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Welcome
Welcome to the Autumn edition of United Through Pregnancy and Infant Loss’s 

quarterly newsletter. I normally use this space to write about the pages that you will 
be reading over the next 3 months (or 3 hours! lol), but I feel the need to share my 

thoughts with the over 500 people that this newsletter reaches. 

First and foremost, I extend my apologies for the 24 hour delay of the newsletter send-
out. Autumn carries so many emotions with me, as it was the season my daughter was 
due. Above is a photo I took on the first Thanksgiving without her here. Had she been 

born breathing on her due date, she would have been 9 days old on Thanksgiving 
2010 (here in Canada it was Oct. 11th). I have delayed working on this newsletter be-
cause I haven’t wanted to confront the up and downs of my emotions. I will honestly 

say, and I apologize for this, that this edition of the newsletter is not as up to par as 
the Spring or Summer 2012 editions have been. I still LOVE it, and I love each inclusion, 
but it doesn’t contain as much as previous newsletters have. I hope that you still read 
each page with love in your heart and wonder in your eyes and I promise for a more 
lengthy newsletter in Winter. Thank you, each of you, for being part of this community 
and constantly sending encouragement and support to others. We are bonded by 

a magic that will hold our tears and laughter together forever. I wish each and every 
one of you a season full of happiness and enlightenment. 

To read the regular welcome message that I post here, you can scroll to the very last 
page of this newsletter. 

xoxo, Becca
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We Remember You

September

October
Tayler ~ 10/17/2000 

Remington Allen Jackson-Reed ~ 10/03/11
Butterfly Angel Baby Abraham ~ 10/06/2006 

Gabriel Eric Wirth ~ 10/26/2010
Jaxson Levi Duchateau ~ 10/07/2011 to 10/18/2011
Landon Parker Nelson ~ 10/15/2011 to 10/29/2011

Joshua Nutbeam ~ 10/25/1994
Elizabeth “Skye” Champion ~ 09/25/08 to 10/13/2008 

Nathaniel McCullough ~ 10/06/2003

Ryan Edward Ellerson ~ 09/03/2001 to 09/07/2001
Noela Grace Anne Pruitt ~ 09/26/2011
Cason Nicholas Seaux ~ 09/10/2008
Charlie Sanchez ~ 09/1/2005
Elizabeth “Skye” Champion ~ 09/25/08 to 10/13/2008 
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November

“These are my footprints,
so perfect and so small.
These tiny footprints
never touched the ground at all.
Not one tiny footprint,
for now I have wings.
These tiny footprints were meant
for other things.
You will hear my tiny footprints,
in the patter of the rain.
Gentle drops like angel’s tears,
of joy and not from pain.
You will see my tiny footprints,
in each butterflies’ lazy dance.

I’ll let you know I’m with you,
if you just give me the chance.
You will see my tiny footprints,
in the rustle of the leaves.
I will whisper names into the wind,
and call each one that grieves.
Most of all, these tiny footprints,
are found on Mommy and Daddy’s hearts.
‘Cause even though I’m gone now,
We’ll never truly part.”
~Unknown

Aaliyah Serenity ~ 11/19/10 to 01/27/11
Darien Jae ~ 11/01/1990
Teagan Graham ~ 11/03/2011
Tatiana Jhené Johnson ~ 11/11/2011 to 11/18/2011
Morgan Marie Zimmer ~ 11/19/2011
Caydence St. Cyr ~ 11/10/2011
Grace Kelly Giffen ~ 11/02/2011 to 12/02/2011
Rebecca Lauren Snyder ~ 11/05/2012 (EDD)
Andrea Ranay ~ 11/07/1991
Rylee Jade Atchison ~ 11/22/2011
Vance Aldin Scott ~ 06/03/2009 to 11/18/2011
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Fundraising Auction ~ Each month we 
hold a fundraising auction on the UTPAIL face-
book page. Proceeds are split between us and 
a featured organization. We offer a donators 
incentive each month so come on over and visit 
us to learn more about how you can donate! 
Follow this link for more info ~ http://www.
facebook.com/notes/united-through-pregnan-
cy-and-infant-loss/monthly-fundraising-auc-
tions/314855408602695

“In Memory of” Giveaway Day ~ Skye 
Blue by Natasia Champion will be holding the 
2nd Annual Celebrating Skye Give Away on 
September 25th this year, (her Birthday). This 
will occur on their facebook page which can be 
found by clicking here. I will be giving away 
17 special items, one for every day she lived, 
throughout the day. It will be a fun, interac-
tive event with trivia games, and the gifts will 
be a surprise, revealed one by one through-
out the day. Among the items able to be won 
will be sculptures, paintings, and decor items, 
both child loss items and items pertinent to 
every day life. Rules will be posted a week or 
two prior to the event. Go on over, get excited, 
support love and encourage, and click “like” on 
their facebook page so you don’t miss out!

Lantern Release ~ “This event is to honor 
our babies in Heaven, no special day, just a 
day to get together with other loss mamas and 
celebrate their lives. This is open to anyone and 
everyone that wants to join in...” you can read 
more about this event by clicking here! The lan-
tern release will take place on September 15th 
at 5597 Gardenia Lane in Katy, Texas. 

Monthly Angel Babies Celebration ~ Each 
month, Born Still Loved Still holds a special 
online celebration of babies celebrating a sig-
nifcant day. Join in clicking here to reach their 
facebook page. 

Face2Face Support Group ~ Face 2 Face 
Wareham is a friendship support group meets 
the second Monday of the month in Wareham, 
MA - For more info, visit this link: www.face-
book.com/face2facewareham

IRIS Advocate Training Conference ~ 
Join IRIS from October 5th to 7th. Their trains-
ing conference is ‘geared towards bereaved 
parents and professionals who wish to assist 
newly bereaved parents and staff in a unique 
“Hands On” environment.’ To learn more, you 
can click here. 

International Conference ~ Star Legacy 
Foundation is hosting an conference that will 
bring together researchers from all over the 
world to shares thoughts and preventative 
measures on how to steer the world down a 
path of less stillbirths and infant deaths. For 
more information, you can visit their website 
by clicking here. 

News and Events

http://www.facebook.com/notes/united-through-pregnancy-and-infant-loss/monthly-fundraising-auctions/314855408602695
http://www.facebook.com/notes/united-through-pregnancy-and-infant-loss/monthly-fundraising-auctions/314855408602695
http://www.facebook.com/notes/united-through-pregnancy-and-infant-loss/monthly-fundraising-auctions/314855408602695
http://www.facebook.com/notes/united-through-pregnancy-and-infant-loss/monthly-fundraising-auctions/314855408602695
 http://www.facebook.com/pages/Skye-Blue-by-Natasia-Champion/362725131270
http://www.facebook.com/events/156477514476417/
http://www.facebook.com/bornstill
www.facebook.com/face2facewareham
www.facebook.com/face2facewareham
www.starlegacyfoundation.org


October 15th Events around the world

Pregnancy & Infant Loss Remembrance Day 
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Arkansas Candle light vigil on October 
15 at Adair Park (downtown between No 
Clothes & Romancing the Stone) in Hot 
Springs, AR.  We will light candles at 7pm, 
we ask people to come a little before and 
bring anything that you want to share. We 
will read off names so email your child's 
name to Baileyslight4107@gmail.com even if 
you can attend. Email for more info or if you 
want to help out with the event!

CALI The 2012 Walk to Remember At California 
State University, San Bernardin - 8:00 AM Check-
in and program distribution; Opportunity to write 
a message to your baby. 9:00 AM Remembrance 
Ceremony: Inspirational speaker, Reading of ba-
bies' names, Distribution of keepsake and balloons 
Vocalist, Remembrance Walk (Shorter route will be 
available), Environmentally friendly balloon release, 
Bubbles to heaven (for children in attendance), 
Picnic - We encourage you to bring a lunch and join 
one another following the walk.  Personal registra-
tion is $20 http://www.walktoremember-ie.org/2012-

OC Walk to Remember Memorial Service! 5K Walk and Celebration of Angels Saturday, October 6 
8:00 a.m. The District at Tustin Legacy, Tustin, CA www.ocwalktoremember.org; 800-714-9320

MO Please join us on Monday, October 15, 2012 
for Pregnancy and Infant Loss Remembrance Day - 
Remembering Our Babies, Wave of Light Candlelight 
Vigil. All are invited who have suffered a pregnancy 
loss or infant loss due to miscarriage, neonatal 
death, stillbirth or SIDS. Even if you personally have 
never had to walk this journey, but know someone 
that has and want to honor their memory, please 
come. The candelight vigil will be held at JC Nichols 
Memorial Fountain at the Plaza in Kansas City, MO 
at 7pm.  Registration will be open with more details 
of the event in August.  Please check back or send a 
message and we will let you know when it is open.  
We are looking forward to another great event! 
http://www.samspond.org/october-15th/ 

Hawaii Oct. 15th here in Honolulu, HI we are looking into doing a balloon release on the beach. My 
contact information is: subwife1107@gmail.com. 

Maryland I will be doing my annual release of 
balloons and candle lighting and would love to 
honor as many angels as possible! jennayangel@
yahoo.com; 240-393-6148; October 15th 7pm

Wisconsin This Remembrance Day is to 
honor families who have lost babies through 
pregnancy, stillbirth, or in early infancy.  
Our first event was held on October 15, 
2011.  This Second Annual Forever in Our 
Hearts Remembrance Day is being planned 
for October 13, 2012 by local bereaved 
parents and Madison area non-profit Mi-
kayla's Grace. https://www.facebook.com/
events/430190143662520/ Tentative Agenda 
-- 9:00 Check-in, 9:45 Remembrance Cer-
emony Inspirational speaker, Kelly Farley 
Reading of babies names 10:30 Remem-
brance Walk 11:30 Dove Release and Bub-
bles to Heaven.

