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Introduction
You’re late! Could it be? Oh, please! You jump in the car and dash off
to buy a pregnancy test. With excitement and anticipation, you rush
home to do the test. The three minutes tick by so slowly. Then you
see the double line. Pregnant! Happy dance time!
A few weeks later your stomach is queasy almost all the time.
Soon you hear the baby’s heartbeat and then begin to feel the fluttery
movements of the little one. Is it a boy or girl? Thoughts about the
baby’s arrival occupy every waking minute and your dreams every
night. Several months pass in anticipation, until finally your due date
is just a handful of weeks away.
These are typical experiences of most pregnant women, whether
it is their first or their tenth child. Everyone enjoys sharing in the
excitement of a pregnancy.
But what if something devastating happens to the baby?
Your due date is just around the corner and then, tragically, an
ultrasound shows that your child is not going to survive until birth.
Or your baby suddenly stops moving and the ultrasound shows that
he or she has died. Instead of planning what your baby will be wearing home from the hospital, you are planning your baby’s funeral.
You feel so alone. Your husband loves you and the baby, but he
didn’t feel the baby every day for the last several months or endure
the morning sickness—only you. Your milk comes in, but there is no
baby to suckle it. You are crying out to heaven, “Why me?”
Friends and family are at a loss on what to say or do for you, so
they say and do nothing. Some are kind enough to drop off a meal,
but then disappear before engaging in a conversation.
Have you experienced this? Do you have a friend or family
member who has? Then you may be asking yourself some of these
questions:
• How does a grieving mother cope?
• What things can she do to realize her motherhood even though
her baby is in heaven?
• What can you do as a friend, relative, or husband to support the
grieving mother?
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Sadly, I have experienced the pain of stillbirth twice. I know
what it feels like to watch all your dreams disappear. To have to take
those baby clothes you recently washed, folded and organized in the
dresser and put them in the attic, torrents of tears streaming down
your cheeks. While the emotions accompanying stillbirth may be
the same as those of miscarriage, at least in my case, they were much
more intense.
Everyone has ups and downs in life. But when your baby dies,
you feel that you are in a bottomless pit with no means of escape.
The sides of the pit are steep and slippery, making it impossible to
climb. It seems that for every step forward you slide two steps backward. It feels impossible even to begin the climb. But you have to
begin to that climb—for yourself, your husband, your other children,
and your friends. Most importantly, though, you have to begin the
climb because God wants you to accept his cross and to carry it.
When I lost my babies, I looked for books to read to help me
through the grieving process. I didn’t find any. My prayer is that by
reading about my experiences and the things that helped me cope,
your journey will be a little less rocky.
Unfortunately, there is no way for someone else to make this
journey for you. You must walk it yourself. However, you do not
need to walk it alone. The Lord helped me with my grief journey,
and I know he will help you with yours.
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Who Am I?
I am a cradle Catholic—born and raised just north of San Francisco.
My husband, Mark, and I met in college at Humboldt State University in northern California.
If someone had ever said back then that I would live in the Midwest, I would have laughed at them: Me? A California girl living in
a landlocked state? Never!
Mark’s father had been in the Air Force, so Mark had lived all
over the world. But his parents were both from Kansas. When we
were seriously beginning to date, I remember saying something like,
“You would never move us to any place like Kansas, would you?”
“No,” he answered. “I am an oceanography major. I have to live
by the ocean!”
Well, it turned out that my husband doubled-majored in oceanography and chemistry. At first, he worked as a chemist in Southern
California. But after we were married and had our first daughter, he
was offered a job in—you guessed it!—Kansas.
We knew we would be able to afford a home there, and I could
be a stay-at-home mom if we moved, so we both jumped at the opportunity. Although we miss the ocean, our life has been blessed here
in the Midwest and we cannot imagine leaving.
Over the next several years we had six children. We had three,
adopted our fourth, and then had two more. Our children range in
ages from eleven to twenty-one. All have been home schooled for
at least most of their education. Currently, we have three in college,
one attending public high school, and two still being home schooled.
Even though we both grew up in suburbia, we decided to try our
hand living on a hobby farm. We raised goats, chickens, and a few
pigs. We even milked the goats! For nine years we lived on the farm,
but eventually we got tired of the constant “to do” list and recently
moved back to the suburbs.
