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Welcome to the Summer edition of United Through Pregnancy and Infant Loss’s quarterly news-

letter. Inside you will find delicious recipes, unique Summer craft projects, personal father stories of 

inspiration, and so much more! 

We LOVE feedback (both positive and critical!), so please send us an email utpail1217@gmail.com 

to let us know what you thought of our Summer 2013 issue. Don’t forget that everyone has an equal 

opportunity to share in our newsletter. If you have an article you want to write, or are hoping to be 

our next guest blogger, you need only to send us an email with your info. Also, we are always look-

ing for active members to join our newsletter team. As a member of the team you would have the 

opportunity to offer and support ideas for upcoming newsletters. If interested, please contact us 

through email utpail1217@gmail.com. 

United Through Pregnancy and Infant Loss is a Facebook page wherein stores and support groups 

can freely share their pregnancy and infant loss products, community support information, ongoing 

events, etc. so that bereaved families can make friends and find memorabilia for their lost little 

ones. We strongly believe it is only united that we can help spread pregnancy and infant loss     

awareness, so head on over to our page and share away! 

 We have some changes to our team and Rebecca will always have a place with us and she is 

always in our hearts. We all wish you the most amazing trip down your new amazing path.  

 xoxo Alisha 

Welcome 
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We Remember You 

 

 Liam Christopher Kelley ~ 06/29/2008 

 Vincent Joseph ~ 06/02/2009 to 06/15/2009 

Sirius David Ray Abrahams ~ 06/11/2011 to 06/12/2011 

Bria Louise Dykema ~ 01/22/2009 to 06/26/2009 

Lainey Elizabeth Wayman ~ 06/04/2011 

  

Connor Rion Ikemeyer ~ 07/26/2010 to 07/30/2010 

Alexander T. Kistner ~ 02/11/2011 to 7/30/2011 

Enzo L Griffit ~ 07/28/2011 to 07/29/2011 

Avery Rexrode ~ 07/19/2010 

Roman Bradley Thouvenin ~ 07/01/2008 to 07/06/2008 

Alaina Joan Pantaleo ~ 07/24/1994 

Goldie Lydia Marie Cook ~ 07/07/2011 

Cassandra Max ~ 07/16/1992 



Katelyn Mary Fessler ~ 08/27/2011 

Alexandria Leigh Finch ~ 08/11/1996 

Jayden John Mayfield ~ 08/05/2011 

Serena Lesley Cisneros ~ 08/25/2009 to 03/15/2010 

Landon Lee ~ 08/08/2009 to 08/18/2009 

Ethan Edward Suarez ~ 08/11/2009 

Annabelle Angel McRae ~ 08/03/2010 

Gavin Michael Ortiz ~ 08/16/2011 to 08/18/2011 

Ryan Campa 08/28/2010 

“Some say you’re too painful to  

remember. I say you’re too pre-

cious to forget.” 



News and Events 
6th Annual Butterfly Release 

When: Saturday June 29, 2013 from 9:00 AM to 10:00 
AM MDT 

Where: RTF Angel Memorial Plaza  
Parker Road and Indian Pipe Lane 

Parker, CO 80134  

http://events.r20.constantcontact.com/register/
event?oeidk=a07e79qqmgr2078a7e2&llr=nd8afrbab  

 

March of Dimes, March for Babies 

When you walk in March for Babies, you give hope to 

the more than half a million babies born too soon 

each year.   

There are many walks through out the county Please 

check out  http://www.marchforbabies.org/ to find 

out more information.  

 

International Kindness Project Day  

 we invite people around the world to come together 

in one unified day of kindness in their memory 

On July 27 

http://missfoundation.org/support/kindness  

 

Angel Walk - August 18 

The Angel Walk is an opportunity to memorialize the 

precious lives of babies and children who are 

no longer with us, share memories and offer support. 

Families, friends and the Colorado community.  

http://www.angeleyes.org/index-3.html  

 

Blanket Drive 

They will be collecting blankets for Barrett's 

first birthday  on August 23  

https://www.facebook.com/

events/283313305138834/  

 

Mattie’s Memory Fundraising Auction 

July 10-July 15  

Auction to help raise funds for memory bags  

https://www.facebook.com/MattiesMemory  

 

Mikayla's Heavenly Hugs 5k run/walk with 

the Angels July 20th  

2nd Annual run/walk  

122 Tweedy Street, Hustisford, Wisconsin 

53034  

https://www.facebook.com/

events/471723089559752/?ref=22  

 

 

If you have an event you would like to 

share please post on our facebook page 

or email us at utpail1217@gmail.com 



From the Community  
Stories from Father’s in the Community  

Mike Sexton 

 I have a daughter from a previous marriage! I've always wanted another child. I remember many 

times just sitting by myself day dreaming about it. When I met Cindy, it seemed that dream would never 

come true because she had explained to me her past medical issues. I accepted that because I loved her. 

When we discovered she was pregnant I was completely overjoyed. Cindy wasn't too sure how I would take 

it as at the time we was dating. But I was actually very happy. 

The doctor put Cindy on bed rest and even though we tried to do all we could one night when I came home 

from work something was terribly wrong. Cindy was in a lot of pain and he had swelled up. I knew I had to 

get her to the hospital but she didn't want to go. (I think deep down inside she knew and didn't want this to 

end) 

With the help of my sister an brother n law we finally was able to get her in the car and I sped away to the 

hospital. 

I remember in the emergency room Cindy was so scared, her lips were trembling. We kept hearing words like 

ruptured and internal bleeding and get the surgeon on call in here ASAP. 

I sat for hours in the waiting room. Praying and worrying about Cindy. The doctor finally came out to talk to 

me. He assured me that Cindy was fine and was going to be ok. I just hung my head as I stared at the floor I 

asked what about the baby. The doctor just shock his head and said no, there was nothing we could do. 

I asked what had happened and he explained to me that her tube had exploded and that he had left about 

10% of it in. He then went on to explain invitro proceedings! But I really didn't hear him at that point. 

The thing that really bothered me was seeing my now wife hurt and sad. Many nights I would listen to her 

cry in bed. She had always wanted a child and even though I already had one, I too wanted another one! 

Even though as a man it's probably easier for me to accept the outcome it's still hard knowing how much my 

wife wants a child. We have talked about adoption! I've seen her hurt 

because things just didn't pan out! It hurts me deeply knowing 

there's nothing I can do for her. I keep in the back of my mind that 

maybe someday God will bless us! I keep hoping! Mainly for her! 

Baby sexton will always be in my heart. Sometimes things in life are 

jut not fair! Sometimes the pain can be so untestable you become 

numb from it so to speak! I know that baby sexton is growing up in 

heaven. Today, baby sexton would be about 7 years old. The only 

thing I know to do is to just support my wife and try to comfort her in 

anyway I can.  

 



Brian Drumheller 

 This is our story….My wife got her period in April 2012 then for the next few months after that 

she was spotting saying she was going to get it soon and I asked her don’t you think you should take a 

test and she just blew it off saying she will get it she thinks she was in denial we took a family trip to 

Las Vegas to visit my family and our new niece that was born about 2 months before we came down 

and my wife got really attached our niece she was so small born about 6 weeks early we flew back 

home then on 7-22-2012 same day my wife’s dad’s birthday she was spotting and was getting very 

bad like period cramps in her right side so she took some aspirin and decided to take a hot bath and 

soak to see if that helped but didn’t so she then tried taking a shower and that didn’t help so then 

she got dressed and we went to target to pick up some toilet paper since we needed it and she was 

looking at stuff to take like Midol and all that then she noticed blood dripping on the floor and she 

knew something was wrong she went to one of the employees and said to call an ambulance  and the 

lady said something about maybe changing her pad or something my wife can’t remember but she 

was irritated at the lady like hello there’s blood all over the floor and she had the nerve to ask my 

wife if she still needed an ambulance and clearly she did she said yeah and they got her into the bath-

room and she sat on the toilet until the ambulance arrived my son and I were in the car waiting then 

she told the security guy to come and get me and told him what vehicle to find us in everybody walk-

ing around target at about 7 at night was walking by trying to figure out what was going on when the 

ambulance people arrived they asked about when her last period was if she could be pregnant she 

was losing blood and her color was turning not so good they said it was a miscarriage they got her on 

the gurney loaded her up in the ambulance hooked her up to an IV and I went home to go get her 

daughter and we met them at the hospital ER the lady doctor gave her some pain meds took a urine 

test and it turned out positive did an ultrasound to look and saw that there was a baby in there and 

said that she was having a miscarriage at 15 weeks and the lady doctor said baby didn’t survive past 

12 weeks and was most likely caused from having an extra chromosome or something did the proce-

dure and took out the sac and baby she was not looking to good tried to stand and walk to see if she 

could go but she ended up staying the night the kids and I were there until like 2 am they were such 

troopers and polite one of the nurses took them and got ice cream and treats and stuff to drink it was 

a very traumatic experience for us  very scary and very upsetting knowing my wife was in pain and 

going through this and there was nothing I could do we were very heart broken there was stuff we 

wanted to find out and ask but didn’t we weren't thinking clearly at the time but looking back we 

wished they would have printed off some ultrasound pictures for us and should have asked if the doc-

tor if she could tell the sex of the baby my wife thinks about it all the time but at the time what she 

should have asked and all that but the meds made her tired and she got sick.  



