense of Your Loss

Trust and obey, for there's no other way to be happy in Jesus, but to trust and obey. - John H.
Sammie, 1887

Trust

How did I make sense of my loss? I learned a whole new level of trust. Something deeper than
anything else - God is always asking us to trust Him - and sometimes I have trouble with even
the small things, so I definitely wasn't good at trusting Him with something THIS BIG - the life
of my child. I had all these hopes and dreams for Caleb - none of them will be realized.

Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding. - Proverbs 3:5

Much easier said than done in this case! [ totally understand if you have feelings of helpless-
ness and lack of control. God places children in our lives so we can care for them and be re-
sponsible for them - why would He allow that to be taken away? It would be much easier to un-
derstand why He'd withhold something that would be harmful to us, but a child? It actually
DOESN'T make any sense. ['ve had to let go of so many of my questions that were eating me up
inside in order to continue on my journey of healing.

The Lord is a refuge for the oppressed, a stronghold in times of trouble. Those who know Your
name will trust in You, for You, Lord, have never forsaken those who seek You. - Psalm 9:9-10

There is a promise in this verse that we WILL trust God. I have no doubt He will help us to
trust as we walk this journey. Our part is making the conscious choice to trust...not an easy one
in the least. I don't know how many times I heard this gentle whisper of God's voice in my soul,
asking me to trust Him. Some days it was impossible, but the whisper remained, I knew there
was great love and comfort waiting for me in the choice to trust. Time was a great healer for me
and over time I realized I didn't have to agree or understand Caleb's death, I just had to trust God
and leave it in His big, strong, capable hands.

The Lord is my strength and my shield; my heart trusts in Him, and I am helped. My heart leaps
for joy and I will give thanks to Him in song. - Psalm 28:7

Obey (Submit) - these words have the same meaning.

Take My Hand and Walk - The Kry

I know there are times

your dreams turn to dust

you wonder as you cry

why it has to hurt so much

give Me all your sadness

someday you will know the reason why
with a child-like heart
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simply put your hope in Me

Take My hand and walk where I lead
keep your eyes on Me alone

don't you say why were

the old days better

just because you're

scared of the unknown
take My hand and walk

Don't live in the past

cause yesterday's gone

wishing memories would last

you're afraid to carry on

you don't know what's comin’'

but you know the one who holds tomorrow
I will be your guide

take you through the night

if you keep your eyes on Me

Just like a child

holdings daddy's hand
don't let go of mine

you know you can't stand
on your own

- Words by Jean-Luc Lajoie and Yves Lajoie
- Music by Jean-Luc Lajoie

I have a memory to share with you...Some good friends gave us the use of their family cottage
after Caleb died so that we could get away and spend some quality time with Josiah. I remem-
ber standing on the dock about a week or so after Caleb's death, looking at the dark water below,
and the beautiful blues and whites in the sky above. I remember wanting desperately to be with
Caleb, longing for heaven, feeling so empty inside.

God spoke to my heart on that dock. He asked me to keep going with the life He'd given me.
He asked me to keep my eyes focused on Him, to remember all He'd given me to do in being a
wife to Josh and a mother to Josiah. He reminded me of all the reasons I had to praise Him, all
the blessings He'd already given me. Praise was the last thing I wanted to do, but I knew that
for now, just choosing to focus on the things I DID have in my life, instead of what I DIDN'T
have was a key factor in my journey of healing.

Once again, it has to be conscious choice to dwell on the things in your life that bring you joy.
Never stop asking God for your dreams and desires. Some He'll give to you freely, some He'll
withhold for a time, and for whatever reason some will never be a part of your life.
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As I stood on the dock that day, I made a choice. Here's a poem I wrote that captures the mo-
ment:

I stood on the edge .
One step at a time

The edge of my mind :
£ Y One day at a time
The edge of my past ) :
One life at a time
The edge of my future
. I stood on the edge
The edge of my existence
. And saw us
The edge of my faith .
United
The edge of me
Soon
I stood on the edge
I saw my son Forever
I saw my God And Ever
Y Amen

I saw myself

I stood on the edge
I chose to live

I chose to love

I chose to believe
I chose to walk
Forward

I envisioned myself reaching my hand out to God, walking off the dock, away from the dark wa-
ter, towards the life He'd given me, leaving the rest with Him to sort out, not yet trusting, but
just leaning on my faith to continue me on the journey, one step at a time.