2nd Annual Abby’s Run/Walk 5k Run * 1 
mile Walk * Tot Trot. Saturday, October 15, 
2011. 10:00 am, Oulu Pioneer Memorial 
Park, Airport Road, Iron River, WI. 54847 
www.abbysrunwi.com -- Abby's Runs are 
also in Barrington, Illinois, Houston, TX, and 
Salt Lake City, Utah
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Campbelltown Pregnancy and Infant Loss Remembrance Day: 2012 Event in NSW, 
Family Fun Day and Remembrance Service. Campbelltown (Sydney), New South Wales 
Sunday 14th October 2012 at 11am. Details to follow. Presented by LAMB: Little An-

gels Memory Boxes http://www.littleamb.org.au/phone: 1300305595

Central Coast, NSW Candle Lighting Service: Peninsula Community Centre93 McMas-
ters RdWoy Woy NSWMonday 15th October 20127:30 ~ 9:30 pmPresented by Mums 

Like Me http://www.mumslikeme.org/Home.htmlPhone: 0422133328

Grafton 4th Annual Remembrance Ceremony: Exact location is to be announced, but 
will be held in a Grafton parkSunday 14th October 2012. Starting at 11 am. All are 

welcome to bring along a special memento of your baby. Contact Chris Davis (below) 
before the event if you want to have your baby’sname added to the programme, to be 

read out as part of the ceremony. Empty Arms -- For details, contact Chris Davis on 
(02) 6642 2360 or via email at cdavis@nor.com.au

Nowra Butterfly Release and Picnic: Paringa Park on the Shoalhaven River (down the road from the 
hospital)This is a community event and everyone is welcome.Sunday 14th October 2012Time: TBA 

(please check at their website) Butterflies for Bonnie, Phone: 0422 970 570

Sutherland Candle Lighting Service: Sutherland Pensioners Centre 749 Old Princes Highway 
Sutherland NSW -- Monday 15th October 20127:30 ~ 9:30 pm -- Mums Like Me Phone: 0422133328

Brisbane Family Fun Day and Remembrance Service. Brisbane, QLD on Sunday 14th October 2012 
Details to follow. Little Angels Memory Boxes phone: 1300305595

Ashgrove Candle Lighting! Ashgrove Library 87 Amarina Ave Monday 15th October 2012 7:30 to 9:30 pm. 

Melbourne Candle Lighting Service: Berwick Neighbourhood Centre on 112 High St, Berwick, VIC on 
Monday 15th October 2012 at 7:30 ~ 9:30 pm

Nowra Charity Ball: Bomaderry Bowling Club -- 154 Meroo RoadBomaderry, NSW -- Friday 12th 
October 2012 7pm -- Mums Like Me -- Phone: 0422 133 328
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Kelowna Walk to Remember (WTR) is a day for 
parents, families and friends to remember and cel-
ebrate those babies who have been lost through 
miscarriage, stillbirth, neonatal/infant death and SIDS. 
So often, people have to quietly grieve and mourn 
the loss of their babies. WTR is a beautiful day that 
allows those often unspoken names to be read, re-
membered, openly talked about and shared. Come 
walk with us: October 13, 2012 ~ When: Registration 
begins at noon ~ Where: City Park - Kelowna, BC

Halifax Every day, a family in Nova Scotia experiences the pain of losing a child as a result of mis-
carriage, stillbirth or neonatal loss. To honour those little lives lost, parents and families will be taking 
to the streets to participate in Halifax’s fourth annual Walk to Remember on Sunday, October 14 at 
2 p.m. (registration starts at 1:15 p.m.) at the Dr. Richard B. Goldbloom Research and Clinical Care 
Pavilion, IWK Health Centre, 5980/5850 University Ave., Halifax. A reception will be held following the 
Walk Participation is free. However, we are asking all participants to make a donation to the Halifax 
Walk to Remember. Donations can be made in memory of child and will be tax deductible. Again 
this year, we will be selling t-shirts ( 1 for $12.00 or 2 for $20.00) and car magnets for $4.00. All the 
monies donated and collected through the sale of t-shirts and magnets will cover the costs of hosting 
the Halifax Walk to Remember and will ensure that parents and families continue to have an event to 
remember their babies. http://www.walktorememberhfx.ca

Edmonton Walk to Remember will be 
held on Saturday, September 29, 2012 
at the South Amphitheatre at the Alberta 
Legislature Grounds in Edmonton, Alberta. 
The South Amphitheatre is located at the 
south-east area of the grounds. View a map 
of the Grounds and Parking. Registration 
and activities begin at 12noon and the walk 
is at 1:15pm. 

Winnipeg  Details are still being figured out for this annual walk to remember ~ follow this link 
to stay updated! http://www.facebook.com/pages/Winnipeg-Walk-to-Remember-Pregnancy-Infant-
Loss/126669164053937

Toronto On October 14, 2012, Toronto will once again shut down roads to host the Scotiabank Toron-
to Waterfront Marathon. As the date approaches we are appealing to our BFO-T family to join our vol-
unteers, board members and staff on our Walk/Run to Remember team to commemorate loved ones 
lost but always found within our hearts; while at the same time raising much needed funds for the 
BFO-T. As a family we will be doing the 5km walk, although we encourage those who wish to take up 
the challenge to run the full or half marathon. Our hope is to raise $20,000. For more info -- https://
sites.google.com/site/bfotoronto/events/scotiabank-marathon

Wave of Light Wave of Light is the one day of the year that mummy's, daddy's, brother's, sis-
ter's, extended family and friends can all come together and remember all the precious Angel Ba-
bies & Infants who have been lost either through m/c, stillbirth, abortion, Neo-Natal Death, SIDS, or 
some other cause, and remember those precious lives and honor  them. The idea is to light a candle 
at 7pm where ever you live in the world and let it burn for 1hr in memory of all the lost babies and 
infants. If we all light our candles at 7pm in our own little corner of the globe it will mean that for 
24hrs a WAVE of LIGHT will be shining bright for these precious lives that have grown their Angel 
Wings and been called home to Heavens Playground.

October 15th Remembrance https://www.facebook.com/events/466089050075453/ October 
15th is Pregnancy and Infant Loss Awareness Day. I would like to light a candle for those babies. If 
you or someone you know have suffered the loss of a child through miscarriage, stillbirth, or any time 
after birth, and you would like to have a candle lit in your child’s honor, just leave a request on the 
event with your child’s name and date/dates.

 



We asked...

You answered...

What song reminds you 
most of your loss? 

Who'd you be today by Kenny Chesney  I will carry you by Selah

Gone Too Soon 
by Daughtry

Slipped Away by Avril Lavigne

Here Without You 
by 3 Doors Down

Over You 
by Mirange 

Lambert

Amazing by Janelle

In Heaven by Eric Clapton

Save a Place For Me 
by Matthew West

My Wish by Rascal Flatts

Held by Natalie Grant

Heaven is the Face by Steven Curtis Chapman

I Still Believe by 
Jeremy Camp

Hallelujiah 
played with 
bagpipes

Praise You In This 
Storm by Casting Crowns

Hello Goobye by Matthew W Smith

In God’s time by Randy Hauser

Streets of Heaven 
by Sherrie Austin

Love You Like a Love Song 
by Selena GomezToday by Skillet

If I Die Young by 
The Band Perry
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A Special Note from Stitches From the Heart
www.stitchesfromtheheart.org 

My Angels and My Drive 
by GeorgeAnne Plaza 

    Seventeen years ago I was gifted with my beautiful twins the day after Christmas. My 
pregnancy was anything but normal, having not discovered my babies until I was approxi-
mately 30 weeks. We couldn’t wait until our delivery date to meet the children that we pre-
pared for with two cribs, two strollers and two car seats, but when we entered the hospital 
and I was connected to the monitors our nurse was surprised to hear that we were having 
twins, as she only had one heart beat to the monitor. It was heartbreaking, but I “pushed 
through” my son’s labor. He arrived at 7:05 - his cries weak, his skin pale and immediately 
taken to NICU. His small and quiet sister came behind him. The Silence in the room was 
heartbreaking.

    Lauren Katherine was someone that we didn’t get to meet and hold. She was there and 
gone like a fleeting memory where we only had seconds to see her angelic precious face, to 
touch her for even a second. All too quickly I had to shelf my feelings and take care of my 
son. He grew and developed into the young man he is today and I will forever see him as my 
miracle. He has had several complications with his health over the years but I believe that my 
daughter, his twin, held both our hands through the darkest of times. She taught all of us to 
believe in the miracle of life and to survive during a time of loss. 

    As I entered my 40’s, my husband and I were surprised when we learned we were expect-
ing our daughter Gabriella. We were aware that the pregnancy would be difficult at best, not 
only because of our ages but my health. After the 3rd month of our pregnancy, we thought 
we were in the clear. There was nothing that any doctor could do to change our mind about 
our pregnancy but sadly she was gone during my fifth month. Her father and I see her in our 
hearts and mind every day. Our beautiful angel who would have been strong, and gentle, to 
know when to lead and when to follow and that no matter what road she chose it was the 
right path. 

    Our family continues to believe that these dark moments were for a greater purpose. My 
little angels continue to inspire me each day. As the Executive Director for Stitches from the 
Heart, a nonprofit in the United States, our mission is to gift parents and their babies with 
home-made love in the form of blankets, booties, and hats. When we wrap children in these 
home-made lovelies and they go home, our objective is that these items are just one of many 
they will start their lives with. When our angels are silent, my dream is for every parent to be 
given that opportunity to wrap them in a gift given from someone that they may never meet 
again, but know that their angel was never alone.

    With my other two children, Michael and Stephanie, we continue to remember Gabriella 
and Lauren through our work. I know and remember how much I have been given, and even 
though they were only here with me for a brief moment, I know I will never be without any 
of them. All four of my children inspire me, remind me that for every action there is a reac-
tion, and for every rainy day there will be sun soon. 

11



“Why didn’t I know this could happen?”  “What can I do to keep this from happening to 
me again?”

    When a family has suffered a stillbirth, these are often two questions they ask.  At the Star Legacy 
Foundation, we are asked these questions regularly.  

    Studies have shown that only 11% of women have heard about the risks of stillbirth before their 
own child has died in this way.  Most obstetricians and midwives say that it is not a topic they address 
with their patients on a regular basis because they don’t want to scare them and they don’t feel they 
can prevent it from happening.  

    The Star Legacy Foundation is dedicated to stillbirth research, education, and awareness.  The 
facts that so few families are aware of their risk factors, education about stillbirth has so many bar-
riers, and that the latest research about stillbirth prevention may take decades to become common 
practice are very concerning to us.  In an attempt to change these issues, we developed an education 
program called See Me, Feel Me to educate and empower expectant parents. 