 She was able to leave the hospital the next day she was discharged and all we left with 

was information folder on miscarriage and that the hospital partnered up with a close by fu-

neral home and cemetery where the baby ashes after it was cremated will be spread and 

her discharge papers.  

 When we left it felt like we were missing something leaving something behind for-

getting something had that lost empty feeling that left a hole in our hearts. My wife was at 

home from work for a week she did a lot of crying that week and to this day I know she still 

does. I am upset about it too. It will be our angels 1 year angelversary on 7-22-2013. Now 

looking back when we were on vacation we think that is why my wife got so attached to our 

niece and cried after she hugged everybody good bye she was pregnant and baby was still 

alive so it was her hormones going crazy and all that. My wife figures the baby died around 

4th of July weekend. Her estimated due date was 1-11-2013. Thank you for reading our story 

and know that you are not alone there are many others out there that have or are experi-

encing a loss.     



 My name is Brandon. My wife and I have lost four babies over the course of 

8 yrs. Our first Beriah was birthed to heaven while we were on a 9hr flight home 

from our two month trip to Turkey. It was horrific and painful. I had to be strong 

for my wife as she was in so much pain and could not take any Tylenol mainly be-

cause we had none. We didn’t know we were pregnant till we were already in 

Turkey. Our second baby Miyah was birthed into heaven about 6 months later. 

The grief just piled up as we had no living children and we had lost two children 

yet no one acknowledged them at all. Not only did losing these two eat me up 

with grief but also watching my wife so sad and down yet I could do nothing to fix 

the issue. About three and a half years later after surgeries and the birth of our 

rainbow son we birthed my lil Rosebud into heaven. Again more grief to add to 

the pile and more trying to grieve it seemed we could not catch a break with 

God’s help we kept walking through valley we were in. We found we were preg-

nant seven months later and were so excited as days were checking off with no 

bad signs. But then mother’s day weekend came and a sickening gut feeling came 

as she started bleeding a few days later we found out our Eliyah went on to be in 

heaven. This was such a punch in the gut for us both. A few things I learned as 

man people expect us not to cry or care or feel this is a load of crap: With every 

birthing in to heaven my grief progressed worse and worse I learned to let it out 

cry, be mad, and also to feel WITH my wife. I learned to be understanding of her 

grief and she needed to be supported as her grief is much different than my own. 

It doesn’t matter how early one looses a baby a baby is a baby and the grief is re-

al. No matter how silly or lil something seems to be to me if my wife wants to do 

it I support her 100% in the grieving process. God put me with her not to be jerky 

towards when I am uncomfortable with emotions but to support her and feel 

with her. With that said I am privileged to be daddy to six children 4 heavenly ba-

bies and 2 children here with us. All of which I love and hold in my heart. “And He 

said to me, "My grace is sufficient for you, for My strength is made perfect in 

weakness." 2 Cor 12:9a  

Brandon Haskell  



Wendy Rachelle Smith  

Guest  

Author 
Author of Toughest Teeniest Twin  

Soldiers: Living & Dying Through TTTS 

Where were you born and where do you call home?  I was born in Oxnard, California, but have spent most of my 

life here in Las Vegas, Nevada.  

 

Please give us a brief synopsis of Toughest Teeniest Twin  

Soldiers?  The story of how OUR FAMILY FOUGHT through Twin to Twin Transfusion Syndrome, TTTS, and survived! 

Some wars are meant to be won while others – lost. You´re about to read how a family has gone through Hell and 

back each day as they fight through the crisis brought upon them by Twin to Twin Transfusion Syndrome, also 

known as TTTS. 

Their story is uniquely classified into several different perspectives, one from a young boy’s vantage point while 

another is from the father’s and the bulk is from the mother’s. There is even a surprise appearance by their angel! 

The feeling of ambivalence as Damocles´ sword hovers upon their twin’s fate was mind-boggling. For one of the 

twins passed away, whilst the other was struggling to survive. Living in an incubator for months, the infant was 

more fragile than one might imagine, but at the same time, stronger than anyone ever dreamed. While at the oth-

er side of the glass window, hearts were broken as his family was struggling to keep their high hopes and faith in 

what was to be the most heart-wrenching experience of their lives. 

Follow the gripping story of this strong and tightly-knit family as they brave through this one-of-a-kind experience, 

trying to uncover the truth behind this devastating medical condition and how other victims were able to cope, in 

this compelling and inspiring book, Toughest Teeniest Twin Soldiers: Living & Dying Through TTTS. 

 

 



At what point on your grief journey did you decide to start writing? It was in the early days 

of visiting my survivor in the NICU and trying to come to terms with the death of Alexander 

that I decided our story needed to be told. First of all, I had to tell our story. It was healing. 

Secondly, I was and still do hope to help other families in similar circumstances.  

How did you come up with the title for your book? The title of my book was not an easy deci-

sion, but ultimately, I wanted to make TTTS stand for something positive. That is why I chose 

"Toughest Teeniest Twin Soldiers" because that is what my twins--and so many others I've 

come to know--mean to me.  

Who is your ideal reader? My ideal reader is a mom who has been there, through a similar 

journey. I've had several families tell me they felt like that was them when they read my story. 

That makes me smile! It also feels good to teach others about Twin to Twin Transfusion Syn-

drome. Also, many friends and family read the story after the fact and shared they had no idea 

how intense that was--everything we'd been through--and continue to experience. Especially, 

when I see twins.  

What is the most significant theme in your book? The significant theme of my book is about 

survival. We put up a fight and I want that to be the take away. I talk a lot about TTTS and 

what it is, but I also wanted it to be a story of survival, of making the most of a tough situa-

tion, and of looking at the bright side of it. Today, I am blessed by an amazing toddler, my sur-

vivor, and sure, I still feel sad about the loss of Alex, in fact, Mother's Day is bittersweet, but I 

try really hard not to "dwell" on that.  

Who is your favorite author? I have so many. I like all genres being an English Literature major. 

Let me make four recommendations for families on this site: anything and everything by 

James Van Praagh (especially Growing Up In Heaven); everything by Louise Hay; everything by 

Joyce Meyer (spiritual/inspirational); and I love Nancy Tillman (beautiful, loving children's 

books).  

Some of your favorite resources? There is one resource I recommend: Fetal Hope Foundation 

or FetalHope.org. I will get you the link for the TTTS Support packages too if you think that's 

relevant to this audience. Also Faces of Loss Faces of Hope and the MISS Foundation. And fi-

nally Christian's Beach. 

 

 

 



What advice would you like to share with readers? My most important advice is that you 

are never alone!! I felt like I was for a long time, but then I realized I'm not. There are so 

many people who "get it”.  

 

Best way to get your book? The best way to get out book is to visit our website http://ttts-

toughestteeniesttwinsoldiers.com/index.html If you live England, Costa Rica and even Aus-

tralia must ordered it from Amazon http://www.amazon.com/Toughest-Teeniest-Twin-

Soldiers-Through/dp/1462856012/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1368846149&sr=8-

1&keywords=Toughest+Teeniest+Twin+Soldiers%3A+Living+%

26+Dying+Through+TTTS+by+W.R.+Smith  

 

Also she has a Facebook page for the book https://www.facebook.com/

TTTSToughestTeeniestTwinSoldiers?fref=ts  

 

 



We Asked 
Would love to know what song remind you of your angel(s)??  

Kara Bassett said See you again 

by Carrie Underwood and 

Come Wake Me Up by Rascal 

Flatts  

Michelle Donahue Mur-

phy said Daylight by Maroon 5  
Stacy Lockhart I 

can only imagine

-Mercy me  

Candy Stevens said Tears in Heaven  
Grace Williams, Meagan Cost  and Alisha Jones 

said Gone Too Soon by Daughtry 

Kim Kyle Carlin said You are my sunshine.  

Angie Culp Kloosterman 

said I will carry you 

by Selah and Lucy by 

Skillet and Gone too 

soon by Daughtry  

Sherry Shirey said Hug Him 

Once For Me  Jessica Sesko Quinty said  

Tears in Heaven, Arms of the 

Angel & To Where You Are  

 

Jennifer Nicole 

Click said Pink 

Beam me up  Olive Green 

said  lifehouse- broken 

Eric Clapton- tears in 

heaven  

Erin Elizabeth Green-

field said If I Die Young by 

The Band Perry  

Laura Bradley said 

Kenny Cheney, who'd 

you be today!  

Lori Murray Walker said Don't you Worry Child by 

Swedish House Mafia  & See you Again by Carrie   

Underwood  

Wendy Hollett said 

Angels amoung us.  

Janet Robin Kirschnick said  "I 

Hope You Dance"  

Julie Gulde said Healer by 

Kari Jobe and "It is Well"  

Jenni Mattoon-Duclos said Three 

Little Birds by Bob Marley and Some-

where Over The Rainbow  

Kendall Loman Swanson said Holes 

in the Floor of Heaven- by: Steve 

Wariner  

Brichelle Banta 

Hall said I knew I 

loved you before I 

met you- by Savage 

Garden.  