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The First Cross
Two years after our youngest, James, was born, we felt the longing
for more kids. After a year of not conceiving, I went to the doctor
to have some testing done. The diagnosis came back that my tubes
were blocked, and it was impossible to have more children.
This was to be the first of several crosses that we would have
to face over the next several years. I was disappointed, but not surprised. Scar tissue from the ectopic pregnancy I had years ago was
preventing pregnancy. We were given the option of surgery, but we
felt that at this point with having six children already, it just was not
God’s will.
I tried hard to accept this fact. Unlike other infertile couples, we
had already been blessed. But I was still sad. I remember being at a
party with a bunch of friends. One of my friends handed me her
newborn baby to hold so she could grab something. I only survived
a minute. Holding her baby, when I wouldn’t be able to ever hold
another of mine, was just too much. I gave the baby back to her and
fled the room, grabbing another friend on my way out. I cried on my
friend’s shoulder in the pantry the next ten minutes.
Over time, I slowly began to accept this cross. Little did I know
how tiny a cross it was in comparison to what awaited me.
“Whoever does not take up his cross and follow after me is not
worthy of me” (Matthew 10:38).
God gave me that first cross to prepare me for the future.
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The Second Cross
Nine months later, we disproved medical science. I was pregnant!
When I saw the double line on the pregnancy test, I became ecstatic
and glowed from ear to ear. My husband and I were thrilled.
During all my pregnancies, I was sick from week eight until the
day the baby was born. Just like with my previous pregnancies, I
went regularly for my prenatal visits. All was progressing normally. At my eighteen-week ultrasound, the sonographer gave me two
thumbs up—everything looked great.
Then about a week later I received an unusual call from my doctor. He had received a report about my ultrasound that concerned
him—there were only two blood vessels instead of three in the umbilical cord. He was not overly concerned, but thought I should see
a specialist. Worst-case scenario, he said, was the possibility of birth
defects in the baby. We were not all that concerned because we believed that if God allowed me to be pregnant when I was told it was
impossible, that he would take care of everything—and if the baby
had special needs, then it was his will.
The specialist told us that our baby girl had a ten percent chance
of having Down syndrome.
“Come back in four weeks,” the specialist said. “We will be able
to tell more then.”
On the way home, we decided to name our daughter Marita—a
combination of Mother Mary and St. Rita, patroness of impossible
causes. Though we were both concerned about Marita, we felt that
this was something we could handle. And there was only a ten percent chance she had Down syndrome, anyway. Over the next several
weeks, we were praying for her and so were many of our friends.
These prayers were to carry us through the next ultrasound appointment.
The second ultrasound was scheduled for my twenty-fourth
week. Mark and I arrived in a jovial mood, excited to see Marita
again.
As the doctor began the ultrasound, he became extremely quiet and called another doctor over. I wasn’t sure what was wrong. I
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could see a heartbeat, but I began to cry. “What’s wrong?”
The doctor told us that Marita didn’t look healthy. She had very
little brain development and a large fluid bubble on her torso. He
couldn’t find the kidneys, and the heart was not formed correctly.
“I’m sorry,” he said, “but I don’t think she will survive.”
I went into denial and demanded a second opinion. He referred
us to Kansas University Medical Center. Two days later we were
being ushered into an ultrasound there. This doctor was much more
compassionate, but gave the same diagnosis. No part of Marita was
developed correctly. He explained to us that she would not survive
until birth. If by some miracle she did make it to birth, she would
die shortly afterward. His best guess was that she had a chromosomal
defect—Trisomy 18. We had an amniocentesis done to be sure, and
it confirmed his guess.
On our way home, I was completely in shock. We put ourselves
on our church prayer chain—then through referrals, ended up on a
bunch. I know that it was prayers that carried us through. We received encouraging emails—including one from Australia!
How could this baby I was carrying—who I had felt moving,
kicking, and hiccupping—die? Friends set up meals. I was in a basic function mode: do what I must and that is it. Being pregnant is
supposed to be full of anticipation and excitement. But when you
are pregnant and know your child is going to die—that is impossible
to comprehend, as were little things like running to the store and
having a complete stranger saying “Congratulations.” Questions like
“When are you due?” or “Is it a boy or girl?” How do you answer
these? I just wanted to run away and hide and cry. At night I would
lie in bed next to Mark and sob. I would beg him to tell me it was a
dream. I just wanted to wake up!