See Me, Feel Me

Healthy Babies Need Healthy Mothers

    Many risk factors for miscarriage, stillbirth, and premature birth are maternal health issues.  Wom-
en should have an appointment with their health care provider to discuss their intentions to become 
pregnant and the effect any current health issues may have.  Mothers who smoke or use recreational 
drugs should quit.  A healthy weight is best and should be attained before pregnancy because signifi-
cant weight or dietary changes are often discouraged during pregnancy.  A review of immune status, 
family history, and concerns can provide the health care team and the family with valuable informa-
tion as well.  

See Me

    See Me refers to utilizing available technology to obtain the best picture of the baby and his/
her intrauterine environment as possible.  Blood tests can provide information about how well the 
placenta is functioning.  Urine tests can give clues about blood pressure, diabetes, or infection.  Ul-
trasound can allow the health care team to review the baby’s developing anatomy, monitor baby’s 
growth, visualize the umbilical cord and placenta and their characteristics, measure the amount of 
amniotic fluid, and more.  A first trimester ultrasound helps confirm the pregnancy and due dates.  A 
second trimester ultrasound is a great time to evaluate anatomy and have a first glimpse at the cord 
and placenta.  The third trimester ultrasound is not always a routine examination, but can be benefi-
cial for identifying potential concerns with baby’s growth, amniotic fluid volumes, cord and placenta 
characteristics, and baby’s behavior.  Additional tests are available and may be recommended by the 
health care team.

Feel Me

    Feel Me focuses on the incredible bond between mother and child.  Women know their child and 
his/her personality months before the actual birth.  Star Legacy Foundation feels very strongly that 
this is an important tool in monitoring the health of pregnancies and should be discussed more 

A special note from Star Legacy Foundation
by Lindsey Wimmer
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throughout pregnancy.  Major obstetrics organizations throughout the world recommend “kick count-
ing”.  There is less consensus about how to do this or when to be concerned.  Using a combination 
of other recommendations and parent comments, we found a method that most mothers find easy to 
use and fun to do.  

    Mothers are encouraged to find a time each day when baby is often very active.  At that time, 
sit quietly and focus on baby’s movements.  Note the time that it takes for baby to make ten move-
ments (this can be any kind of kick, flutter, or swoosh other than hiccups).  After some time, a pat-
tern should develop about how long this takes.  Babies do NOT slow down at the end of pregnancy 
and this or any other change in the baby’s pattern or behavior needs to be evaluated by health care 
professionals.  

Healthy Babies Need Informed Mothers

    Mothers are excellent at knowing their babies.  With information about what is normal for their 
child  and when to be concerned, they become the best advocates for their unborn children.  It is 
vital for pregnant women to know they need to trust their instincts and advocate for themselves 
and their baby.  Any time a mother notices a change in behavior or feels that something is different, 
they should seek medical evaluation immediately!  There are a number of tests that can evaluate the 
health of the baby a mother is ever concerned.  

    Some common tests that can be done if a mother has concerns may include cultures for infection; 
ultrasound to look at amniotic fluid volume, baby’s growth, characteristics of the umbilical cord and 
placenta, baby’s position, and baby’s movement; non-stress tests, Doppler studies of uterine and um-
bilical blood flow, and more.  Mothers and health care providers can work together to determine the 
best plan of care to ensure mom and baby are healthy.  

    We also know that there is promising and intriguing research being done every day.  Some topics 
may apply to specific women more than others and are worth discussing with your health care pro-
vider until more information is known.  Some of these issues include sleep quality, sleep position, low 
blood pressure, baby’s hiccups, invasive examinations, and placental size.  

See Me Feel Me is intended to let families know about the risk factors without creating unnecessary 
fears.  However, it also gives families tools to do what they can to combat stillbirth risks.  A partner-
ship with the health care team is the best approach to a healthy pregnancy, healthy mother, and 
healthy baby.  It is helpful for women who have experienced a pregnancy loss in the past, but also 
for any woman who is pregnant or considering pregnancy.  

In an effort to continually learn more about additional ways to protect a pregnancy, Star Legacy 
Foundation supports many ongoing research efforts.  We will soon be announcing an online research 
study to identify risk factors for stillbirth.  It is hoped we will soon have more information to add to 
our current programs.  

To learn more about See Me Feel Me, Star Legacy Foundation, the upcoming STARS Study, and our 
other programs, please visit www.starlegacyfoundation.org.  
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Skye’s Story
Written by Natasia Champion

Fall.

     When you think about that season, the very essence of it, what do you see? For those of us in tem-
perate regions of the Northern Hemisphere, images of earthen tones, piles of crunchy leaves, vibrant 
colors, crisp air, spiced apples, great  big pumpkins - even our southern, warm weather friends can 
relate to these mind pictures. For me specifically, when I close my eyes and think of that fleeting, 
glorious season known as Fall, I see the most vibrant blue skys, the ones you see on a cloudless, late 
September day, the kind that are crisp and cool and thrill your senses with barely discernible scents 
like fresh air and crispy maple leaves, the kind that leave you with an unexplainable longing to ex-
plore, to jump in your car and drive to you know not where, it just leaves you with an itch to go and 
enjoy and live. Fall has always been my very favorite season.

     Very early in 2008 I found out the joyous news that we were expecting our first child. My husband 
and I had been married just over a year and had decided we were “ready” to start a family. (You’re 
never really ready.) Almost immediately we got pregnant with our much-loved, much-anticipat-
ed, first baby girl. Of course, we didn’t find out until much later that we were expecting a girl, but I 
already had her name picked out. Finding out I was due in the Fall only cemented my choice, and be-
ing due in my favorite month, September, was the cherry on the sundae. Her birthstone would be my 
favorite gem stone, a sapphire, which was my favorite color, and I would name her Skye.

      My husband, being the traditional type, wasn’t crazy about my pick. In fact, he tried to persuade 
me that it wasn’t a good name for our child, too unusual. He liked Elizabeth. I stood firmly, we fought 
for a while about it, then we decided we would name her Elizabeth Skye, but we would call her Skye. 
All this before we found out we were even having a girl! Maybe he thought we would have a boy and 
solve the problem so it didn’t matter if he gave in.

     At 22 weeks we had the ultra sound that would tell us if we were going to welcome a boy or a girl. 
I remember that day, one of the few from that pregnancy I remember vividly. We held each other’s 
hands and his trembled a little - or was that mine? We both strained to make heads or tails of the tail 
end of our tiny squirming miracle represented by light and dark patches on a grainy screen. It took 
only a moment for the tech to confidently point out proof that we were having a girl. Of course, as 
parents you always say it doesn’t matter, you just want a healthy baby, and I was sure I felt the same 
until the surprising feelings of joy and relief flooded through me. I looked at my husband and there 
wasn’t even a trace of disappointment, only joy and surprise and was that a hint of terror? Being from 
the deep south, I saw him already mentally loading his not yet purchased shot-gun as a teen boy ap-
proached his imaginary door.

     That pregnancy was perfect, utterly perfect. I was never sick, I was never tired, every prenatal visit 
was fine, every test came back normal. I lost weight and never really gained it back, but having started 
with extra meat on my bones, I wasn’t alarmed and attributed it to my rigorous schedule opening and 
running our first restaurant (my hubby is a chef) in a new state away from our family and friends. I 
didn’t have time for being tired, I didn’t have time to eat, and regrettably, I didn’t have time to enjoy 
the miracle growing inside me. I lost 30 lbs. in my first 20 weeks. My midwives didn’t seem alarmed 
since I had started over weight and I was eating healthy when I was eating, as well as taking my vita-
mins religiously. Honestly, I felt good. I felt like I would be able to recognize if I needed to slow down 
or take it easy, but in retrospect, even though my actions during pregnancy did not cause my daugh-
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ter’s condition, I can’t help but think I didn’t know my limits.

     Things were relatively ok until month 8. That’s when our life began tumbling down around us in a 
truly catastrophic way. Because we were young (23 and my husband was 25) and a bit naive, we had 
made some bad decisions in choosing business partners. Funds that had been promised never mate-
rialized, no signatures had been obtained, and a month after opening (and doing well enough to draw 
customers by word of mouth alone from several hundred miles away) we were forced to close due to 
complications from a bunch a little things, mostly inferior equipment and no money to fix or replace 
the items, as well as faulty wiring in the building that had not been designed to handle commercial 
electricity needs, something we found out a month after opening. Again, the funds were unavailable to 
fix the problem.

     So here we were, way out in South Eastern Colorado, thousands of miles from our families in Ken-
tucky. Our business wasn’t working out and every last penny we had was exhausted. I was 8 months 
pregnant and worn completely out. The only job my husband could get was 100 miles away ONE WAY 
and gas was averaging $4.50 a gallon. Even with our little Kia, it was just too far a drive to balance the 
budget on what he was making and we had another decision to make. We didn’t have enough money 
to move closer to his new job and we surely didn’t have the heart. We needed to be close to our fami-
lies to regroup and find support during this devastating time. Of course, we didn’t have the funds to 
move back home to Kentucky and we had already gotten so much financial help from our families, 
more than they had to spare even. So I sold my furniture. We didn’t have much, but we had a very 
nice couch and recliner, a coffee table, a bed, a tv, a few other things. I sold what ever I could because 
we needed the money to move home and we had to pull a tiny U-haul trailer behind our car and all 
we could fit was the little bit of baby stuff we had accumulated and our clothes. In fact, after selling 
everything, there was still some stuff we had to just get rid of because it simply wouldn’t fit. Among 
these things, my beloved piano that had somehow made it with me through thick and thin and several 
moves since I was 15.

     The plan was to drive back home with our meager belongings and we would stay with my parents 
until we got back on our feet. It was September 1st when we made the drive. I was due on September 
30th. I had just had my 35 week prenatal appointment, the last one I would have. That drive home 
was so bitter-sweet. We felt like utter failures and even though our wonderful families were accept-
ing us back with sympathetic open arms, we were depressed and overwhelmed at how everything had 
turned out. But, being the eternal optimist that I am,  I remember thinking as I drove, “We’ve lost 
everything, EVERYthing, but we have each other and we have Skye.”