Sylvia Navarro  said 

"I miss you" by     

Avril Lavigne  



Heather's Haven  
By Heather Thompson  

  

 On Sunday, May 5, 2012, the hospital where I delivered Makenna held their annual ceremo-

ny for parents who have experienced the death of a baby. I was asked to be the parent speaker by 

the bereavement coordinator. The following is my narrative for that talk: 

 Hi, my name is Heather Thompson and I am here because my daughter, Makenna, was still-

born 10 days before her due date because of a knot in her umbilical cord and that it was wrapped 

around her neck – what is called a “cord accident”. I have no living children – Makenna is my only 

daughter and she died eight months ago. I will be 40 this year and may be coming to terms with 

having no living children. 

 So, you may be wondering why I’m speaking today, the day that marks International Be-

reaved Mother’s Day. Initially when [the bereavement coordinator] approached me to speak, I 

thought I was speaking at the Saturday “Alex Baby” event. I am impassioned to spread awareness 

on and giving a voice to what it means to have experienced pregnancy and/or infant loss to those 

who have not. I mistakenly thought that the “Alex Baby” event would incorporate this event be-

cause it is for all mothers who have had a baby at this hospital. In my mind, they should be inte-

grated. But, when I found out I was speaking at a separate event for those mothers who had their 

baby die, I had second thoughts. How could I give the awareness speech that I had been thinking 

of? I don’t need to tell women who have lost a baby what it is like to lose a baby. Then I pondered 

on it, talked with some people in the bereavement community, and thought: Well, maybe this isn’t 

about me. It isn’t about my idea of what this time for me to speak may be about. Maybe speaking 

with you today will benefit you, maybe I can offer help to you, and/or maybe there’s someone 

among you that I need to meet. And then there will be that many more voices spreading awareness 

out into the world. 

 In changing gears and thinking about what it is that I might say today, I felt a lot of pressure. 

I felt like I was not just my own voice, but the voice of all the other   baby loss moms out there. I 

carry the responsibility to speak with all our voices, not just my own. How can one person do that? 

I don’t think I can. So instead, I am speaking with the voices of others. I am speaking with voices 

from my support groups, from resource websites, from other mothers who have lost a baby, and I 

am saying them to you. I am here to say, from every mother who has lost a baby: "I know Mother’s 

Day might be a difficult day for you. I want you to know that I am thinking about you.” There are 

likely women  



here that have had a stillbirth, like me, or a miscarriage, or a baby die shortly after birth. These are all 

very different experiences, but you have all lost something precious and irreplaceable. 

 One of my closest friends now is a mom who lost her infant son shortly after birth. She lives on 

the West Coast, and we recently Skyped on the anniversary of the day she took her son to the hospi-

tal. He never left alive. We cried together, and she talked about her sadness on that day – even more 

so, potentially, than on the day he died. She said she had wanted time to stop while she was in the 

hospital with him…I can completely understand because I wanted time to stop when I found out 

Makenna had no heartbeat and before we came back for the induction. I felt that if I left where I sat at 

that moment, time would resume and she would truly be gone. We experience the same feelings. We 

all have those “special days”. 

 Today is a special day, our own “Mother’s Day” – International Bereaved Mother’s Day. There 

was recently a mom in one of my support groups that said she felt as if she had no “right” to Moth-

er’s Day. She said, I’m not a “real” mom. She had been pregnant with twins at a very young age and 

had miscarried them at the beginning of her second trimester. She had not been able to conceive and 

had been struggling with infertility ever since, twenty years later. She was the one who inspired 

much of what I have to say. She posed the question, “what is a mother?” What is a “real” mom? Is a 

mom a biological mom, a woman who supplied an egg that united with a sperm? Is a mom a foster 

mom? Is a mom a stepmom? A surrogate mom? Adoptive mom Stillbirth mom? Multiple loss mom? 

Or women who are moms in their heart, who long to be a mother, and struggle with infertility? If you 

have a baby and they die, are you no longer a mom? I think the important question is – do you see 

yourself as one? I have no living children, may not have living children, and I see myself as a mother. 

 So, what is a mother? I believe the definition of a mother is tied to the definition of a family. I 

believe a mother: Plans for her baby; Wants her baby; Gets to know her baby; Gets attached to her ba-

by; Thinks “It will all be worth it in the end” because everyone told her that; Expects her baby – they 

don’t call it “expecting” for nothing; and Loves her baby. 

 And I believe after a baby dies, a mother is still physically and biologically programmed to be 

attached to her baby, just as if they were alive. A mother: Cries for her baby like she has never cried 

in her life; Has an aching heart; Hates being “a statistic” and thinks “Why Me? Why US?”; Wants to 

acknowledge her baby and have her baby acknowledged; Wants to include ALL her children, alive or 

not, in the answer to the question, “How many children do you have?”; Has memorized the face of 

her baby, if she was able to see her baby’s face; Still wants to talk about her baby; Possibly has to pack 

up her baby’s things, and hates that they are in a relative’s house, the now “spare room”, or the gar-

age; Still feels the need to carry her baby, and has aching arms if she cannot, so she – carries a bear, an 

urn, a blanket, an outfit; and Loves her baby. 

 Remembers and never forgets – birthdays, memories, and love. Never leaves her baby behind, 

but carries that memory in her heart forever. And misses a future. And will do all these things possi-

bly in fear of society’s potential judgment of her actions. She may feel that according to the world she 

has “nothing to show for” her pregnancy. I carry a weighted bear from a non-profit  



 called Molly Bears that was made to Makenna’s birth weight. I wish I had had the bear when 

I left the hospital, but I still sleep with her and take her with me when going out of town. She is also 

here today. 

 So, what does a mother’s love mean to you? There was a mom who cut off her hair when her 

baby died and let it grow from that point on to show the length of her grief…how many of us 

would never cut our hair again…? To me, a mother’s love means being in love with a child I will 

never know, a child whose body I held but whose personality I will never meet. It means missing 

milestones: first smile, first tooth, first steps…first everything. The sum of her life. 

 And how does this form of a mother’s love define me? I have wondered- Does living as a 

mother of a stillborn daughter, with no living children define me? No. It doesn’t define me. I am 

more than just the death of my daughter, but it is a huge part of my life experience that I had to in-

tegrate and move forward with, accepting the person I am now. Being proud of the person I am 

now, because I am proud of my daughter. I encourage myself, and I encourage you, to get beyond 

what society has put in our heads about motherhood, and go with what’s in our hearts. There are so 

many feelings of mothering left inside of us with nowhere to go, and for me that means I want to 

care for other loss moms. Without our babies, loss moms often want to mother each other, so they 

advocate very strongly for one another and doggedly support one another. This phenomenon was 

written about in Still Standing magazine by “Mandy” and she called it “The Mother Heart”. I loved 

it as soon as I saw it. She talks about being a mother even if you don’t have your baby in your arms. 

“Some of us may never have children but our hearts will always seek out a way to be a mommy.” 

You cry, you have a voice, and you have a “Mother Heart”. 

And I’ll leave you with some additional quotes: 

“Motherhood is a state of both the mind and the heart, a sacred place that is yours no matter the 

distance between you and your child. Not even death can take it away.”~ Joanne Cacciatore 

"When we keep the names of our children silent....they die a second death" ~ Mitch Carmody 

There's a path from me to you I'm constantly looking for.~ Rumi♥ 

“So now you see 

What makes a Mother 

It's the feeling in your heart 

It's the love you had so much of 

Right from the very start” 



Many thanks to:  

Geoff Duff 

Kali Smith 

Kitra Garret 

 Deadra Warren (bereavement coordinator) – in attendance 

Ellen MacNair (my doula) – in attendance 

Dr Tabitha Andre (my delivering OB) – in attendance 

Dr Sarah Poggi (my perinatologist) – in attendance 

Eileen and Tom with the LLOST Foundation – in attendance 

Still Standing Magazine and its contributors 

Molly Bears (for Makenna Bear) 

Pencil Portraits by Dana (whose shirt I wore) 

Joanne Cacciatore and the MISS Foundation 

Project CAN Remembrance Program, My Forever Child, Personalized Custom Creations, and 

Held Your Whole Life (whose pendants I wore) 

National Share and UTPAIL who will be publishing this narrative 

Additional reading from Still Standing magazine: 

http://stillstandingmag.com/2013/04/10-commandments-for-surviving-mothers-day/ 

http://stillstandingmag.com/2013/03/the-bereaved-mother-is/ 

http://stillstandingmag.com/2013/02/the-mother-heart-its-real/ 



UTPAIL is committed to providing bereaved families encouragement and support by maintaining a united 

front in the pregnancy and infant loss community. In order to maintain this commitment, we have created a 

few Facebook support groups that may interest you. These support groups are CLOSED which means that 

anyone you have on your Facebook cannot see what you post inside! The links for each support group that 

we offer is below. If you have ideas for additional support groups, please let us know and we will see if 

we’re able to put something together. 