A friend called me and told me about an organization called Alexandra’s House.1 They support pregnant women who are carrying terminally ill babies or have a stillbirth. It was great to talk with
people who understood what I was going through. They gave me a
to-do list that no pregnant mother should ever have to go through.
It was a list of things to do before your baby dies. On it were things
like:
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•
•
•
•
•

choose a funeral home
arrange a burial lot
pick out a burial outfit
make arrangements for your other children
plan the funeral

Just when I should have been getting out the baby clothes and
preparing the crib, I was planning my baby’s funeral. How unfair!
In addition to all this, I still needed to see my doctor regularly for
my health. All the usual pregnancy concerns were still there for me
and so I needed to continue the OB checkups. Walking into an OBGYN waiting room when pregnant with a terminally ill baby is like
seeing everyone else having a bunch of presents under the Christmas
tree, but you have nothing. In reality, it probably was not this way,
but it felt like there were fifty women in the waiting room and all of
them were pregnant—even that eighty-year-old lady in the corner!
Anticipation was the worst part. I wanted to be feeling joyful
about the arrival of our new daughter, not this intense sadness. I was
afraid each movement she made might be her last.
I still remember the last time I felt her move—she had the hiccups. Mark was in the bathroom getting ready for bed and I thought
about calling him over. I figured she would still be moving when he
came to bed. She wasn’t. That was the last time I felt her. Fortunately,
my husband had previously felt her kick.
On a Wednesday during week twenty-seven, I did not feel Marita move at all. I called my doctor and my husband and we went in
that afternoon to the office. An ultrasound showed she was not moving. But her heart was still beating. We were told to expect her death
very soon and to come back on Friday.
That Friday afternoon when we went in we expected that she
probably wouldn’t be alive. The ultrasound showed that she had indeed died. The doctor arranged for me to be admitted that evening
to the hospital to begin the induction. By morning the doctor put me
on Pitocin and recommended an epidural. My doctor and the nurses
were supportive and compassionate. Marita was born early that afternoon. She was so beautiful but fragile. My favorite picture of her
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shows my husband and me holding her feet with my wedding ring
draped over her big toe. (The picture is on the cover of this book.)
To me, this is also a huge pro-life statement.
Somehow, we made it through her burial and our goodbyes to
her. Surprisingly it was a relief when it was all finally over, though
the sadness was far from gone.
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The Dashed Dream
When a dream is dashed, how do you go on? All of us as Christians
are united through the Body of Christ. Our suffering, if we offer
it up to Christ, brings graces down on ourselves and others. Christ
suffered so much for me, so much more than what I have suffered.
A very special priest counseled me at this time to continue to
pray. I felt like I couldn’t. There was just too much pain and sadness
inside of me. So he taught me this simple prayer: “Jesus, I trust in
you.” He told me to repeat this prayer on each bead of the rosary,
slowly. When I couldn’t do anything else, especially at night when
I should have been lying in bed next to my newborn, I repeated,
“Jesus, I trust in you.” It actually brought me peace. This was the
only prayer I was able to say for the longest time. Around this time,
a friend sent me the following words by St. Frances de Sales. It, too,
gave me encouragement to continue.
Do not look forward to the trials and crosses of this life with
dread and fear. Rather, look to them with full confidence
that, as they arise, God, to whom you belong, will deliver
you from them.
He has guided and guarded you thus far in life. Do you
but hold fast to his dear hand, and he will lead you safely
through all trials. Whenever you cannot stand, he will carry
you lovingly in his arms.
Do not look forward to what may happen tomorrow.
The same Eternal Father who cares for you today will take
care of you tomorrow and every day of your life.
Either he will shield you from suffering or he will give
you the unfailing strength to bear it.
Be at peace then and put aside all useless thoughts, vain
dreads, and anxious imaginations, and say continually: “The
Lord is my strength and shield; my heart has trusted in him
and I am helped. he is not only with me, but in me and I in
him.”
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One thing I did that I now treasure was to write about Marita
and my love for her, describing my feelings. I collected these writings and placed them in a scrapbook with pictures and notes we received from others. I cried while writing and putting this together
but it also really helped me.
This is something that could be done in any grief situation. For
example, write letters to the child you miscarried and place an ultrasound picture with it, or if it was a friend or relative who died, write
a letter saying all the things you wish you had a chance to say.