     When we got back to Kentucky my husband started looking for a job. He found one right away and 
was told they would call him with his first schedule the next day. They didn’t, for a whole week he 
waited on this job he had been told he had. Finally, he started looking again a week later. Being in a 
rural country area, there weren’t a lot of places looking to hire a chef and certainly not at the price we 
needed. He finally found one and started work 2 days before I went into labor. It didn’t pay much, but 
at that point anything was more than we had.

     I went into labor on September 24th. I knew right away that I was in labor. I had helped my mom 
and dad deliver 4 babies at home and my mom had done wonderful mental preparation for me. In 
fact, between my mom having five healthy children at home and my husband”s previous experience as 
a paramedic, and considering everything we’d just been through and not having a lot of time to switch 
insurance, we had decided to have Skye at home. At that point it seemed like the most natural and 
right thing. I personally knew at least 20 different children from several different families who had 
been born at home, ranging from first baby to number 10. I knew birth to be perfectly natural, women 
had been doing it for thousands of years and I knew I could do it too. I still don’t regret the decision. 
It gave me 24 beautiful hours of closeness and perfect time that I needed for what would lie ahead. 
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My husband was there, and my mom, who had always been my best friend, was there to coach me and 
help me and I didn’t see why we wouldn’t soon be holding our perfect baby girl.

     I labored for 12 hours before my water broke on its own, then the labor really picked up. Through 
the night I labored. At one point I thought I was feeling the urge to push. It was a lot of pressure, but 
being my first baby, I didn’t realize I was just feeling pressure. I started pushing way too early. Of 
course after several hours I had exhausted myself and there seemed to be no progress. My mom had 
her home births with her 4th-8th babies, it had been a while since her first, over 20 years, and she had 
somewhat forgotten how different a first was as opposed to your 8th. My husband had been pres-
ent and helping with 2 emergency births, but he had not endured the labor part, only the delivery. I 
personally felt worried by this point. The whole pregnancy I had experienced a tiny nagging feeling 
that something would go wrong. Mostly I had been able to shake it off as first time mom fears, but as 
I pushed and my baby didn’t come, I got worried and said we should go to the hospital (which had 
always been our plan if something went wrong). My husband immediately agreed. It was somewhere 
around 10 am on September 25th, 2008.

     As soon as we got in the car and started the 20 miles to the nearest hospital I felt the real urge to 
push. I know it was God’s provision, He let me get it wrong with the pushing so we would go to the 
hospital, I know this in my heart. I don’t know how I made it 30 minutes riding in a car without deliv-
ering that baby. It seems we got stuck behind every tractor on the 2 lane road, it was a weekday during 
prime harvest time in rural Kentucky. My contractions were coming fast and hard and that uncontrol-
lable urge to push was happening with every one of them.

     Everything from this point is a blur. We made it to the hospital, my husband got me a wheel chair, 
some paramedics at the emergency entrance were trying to stop him, he quickly explained I was in 
labor and shoved past them, somehow I was making it to a bed. Things around me were all blurred, 
like I was looking through a tunnel. The pushing sensation was horrible, trying to hold it back made 
all the pressure want to come up my throat. They threw my legs into stirrups, someone had taken my 
pants off. The nurse said not to push, that I wasn’t quite all the way dilated. (Looking back, I hap-
pen to know she was lying, trying to stall until the doctor could get in the room, because as she said it 
she had a scared look on her face and was hurriedly putting on a gown like she might have to catch a 
baby.) And then the doctor was there, they told me I could push. I did, blessed wonderful pushing, 2 
in fact and out she came.

     She was on my chest for only a second. I was so relieved that she was out, I was still dazed. I do 
remember thinking she was very red. There was something hanging off  of her, birth stuff? There was 
a lot of it. The doctor cut her cord and whisked her away to the little cart on the other side of the room 
to be evaluated. Nobody said anything. Only my mom was saying something, asking for them to let 
me nurse her? I was very distracted by the doctor working on a vicious tear I had received. His needle 
in a very tender spot, supposedly to numb me, made me let out a blood curdling scream, loader than 
any moan I had produced while giving birth. He told me I should be numb, but I wasn’t. Everything 
was a mess and a blur and where was my little girl? I remember asking my husband if she was ok. He 
said yes, but something on his face told me no, she wasn’t. Something was dreadfully wrong, why else 
would he be so pale? Nobody would say anything except, no, I couldn’t hold her, they had to take her 
next door, yes, she was breathing. My mom told my husband to go with them, she would take care of 
me.

     Again, a very large chunk of this is missing from my memory. At some point a doctor came into my 
room and gravely explained that my daughter’s APGAR scores were wonderful, but there seemed to 
be a problem with her skin. The whole top layer appeared to be coming off, (what I had seen hanging 
from her at birth) this was serious, because she couldn’t properly keep her temperature stable and 
there was risk of infection.
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“Can I nurse her?”

“No ma’am, you don’t understand,” his voice was a thick East Indian accent, “ this is very serious.” I 
could barely understand what he said, let alone process it.

     I didn’t understand. I was still dazed. Fear hadn’t set in because I still had not seen or held my 
baby. At this point I was beginning to feel like the whole thing was a very bad dream, it was very 
surreal. They told me she would be transported to Kosair’s in Louisville, an hour and a half away. I 
couldn’t go with her because they could not discharge me for at least 24 hours. My husband agonized 
about staying with me or going with her, but that decision was not at all hard, I quickly insisted he go 
with my baby girl, I could take care of me, she was helpless. I begged them to let me see her. They told 
me she was being wrapped in gauze to protect her skin but they would bring her in for a few minutes 
before she left. An hour later I got about 90 seconds to see my baby. She was wrapped like a mummy 
in gauze from head to toe. Only her eyes were showing and her nose. She had her daddy’s nose. She 
was in an isolet but they allowed me to briefly touch her gauze wrapped hand, then she was gone.

     Seeing her like that was hard. Something sunk in, some of the gravity of her condition, but not 
nearly enough. I was scared, numb - and then I was alone. My husband went up to Louisville, my 
mom had to go home and attend my young sisters who were waiting to hear about their little niece. I 
was left alone, unable to be discharged until the next day.

     This story would be far too long if I focus on every aspect of the hell I went through with fear and 
hospital misunderstandings that led to me having to talk to a social worker about possibly abusing my 
child in utero (long, ridiculous story), but instead I want to focus on Skye.

     Upon arriving at Kosair’s the next day, I immediately wanted to see my baby. She was wrapped 
in her gauze, her color had gone from fire engine red to pink, but you could see that the top layer of 
her skin on her face was raw under the protective vaseline. They told me her entire body looked as 
bad or worse under the gauze and most of her beautiful hair and scalp was peeling off. I looked at her 
and cried. She was sedated with pain medication and looked peaceful for the moment. My husband 
was the bravest man I’ve ever seen, he managed to completely hold me together as I threatened to 
fall apart. He took over the task of talking to the doctors and sorting through the technical medical 
language that I could not even begin to process. He had arranged for us to stay a block away at the 
Ronald McDonald House, (the 
most wonderful charity ever put 
together in my opinion) and he 
spoke so cheerfully to me, so 
optimistically, that I was able to 
take a breath and keep function-
ing.

     My function, it turned out, 
was pumping breast milk. In the 
face of utter helplessness, I could 
pump milk. I told myself she 
would need it now and for when 
she got better, and I pumped. 
I set my alarm to wake up and 
pump every three hours. I made 
myself eat because I wanted 
her to have plenty of milk. I 
made myself go to my room and 
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rest because I needed to keep up my supply of milk. I pumped by her bed side a few times, but there 
were always so many doctors and specialists needing to see her or do a procedure, so most of the 
time I would walk back to the Ronald McDonald House and pump and then walk back to the hospi-
tal. The little bit of weight I had managed to gain in the last month of pregnancy was quickly gone. I 
made enough milk for twins. Tragically, she got very little of that love in a bottle that I very devotedly 
worked so hard to make available for her. She had eating problems and tummy upset because of her 
pain meds and constant problems with her feeding tube.

     She had many problems. How many of them were original is very unclear.In fact, everything about 
her condition was unclear and remains a mystery to this day. Countless doctors in 10 states were not 
able to figure out what had caused her condition and her medical file, thick as a big city phone book, 
still baffles doctors who have studied it to consult on my second and third pregnancies. Her white 
blood cell count was constantly way too low or way too high. The doctors didn’t know if that was 
because of her skin or if her skin was because of her white blood cell problems. She got daily blood 
transfusions. She could not gain weight, she had trouble keeping an even temperature, she devel-
oped respiratory problems from being stationary and on strong pain medicine, yet we couldn’t really 
hold her or pick her up because of the risk of infection. We could only touch her with sterile gowns 
on and masks while she was wrapped in gauze, and only briefly at a time because keeping the door 
open on her isolet made her temperature drop. She had to have her bandages changed daily, then they 
dropped it to every other day because the 3 hour-long process left her so exhausted and in pain that 
her stats couldn’t recover very well before it was time to do it again. It was a very tedious and heart 
wrenching process. They usually did it at night when there was less doctor traffic in her room and we 
usually weren’t there, I believe they timed it like that on purpose, now that I look back. It was some-
thing no parent should ever have to see. They told us that several times.

     The only chance I had to really see her body was during a dressing change though, so I was finally 
able to catch them doing one after staying with my baby for several hours one day. On day 11 I was 
alone, my husband had not made it to the hospital that day, I think being so strong had finally caught 
up with him, and sensing that, I was determined to stay extra long and read to our little girl, some-
thing he did every day. So I was there when the nurses came in to do her dressing change and they 
hesitantly asked if I’d like to be present. I answered yes immediately, they tried to tell me it was not 
easy, but I didn’t care. My little girl had to endure them, surely I could be there to comfort her with 
my voice, to hold her tiny hand, something I rarely got to do.