 

General Support for Pregnancy and Infant Loss -http://www.facebook.com/groups/utpailsupportgroup/ 

 

Rainbow Pregnancy - http://www.facebook.com/groups/utpailrainbowpregnancygroup/ 

 

Parenting After Loss - http://www.facebook.com/groups/utpailparentingafterloss/ 

 

Marriage Support - https://www.facebook.com/groups/454180904666077/ 

 

Infertility Support - https://www.facebook.com/groups/660134037336504/  

 

In addition to the support groups above, we have two activity based groups to help with the encourage-

ment and optimistic side of grief. We host a Secret Sisters program as well as a variety of exchanges and 

events throughout the Holidays. Links for these are as follows: 

 

Secret Sisters - http://www.facebook.com/groups/utpailsecretsisters/ 

 

Holiday Events – http://www.facebook.com/groups/utpailholidayevents/ 

 

Also, last but not least, please do not forget to peek in at our Facebook community page from time to time. 

This page will keep you up to date on information in the pregnancy and infant loss community, as well as 

what is going on here at UTPAIL.www.facebook.com/utpail 

 

On behalf of our wonderful team, I wish you sunshine and hope that you are able to move through your 

grief journey a little bit easier by accepting the hugs we’re sending from UTPAIL.   

 

UTPAIL Support Groups 



The Grieving Father By Delynn Burrell  

  

As a society we, have raised our sons to be the Bread Winner, the Strong one, the one who does what needs to be 

done without any emotion. We've taught them from an early age that Men don’t cry, they don’t show emotion, that if 

they do then they are “ sissy” as I've heard so many times before. As mothers, I believe we've done our sons a disser-

vice by raising them this way and not preparing them for the possibility that one day they could be enduring the most 

difficult task any mother or father can ever be faced with, that of burying their own child. 

We've not prepared them to know that grief is a normal part of life that it’s okay to have to show those emotions and 

to not keep them bottled up. Instead we've trained them that when something bad happens, they need to pick up 

where the wife or girlfriend cannot. That they need to be the strong ones that hold the family together, to continue to 

care for children already in the home and to work to pay the bills when their wife or girlfriend is a total mess. 

As mother’s have we thought about the ramifications of what a silent grieving partner can and will do to a home, a 

marriage or a relationship? I don’t believe we have. In this day and age I've seen so many families “break up” because 

the mother of the child believes their partner didn't care about their loss because they didn't show emotion. They be-

lieved they were the only ones grieving their child when in reality what most moms do not see is that their partner is 

also grieving but doesn't either no how to show it or was raised to keep it internally. It’s hard to believe that a man 

who doesn't cry with their better half, or seems to pretend that it doesn't bother them that the child has passed away 

is truly grieving.  Therefore in the end causing the family unit to break up and go separate ways thus dividing the grief 

into even more sadness. 

Most Fathers do indeed grieve their child. They just don’t know how to show it their significant other. Some do it inter-

nally, some privately when they are out running errands, some will do something such as a tattoo as their own outward 

expression of their grief. What we as significant others needs to understand that its part of our society and how as a 

whole we have raised these fathers to be.  For example, myself, I never thought my ex-husband grieved our son, Na-

thaniel, till one day I discovered he’d had a tattoo around his neck that had all our children’s , both living and deceased, 

around his neck. He was the one who had to pick out the coffin, make the travel arrangements to bring our Nathaniel 

back to the states for burial, take care of our 10.5 mth old son, while I was literally walking around in a fog. 

It wasn't real to me yet, but to him it was. He was the one who dealt with the morgue, the airlines and our families 

while I just sat there and stared.  I never understood why I never saw him cry, why he wouldn't comfort me when I was 

totally hysterical at our son’s grave.  Yet now I do. Now I see that because of the way society is and how we as Moth-

er’s raise our children; he was fulfilling the role he was intended to fill. It wasn't till years later that I found out that he 

would use his time away from the house, away from me, away from our living son to grieve Nathaniel.  This is what our 

society expects of our men. Is it right, no probably not, is it healthy for a marriage, or relationship I wouldn't think 

so.  It’s just how we've raised our Men to be. 

So many times we've looked at a family who has lost a child and our first impulse is to rush to the mother’s side, to 

comfort her, to hold her to let her know that someone is there for them. How many times do you see other Men, fa-

thers, take a father aside and tell them it’s okay, that the emotions they are feeling are natural, to let them come and 

not to worry about keeping them bottled up. A grieving Father truly has the hardest part of grief in my opinion. While 

yes it’s hard on the Mother to lose that child that she carried, felt move, and knew that child before it was born, it’s the 

father that doesn't have those memories. The father who while he may have heard the heartbeat, may never have felt 

the child kick, punch or just roll around in Mom’s tummy.  

 



It’s the father that has to continue to work so that life’s necessary bills are able to be paid, that food is kept 

on the table. It’s the father that has to keep the house together, that has to ensure that any living older chil-

dren are provided for and kept in their normal routine. In most cases, it’s the father that picks out the coffin, 

the urn, the burial clothes, and the plot in which the child would be buried. So much grief and hardship is 

placed on the father during this time it’s a wonder he doesn't have a complete and total mental break down, 

yet somehow he manages to pull it all together, but at what expense? 

As Father’s Day approaches, I hope we stop to remember those whose child isn't here on this earth with 

them. That they know that it’s okay to have emotions of sadness and grief because while they see other Fa-

ther’s celebrating this day that they know that no matter what they are still Father’s. They just happen to be 

Dads to extra special children who would have loved to be here to shower them with cards and gifts, but in-

stead give them the gift of guarding them, looking over them from above.  I hope that we, as Mother’s, to the 

future’s Fathers will stop and look at the way we've raised our sons. That we take the time to remember that 

when a life altering situation such as burying a child comes to them that they need to be prepared for 

it.  There is no better “teacher” than one who has already walked this path, it’s our responsibility to ensure 

that the Future Father’s to tomorrow’s children know that when faced with this, that they are allowed to 

openly grieve their child, that they can break down with their significant other and cry and that no one will 

think the less of them for it. For it takes a truly strong man to openly show emotions.  

 

Happy Father’s Day 



Where were you born, and where do you call home? I was born in 

Dallas, TX. I currently live in Eureka, Missouri, just west of St. Louis. I have lived in the St. Louis area since 1991. 

 We would love to hear about your journey from pregnancy to loss. My husband, Eric, and I got married in 2007. I was 34 

and he was 35. I found out in September 2010 that I was pregnant. We had been trying for nearly a year, and we were ec-

static! Our parents were “over the moon” excited. My due date was June 9, 2011. At 20 weeks, we went in for the big ultra-

sound to find out the gender of our baby. We were having a boy, and I could not have been happier. I wanted a little boy so 

much, and I knew any son of my husband’s would be a little sweetheart. Our happiness was cut short when the doctor told 

us that she could see some calcification spots on the ultrasound. When I asked her what the worst case scenario could be, 

she said they could be markers for downs syndrome. She sent us to a maternal fetal medicine specialist for high-resolution 

ultrasounds, which I received about every three weeks. Downs was ruled out. We were told our son was very small and his 

head was particularly small, but he was growing at the same rate every week. They told us not to worry; he would be fine. I 

don’t think I was ever fully convinced of that. Deep down I knew our son might have special needs. 

 On April 17th, I stated having contractions, went to the hospital, and was sent home with medication. One week later, 

which happened to be Easter, I had more intense contractions that were maybe 5 minutes apart. We went to the hospital 

where my water partially broke, and the decision was made to try and stop the labor for two days so I could receive steroid 

injections to help the baby’s lung development. This all happened nearly six weeks before my due date, and I was panicked. I 

knew how small the baby was and feared for his life. On April 27th, I had a placental abruption after my doctor finished 

breaking my water, and an emergency C-section followed. 

 Cole McKee Shannon came at 4:48 pm. He weighed only 3 lbs. 12 oz. Although he had a strong heartbeat throughout the 

pregnancy, his heart stopped as soon as he was born. He was resuscitated and put on a ventilator. He needed a tube for 

feedings, and he struggled with seizures. He was sent almost immediately to the NICU of a different hospital, so I was able to 

see him just for a few minutes, and then not again until two days later. An MRI showed that Cole’s brain was severely mal-

formed, and he had some unusual outward characteristics. We also learned that Cole was blind. Nonetheless, Cole was a 

beautiful baby, fearfully and wonderfully made by the Lord. Cole’s doctors were not certain how long we would have Cole, 

but we all knew his life would be short. We were devastated. 

 We spent 5 ½ weeks in the NICU of one hospital, and 5 more weeks in another. Doctors tried their very best to find the right 

medications to control Cole’s seizures. Over time, Cole had more periods of calm, but the seizures persisted. Our biggest 

goal was to bring him home and to care for him in a setting free from monitors and excess noise, but that scenario seemed 

impossible as he continued to need a ventilator to breathe. Suddenly and very unexpectedly, at just over 8 weeks, Cole 

proved that he could breathe on his own. His little brain, still broken and seizing, was enabling Cole to breathe. It was a true 

miracle!  We were amazed and unbelievably happy, and even the doctors were surprised. On July 8th, after a long day of 

goodbyes, we loaded Cole and his gear into the car and took him home at last. 