I also needed to cut down on some of my stressors, which for us
included getting rid of our goats. With my stressors out of the picture, I could channel all that sad energy somewhere positive.
While I was at the hospital after Marita died, Mark and I talked
a lot about my love for flowers, and he encouraged me to plant a
big flower garden. The wheels in my brain began turning. About
a month later I started to do some flower arrangements for friends.
This led me to getting a wholesaler’s license and doing more arranging. I found a passion for flowers and was inspired to take some floral
design classes. Marita’s Flowers was born. One year from the date of
her death, I received a floral designer certificate.
Every time I worked with flowers I was remembering her and
honoring my daughter in heaven. My business began to grow. I was
doing something positive with my sadness and creating something
beautiful. I was honoring my little girl because her footprints were
on my business card; her story was also on my website. All of this was
bringing consolation and validation that my daughter had a purpose,
though her life was so very short.
Just a few months after Marita died, I discovered I was pregnant
again. But this joy was cut short a few weeks later when I miscarried.
Though this was hard to accept, I was able to move on more
easily than I expected. I put all my energy into my family and plans
for my flower business.
As the flower business took off, it seemed our family had weathered the storm. Then Jesus decided I was ready for the biggest cross
of all.
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The Third Cross
I discovered I was pregnant again—the second time after Marita had
died. I was nervous, to say the least. I thought I might very well miscarry again, so I didn’t try to think too much about this pregnancy.
I made it past the eight-week and then twelve-week appointments.
But I refused to let myself become attached to this baby. If friends
asked when I was due, I always qualified my answer by saying, “If
the child lives. . . .”
At twenty-four weeks I had an ultrasound. Whenever you have
a high-risk pregnancy and see a specialist for an ultrasound—which
is what my OB-GYN recommended for me—the specialists look for
anything that could possibly be wrong. This specialist was slightly
concerned about the health of the baby. Immediately I began to stress
out. We decided it would be best for me to have an amniocentesis
done so that I might be able to relax if the test came back fine, which
it did. We began to breathe a little easier.
I made it to twenty-seven weeks, the age Marita had died. In my
mind, I had made it. The baby looked healthy. We were excited. I
had made it this far. God was smiling down on me. I felt like everything would be okay.
For each of my children, I have made a baby blanket or quilt
before the birth. I decided it was time to make one for our soonto-be-born little boy, Jacob. I also had decided on cloth diapers and
began to make the inserts. A friend offered to make the covers for
me. I finished both of these projects and still needed to keep my
hands busy: I do not like to sit with idle hands. I found a cute pattern
for a stuffed dog and began on that. With homeschooling, we kept
plowing through; after finishing up the school year, we took a twoweek short break and started back in. I was determined to get the
first quarter of the new school year done before the baby was born.
Day by day the excitement was mounting. I pulled out all the
baby clothes, washed and folded them and put them into the drawers. All of us were full of anticipation. When I hit thirty-two weeks
my doctor ordered a routine stress test and ultrasound. This was on
a Wednesday and all looked fine. Jacob was a little small but since he
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looked healthy and I tend to have small babies, neither the doctor nor
Mark and I were concerned.
On Friday morning, I woke up and felt Jacob move—a kind of
jump—which I still vividly remember. I got up and soon was caught
up in the busyness of the day. Early that evening I began to think
back on the day and couldn’t remember feeling Jacob move since his
“jump” that morning. So I stopped and lay down to rest—no movement. I waited awhile, ate something, rested again—no movement.
Around 9 o’clock that evening, I called my doctor. He was not concerned: “You just had a stress test and Jacob looked fine. I’ve never
had a woman lose her baby shortly after a stress test. Call me in the
morning if you are still concerned.” Throughout that night I did not
feel him move. I was trying so hard to feel him. By 6 AM I couldn’t
wait any longer. I called the doctor and he had me go into the hospital.
On the drive over, my husband and I prayed the rosary. At this
point I was still thinking that Jacob would be okay—maybe they
would just have to take him early. When we arrived, we were ushered into a room and the nurse hooked me up to a machine to find
the heartbeat. She couldn’t find one. She called another nurse over
and ordered an ultrasound, which confirmed my worst fear: My beloved little boy had died.