Better is one day in your courts than a thousand elsewhere... - Psalm 84:10a

Even with the loss and the sadness and the grief, it's still better to be living in the centre of God's
will than outside His perfect will. I don't have to agree with what God is doing, or allowing in
my life at any given time, but I do have to accept His sovereignty - He knows what He is doing,
and allowing, and there's a reason, though I may only catch a glimpse of it here on earth.

Why are you downcast, O my soul? Why so disturbed within me? Put your hope in God, for |
will yet praise Him, my Saviour and my God. - Psalm 42:11

There are so many promises in the Bible. This verse really impacted me when I was pregnant,
and I came to understand why after Caleb died. It is another promise from God and He is good
at following through on His promises. This verse says we WILL praise God.

I AM able to praise God for Caleb and the love I will always have for him as well as the special
place he holds in our family and in our hearts. My son's death will never make sense to me, but
trusting God's love for me, and choosing to submit to His will DOES make sense on the long
journey of healing.
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Keeping it Real

Though we know God is not to blame for any death, so many times it seems that He turns a blind
eye by allowing His permissive will to occur. He stands dead-centre when we are looking for a
target. I'm convinced that God loves us so much that He is willing to take the blame, to absorb
our anger when we need a punching bag. I think He would rather have us yelling at Him than
not speaking at all. - Leslie Williams

It's a hard shake of reality to lose a child. The world is sometimes such a broken, ugly place full
of the most painful experiences and emotions. Being a Christian doesn't always shield me from
the hurt, but it sure does help me get through it.

Following Christ, being a Christian, doesn't mean you have to have a smile plastered on your
face no matter what, and it doesn't mean you don't feel things deeply. Christ was never afraid to
let others know about his feelings. He experienced some of the deepest human feelings during
his 33 years of life:

. Jesus experienced great anger in the temple when he discovered people were treating it as
a marketplace. - Matthew 21:12-13, Mark 11:15-17

. Jesus experienced great sadness as he wept for Jerusalem and the hardships he knew were
coming for the people of the great city. - Mathew 23:37-39, Luke 13:34-35

. Jesus experienced great sorrow over the death of his friend Lazarus. - John 11:32-36

. Jesus experienced a great struggle with following the will of God just before his arrest. -

Matthew 26:36-46

Don’t be afraid to come to God with your deepest feelings. He knows them well. He can han-
dle them all.

A good friend of mine wrote a Mo’ Momenty newsletter article in October 2008 and she
gave me permission to reprint it for this book:

The Happy Christian?

Do you ever get the impression that Christians are supposed to be happy all the time, but won-
der what’s wrong with you because you know that when reality hits, you're not smiling all the
time? Well I truly believe that the “Happy Christian” is really a myth... Christians aren’t obli-
gated to be smiling all the time... if we are, we aren’t truly being real.

The problem is that people use two very different words interchangeably: joy and happiness.

Happiness is circumstantial. We all experience happy moments: our wedding day, the birth of a
child, their first steps or graduation, promotions at work, dream-like vacations, or even the day
to day reminders that life is good... the sweet words of a loved one, relaxing outside under a
perfect blue sky... you can make a mental list of those moments that have brought you happi-
ness. Unfortunately they don’t last forever. We cannot escape times of sadness, disappointment
and deep pain. They are a reality in all of our lives. Ecclesiastes 3:4 assures us that there is
“a time to weep and a time to laugh.”

Now for that second word: joy. What makes it different? In short, joy defies its circumstances.
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It is to be noted that joy is a fruit of the Spirit (Galatians 5:22-23) which we possess once we
accept Christ as our Saviour. In essence, happiness is a response to externals, whereas true joy
is a response to what’s inside... the security in our salvation through Christ and the peace of
knowing that God is active in our daily lives. Even though I may be facing uncertainty, exhaus-
tion, discouragement or sadness, deep down knowing that I have a God who is bigger than my
circumstances, a God who loves me and is powerful enough to carry me through gives me
peace, hope, and ultimately joy. I often find myself recalling Philippians 4:6—check it out!

Fleeting moments of happiness may come at various points in our lives, but inner joy flows only
from Christ. Times of sorrow will come... but seek Him to get you through, as He is our joy.
The following verses remind us that God never leaves us despite the tough d