 Caring for Cole was challenging, but he was so incredibly worth it. He developed the sweetest, chubbiest cheeks, grew to 8 

lbs., and showed more awareness and personality than anyone ever thought he would. In his own way, he would remind us 

how much he disliked having his diapers changed, which often made us laugh.  Cole loved to hang out in his swing, snuggle 

with me, and lay on Eric’s lap. Bath time and stroller rides were relaxing for Cole and gave us a sense of normalcy. 

Cole returned to the hospital on September 7, 2011 with pneumonia and a collapsed lung, and he went to be with Jesus on 

September 16th at 4 ½ months of age. In the most beautiful way, Cole let us know it was okay for us to let him go. His pass-

ing was very peaceful, and Cole’s grandparents were all with us. 

 . 

  

 

Guest BLogger 
Jennifer Shannon  

www.newsighted.blogspot.com  



 We are tremendously thankful for the gift of Cole’s life. What a privilege it was to be his mom. His short life was filled 

with big purpose, and although Cole is no longer here on this earth, we continue to see God’s purpose for his life being 

fulfilled. “Cole Man”, our beautiful baby boy, blessed the lives of many. He is “loved beyond words, and missed beyond 

measure”. Today, we find joy in the fact that Cole is now healthy and at peace.  We can hardly wait for the day when 

we will see him again. 

At what point in your grief journey did you decide to start blogging? I started my blog in June 2012, about 9 months 

after Cole died. 

Who is your ideal reader? I guess my ideal reader is someone who has lost a child, in particular a baby; someone who 

has gone through and understands what I have experienced. But really, my blog is for anyone. I want Cole’s story to be 

shared to many, many people. 

What is the most significant theme of your blog? New sighted is about Cole’s life and death, and my journey with grief. 

It also shares some great things that have come as a result of Cole’s life and death. A theme that a reader will find 

through all of that is the joy and peace that I have experienced in the midst of my grief. It comes only from my faith in 

the Lord. He is the one that carries me through this. One of my goals for New sighted is that it will be an encourage-

ment to readers. 

 Please share some of the blogs that you follow and why you connect to them. I have a few blogs that I follow here 

and there. One is www.likearadio.blogspot.com, which is written by my sister-In-law, Melanie Shannon Hill. She is a 

wonderful writer, and is incredibly honest. She shares the personal struggles and victories of her everyday life. She has 

some beautiful entries about Cole. Needless to say, she is a very proud Auntie. I also look at www.charliessong.com, 

which is by a mom who recently had a baby boy born still. She has the most incredible faith and wisdom. 

 What blog platform do you use? Do you have recommendations for other bloggers? I use blogger, which I think is 

pretty user friendly. I tried word press and didn’t care for it. I would recommend being honest and down to earth when 

you blog, especially if you are sharing your personal experiences. It makes you relatable. 

 What advice would you like to share with readers? Assuming many of my readers are from the baby loss community, I 

would say this: Be encouraged. It’s going to be okay. Grief is an ongoing and terribly difficult journey that none of us 

should have to face, but hope, joy, and peace can be found. Surround yourself with people that support you and love 

you. You will get through it. If I could hug you I would 



          Shake it!  

Bake it! 

                               Make it! 

Grieving parents often finds themselves in the kitchen. Some of us spend time baking 

and cooking as an outlet for our grief, while others find grief-hugs in eating; some 

have little ones on Earth to feed, or maybe rainbow baby birthdays to get ready for. 

Here are some healthy, easy, and fun recipes to keep you on your toes this Spring! If 

you would like to submit a recipe for our next newsletter, please email                      

utpail1217@gmail.com. 

  

This edition’s recipes include… 

 

Father’s Day BBQ Recipes  

and 

Fun and Easy Desserts 

 

 



Homemade BBQ Sauce  

 

Ingredients 

2 cups ketchup 

1 cup water 

1/2 cup apple cider vinegar 

5 tablespoons light brown sugar 

5 tablespoons sugar 

1/2 tablespoon fresh ground black  

pepper 

1/2 tablespoon onion powder 

1/2 tablespoon ground mustard 

1 tablespoon lemon juice 

1 tablespoon Worcestershire sauce 

Directions 

In a medium saucepan, combine all in-

gredients. Bring mixture to a boil, reduce 

heat to simmer. Cook uncovered, stirring 

frequently, for 1 hour 15 minutes. 

Sweet & Smokey BBQ Rubbed Shrimp  

 

Ingredients 

1 Tablespoon fresh thyme leaves, chopped 

1 teaspoon kosher salt 

1/2 teaspoon freshly ground black pepper 

1 1/2 teaspoons packed dark brown sugar 

1 teaspoon ground cumin 

3/4 teaspoon smoked paprika 

3/4 teaspoon ground chili powder 

1/4 teaspoon ground cinnamon 

1 1/2 pounds large or extra large shrimp, 

peeled and deveined with tails on 

1 Tablespoon canola oil 

 

Directions: 

Prepare your grill for direct cooking over medi-

um-high heat. In a small bowl combine the 

thyme, salt, pepper, sugar, cumin, paprika, chili 

powder, and cinnamon. Place the shrimp in a 

large bowl or zip lock bag and drizzle with oil, 

tossing to coat. Sprinkle rub mixture over the 

shrimp and toss to coat evenly. Grill the 

shrimp for 2 to 3 minutes per side, or until the 

shrimp are firm and opaque in the center (be 

careful not to overcook). 



Rosemary Ranch  

Chicken Kabobs 

Ingredients: 

1/2 cup olive oil 

1/2 cup ranch dressing 

3 tablespoons Worcestershire sauce 

1 tablespoon minced fresh rosemary 

2 teaspoons salt 

1 teaspoon lemon juice  

1 teaspoon white vinegar 

1/4 teaspoon ground black pepper, or to taste 

1 tablespoon white sugar, or to taste (optional) 

2 skinless, boneless chicken breast halves - cut into 1 inch cubes  

2 red bell peppers - sliced and cut into 1 inch pieces 

1 zucchini - sliced thick (to your liking) 

1 red onion - sliced and cut into 1 inch pieces 

 

Directions: 

1. In a medium bowl, stir together the olive oil, ranch dressing, 

Worcestershire sauce, rosemary, salt, lemon juice, white vinegar, 

pepper, and sugar. Let stand for 5 minutes. Place chicken in the 

bowl, and stir to coat with the marinade. Cover and refrigerate 

for 30 minutes. (you can marinate overnight as well or over sev-

eral days) 

2. Preheat the grill for medium-high heat. Thread 1 chicken 

piece, 1 red pepper piece, and 1 onion piece , and 1 zucchini 

piece onto a skewer until the skewer is full. Repeat for all skew-

ers.  

3. Discard marinade. 

4. Lightly oil the grill grate. Grill skewers for 8 to 12 minutes, or 

until the chicken is no longer pink in the center, and the juices 

run clear.  

Grilled Corn with Lime 

Butter  
Ingredients: 

1 stick unsalted butter, at room temperature 

1 tbsp chopped parsley leaves 

1/2 lime, zest and juice 

1 teaspoons salt 

1/4  teaspoon cayenne pepper 

5  ears of corn, shucked and cleaned 

Directions: 

Rub each ear of corn with lime butter and 

wrap in foil.  Place on the grill for 15-20 

minutes turning frequently. 



Brown Sugar Rub for Pork 

or Beef 

1 T. brown sugar 

1 T. salt 

1 T. paprika 

1 T. chili powder 

1 T. ground black pepper 

 

Tandoori Rub for Chicken 

1 T. ginger 

1 T. cumin 

1 T. coriander 

1 T. paprika 

1 T. turmeric 

1 T. salt 

1 T. cayenne 

 

Spice Rubs  
Mix together  in a small bowl and sprinkle on meat, cook and enjoy! 

Or mix together and put in a jar with a gift tag for a special dad in your life! 

Greek Rub for Chicken or Pork 

2 t. oregano 

1 ½ t. onion powder 

1 ½ t. garlic powder 

1 t. salt 

1 t. cornstarch 

1 t. fresh ground black pepper 

1 t. beef bouillon 

1 t. parsley 

 

Homemade Seasoning Salt 

6 tablespoons salt 

1/2 teaspoon dried thyme leaves 

1/2 teaspoon marjoram 

1/2 teaspoon garlic salt or garlic powder 

2 1/4 teaspoons paprika 

1/4 teaspoon curry powder 

1 teaspoon dry mustard 

1/4 teaspoon onion powder 

1/8 teaspoon dill weed 

1/2 teaspoon celery salt 

Directions: 

Put all ingredients into a mini food processor or small 

blender container and blend on low. 



Fun and Easy Desserts 

Creamsicle Cupcakes  

 

Ingredients:  

White Cake Mix 

Can of Orange Soda, 

Frost with Cool Whip   

 

Mix everything in a large bowl, 

divide into cupcake liners, bake 

25 minutes at 325°F (or until 

toothpick comes out clean), 

cool to room temperature, and 

top with cool whip. 