     That 3 hours is burned across my memory with blistering vividness. I have blocked out so much, 
but that dressing change remains seared in time and space within the confines of my mind. The nurs-
es began by unwrapping her tiny body. She had weighed 5 lbs. 10 oz. at birth 11 days ago. I believe that 
at this point she was 4 lbs. 4 oz. As the gauze came off painstakingly inch by inch with 2 nurses work-
ing on her, I held her tiny hand and talked to her softly. That tiny 4 pound baby never cried. Even as 
little bits of her skin had to be separated from the gauze, she only grimaced and let out a few moans, 
she never cried. She looked up at me the whole time as if drinking in the sight of me. She knew my 
voice, she knew her mommy was there with her. She felt my latex covered finger in her hand. She had 
been given pain medicine, as much as she was allowed, but she wasn’t sedated. She was wide awake. 
She clung to my finger and stared up into my masked face for an hour as they unwrapped her. Her 
eyes were blue. Not the cloudy blue every new-born has, her eyes were a clear, deep blue. The only col-
or I have found that can describe her eyes was a clear, liquid cerulean, like a September Skye when it 
is crisp and cloudless, so deep you could never reach the end of it. As I looked into those beautiful eyes 
so full of pain and trust and bravery, it was almost like I could not be looking into the eyes of an 11 day 
old baby, those eyes were the eyes of a very old, very tired soul. Yet they are burned into my memory 
as the bravest eyes I’ve ever seen.
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     About the time they got her completely unwrapped, one of the nurses said, “How are you doing 
mom?” I guess I didn’t answer. Tears were rolling down my cheek into my mask and my face must 
have been very gray because both nurses suddenly insisted I sit down and  wouldn’t let me say no. I 
remember feeling very light-headed and my world going partially black as I was pushed onto a nearby 
chair. Even as I tried to focus to keep from fainting I remember saying that I was her mother and she 
needed me to be there. They replied that she didn’t need me to faint and have them needing to attend 
me while she was getting sterile dressings changed. I agreed at that point, but my heart ached. No-
body else was there for her and I couldn’t even hold it physically together enough to see her through 3 
hours of the hardest part of her day. The nurses let me sit for a minute, then they told me it would be 
best if I went and got some air. I knew the wrapping up part was even more tedious than the unwrap-
ping, and my breasts were telling me pumping should have happened an hour ago, so I tearfully told 
my baby that I would be back later and went away feeling like I had completely failed her when she 
needed me most.

     That day should be one of the worst in my memory, yet it gave me the clearest picture of who my 
daughter was. Skye was much stronger than I will ever be. She was much braver. As I look back on 
that day and remember her eyes I know that my daughter was too special for this earth. You may 
think I’m crazy, that I’m biased because I’m her mom, but then you didn’t stare into those eyes and 
experience what I did. It was as if that 11 day old baby was not 11 days old. It was as if she knew far 
more than I ever will while I’m on this earth. It was as if time stood still because while I was told it 
was an hour, I cannot remember it as an hour, a few minutes, or a few seconds. It was as if she gave 

me a gift that day that was meant for me alone and even though I didn’t see it or recognize it at the 
time, I know that on day 11 as she lay in her isolet enduring that dressing change it wasn’t me being 
strong for her and comforting her, she was being strong for me and letting me know that no matter 
what, it would all be ok. It was as if she knew that she wouldn’t have to lay there much longer and 
she was at peace with it. It was as if Heaven was reflected in her eyes, as if the veil was very thin and 
I could almost peer through her eyes into another realm. To this day that 11th day, instead of being a 
horrible memory, is one of my most cherished memories, one that keeps me moving forward.

     On day 17, after a week of what seemed an upward turn, my daughter took a desperate turn for the 
worse. She had been doing so well, in fact, that my husband and I felt ok with leaving the city for the 
first time since she’d been taken to Kosair’s and we went to church with my mom an hour and a half 
away and stayed for the noon meal. We told everyone that day that Skye seemed to be doing much 
better and we took the first real breaths we had in weeks.However, when we got back into good cell 
service about 40 minutes from Kosair’s, we both got voice mail notifications and pulled the car over 
to listen to them. The NICU had been trying to get in contact with us for the last couple hours, they 
thought we should come in and see our daughter as soon as we could.
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     My heart caught in my throat as we drove the rest of the way back to the hospital. By this time I was 
long over due to pump and it was getting painful, so upon arriving back in Louisville, Josh insisted I 
go pump and rest, he would check on the baby. He called me several hours later, waking me up, and 
said he was going to come get me and walk me from the room to the hospital. I knew something was 
horribly wrong, I was just afraid to think the words. When he met me he briefly told me what the doc-
tors had told him. Skye was a lot worse. I could tell he was trying to be calm, but there was something 
in his voice that made me ask if I should call my mom. He said it was up to me. I immediately dialed 
her and she said she would be there as quickly as she could.

     As soon as I saw my little girl, deep inside I knew she was going to leave, but I pushed the thought 
away and refused to process it until my mom got there. Skye didn’t look so horribly different, just very 
tired and very pale and her stats were not very good. When my mom got there, we cried and we talked 
and we prayed for an hour or so. Josh and I knew, somehow. We knew it was time to let go of her. We 
prayed that God would somehow take her pain away and let us hold it for her, we didn’t want to watch 
her suffer any more. No sooner was the prayer across our lips than a nurse came and summoned us 
from the family waiting room. It was time to hold that pain.

     As I approached her room, it was like slow motion. I was trembling uncontrollably. Nobody had 
actually said “your daughter is going to die” but I knew that once I entered that room, I would leave 
it without a living child. Thank God my mom was there, she gently pushed me forward into the room. 
Within a few moments they were asking me if I’d like to hold her. I could not answer, I could not 
move, I wanted to scream “NO!” and run away, but my mom sat me down and manually held my 
arms open as they placed my baby in my arms, still wrapped in gauze, but with her IVs being removed 
and her oxygen tube pulled away from her face and no cords or tubes tangling around her body. She 
had her eyes closed and her breathing was very light. She weighed as much as a feather. I kissed her 
forehead. It was warm and soft. This wasn’t how I had imagined kissing my baby for the first time 
would be. She should have been on my naked chest, her perfect naked body against mine. She should 
be looking into my eyes as I cried tears of joy, not tears of the worst agony I had ever felt, or will ever 
feel. Instead, I kissed her fading features for several minutes and told her she could go, that it was ok, 
mommy and daddy loved her and didn’t want her to hurt any more. Then I gave her to my husband 
and he held her for the last moments until she very quietly and peacefully stopped breathing and her 
heart stopped beating.

     It was less than an hour into day 18, October 13, 2008. We never went to sleep before the clock 
struck midnight, so I will always remember it as 17 days.

...........................................................................................................................................................

     October 13, 2008 is when my daughter’s life on earth ended, but it’s where her story really began. 
You see, that 11th day as I looked into my daughter’s eyes, she had indeed given me something truly 
remarkable. In fact, she gave me many things, like a giant stocking full of many little delightful gifts. 
Skye gave me courage to go on in spite of unimaginable pain. She gave me a deeper love not only for 
my husband and family, but for other families who have gone through this agony and who continue 
to experience it daily. She showed me what it really means to fight, to go through pain and difficulty 
without complaint. She showed me how to hope, how to live, why living is so important, not just go-
ing through life, but being alive. She taught me that the unknown doesn’t have to be feared. So many, 
many things she taught me or showed me or gave me.

     Of course it took me a while to begin to recognize the gifts she gave me. There was a lot of grieving 
to get through. I still have days where I fall apart and relive the whole thing and cry buckets of tears, 
but that’s ok, because another thing she taught me was that remembering is the very best thing you 
can do.
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     I take great pride in carrying on my little girl’s memory through my art. Skye Blue is named in 
memory of her, and so much more than a name, the meaning behind those words for me is monu-
mental. I hope I have helped you get a glimpse of just how special that name is.

     The Christmas ornament donation program I started this year is just another way my baby girl 
reaches out even now and proves how special she was. She has touched more lives in her death than 
she ever could have in life. If I had been given more time with her, I wouldn’t know how precious 
every memory is, and the memories we weren’t able to make together make the memories I do have 
even more priceless. “In Memory Of” was specifically designed to reach out to parents who, like my-
self, were not able to make very many memories with their children. The ornaments I make and do-
nate can never make up for those lost memories, but they help make new memories every year as you 
pull out the ornaments and hang them on the tree. They also give you the chance to bring out the old 
memories and dust them off and maybe even share them with family and younger siblings who didn’t 
get to meet their older sibling in Heaven. Remembering is healthy, its healing, it is the most tender, 
beautiful thing you can do for a child that has passed. I have been so touched in such a short time by 
being able to make these ornaments for beautiful families that have inadvertently joined me on this 
pilgrimage of sacred grief and beauty.

     Fall is still my very favorite time of year. In fact, I welcome it now more than ever. I wait with great 
anticipation to see those one or two perfect September days, where I can look up at the sky and see the 
color of my daughter’s eyes again. This September 25th my little girl would have been 4. There is not 
a day that goes by I do not think of her and miss her. I would give everything to have her in my arms 
again, but since I can’t, this honoring her memory with Skye Blue is how I carry on her gifts of peace 
and purpose. Thank you for letting me share her story with you.

     I love you Skye, until we reach...

...............................................................................................................................................................................

To find out more about the “In Memory Of” ornament donation program, visit Skye Blue by Natasia Champion on Face-
book or email me at natasiachampion85@live.com

22



Shake it!           Bake it!                                    
          Make it! 

It is inevitable that most of us grieving Mothers (and Fathers and 
grandparents and aunts and uncles!) will find ourselves being 

chef or sous chef around Thanksgiving. This year, some of us may 
use the kitchen as a place to escape family events - which is why 

we’ve added some extra-long-keep-you-busy recipes. On the 
contrary, some of us may find ourselves wanting to spend as much 
time with family as possible, so we have also included some quick 

and easy recipes for food that you can bring with you to any 
family event or whip up if unexpected relatives pop in for a visit 

during the Autumn holiday season. 

This edition’s recipes include...

Festive Cocktails

Fall into Yams

Caramel Apples

Turkey Meatloaf

Cranberry Stuffed Turkey Breasts



Festive Cocktails

Spiced Cranberry Sangrias 
For the fruit:
2 cups fresh cranberries
2 Granny Smith apples, large dice
1 cup Spiced Simple Syrup
3/4 cup Cointreau
1/2 cup ruby port wine

For the sangría:
1 (750-milliliter) bottle Tempranillo rosé
1/2 cup ruby port wine
1/2 cup Cointreau
1/2 cup cranberry juice

For the fruit:
Combine all ingredients in a 3-quart container with a 
tightfitting lid.
Cover and refrigerate at least 4 hours or preferably 
overnight.