At this point, I became completely inconsolable. I was screaming
at my husband and the nurses and crying, “NOOOOOOOO!”
My doctor arrived and began the induction; Jacob was born
about seven hours later. He looked perfectly beautiful. The doctor
saw no reason why Jacob had died, and we never found a reason,
either. God must have just wanted Jacob home with him.
We knew what we had to do when we got home: arrange the
burial, and let everyone who had been so encouraging and excited
with us know that he had died. The job I looked forward to the least
was putting away his clothes. When we got home, I couldn’t face
the baby stuff. My husband suggested I lie down, and while I slept,
he put it up in the attic. For some, that would have been worse. But
for me, I needed that reminder out of sight. I knew where it was if I
wanted to look at it.
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In my closet, I now have a box for both Marita and Jacob of
things to remember them by—pictures, footprints, cards, stuffed animals, and so on.
We went through the funeral stuff on autopilot, but here is where
my faith was really tested. I did not want to go on; it was just too
hard. Why me? But I still had a family to take care of—how could I,
when it was almost too much work to even breathe?
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Hang Tight
During this time, I learned that I must hang tight to God. My husband, friends, and loved ones all were there to listen and sympathize
with me, but no one was really able to understand how I felt except
God.
We all have heard the saying, “God never gives us more than
what we can handle, even though at times it seems that the cross is
too heavy.” I now had to accept that cross and not reject it. I needed
to ask God not to take this cross away, but to help me carry it. I may
never know in this life why God has taken some of my children, but
I do know that whatever his reason, he has a plan, and it is for my
good.
“Whoever wishes to become patient, must, first of all, look
at the motives for suffering in the profound light of faith.
This superior illumination will make the soul understand
that everything that happens in life is always permitted by
God and is solely for its good. It is true that very often suffering and hardships come to us through secondary causes; but
that makes little difference when we realize that everything
comes from our loving Father in heaven, who uses these
painful circumstances to help us to become more virtuous. If
we wish to live only for God, we must never stop to consider
the human causes of our sufferings, we must accept all from
his hands . . . .
“This acceptance does not prevent us from feeling, even
deeply feeling—Jesus, also, felt it in his agony in the Garden
of Olives—but it does help us to be undisturbed, to preserve
peace and serenity, to maintain self-control and, consequently, to be patient.”2

When trying to work through my grief, I looked at many books.
Finding a book that gave practical tips and dealt with the death of
a stillborn seemed nonexistent. Now, about five years after Jacob’s
death, I feel strong enough to follow God’s nudging to share my
experiences and some practical tips that I learned. I haven’t ascended
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the peak of the mountain. I still cry at times about our losses, but I
have moved out of the valley. Whether you yourself are grieving due
to a stillborn or miscarriage, or losing another loved one, I pray that
what I learned can maybe make your journey through grief a little
less rocky.
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Facing the Grief
In any situation, to accomplish something you must face it. If there
is a project at work that you are dreading, it will never be completed
unless you begin to work on it. Sharpening pencils all day will not
get it done. The same is true with grief. You must face it. Yes, part
of you died with the death of your baby. There will always be a hurt
there. But God is in control. He knew from the beginning of time
that you would lose your baby. Let him know that you’re hurting.
Scream or yell if you need to. Give voice to your pain. Then take a
deep breath and ask God to help you carry this cross. You need to
accept the fact that you are hurting and that it will take a while for
the pain to subside and scab over. If you ignore your pain, it will only
get worse—just like that project at work. Until you face that project
it will never get finished. Once you start on it, though it may be
difficult, you can get it done. It is the same with grief. Once you face
it, you can begin to heal. First, you will get a scab over the hurt. The
scab will get knocked off a few times, and the pain will resurface.
Eventually, the scab will heal up, and you will have a tender spot.
This tender spot will stay with you forever.
Right now, you probably feel stuck in that valley I talked about
earlier. It seems impossible to begin the ascent of the mountain. It
feels like the mountain is too far off. You hurt too much.
Once you face the mountain and begin to climb, your progress
will probably be slow, but you can ascend.