Reese’s Peanut Butter Cookie Dough Dip 

 Ingredients 

1/2 cup unsalted butter 

1/2 cup light brown sugar 

1/4 cup creamy peanut butter 

8 oz cream cheese, softened 

3/4 cup powdered sugar 

1 tsp vanilla extract 

1/2 cup semi sweet mini chocolate chips 

8oz pkg Reese's peanut butter cup Minis (or 

about 1 1/2 cup chopped Reeses cups) 

Instructions 

In a small saucepan over medium heat, melt 

butter. Whisk in the sugar and bring to a 

boil. Once it boils, remove from heat imme-

diately add vanilla and allow to cool to room 

temperature (very important). 

In a large mixing bowl, beat cream cheese 

with powdered sugar and peanut butter un-

til creamy (about 3-4 minutes, don't skimp 

on the beating time). On low, add in brown 

sugar mixture (that has cooled to room tem-

perature). Mix until combined. Fold in mini 

chocolate chips and mini Reese's cups.  



Easy No Bake Peanut Butter Bars Recipe 

 

Ingredients 
1 cup butter melted 

2 cups graham cracker crumbs (use the 
boxed kind, or grind them in a food proces-

sor. Tiny granules.) 
2 cups confectioners’ sugar  

1 cup + 4 tablespoons peanut butter 
1 1/2 cups milk chocolate chips 

Directions 

In a medium bowl, mix together the melt-

ed butter, graham cracker crumbs, confec-

tioners’ sugar, and 1 cup peanut butter un-

til well blended. Press evenly into the 

bottom of an ungreased 9×13 inch pan. (I 

did mine in a 9X9 square pan because I 

wanted them thicker) In the microwave, 

melt the chocolate chips with the peanut 

butter, stirring every 30 seconds until melt-

ed until smooth. Spread over the peanut 

butter layer. Refrigerate for at least one 

hour before cutting into squares. 

Skinny Funfetti Cupcakes  

Ingredients 

1 pkg. Pillsbury Funfetti Cake Mix  

1 (12 ounce) can Sprite Zero  

Frosting: 

1 (8 ounce) container Fat Free Cool Whip 

1 (1.5 ounce) pkg. Fat Free Vanilla Jello Instant 

Pudding  

Directions: 

Preheat oven to 350 degrees.  Line 24 cupcake 

tins with paper liners.  In a large bowl, combine 

cake mix and Sprite together.  Continue to mix 

until the batter is smooth without any 

lumps.  Pour approximately 1/4 cup of batter in-

to every cupcake wrapper.  Bake at 350 degrees 

for 20 minutes.  Let cool before frosting.  

Frosting: 

In a mixing bowl, add Cool Whip and pud-

ding.  Mix with a whisk by hand or an electric 

hand mixer until smooth.  Spread over cooled 

cupcakes.  Makes enough frosting for 24 cup-

cakes. 



Craft Nook  
On the next few pages you will find different craft tutorials that can be completed step by 

step. Each project can be done in a group (angel birthday parties, quality family time), or 

on your own. Feel free to copy/paste the tutorials and share them with friends, but please 

remember to give credit where it’s due and always include the craft creators and their 

websites.  

Supplies: Fabric Scraps, Pinking 

Shears or Scissors and Flip 

Flops 

Cup strips of fabric. I Cut mine 

3/4 inch wide and about 3 

inches long. You will need to 

adjust this to your taste. The 

wider strips will be fuller look-

ing and the longer the strips 

you cut will make them fluffy.  

Tie a single knot 

Then tie keep adding until you 

almost fill the strap up. 

Do the other side and tie some 

more..... 

Finished! Now slip on your new 

cute flip flops and head to the 

pool!  

http://runwithglitter.blogspot.com/2011/07/

scrappy-flip-flop-tutorial.html  

Fun Flip Flops 



“Stained Glass” Candle Holders 

Materials 

Tissue paper in your desired colors 

Mod Podge (matte finish), in a pinch you can also use school glue 

Paintbrush 

Scissors 

Glass containers to fit your candle(s), I used thrifted vases and wine 

tumblers 

Paper punches in various shapes 

Q-tips, optional 

How to... 

Step 1: Figure out what colors of tissue paper you’d like to use and 

what paper punch shapes you want to try out. You can go monochro-

matic, or choose a wide variety of colors for a playful confetti-style 

look. Punch out a nice little pile of paper shapes (you can always 

punch more if needed!) and set them aside. 

Step 2: Scoop out a bit of Mod Podge with your paintbrush and water 

it down a bit so the texture is thinner. You don’t want it super drippy, 

just a bit thinned-out. I mixed it up right in the lid of the Mod Podge 

container.  

Step 3: Start affixing the punched-out paper shapes to the glass using 

your paintbrush. Tissue paper is so thin that you can actually pick up 

the pieces using the wet paintbrush if you like. You could also brush 

Mod Podge onto the glass first, and then stick on the paper shapes. 

Either way, brush over the shapes afterward to fully saturate them 

with Mod Podge. Wet tissue paper can rip easily, so try not to get too 

rough with it. Take your time and brush gently, attaching more and 

more shapes, overlapping them however you prefer. Once your glass 

is fully covered, set it aside to dry.  

Step 4: One your piece is dry, you’ll see that any areas you have 

brushed with Mod Podge that aren’t covered in tissue paper will have 

a frosted look. This doesn’t bother me, but if you would prefer these 

areas to be clear, simply dip a Q-tip in hot water and carefully scrub 

off the Mod Podge, as seen above.  

Step 5: Once everything is dry, plunk in a votive candle, light the wick 

and enjoy!  

Www.blog.makezine.com  



You Are Not Alone 
By Dawn Kidd 

 Please tell us about your journey from pregnancy to loss: My 

husband and I were blessed with our son and then daughter early in 

our marriage. We had always wanted a large family and chose to leave 

it in God's hands. When our son and daughter were 7 and 5, I found out 

I was pregnant. This pregnancy, although planned, was still a shock to 

me. I didn't know if it was the "third child rule", you know; you always 

feel you are tempting fate. Whatever it was, something did not feel 

right from the beginning. My doctor appointments gave me no indica-

tion that the pregnancy would not progress. During my 17th week, I 

had a genetic ultrasound done. (I was AMA which is medical term for 

"old". Advanced Maternal Age) This ultrasound would be used to test 

the baby for markers in chromosomal abnormalities such as Down's 

Syndrome. When all the tests resulted in a normal and healthy baby, 

we found out , our precious little one was a boy. For five days, I felt ela-

tion. If I had not already bonded with this baby at this point, I was com-

pleted euphoric knowing our son was healthy. The following week, our son's movements were not as often as 

what they had been even the previous day. I felt three swift kicks Monday and by Tuesday morning, I was lay-

ing on the ultrasound table at my obstetrician's office hearing the news that our once healthy little boy had 

passed away, inside my womb. I once felt that no one could possibly understand my pain, but have since 

learned that I am just one in four. I cried, I screamed, I did anything I could to just make time go backwards. 

Perhaps if I did not know his fate, it would not become a reality. Sadly, two days later, the reality was in my 

arms. Our son's lifeless body lay wrapped in blankets on my lap. There was no denying that he had passed 

away. 

  As time progressed, my heart started to heal. I say, started, because it will never heal. My husband and 

I found out that Nathan had a blood clot in his placenta. This completely compromised his oxygen and blood 

supply, which resulted in his in-uterine death. I was crushed. At least I had an answer. 

  My husband and I felt that this was a one in a million chance, a fluke, so we decided to try and add to 

our family again. A year later, I was pregnant. This pregnancy was filled with joy and anxiety. Good doctor ap-

pointments didn't appease me. I was always prepared for the other shoe to drop...and it did. Although I was 

closely monitored by my Obstetrician and a Perinatologist, thirty eight minutes after her birth, Haylee passed 

away. We do not have any reasons. What had been a textbook pregnancy and delivery, culminated into yet 

another heartbreak for me and my family. Instead of ripping my marriage apart, it cemented it. God could 

have changed my circumstance, instead, he chose to change me through it. 



 At what point on your grief journey did you decide to start writing? I have always kept 

journals. After Haylee passed, I created a video and then started a blog of sorts. More as a 

healing for me than anything else. As I began to work on my blog, I realized maybe I did have 

a message. God placed the desire in my heart to write within a few months after we had lost 

Haylee. (2009) I waited, and two years later was approached by The Wordsmith Journal Mag-

azine to do a column concerning grief to help other families. As scared an insecure as I was 

about my writing, I jumped on the opportunity. Six months later, I began writing a weekly col-

umn for The Paragould Daily Press, then JAHE (Jonesboro Area Home Educators) and now a 

contributing columnist for The Compassionate Friends Newsletter. I realized, after speaking 

with other families, that my story could bring healing and hope, so I worked on piecing to-

gether from my journals, blogs, columns and memories, the story of our losses. 

  Who is your ideal reader? My ideal reader is the one that wants to find healing in their 

own grief. Perhaps, my feelings will mirror theirs and through that, they will find a normalcy. I 

also have hopes that extended family members might read this to help understand the hurt 

and pain that their son, daughter, grand-daughter may be experiencing. Grandparents grieve 

too. I guess my greatest hope is to being a validation to those moms who have lost a baby 

before or just after birth. Sadly, those are the mothers who are overlooked far too many 

times. Their hurt is never understood which only leads to a depressing isolation. They are 

forced to grieve in private, without support. 