For the sangría:
Add all ingredients to the fruit mixture and stir to 
combine.
Refrigerate until chilled; serve over ice.

Brandy Apple Punch 
1 cup cranberries (about 4 ounces), thawed 
if frozen
1 1/2 cups water
1/4 cup packed dark brown sugar
3 cups apple cider or apple juice
3 cups brandy
1 1/2 cups freshly squeezed lemon juice 
(from about 15 lemons)
3/4 cup maple syrup
1 large Granny Smith apple, thinly sliced, 
for garnish
Ice

1. Place cranberries, 1/4 cup of the water, 
and the brown sugar in a large bowl and 
mash with a potato masher until the cran-
berries are completely smashed and the 
brown sugar has dissolved slightly.
2. Add the remaining 1 1/4 cups water, ap-
ple cider or juice, brandy, lemon juice, and 
maple syrup and stir vigorously until well 
combined and the sugar has completely dis-
solved. Pour the mixture through a strainer 
set over a 10-cup pitcher and discard the 
solids left in the strainer. Chill for at least 1 
hour, or until cold.
3. If desired, transfer the mixture to a 
punch bowl and top with apple slices. To 
serve, pour 3 ounces of the punch into a 
highball glass filled with ice. Garnish with a 
thin slice of apple.

Cocktails courtesy of www.chow.com. 
You can follow this link for more fes-
tive drinks: http://www.chow.com/
galleries/242/21-cocktail-recipes-for-
thanksgiving-merriment/related
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Fall into Yams

Ingredients
Butter, margarine, 
or Pam for greasing
5 apples
1 pkg. (14 oz.) 
caramel candies
1 tbsp. water

You’ll need
Cookie Sheet, Wax Paper, 5 wooden craft sticks

Directions
1. Line a cookie sheet with wax paper, and 
grease with a dab of butter or margarine or 
spray with pam.
2. If you have any children on Earth, they can 
help wash the apples in a colander and dry 
them with a kitchen towel. If they have stems, 
you may need to help remove them. Insert a 
craft stick into each apple.
3. Unwrap the caramel candies and add them to 
a microwave-safe bowl. Measure out the water 
and add that to the candies.
4. Place in the microwave and heat on high for 
about 3 minutes. Stop the microwave and stir 
the caramels every minute or so. While you 
hold the bowl be sure to use oven mitts--some 
bowls get very hot. Stir with a wooden spoon or 
a spatula. Continue heating the caramels until 
they are completely melted and smooth.
5. Carefully remove the caramels from the 
microwave. Please note that the caramel will be 
very hot, and the bowl may be hot, as well. Dip 
the apples into the caramel and hold them over 
the bowl to let the excess caramel drip away. 
Dip once or twice to coat the apples. If you like, 
you can dip into fun toppings. Set them on the 
buttered wax paper to cool.

Fun toppings
Nuts, Sprinkles, Crushed candy bars, M & Ms, 
Pretzels, Toffee, Candy Corn, Drizzle Chocolate 
(white, milk, or dark), Coconut

Caramel 
Apples

Ingredients
3 cups mashed sweet potatoes 1/2 cup 
sugar 
2 beaten eggs 
1/4 cup margarine, melted 
1/2 cup milk 
1 1/2 teaspoons vanilla 

Topping 
1 cup brown sugar 
1/3 cup flour 
1 cup chopped pecans 
1/3 cup margarine, melted 

Directions: 
1. In large mixing bowl,mix sweet pota-
toes, sugar, eggs, margarine, milk and 
vanilla. 
2. Pour into 9 inch square greased bak-
ing dish. 
3. Mix topping ingredients and sprinkle 
over potatoes. 
4. Bake at 350 degrees for 35-40 min-
utes
5. Can be doubled and baked in 9x13 
dish.
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Turkey Meatloaf
Ingredients

1 1/2 pounds ground turkey
2 cups dry bread crumbs
1 onion, chopped
1 egg, beaten
1 cup milk
1/2 cup balsamic vinegar
1 clove garlic, minced
1 teaspoon salt
1 teaspoon pepper
1 1/2 tablespoons chopped fresh 
rosemary
1 cup canned tomato sauce
3/4 cup brown sugar
1 tablespoon Dijon mustard

Directions

1. Preheat oven to 350 degrees F 
(175 degrees C). Lightly grease a 
9x5 inch loaf pan.
2. In a large mixing bowl, mix to-
gether the ground turkey, bread 
crumbs, onion, egg and milk. Sea-
son with balsamic vinegar, salt, pepper and rosemary. Press into the 
prepared pan. Blend together the tomato sauce, brown sugar and 
mustard; pour evenly over the top of the loaf.
3. Bake for 1 hour in the preheated oven, or until juices run clear 
when pricked with a knife.
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Cranberry Stuffed Turkey Breasts
Ingredients

1 (12 ounce) package herb-seasoned bread stuffing mix
2 skinless boneless turkey breasts

1 cup chopped pecans
2 (8 ounce) packages dried, sweetened cranberries

2 tablespoons olive oil
6 lettuce leaves

1/2 cup pecan halves

Directions
1. Preheat the oven to 350 degrees F (175 degrees C). Prepare stuffing mix according to package 
directions. Set aside to cool.
2. With a sharp knife, butterfly breasts open to lay flat. Place each breast between two sheets of 
waxed paper, and flatten with a mallet. Spread the prepared stuffing to within 1/4 inch of the edge 
of each breast. Sprinkle each one with chopped pecans and dried cranberries, reserving some of the 
cranberries for garnish. Roll up tightly in a jellyroll style, starting with the long end. Tuck in ends, and 
tie in sections with string, about 4 sections around the middle and one running the length of the roll 
to secure the ends.
3. Heat olive oil in a large cast iron skillet over medium-high heat. Carefully brown rolls on all sides.
4. Place skillet in oven, uncovered. Bake in a preheated 350 degrees F (175 degrees C) oven for 1 
hour, or until the internal temperature is at 170 degrees F (78 degrees C) when taken with a meat 
thermometer. Do not let these get overly dry.
5. Allow rolls to set for 15 minutes before removing string, and slicing into 1/2 to 3/4 inch circles. 
Leave one roll whole, and slice the other for presentation. Stuffing will be spiraled into meat. Present 
on your prettiest platter on a bed of curly lettuce, and garnish by sprinkling with the remaining 1/2 
cup pecan halves and the reserved dried cranberries.
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Guest
  Author
Michelle Murray
Author of I Will Hold You in 
my Heart Forever - A baby 
book for little angels

   When I found out about my son’s heart problem at my 18 week ultrasound I was dev-
astated.  It was my very first pregnancy and now every expectation I had of a perfectly 
healthy baby and a blissfully joyful nine months was being squashed. We were given 
four options: terminate right away, give birth and watch our son die in two days, heart 
transplant or surgery. We chose surgery but when our little baby boy Tyler subsequent-
ly died at seven weeks of age my whole world fell apart. The legacy of my son is a deeply 
touching story showing how resilience, love and wisdom of the human spirit can bring 
forward hope, healing, and new possibilities. His story shows how something beautiful 
can come out of something so tragic.

    After the death of my son I probed, pondered and dissected what had happened and 
why it had happened.  It wasn’t until I went on to have three other perfectly healthy 
children that I felt somewhat whole again. During this time I was able to do all the 
things that you get to do as a mother. One of those things is filling out a baby book of all 
your babies’ firsts. However, while I was filling out all of their baby books, I was heart-
broken that I did not have a baby book for my son. He deserved a book of his very own.   
I wanted something I could have to pass on from generation to generation. It was im-
portant for me to have something tangible to remind me of Tyler.  

    I also had such a strong desire to do something in memory of him. That is when I 
decided to create and self-publish “I Will Hold You In My Heart Forever… A baby book 
for little angels”. The best part about this baby book is that pages can be removed so 
that it fits your angel’s story - which means there won’t be a single blank page!

    Tyler has stretched my capacity to love far from what it used to be and I realized that 
there are a lot of mothers out there that are going through the same thing as I was.  The 
grief that is felt after losing a baby is by far one of the most profound grief’s that can as-
sault the human spirit.  

    Reading the email responses I have gotten from mothers who have purchased a book 
sends waves of calm over me and has helped me reach an even deeper inner peace.  It is 
an amazing feeling to share a connection with people from all across the world.  People 
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started telling me how much they admired my 
strength in coping with Tyler’s death, but this 
awful heavy tragedy starts to feel, at times, like a 
rare joy, a special gift. Tyler has touched all these 
lives, and made all these moments possible. 

    My patience in talking to other parents who’ve 
lost an infant seems endless. Knowing we all 
need others who are willing to reach out, listen 
and understand; I trained to be a grief facilitator 
for Bereaved Families of Ontario. It has brought 
me great comfort in reflecting on my own pain 
and loss, and the larger sense of my life.

    Occasionally I still get teary-eyed at the sight 
of a little boy or when something around me trig-
gers a memory, but I know that Tyler has left his 
footprints on this world and he will always live 
on in my heart forever.
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Guest
  Blogger
Andrea
www.followingthefifields.blogspot.com.

 It all started with a prank phone call that 
I received in my dorm room at Belmont Univer-
sity in Nashville, Tennessee. I had moved to Nashville to pursue a career in country music, and Charles had 
moved there for the Christian music scene. We both enrolled at Belmont University, a great music school 
right on Music Row where all the recording studios are located. I was watching an old movie in my dorm 
room late one night when the phone rang. The boys on the other end claimed to be in my English class, but 
they really weren’t. They had randomly found my name in the university directory. I told them why I had 
come to Nashville, so they asked me to sing something. They put me on speaker phone and I sang Amazing 
Grace. One of the boys overhearing the phone call took notice. It turned out, his mother used to sing him 
to sleep with that song, so he circled my number and decided to call me later on to apologize for his room-
mates pulling the prank. He asked me to meet him at a gazebo on campus and we’ve been together ever 
since. In fact, we got engaged in that very same gazebo.