How do you begin the climb? The biggest thing I learned was
to focus on the here and now. Don’t worry about tomorrow; as the
saying goes, tomorrow will take care of itself. But when you are
completely in the misty fog, you may need to practice taking just an
hour, minute, or second at a time. I am not sure if you have seen the
Bill Murray movie called What About Bob?3 In this hilarious movie,
a counselor teaches Bill Murray about moving through life taking
baby steps. In reality, this is what you need to do at first. Take only
small steps. Don’t push yourself. Live in the moment. When you
can’t think straight or concentrate, focus on the now, and doing
what must be done in this minute only.
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Friends feel helpless when someone they care about is suffering.
Take them up on offers for help—whether it is running to the grocery
store for you, or coming and reading your little ones some stories. If
you are the one offering help, consider washing dishes, vacuuming,
or cleaning bathrooms. For example, call and say, “Christine, I am
coming over at 2 o’clock. I have dinner made, but if you have other
plans, it can go in your freezer. I am planning on doing some light
housekeeping for you so that you can take a long hot bath, or read,
or play a game—whatever.” (Attention, Griever: LET THEM!!!)
Also, friends, send notes of encouragement that say you are praying for her and that you are there for support. Call and offer to come
over and take her out for coffee. When you get together with the
grieving mother, ask her to share what happened—even if you have
heard it before. The grieving mom needs to share it. Then gently,
after the tears have slowed down, try to engage her interest in something else—maybe play a card game, discuss a great book you just
read, or go for a walk. Exercise can help a grieving mother a lot. For
some, little gifts that will make her feel good can bring a much-needed smile. For me, things like nice-smelling lotions, soaps, or religious
items were helpful. But you know the griever best. Choose items
that you know might make her smile. A Calvin and Hobbes4 book
might be just the thing!
As you are going through grief, remember that God will give
you the grace when you need it and not a second before. If you are
worried about how you will be able to manage at the burial, do not
worry about it. God will help you with it at THAT time. Not a second before. You must focus on the NOW at this point. I remember
a friend having a stillborn child many years ago. I thought: “How
can she handle it? There is no way I could.” God did not give me the
grace to handle it then, but he did when I needed it.
Here is the key, though: When given a trial you must be OPEN
to Jesus’ grace and willing to ACCEPT the cross. Otherwise, you
won’t be able to handle it and you might very well fall into despair.
Accepting Jesus’ grace means saying, “Okay, this is what God wants
me to experience right now. How or what does he want me to do at
this very minute?”
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If the answer is cry, that is okay. Even Jesus experienced extreme
sadness in his passion.
You must never, though, give into the phrase “I can’t!” You can,
and God will help you. There is no magic potion to make the grief
go away. I know. I’ve looked. But God will give you help in subtle
ways—meals, a little joke, a hug, or a friendly comment from someone.
Have you ever heard the old joke about a man who is drowning
in the ocean? He turns down help from a helicopter—”God will save
me!” A big motorboat comes by and offers to help him. Again, the
drowning man refuses help. A little while later, a rowboat offers help:
“No, God will save me.” The man drowns. He meets God at the
pearly gates and says, “Why didn’t you save me?”
“I sent you two boats and a helicopter,” answers God.
The help God sends us may be subtle, but it will get us through.
You must keep putting one foot in front of the other even when
it feels like one-ton weights are strapped to your ankles. God will
give you the strength to lift your feet. Just ask.
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Have a Plan
I needed a reason to get up in the morning. For me, it would have
been so much easier to roll over and not get up. I didn’t want to get
up. I just wanted to stay in bed and weep. Fortunately, my husband
knew better. Each evening he helped me make a list of things to accomplish the next day. In the Bible, God tells women to obey their
husbands, and for husbands to love their wives as themselves (Ephesians 5:21-30). Because he loved me, my husband reminded me of
this quote from the Bible. He lovingly insisted that I do the things
on the list.
The lists my husband made weren’t difficult to accomplish. On
them were things like: take a shower, play Candy Land with our two
youngest, take the dog for a walk. Because of this list, I had a reason
to get moving. Since I loved my husband, I made myself accountable to him for completing the tasks. The two of us would talk each
evening and if I had things I wanted to do, they went on the list. If I
was unable to come up with things, he would. Brainstorm with your
husband or friend for a “to do” list. Make plans if you do not have
any; it could be as simple as meeting someone to go for a walk—but
make sure this is a friend who, if you do not show up, will come and
drag you out.
