
1



Welcome
Welcome to the Summer edition of United 
Through Pregnancy and Infant Loss’s 
quarterly newsletter. Inside you will find 
delicious recipes, unique Summer craft 
projects, a showcase of memorial tattoos, 
personal stories of inspiration, a special 
note from Evan Sent, and so much more! 

We LOVE feedback (both positive and 
critical!), so please send us an email to let 
us know what you thought of our Sum-
mer 2012 issue. Don’t forget that every-
one 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 newslet-
ters, as well as get that first “sneak peek”. 
If interested, please contact us through 
email. 

United Through Pregnancy and Infant 
Loss is a facebook page wherein stores 
and support groups can freely share their 
pregnancy and infant loss products, com-
munity 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!
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memorial tattoos

     “If tears could build a stairway, 
                                                           and memories were a lane -
I would walk right up to Heaven, 
                                                     and bring you back again.”

Bailey’s Little Feet 
Her feet were on the card side 
by side, so I cut and paste a bit 

to offset them and printed them 
out to take them with me. The 

guy (tattoo artist) used my copy 
and really only touched up a 

couple parts himself. I say take 
it to them and let them tell you 
what they think they can do for 
ya. These are on my upper fore-
arm right where her feet would 
lay on my arm as I would hold 

her in my arms. Remembering 
Aaron

Daddy’s Tattoo 
(above)

& Mommy’s Tattoo 
(right)

In memory of Sara Morgan’s sweet angel babies,
* Devan Michael & Angel Marie *

The footprints 
are the exact 
copy of our An-
gel’s footprints 
at birth. Figured 
what better than 
to have them 
than in the infant 
and pregnancy 
loss ribbon.



Sara 
Grace 
Henkel 

December 
29, 2007 

My daughter’s 
footprints... 
a part of her 
is with me all 
the time. She 

is forever with 
me! 
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Remembering
Hunter Grace

Remembering
Angel

Nita Koehl’s 
tattoo of son, Ian. 

Nita got this 
tattoo on Ian’s 

one year 
angelversary. 

“This is one of the best decisions I have ever made. 
I have NEVER regretted getting this tattoo and the whole process was 

very symbolic to me. The pain from the tattoo was NOTHING 
compared to the pain of losing my son, and over the years, the 

tattoo has faded a bit - which symbolizes how the 
pain and devastation has healed for me over time. 

My son will always be with me.”~ Nita Koehl

This tattoo is in 
memory of my 

daughter Shyanne. 
She was born still at 
36 weeks on January 

11, 2006.
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Daddy & 
Mommy 

tattoos for 
Caydence 

Bethany. Faith you 
are always in our 

hearts and will 
never be forgot-
ten. You will al-

ways be my baby 
girl. One in our 

hands, One in our 
hearts forever ~ 

December 18-20, 2007

 Photo of my 
memorial 

tattoo for my 
Angel, 

Steven James, 
born still on 

2/16/09.

Katie 
Franklin’s 
armband 

in memory 
of little 
Hana. 

My rosebud blooms in 
Heaven. Andi, Momma

loves you always. 
Andrea Ranay 1-07-91

“Tattoos are not just a fashion idea to 
decorate your body. A tattoo can show who 
you are, what your beliefs are, what your 
attitude toward life is and even what your 
dreams are. Tattoos are such special bits 
of your life that sometimes you just do 
not want it to be all about yourself and 
your own dreams and passions. Sometimes, 
when someone means the world to you, you 
want to carry the person’s name or some 
symbol or memorial token with yourself, 

wherever you go, all the time. That is the 
time for you to get a memorial tattoo.” 

~ Unknown

Remembering Zoe & Addie.

Brothers Ty & Jacob share 
a special place on 

Mommy’s wrists (above).
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We Remember You

June

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

Alexander T. Kistner ~ 02/11/2011 to 7/30/2011
Enzo L Griffit ~ 07/28/2011 to 07/29/2011

Avery Rexrode ~ 07/19/2010
Roman Bradley Thouvenin ~ 07/01/2008 to 07/06/2008

Alaina Joan Pantaleo ~ 07/24/1994
Goldie Lydia Marie Cook ~ 07/07/2011

Cassandra Max ~ 07/16/1992

Liam Christopher Kelley ~ 06/29/2008
Vincent Joseph ~ 06/02/2009 to 06/15/2009
Sirius David Ray Abrahams ~ 06/11/2011 to 06/12/2011
Bria Louise Dykema ~ 01/22/2009 to 06/26/2009
Lainey Elizabeth Wayman ~ 06/04/2011
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August

In a baby castle, 
just beyond my eye
My babies play with toys 
that money cannot buy.
Who am I to wish them 
back into this world of strife?
No, play on my babies, 
you have eternal life.
At night when all is silent 
and sleep forsakes my eyes,
I’ll hear their tiny footsteps 
come running to my side...