 Not long after getting married, Charles and I felt that God was leading us as a couple to enter into 
ministry. So, we packed up and moved to Virginia Beach, Virginia, and Charles began his graduate school 
studies at Regent University. After obtaining his Master’s of Divinity, we moved to Florida where Charles 
took a job at SonCoast Community Church as Pastor of Youth and Young Adults. In Florida, we finally had 
our first child after one miscarriage and eight long years of waiting and wondering if it were even possible 
for us to have children. We named our precious boy Charles Herald Fifield III and decided to call him 
“Chad” just like his daddy was called as a boy. As they say, “Having a baby changes everything,” and for 
us, that meant that after almost a decade of sojourning, we finally wanted to move near our family again. 
With that, we said goodbye to Florida and moved to Texas where Charles’ family has lived for generations. 
In fact, Charles’ great-grandfather actually co-founded Scott & White Hospital here in the town where we 
live. We felt that it was extremely important for our kids to know their roots and to grow up near family. 
So, when Chad was just a few months old, we moved to Texas and bought the house right next door to my 
in-laws! Some people think we’re crazy to live right next door, but it has been a tremendous blessing for us.

 When Chad was just one year old, we went to King’s Daughter’s Hospital (now McLane Children’s 
Hospital Scott & White) early in the morning on July 12, 2007 to be induced into labor with our second 
child. That was the day that changed our lives forever. I don’t think you can ever be prepared to lose a 
child, and it truly shook us to the core. Immediately after the doctor broke my water, there was bleeding 
and soon after that, Cohen’s heart rate began to drop dramatically. The nurses could not reach the doctor 
right away because she was performing a surgery in the ER. Eventually, the doctor got the message and I 
was rushed into the operating room for an emergency c-section, but by the time they got him out, he had 
already passed away due to undiagnosed marginal velamentous cord insertion, which caused vasa previa. 
Basically, that means that the umbilical cord was attached to the side of the placenta instead of the middle. 
Because of this, the umbilical cord had split (like a wishbone) and the exposed vessels ruptured when the 
doctor broke my water. Not every pregnancy with a velamentous cord insertion results in vasa previa, only 
those in which the blood vessels are near the cervix. When I finally woke up from the general anesthesia, 
I remember asking my husband if we had lost the baby. He answered, “We lost the baby.” Those were the 
loudest words I think I’ve ever heard. They still echo in my ears to this day.



 The year that followed losing Cohen was, in truth, kind of a blur. I remember lots of crying myself 
to sleep. I remember reliving every single moment of that day over and over and over again in my mind as 
I lay in bed each night. I remember trying to find the ever-elusive answer to the question, “Why did God 
allow this to happen to us?” Thankfully, I eventually realized that I was asking the wrong question. The 
question that I should have been asking was not, Why?, but What now? Am I going to dwell in this sorrow 
and build walls between myself and other people, between myself and God, or am I going to trust that 
God is who He says He is and that He knows what is best for me? I decided the latter. The anger I felt was 
destroying me from the inside out, so I decided that in order for my wounds to truly heal, I had to make 
my peace with God and with what happened. It was only after I had that spiritual breakthrough that I was 
able to see the good that Cohen brought to my life. Soon, other couples who had also lost a child began to 
come out of the woodwork. I will always be so grateful to them for welcoming us with open arms into this 
sort of secret society that most people don’t like to talk about. The club that no one ever wants to join, but 
once you’re in, you’re in for keeps. Through their help, I finally realized that I could help others by shar-
ing my story, so I decided to create a blog called Following the Fifields (followingthefifields.blogspot.com). 
Blogging has become an outlet that I use to deal with Cohen’s loss and to help others who have experienced 
losing a child.

 Two years to the day after we lost Cohen, God gave us an unplanned miracle: Sarah Beth. Her due 
date was the exact day that Cohen died (July 12th), but because we chose to have a c-section, the doctor 
delivered her a few days earlier (July 9th). Some would call that just a coincidence, but we consider it a 
miracle! Sarah Beth is a daily reminder of God’s faithfulness in our lives and a beacon of hope for other 
mommies who have experienced the agony of losing a child. All of my life, my parents have called me 
“their rainbow” because I was born right after my mom had two miscarriages. My dad bought my mom a 
card that said, “The rainbow comes after the storm.” Little did I know that, one day, I would have my own 
rainbow baby. We just celebrated our rainbow baby’s 3rd birthday, and a few days later, we visited Cohen’s 
grave to celebrate our glory baby’s 5th birthday in heaven. It’s always a little bitter-sweet for us when July 
rolls around each year. It’s good to have the happiness of Sarah Beth’s birthday to counteract the longing 
for Cohen that we feel in our hearts. Maybe that’s what God was thinking when He chose to bless us with 
our little rainbow after the storm. Our newest addition is sweet little Hannah Grace. She is 16 months-old 
and loves her big brother and sister. We just love to hear the pitter-patter of her little feet on the hardwood 
floor. My husband and I were just discussing how we will miss that sound when we no longer have babies 
around the house.

 Losing Cohen has changed the very fiber of our being, and we will never be the same again. In re-
flecting upon Cohen Andrew’s short time with us, we find that his life was amazingly significant and im-
pacting. It is so important for us to know that his little heart did not beat in vain. He has had such a positive 
effect on us as parents, as Christians, and as human beings. We now have the glorious hope of not only 
meeting our Maker someday, but also of seeing our son again. The dreadful thought of death has somehow 
been made a little sweeter. We now also feel so much more capable of comforting others who are grieving, 
having also had our own hearts pierced. We have come to appreciate so much more how our heavenly Fa-
ther must have felt when He lost His Son. His ONLY Son. We feel so blessed that God allowed us to keep 
our first-born, who has been so instrumental in bringing us through such tragedy. The light in his eyes was 
sometimes the only light we could see. He will never know what a rock he was to his mommy and daddy. 

 This year, Cohen would be 5 years old. He’d be starting Kindergarten and would probably lose his 
first tooth. He is and will always be a big part of our family. We talk about him with our kids and they know 
that they have a brother waiting for them in heaven. To those readers who have recently lost a child, I truly 
hope that reading our story can help you cope with your loss in some small way. You are now a bonafide 
member of this elite, secret club. A club for those who have experienced the greatest loss imaginable and 
have lived to tell about it. It’s certainly not for sissies. It’s not for the faint of heart. You have been weighed, 
you have been measured, and you have been found worthy to walk this path. You do not, however, have to 
walk it alone. We are all here walking beside you, each of us carrying a burden so heavy to bear. Yet, not so 
heavy when we are leaning on one another.

31



32

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. Directly
below are different “quick crafts”, that you can print and cut out to keep 

somewhere safe until you have a chance to DIY. 

Sew a pink ribbon 
to a blue ribbon so 
that each side is a 
different colour! 
Fold over and fas-
ten with a safety 
pin to create your 
own pregnancy and 
infant loss aware-
ness pin for every 
day use or to wear 
on October 15th!

Glue acorn tops onto a painted, wooden picture 
frame from the dollar store! Great way to hold 

your October 15th memories close to you heart. 

When you need time to yourself, go on 
a special walk when the trees are full of 
coloured leaves. Pick the ones up that 
remind you of different moments of 

your life. 

Glue or tape them to a regular size 
piece of paper and add whatever else 

you want - sparkles, words with a 
marker or pen, photographs, etc. 

Bring the paper to your local business 
depot and have it laminated. Normally 

this costs less than $2.00. Now you 
have a brand new, Fall placemat or 

wall-hanging!



Terracotta Owl 

Supplies: 

2 - tiny terracotta pots (2 inch tall)

1 – styrofoam ball (2 in diameter)

1-2 stems of flowers

eyes (wiggly eyes, small circle mirrors, black pom poms etc)

hot glue

Picking the flowers: 

For the eyes the head of the flowers should be around 1 ½ across.

For the mouth choose a flower like a daisy or something with long petals. This should  be a little larger 

than the eye one mine are about 3 inches across. 

How to: 

1. Place the styrofoam ball in one of the pots. (You can glue it in place)

2. Cut your eye flowers leaving about an inch stem. Remove any leaves 

and insert the flower head into the ball where you would put eyes. 

3. Mouth: Taking your daisy flower or one similar cut it from the stem 

leaving an inch or so of the stem. Put a bit of glue 

on the center of the flower and fold down the 

upper petals. 

Using one of the leaves from your stem, fold it 

over and glue it into place. The leaf you can cut 

into a triangle to make it more pointy looking. 

Insert mouth into ball under eyes. 

4. Wings: Take 4 of the leaves left on your stem and glue them to the top 

of the unused pot. (Excuse my white glue mess in the photo I learned 

the hard way you want to use hot glue for this project)

5. Place a decent amount of glue on top of the leaves you just glued into 

place and then add your face (pot will be tipped on its side).

6. Eyes: At this point you may feel he's done and thats fine :) I wanted 

something a little more with the eyes so I added on mine tiny round 

mirrors for the finished piece. (as you can see in the second owl I left 

the flowers as is for the eyes.)

Please feel free to share 

your own at Miscarriage 

Blankets and More on 

Facebook :) 

Thank you to Tiffanie Herne of Miscarriage Blankets and More & 
Kaitlin’s Angels Memory Box Program for submitting this craft tutorial! 

http://www.facebook.com/MiscarriageBlankets
http://www.facebook.com/KaitlinsAngels
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Size of pattern:  35-40 weeks gestation
Use Size G Hook and Pink or Blue Baby Yarn
Note:  Beg ch 2 does not count as a st in this pattern.

Bootie:  Beginning at toe, ch 4, sl st in first ch to form ring.
Rnd 1 (Right Side):   Working over tail of yarn, Ch 2, work 9 dc in ring, join with a sl st 
in first dc. Pull end of yarn tail to close up hole. 9 sts.
Rnd 2:  Ch 2, turn, 2 dc in each st around, join with a sl st in first dc. 18 sts.
Rnd 3:  Ch 2, turn, dc in base of ch 2 (1 st increased), dc in each st around, join with a 
sl st in first dc. 19 sts.
Rnd 4:  Repeat Rnd 3. 20 sts.
Rnd 5:  Repeat Rnd 3. 21 sts.
Row 6:  Ch 2, turn, dc in next 18 sts. Do not work last 3 stitches.
Rows 7-9:  Ch 2, turn, dc in each st. 18 sts. Cut yarn at end of Row 9 leaving a length 
to sew back seam. With right sides tog, sew back seam. Turn bootie right side out.