Writing your child’s birth story, I believe, is a very important
part of the grieving process. I didn’t want to forget anything about
the precious time I did have with Marita and Jacob. By writing their
stories down, I will be able to tell my grandchildren about their Aunt
Marita and Uncle Jacob who are waiting for us in heaven. They will
never be forgotten now, even after I am gone.
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Hope for Your Baby
If you are concerned about whether your baby is with God, don’t
be. Consider the hope of the Church expressed in the Vatican document, The Hope of Salvation for Infants Who Die Without Baptism:
[T]he Catechism teaches that infants who die without baptism are entrusted by the Church to the mercy of God, as
is shown in the specific funeral rite for such children. The
principle that God desires the salvation of all people gives
rise to the hope that there is a path to salvation for infants
who die without baptism (cf. CCC, 1261), and therefore
also to the theological desire to find a coherent and logical
connection between the diverse affirmations of the Catholic
faith: the universal salvific will of God; the unicity of the mediation of Christ; the necessity of baptism for salvation; the
universal action of grace in relation to the sacraments; the
link between original sin and the deprivation of the beatific
vision; the creation of man “in Christ.”
The conclusion of this study is that there are theological
and liturgical reasons to hope that infants who die without
baptism may be saved and brought into eternal happiness,
even if there is not an explicit teaching on this question
found in Revelation.5

One thing I think about often is that God has promised that when
I go to heaven I will be perfectly happy. To me, this includes being
around Jacob and Marita. Therefore, I will be with them for eternity.
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What Now?
One thing that became very clear to me after Jacob died was that
I wanted less time away from my family, which meant giving up
my flower business. I didn’t want to miss playing Candy Land and
Chutes and Ladders for the gazillionth time. I decided that picking
up flowers, arranging and delivering them took me away from the
home too much. Jacob’s death highlighted the importance of my
family to me. So I closed Marita’s Flowers.
I needed somewhere to put my sadness and energy but still be at
home. I looked at the dog I had made for Jacob when all was well.
For several weeks I slept with it after his death. My kids asked me to
make more of them, and they encouraged me to begin selling them.
This was the beginning of my new home-based business, Jacob’s
Toy Box and Books. I had made my two daughters rag dolls when
they were little, so I ventured into making them too. I continued this
business until February 2017 when I decided to begin a new journey
as a speaker, storyteller, and blogger. It is now my privlege to share
stories of the saints through my “family blog” and to give presentations on topics ranging from stillbirths to prayer life as a busy mom.
I also enjoy storytelling, presenting folktales and stories of the saints
to audiences of all ages.
I would like to end with a quote by Blessed M. Therese Soubiran:
“I realize that my crosses have been permitted and willed by You, my
God, to teach me to trust in You in spite of everything.”6

If you are interested in having me come to speak at your church or
organization, I have more information about that on my website,
PlayingwiththeSAINTS.com.
My blog is featured on the website, Peanut Butter & Grace at
pbgrace.com.
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Lists of Things to Do
For Mom:
• Write a letter to your baby.
• Put together a scrapbook. Include items such as ultrasound pictures, emails you received, cards, joyful memories from your
pregnancy, things you want to say to your child when you get
to heaven, etc. Maybe Dad has things he would like to write in it
too. Maybe siblings could draw a picture for it.
• Find a simple prayer or scripture that could be repeated when you
are struggling with praying. (I prayed, “Jesus, I trust in You.”)
• Be easy on yourself.
• Make a list of one or two tasks to do each day.
• Shower every day and put on fresh clothing. How you look affects how you feel.
For Dad:
• Hug your wife.
• Listen when she wants to talk (and don’t try to fix it—just hold
her).
• Lovingly make a list of three or four things that she should do
during the day. Some examples of things to put on the list are:
Play Candy Land with ______; Go for a walk around the block. Read
one chapter of a good book; tell me about the book when I get home
from work. Call your friend and arrange to get together with her for
coffee this week. The things you give her to do should be able to
be accomplished easily.
• Bring home flowers or something pretty to give her.
• Give your wife a shoulder rub, a foot or hand massage.
• Take your wife out of the house for a walk or to do some activity.
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For a friend:
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Bring a meal.
Set up a time to watch her kids for a couple of hours.
Drop off a bag of groceries with things like fresh fruit, milk, etc.
Clean.
Pick her up and take her out for a walk or to coffee.
Drop a note in the mail just to say, “I’m praying for you.”
Pray for her.
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