 Were can you get your book? You Are Not Alone is available through Amazon.com for the down-

loadable version. Print version is available throughthebookpatch.com! My book is now part of the JOURNEY 

program at St Vincent's Hospital in Little 

Rock, Arkansas. It is given to each mother 

who has suffered a loss ~ before birth, 

during birth, or shortly after birth. They 

also assist mothers with their "Neonatal 



Love Package 
Program 

What is a love package? 

A love package is a package filled with pregnancy and infant loss gifts to offer support and encouragement to a bereaved family. 

Each package is personalized for the family in need. 

What is inside a love package? 

The possibilities are endless! We include 5-10 items in each package. This can include any of the following: jewelry, notepads, 

books, cds, magnets, hair accessories, special gems, booties, blankies, ornaments, etc. There is no guarantee you will receive these 

specific items, they are just an idea of what you may receive. Everything inside of your love package is a surprise! You don’t know 

what it is until you receive it. 

How do I receive a love package? 

To receive a love package, you can signup on our waiting list through our website. We will also give away love packages on our fa-

cebook page that can be found here: www.facebook.com/utpail 

Can my friend receive a love package? 

Of course! We ask that your friend signs up for her/himself. Specific information is necessary so that each love package can be de-

tailed to the family’s bereavement needs. The only time you can request a love package for a friend is when we do a double givea-

way –that is, a love package giveaway where we announce you will win 1 for you and 1 for a friend! 

How long will it take to receive my love package? 

Love packages are sent from Wareham, Massachusetts. We will aim to put together 15 love packages per month, unless funds say 

otherwise. We run strictly on donations, so if funds are nonexistent, we will stop creating love packages until donations come in. 

Once your love package is ready to go, shipping time is as follows: Canada – 10-15  business days, USA 3-5 business days, United 

Kingdom & Australia 12-20 business days. 

How do I know if my package is being worked on/has been shipped? 

You can view the waiting list at any time by going to our website. If we are in the process of creating your love package, there will 

be an “in progress” written beside your name. If your love package has been shipped, there will be a “shipped (insert date)” beside 

your name. If nothing is beside your name, you are still waiting! 

How can I donate? What can I donate? 

We accept any and all donations, either tangible or monetary! As of right now, our major contributors are Gianna's Light, Personal-

ized Custom Creations, Stitches from the Heart, Everything Pretty, Crochet Preemie Hats and Angel Babies. Each of these love filled 

shops/organizations strive to help us on our mission to spread love to families suffering the loss of a child through pregnancy or 

infancy. If you are an organization, shop, or author who is interested in donating 1 or 100 items to our love package program, 

please send an email to utpail1217@gmail.com. We can promise you regular advertising on our Facebook page along with a special 

love memo recognizing you for your work in each love package that your item(s) is included in. If you are interested in sending a 

money donation, you can do this securely through PayPal by following this link: http://utpail.webs.com/apps/donations/  



 My name is Gale Fitts.  I was born in Washington, North Carolina and will always call it my home even though I 

have been living in Morehead City, North Carolina for over a decade. The hope of pregnancy was snatched from me 

during my routine check-up with my doctor.  I    mentioned to him that my husband and I were ready to start our fami-

ly.  After checking me out, I learned that I had a disease called endometriosis, which prevents pregnancy.  I had a one 

in a million chance of achieving pregnancy, and should consider adoption.  In 1974, if you couldn’t get pregnant your-

self, adoption was the only alternative given.  I was totally crushed.  My dreams of being that glowing pregnant wife 

giving her husband his child had been smashed in that one visit. 

     Still mourning my infertility, we decided to go ahead with adoption plans.  I knew it was a three year wait.  That just 

added salt to my wounds.  As we were getting ready for our first visit with the adoption home, I felt pregnant even 

though the test was negative.  There was no home pregnancy test in 1974.  It was a big deal to even have the test 

done and you had to wait a day to get the results. It was agony waiting. 

I kept feeling pregnant.  I was embarrassed to even ask for another test to be done, but I did.  It was positive!  I had 

won over the odds!  I was pregnant at last!  Come early May, I would have a baby in my arms! 

     I was in love with being pregnant!  I felt radiant!  Morning sickness made with laugh because it was part of being 

pregnant. Pregnancy and everything that comes with it meant so much to me since I was told I was infertile.  I was go-

ing to drink it all in.  I immediately went on a maternity clothes shopping spree.  As soon as my regular clothes were 

even a hint of being tight, I proudly started wearing my new  outfits as a way of announcing to the world that I was 

with child.   

     I was a first grade teacher at the time.  The children delighted in the fact that I was going to have a baby.  They were 

very protective of me.  Even they had a sense of taking good care of the baby growing inside of me.  My favorite time 

of day was after school, being at home in my new rocking chair and rubbing my growing belly while talking to my little 

one all nestled inside.  It was a peaceful time that I cherished. 

     Every prenatal check-up brought good news that I was fine and the baby was growing well.  We had no ultrasounds.  

The check-up consisted of urine and blood pressure reading and weighing in.   A tape measure was used to check the 

length of my baby bump to ensure proper growth.  That was it.  What was going on inside was really a mystery. 

      As May of 1975 approached, I had many baby showers.  Oh what fun opening up presents of pink and blue!  It was 

always a guess to the baby’s sex, so you had to be prepared for both.  We were also putting finishing touches on the 

nursery.  It had white walls with pink and blue accents.  It was so beautiful, just weeks away from having our new baby 

come home to it!  I had quit my job in April, as I planned to stay home with our baby.  I couldn’t wait for those morn-

ings when I could take my baby out for strolls in our wicker carriage!   I really became excited when at the end of April, 

the baby which I had been carrying way up high under my ribs, dropped down to the birth canal.  This was a sign that 

labor was very near!  I also noticed that the endless kicking had slowed down.  In fact, I hardly felt any.  I had always 

heard that meant the baby was settling in for labor.  However, when I mentioned this to my doctor during my weekly 

visit, he sent me to the hospital to get an x-ray.  He didn’t tell me why.  Secretly, I thought he was looking for twins!  

What else could it be? 

     When I got to the hospital a block away, I gave the nurse the note the doctor had sent with me.  I noticed her bub-

bly attitude quickly change to a somber one.  I had the x-ray done and drove home. 

My Story of Loss by Gale  



I remember reading the note from the doctor by peeking.  One word that I wasn’t familiar with was demise.  I look it 

up in the dictionary.  What I read at home alone took my breath away.  It meant death!  What did that have to do with 

me?  I didn’t connect the dots, but I did fear something was wrong.  I called my husband home from work, hands trem-

bling. 

 I told him everything that had happened that afternoon.  My doctor would be calling us later in the evening.  

     Even though I was very upset, I went to the stove and automatically began cooking pork chops that would never be 

eaten.  James’ parents came over to be with us.  The doctor called to say everything looked fine on the x-rays, but I 

should be at the hospital at 6:00 AM the next morning with my bags packed.  It was the longest night of my life.  I 

couldn’t sleep.  I just sat in the rocking chair as always rubbing my belly, but this time tears were falling from my eyes 

and instead of talking to my baby, I was praying to God.  I could feel my baby rolling around in my belly.  This move-

ment was not the regular kicking.  It was a floating around movement.  I knew the difference.  I knew my doctor 

thought my baby was dead. 

     The next morning after an examination in the ER, it was confirmed that there was no heartbeat.  I was sent up to 

labor and delivery, while James signed me in to the hospital.  While walking towards the elevator with my mother-in-

law, I just fell against the freshly painted green walls and sobbed my heart out.  A new reality was setting in for me.    

What went wrong? 

I just didn’t understand any of this!  How could a baby that was about to be delivered be dead?  I had never heard of 

this happening before. 

     I was put into a room to prep for an induction.  There wasn’t a tear drop over my door or anything to indicate that 

my delivery would be different.  Every nurse that came in was smiling and cheerful unaware something was terribly 

wrong.  It was awful!   James was treated like he had no business being anywhere except the Waiting Room.  I needed 

him to be with me!  The IV drip of Pitocin started that Wednesday morning.  Nothing was happening.  It was stopped 

long enough for me to have a light lunch with James in the room.  After lunch the drip began once more.  All afternoon 

this went on with no results.  I was scared.  This was my first labor.  Lamaze classes were unheard of where we lived.  I 

was going into this cold turkey.   James kept my family posted since they lived a couple of hours away.  I cried and held 

on to my belly as to cradle my baby inside.  After nine months, it had come down to this.  What a nightmare!  I wanted 

to scream and yell with grief.  I was pumped full of medications to keep me calm. 

They weren’t working.  The next morning it began all over again.  I did have a few good contractions, but that was all.  I 

begged my doctor for a C-section, but was told it was in my best interest not to have one. 