Cuff: Rnd 1 (right side):  Attach yarn with sl st at back seam of bootie, ch 2, work 22 
dc evenly spaced around top of bootie. Join with sl st in top of first dc.
Rnd 2-6:   Ch 2, turn, dc in each st around. Join with sl st in top of first dc. Rnd 6 will 
be on the outside of bootie when cuff is turned down.

Edging:  (Ch 1 and sc) in each st around, join with sl st in first sc.
Fasten off. Weave in ends of yarn on wrong side of bootie. Turn down 3 rnds of cuff.
Tie:  Ch 70, pull yarn through last st and pull tight for knot. Pull beginning end of yarn 
tight for knot. Weave tie through dc sts of Rnd 1 of Cuff. Tie in a bow at front of boo-
tie. Trim ends of yarn about a quarter of an inch from knots.

Repeat for second bootie.

Baby Angel Booties Crochet Pattern
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Candles are great for 
participating in the 
October 15th Wave of 
Light or illuminating 
spooky situations on 
Halloween. Candles, 
when used, will melt 
into ugly clumps of 
knurled wax. A lot of 
people just chuck this 
wax away, but it can be 
reused.

How to Make New Can-
dles from Old Candles

1. The first thing you 
should do is go to your 
local mega-mart or craft store and buy some waxed candle wicks and a candle mold. If 
you have a shot glass from your college days, you can use this as a mold.

2. Now you need to sort your candles. Let’s say that you’ve gone through a box of five 
like candles and have two used-up rogue candles. Mixing dissimilar candles can have 
mixed results. Scented candles mixed with candles of a different scent can smell abso-
lutely terrible. Lovely, colored candles will turn brown or gray when mixed with un-
like candles. Candles made from a mix of dissimilar candles can produce more smoke 
than normal, too. If you are reusing candles for inside use, I would suggest only mix-
ing like candles.

3. Take your five similar candles and put them in a melting pot. Use tweezers or tongs 
to remove the wicks. Pour the wax into the mold(s).

4. Place a waxed candle wick into the heated wax. If you don’t want to hold the wick in 
place and wait for the wax to dry, I suggest that you get a pair of vice grips and a stack 
of books. Pinch the wick in the vice grips and use the books the elevate the tool above 
the wax-filled mold. Make sure that the wick is centered in the wax.

5. Once the wax is dry, unclip the grips. You now have a recycled candle.

Make Your Own Candle



36

homemade

Christmas Gift Exchange
With the holidays quickly approaching, we wanted to offer a chance for new friendships to be 
made, and for a bit of Christmas cheer and love to be exchanged between babyloss moms this 
season.  We know how hard the holidays can be with our empty arms and hearts that long 

for our sweet babies.  It helps to know that someone else out there understands, is thinking of 
us and is remembering us and our baby(ies) at Christmas time.  We invite you to be a part of 
spreading Christmas cheer and love to another babyloss mom by participating in our first an-

nual UTPAIL Christmas Exchange. 

How the UTPAIL Christmas Exchange will work: You will be matched 
with another babyloss mom who will be your partner for this ex-
change. You will know each other’s name and have each other’s 
contact information; this is not a secret exchange. You are free to 
start contacting your partner as soon as you find out their information.   

What will be exchanged: This is a “homemade” gift exchange. We 
know times are difficult for many and so are asking you to keep the 
cost of your supplies to no more than $10.  What you make is up to 
you! Use your creativity, use what you have lying around the house, 
and have fun making your new friend something special for Christ-
mas!  It can be babyloss related; something personal, useful, etc…
whatever you think will put a smile on her face this holiday season.  
How will you know what type of things your partner likes? You will 
have the opportunity to get to know her ahead of time!  Take time to 
ask about her baby, things she likes, what reminds her of her baby.

The timeline for this shipping part of this exchange: 
In-country partners:  Homemade gifts should be mailed no later than December 12, 2012.
Out of country partners:  Homemade gifts should be mailed no later than December 3, 2012.

To sign up, take a look at the next page! 
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How do I sign up?

To sign up please send an email to utpailexchange@yahoo.ca with “Christmas Exchange 
Sign-up” in the subject line and the following information in the email body:

Name

Mailing Address

Email Address

Please tell us about your baby(ies):  Name, age & reason lost, things that remind you of 
them, favorite color(s), etc.

Would you be willing to accept an out-of-country partner? 

* If you prefer to not have any type of religious gift, please note that in your email.
* Please feel free to include anything else you would like your partner to know about you.

What happens after you sign up via email?

Everyone will receive their partner information by November 6, 2012.  This will allow you ap-
proximately one month to work on your homemade gift.  You may begin contacting your 
partner anytime after you receive your email by November 6.

Sign-up deadline:  Please sign up via email no later than October 16, 2012.

AN IMPORTANT NOTE ABOUT SIGNING UP:  PLEASE THINK CAREFULLY ABOUT YOUR TIME COMMITMENT 
IN NOVEMBER.  IF YOU THINK YOU MAY JUST BE TOO BUSY TO PARTICIPATE, PLEASE CONSIDER SIGNING 
UP NEXT YEAR IF YOU ARE ABLE TO.  WE WANT EVERYONE TO WALK AWAY FROM THIS EXCHANGE WITH 
A HOMEMADE GIFT AND IF YOU CANNOT COMMIT TO FOLLOWING THROUGH, PLEASE DON’T RISK 
HURTING YOUR PARTNER’S FEELINGS BY SIGNING UP.  OBVIOUSLY, DELAYS IN LIFE ARE NORMAL SO IF 
YOU RUN INTO PROBLEMS WHILE YOU ARE WORKING ON YOUR GIFT AND MAY BE MAILING A BIT LATE, 
JUST KEEP YOUR PARTNER AND UTPAIL INFORMED OF YOUR PROGRESS.

As a reminder, here is the UTPAIL Homemade Christmas Gift Exchange Timeline:

September 1-October 16, 2012:  Sign-ups for program
October 16 – November 1, 2012:  Matches done by UTPAIL
November 2, 2012 – November 6, 2012:  Emails with partner information sent to all 
participants
November 6 – December 6/12, 2012:  Partner communication begins (email, etc.) and 
work on homemade gifts, prep for mailing
December 6, 2012:  DEADLINE to mail homemade gifts that are going out of country
December 12, 2012:  DEADLINE to mail homemade gifts that are going in country

Thank you everyone for your interest in this exchange!  We truly hope that this exchange 
brings you just a bit of extra Christmas cheer this holiday season! If you have any questions 
please let us know!



38



39



40



41

 ™                        
Loss Doulas International™ (LDI) trains and certifies the Baby Loss Doula™ who offers compassionate and informed 
support to Baby Loss moms and their families (working alongside professional caregivers…as an asset to the care-giving 
team.) A Baby Loss Doula™ is trained to support parents whose baby has, or will die, (including miscarriage,) working 
with families to prepare for their baby’s birth, assist in creating a Birth Preferences Plan, provide companioning during 
the birth, help the family to spend cherished final moments with their baby, be a gentle advocate, and help the families to 
locate appropriate grief resources and support.    

LDI also offers other certifications, as well as, a number of related seminars on baby loss subjects including; Birth 
Preferences Planner, Support Group Leader, Peer Support Companion and Grief in the Workplace Consultant.  

Newly bereaved parents deserve to have a compassionate advocate by their side who understands loss (in depth,) who 
can work closely and well with clinic/office/hospital staff and who knows the pros and cons of vital decision-making 
and tender memory-making…as well as key grief resources.  

Well screened and trained baby loss parents and perinatal loss oriented professionals can fulfill these roles. Let’s set 
a goal for each community to have people in place ready to help as soon as they are needed. We seek special people to 
become an independent Baby Loss Doula™. 

Meet our— Founders and Trainers: Sherokee Ilse (Babies Remembered and Wintergreen Press) and Pat Flynn (1st 
Breath.) Additional Founding Team Trainers and/or Advisors: Suzanne Helzer, RNC-OB, LCCE, Sue Steen, BSN, 
Lori Martini (Healing From The Start,) Laura Stutzman (Memories to Hold,) and Katherine Hensley (Threads of Love.) 

We invite you to become certified as an independent Baby Loss Doula™!

***SPECIAL DISCOUNT OFFER***

(Provide us with a location to put on our Baby Loss Doula™ Certification Workshop…help with set-up, and get at 
least 10 people to sign up…and YOU will receive a 50% discount off of the workshop fee!!!)

_____________________________________________________________________________  

Possible Upcoming Workshop Locations (dates T.B.A.)
Asheville, NC…Boston, MA…Denver, CO…Kansas City, MO

Minneapolis, MN…Oklahoma City, OK…Regina and/or Saskatoon, Canada
Burlington, VT…Upstate NY/PA

Taking requests for other cities...

For more information about Loss Doulas International™ and Future Workshops and Seminars, please visit our website: www.
LossDoulasInternational.com 816-457-6930 Or contact us at: Sherokee Ilse 952-201-8667 or Pat Flynn 816-830-9572

http://www.LossDoulasInternational.com
http://www.LossDoulasInternational.com
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We are sorry for your loss.  Come and check out our 
memorial items. We personalize your memories.
http://www.facebook.com/CreativeCraftsRoadsideRecipes
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Specializing in quality baby items.  Come on over and check out our mini-rag quilts, lovies, owl lovies, 
and a special line of rainbow onesies. A portion of all proceeds goes to supporting various infant loss 

charities. All hand made with love in memory of all our angels.

Jessica Nelles
vigusj@hotmail.com

Internet Page: http://www.facebook.com/pages/Tycobs-Bou-
tique/235036309900051



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 Rebecca Abreu 
and the UTPAIL Team
utpail.2012@gmail.com
www.utpail.webs.com

United Through Pregnancy 
and Infant Loss 

c/o Rebecca Abreu 
55 Front St N

PO BOX 23002
Orillia, Ontario

L3V 0C5

We LOVE feedback (both positive and critical!), so please send us 
an email to let us know what you thought of our Autumn 2012 is-
sue. 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 looking for 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, 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 preg-
nancy 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!

 
 

http://www.facebook.com/utpail
mailto:utpail.2012%40gmail.com?subject=
mailto:utpail.2012%40gmail.com?subject=
mailto:utpail.2012%40gmail.com?subject=Newsletter%20Team%2A
http://www.facebook.com/utpail