...Their little hands caress me 
so tenderly and sweet,

I’ll breathe a prayer 
and close my eyes 

and embrace them
in my sleep

Now I have a treasure 
I rate above all other,

I have known true glory
- I am still their mother.

(Author Unknown)

Katelyn Mary Fessler ~ 08/27/2011
Alexandria Leigh Finch ~ 08/11/1996
Jayden John Mayfield ~ 08/05/2011
Serena Lesley Cisneros ~ 08/25/2009 to 03/15/2010
Landon Lee ~ 08/08/2009 to 08/18/2009
Ethan Edward Suarez ~ 08/11/2009
Annabelle Angel McRae ~ 08/03/2010
Gavin Michael Ortiz ~ 08/16/2011 to 08/18/2011
Ryan Campa ~ 08/28/2010
Louise DeRouche ~ 08/08/1980
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Race for Grief 10K & 2 mile Walk
What? 2nd Annual Race for Infant & Pregnancy 
Loss: 10k run & 2 mile walk.  This event had 
been created to support those that have lost 
infants and suffered miscarriage.  A portion of 
the proceeds will support local grief services 
(Caring Connections & SHARE). 
Where? West Bountiful, Utah.
When? Saturday, June 30th, 2012
Price? 10K Race fee:  $35 (prices go up after 
6/23/12), 2 Mile Race fee: $25 (prices go up 
after 6/23/12). Late registration and race day 
registration (cash only) will be available for $10 
more after June 23 and there is no guarantee of 
a shirt.  Shirts and goody bags will be provided 
for pre-registered participants, so register early.

In Memory of our Angels Bookdrive 
On August 23rd, 2012, Nneka Hall will 
be celebrating her birthday alongside 
her daughter, Annaya’s, 2nd birthday in 
Heaven. In honour of Annaya’s special day, 
Nneka has started a book drive wherein 
other parents of angels can donate books 
that will in turn be donated to a homeless 
shelter. Each book will read “In memory of 
(your angel’s name)” on the inside cover. To 
learn more, please click here. 

Bereavement Doula Training
StillBirthday recently launched a bereave-
ment doula training program. Through the 
Summer, they will be sending updates to all 
those interested. Click here to find out more 
info!

Interested in a personalized 
engraved stone? Stop by Tycob’s Bou-
tique to learn how you can get one! These are 
available once per month and are a sweet re-
minder of your little one(s) gone too soon. 

Compassionate Friends meets on the 
second Monday of each month in St.Catharines, 
Ontario. The meeting is at 7:30PM at the 
Church of the Transfiguration ~ 320 Glenridge 
Av. For more info on other meetings in Ontario, 
Canada ~ click here. 

Fundraising Auction ~ We will be host-
ing an online fundraising auction right here at 
UTPAIL that will run during mid June (dates 
TBA). All funds raised will go towards sending 
out care packages to those in the babyloss com-
munity. Each person who donates an item to 
be auctioned off will receive a care package of 
their own as a thank you!

1st Annual Sisters in Loss Appreciation Day - June 23rd, 2012
All too often we let our grief get the best of us and forget to acknowledge just how much 
our “sisters” have truly been there for us. This is the 1st Annual Sisters In Loss Day. On 
this day, please show your close sisters how much they mean to you by doing some-
thing nice for them. To learn more, take a look at the facebook event by clicking here. 

News and Events

http://www.facebook.com/events/404032959620292/
www.stillbirthday.com
http://www.facebook.com/media/set/?set=a.315876958482652.72280.235036309900051&type=3
http://www.facebook.com/media/set/?set=a.315876958482652.72280.235036309900051&type=3
http://tcfcanada.net/chapters/ontario/
https://www.facebook.com/events/340838675978927/
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Losing Our Pretty Girl

Written by Rebecca Abreu

    I became pregnant in January of 2010 at the age of 18. Although my maturity level 
has always been higher than that of others my age, this pregnancy was a hard pill to 
swallow for many friends and family members. Despite the negativity, I embraced my 
pregnancy. I woke up each morning with a bright smile on my face and rubbed my 
slow-growing-belly. I made a list of what not to do during pregnancy and followed 
a healthy diet. I had a great job, was taking an online graphic design course, and felt 
completely content in my life. To me, this baby was simply a cherry on top. 

    Eventually family members became comfortable with the idea of a baby entering our 
family and my baby's Daddy couldn't leave my side. We found love in each other once 
again and were determined to create a fantastic life for our little one. In July of 2010, I 
felt like life could not be any better. My boyfriend and I had found the perfect apart-
ment and we were only 3 months away from our due date! We were waiting until baby 
was born to find out the gender. Looking back, this is a mistake that I will never make 
again. If we had found out the baby's gender prior to birth, we could have given her 
an identity right away. Instead, she had to wait until she was born to Earth, and by that 
time her life had already ended. 