By the third day, I was in full labor so I was wheeled from my room to the labor room which consisted of a narrow steel 

table for me to lie back on and live through my contractions.  I wanted to be on my side, but I had to lay flat on my 

back since I had been given a Saddle-block to numb me from my waist down. 

My body was struggling to birth a full term baby that was dead weight.  I was pushing for all I was worth.  

I wanted to see my baby!  When he arrived at 11:00 AM May 2, 1975 it became apparent immediately what had gone 

wrong.  The umbilical cord had a true double knot in it that had tightened when he dropped down from my ribs earlier 

in the week.  My son was not given to me.  He was put into the bassinette beside me.  I was shown the knot.  I wanted 

to touch him but couldn’t because his skin was too soft.  It would tear.  After a few precious minutes, he was rolled 

away to meet his daddy and grandparents.  I never saw him again until the next day at the funeral home.  I had 

suffered high grade tears that had to be sewn up.  An episiotomy was not done, so I just split into as my son was born.   

Back in my hospital room, I began mourning in earnest.  My son was no longer with me.  He had already been sent to 

the funeral home.  My mother-in-law took over at this point.  She planned the funeral for the next afternoon.  I was 

alone in the hospital room while James was busy picking out a casket and burial plot.  I was suffering from terrible 

afterbirth pains while signing papers for what was called a Fetal Death Certificate.  We had already decided to name 



our gift to him.  It was all we could give him at this point, his father’s name.  That was very important to us.  Family 

members tried their best to change our minds, but we stood firm. 

Nothing could console me.  All of my hopes and dreams were gone.  There are no words to express my feelings ade-

quately.  I was empty inside.  I was hurting not only physically from a difficult delivery, but I had no baby to show 

for it.  My arms were aching in the worst way.  This could not be real!  I was so deeply sad and felt so alone.  There 

was just no way out of this nightmare I was living.  My heart was broken into so many pieces.   

      My night was a restless one.  James wasn’t allowed to stay with me.   I could hear the other babies crying all 

night long.  I wanted one of them to be mine in the worse way.  I cried myself in and out of sleep.  I was deeply de-

pressed when morning dawned.  I was going to be discharged so I could attend my son’s funeral.  After getting a 

heat lamp treatment to help heal my birthing wounds, the doctor said it would be fine for me to be discharged to 

attend my son’s funeral that day.  As soon as I was dressed to leave, I just sat back on my bed and let the tears flow.  

My mother-in-law came into my room and asked me why I was crying.  I couldn’t believe my ears!  I said I missed 

my baby!   She told that she had better not see me crying again.  I needed to pull myself together for the sake of the 

family and especially James.  He didn’t need to be around a weepy wife!  I had never seen that side of her before 

and couldn’t understand her attitude at all! 

     James came to discharge me.  I was to stay at my mother-in-laws house for a week since she was once an RN and 

could take care of my needs.  Our first stop was the funeral home to visit our son. I broke down many times before I 

reached his little white coffin.  He was so peaceful and beautiful.  I was brought a chair to sit in by his casket.  I 

touched him for the first time.  He was so cold.  I asked if I could hold him and was told yes.  Other family members 

around me looked horrified at my request.  Just as the funeral director began to pick him up to put in my waiting 

arms, my mother-in-law stopped him.  She said we had to leave because my family would be arriving shortly and 

she had to go fry a chicken!  I told everyone to go ahead that James and I would meet them in a few minutes.  The 

answer was a quick firm no.  If I wanted to go to the funeral, I must leave to rest.  Not wanting to cause a scene, I 

left.  The funeral home director gave me the kindest look as he helped me up.  When we drove up to my in-laws 

home, the first thing I noticed was that the traditional white flowers were not hanging by the door to indicate 

someone had died.  When we got inside the house, I asked about it.  My mother-in-law said it wasn’t the proper 

thing to do when a baby died.   Anger began to rise in me.  My baby was a human being and he deserved the flow-

ers on the door!  I climb the stairs to the bedroom I would call mine for the next week.  I was being good and 

resting.  I wanted to be ready for the funeral of my first born son.  I needed to say good bye with my husband and 

family by my side.   

     My best friend came upstairs to see me along with James’ mother’s best friend.  They were chatting and I was 

reading about my son’s obituary in the newspaper, when it dawned on me how quiet the house had become.  I 

asked my friends if I should be getting ready to join the others for the funeral.  That is when they told me that eve-

ryone had already gone to the funeral.  My mother-in-law had explained to all that I shouldn’t go.  I was too weak.  

No I wasn’t!  I screamed and cried and tried to get out of bed while they held me down.  My doctor had told me it 

was okay to go!  He said it would be good for me to go!  I was so mad I could spit nails!  I was the mother!  It was 

my child’s funeral!  I should be there above everyone else!  The grief of missing my baby’s funeral has haunted me 

my entire life.  That was 38 years ago.  I have never forgotten or gotten over not being at his funeral.  No one had 

the right to keep me away.  My mother-in-law thought she was doing the right thing.  I know it was one of the 

greatest regrets of her life.  At the same time, it hindered my grief process by adding anger into the picture.  She 

stole from me precious time with my son that can never be gotten back.  She created an anger in me I didn’t know I 

could feel.  When you add in the horrible hurt of grief, I wonder at times how I made it. 



     I did make it.  I went on to have two more wonderful rainbow sons.  However, May 31, 1982 I gave birth to 

our only daughter who was born still at 20 weeks due to a twisted cord.  This time I was older and had experi-

ence on my side.  I planned her funeral from my hospital bed with the help of my husband.  I never spoke of 

Reita Gale’s funeral to my mother-in-law.  Never.   James, myself and our two sons were the only ones to 

attend at my request.  It was a beautiful graveside service. 

     Near the end of my teaching career, I attended a NC State Technology Conference.  I learned about blog-

ging.  In fact, I taught my middle school students how to blog among many other aspects of technology.   It 

dawn on me that I could finally talk about my two stillbirths through blogging. 

I retired and started blogging.  My blog is called, Fittsie’s Angels.  You can find it at http://

fittsiesangels.blogspot.com.  For the first time in my life since May 2, 1975 I found I could speak freely about 

my loss.  I started my blog last November of 2012 not only to help myself, but to help other baby loss moth-

ers as well.  I wanted them to realize that no matter how bad the circumstances and grief were, I had lived a 

productive life.  That raw pain of new grief would ease up enough to move on.  These women are my ideal 

readers.  They see in me that I have never forgotten my children.  I still grieve for them, but I did find a life for 

myself.  I think of my babies every day.  It doesn’t stop there.  Oh, how these wonderful mothers of baby loss 

have taken me under their wings as well as I have them mine. 

The age difference has not mattered one bit.  I was nervous about joining the blogging world, but that soon 

faded.  We are a family.  For 38 years I had no way of connecting with others like me.  You just don’t go 

around talking about your babies that died.  Once I found the internet and the world of baby loss mamas, I 

was home at last.  Someone who really understood was always there to talk too.  My husband has just begun 

his healing and understanding me by reading about women like me.  Not only have my losses been validated 

through blogging, but I realized I wasn’t crazy!  Other mamas out there felt just like me!   

     If you are out there just reading blogs, think of writing one yourself.  It gets your feelings out so that you 

can heal.  You are always welcomed.  Here are baby loss mamas that understand and want to help.  I have 

found baby loss mamas to be the kindest women I have ever met.  I used blogger for my blog, but they are all 

good. 

 

   Just a few of the blogs I follow: 

    Twinkle of Light 

   Pinwheels From Heaven 

   Rose and Her Lily 

   Missing Samuel 

   The Pearl in the Oyster 

 



Tributes to our Sponsors! 
A big thank you to each of the following contributors to our love package 

program and our monthly fundraising auctions. You each have demonstrated 

kindness to the pregnancy and infant loss community, specifically us here at 

United Through Pregnancy and Infant Loss. We thank you from the very tip 

top of our hearts! Readers, when you have some spare time, please visit each 

of these organizations/shops and offer support and encouragement to each 

one!  



Atti's Lilies  



We LOVE feedback (both positive and critical!), so please send us an email to                         

utpail1217@gmail.com to  let us know what you thought of our Summer 2013 issue. Don’t 

forget that everyone has an equal opportunity to share in our newsletter. If you have an arti-

cle you want to write, or are hoping to be our next guest blogger, you need only to send us 

an email with your info. Also, we are always looking for active members to join our news-

letter team. As a member of the team you would have the opportunity to offer and support 

ideas for upcoming newsletters, as well as get that first “sneak peek”. If interested, please 

contact us through email. 

United Through Pregnancy and Infant Loss is a Facebook page wherein stores and support 

groups can freely share their pregnancy and infant loss products, community support infor-

mation, ongoing events, etc. so that bereaved families can make friends and find memorabil-

ia for their lost little ones. We strongly believe it is only united that we can help spread preg-

nancy and infant loss awareness, so head on over to our page and share away! 

Thank you for reading! Remember to visit our 

Facebook page, www.facebook.com/utpail, to 

find our more about what’s going on in the 

pregnancy and infant loss community. 

Created by Alisha Jones 

and the UTPAIL Team 

utpail1217@gmail.com 

www.utpail.webs.com 