    From the beginning of my pregnancy something felt off. I was convinced that I 
would have a miscarriage. Of course I kept this feeling to myself. Once I passed the 12 
week mark I thought I was in the clear, but still could not shake the feeling that some-
thing did not feel right. In July, my subconscious knew that life was too perfect. Every-
thing was working out all too well. I was waiting for something to go wrong.

    On July 30th, 2010, I went for my third ultrasound because I was measuring small 
for being 30 weeks pregnant. This was a Friday. It was also the only ultrasound/doc-
tor's appointment that my boyfriend could not come to. He had already been to the 
previous two scans, so we both didn't mind if he wasn't there. Although I drank my 
required 5 glasses of water, the ultrasound technician said that my bladder was not 
full enough, thus she could not get a good look at everything she wanted to look at. I 
wasn't worried because she wasn't worried. She informed me that everything looked 
good and that I was measuring small because my baby was small, and I would inevi-
tably have a small baby because I am small person (standing at a mere 5' 2" and weigh-
ing 130 lbs at this point in my pregnancy.) 
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    The following Monday, August 2nd, 
2010, I found out that my baby's heart 
stopped beating due to a concealed pla-
cental abruption. I was exactly 31 weeks 
gestation. The pain and devastation that 
I felt after that moment are too difficult 
to describe, mostly because it is some-
thing that I have not yet come to terms 
with. 

    On August 3rd, 2010, at 2:34 a.m. I 
gave birth (via emergency Caesarian 
section) to my daughter, Annabelle An-
gel, weighing 2 lb. 13 oz. and measuring 
15 inches long. We were in the hospital 
for 3 nights. My beloved best friend, 
Ian, Annabelle's Daddy, did not leave 
my side the entire time. During my 
pregnancy I imagined that we would be 
together forever, but it wasn't until I saw 
him hold our baby girl that I knew we 
would be together forever. 

    The three months after meeting my 
daughter are a blur. All I remember is 
that for one whole month I visited her 
burial site daily (sometimes twice, or 
three times daily), and for one whole 
month and a half I would wear noth-
ing but black and pink - black to repre-
sent my grief, and pink to represent the 
daughter I would never raise. 

    At my 6 week check up appointment 
I asked my doctor for my ultrasound 
reports. During my pregnancy, I rarely 
felt the significant kicks that people 
would tell me I should be feeling. My 
doctor never told me why, but my ul-
trasound report did. I had an anterior 
placenta. Also, at my last ultrasound, 3 
days before the death of my daughter, 
it was noted that my fluid was low. Of 
course amniotic fluid was not specified 
but I don't think there would be any 
other fluid in there that would be worth 
mentioning. Sometimes I wonder if my 
placental abruption could have been 
prevented. The fact that this information 
was withheld from me, especially my 
anterior placenta,  once made me angry, 
but now it makes me feel sad and dis-
appointed. I will never trust my doctor 
again.

    If it weren't for Ian, I would not be 
where I am today. I can look in his eyes 
and see Annabelle smiling at me. She 
looked so much like her Daddy.  He is 
the reason I get out of bed in the morn-
ing. He keeps me looking to the future, 
rather than straining my eyes to see each 
day through. He is my soulmate.

    Before I became pregnant, and even 
during most of my pregnancy, I believed 
100% that this World was an awful, 
hurtful, hopeless place for existence - 
excessive war, children without families, 
starvation, robbery, etc. It was only after 
losing Annabelle that I found my faith. 
After losing a baby, many find their faith 
in religion, but I found my faith in hu-
manity. 
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    I expected to be treated poorly during my hospital visit and judged for being 18 and 
pregnant. I thought every nurse and doctor would think that I was irresponsible and 
that my pregnancy ended because I simply could not take care of myself. Long story 
short, I was wrong. I was treated with the utmost respect. Two nurses created an orna-
ment mold of one of Annabelle's hand prints, and I received a bear (which is now our 
Abby Bear) from a family who lost two sons in the neonatal intensive care unit shortly 
after birth. 

    Upon leaving the hospital, I found unconditional support online and through my 
small town of 30 000 patrons. After a few short months of losing Annabelle, I began to 
think of things I could do in her memory. Whatever I came up with, I knew that it had 
to be the beginning of something great; something that would help others. If the hu-
man race was going to provide me with undying love and support, then I would re-
turn the favour.

    Placental abruptions happen to 1% of pregnancies, and there is currently no known 
cause for this occurrence. I am now one of those people that "things" happen to. Each 
day I live with the knowledge, not the fear, that someone close to me could die at any 
given time. Heck, I could die at any given time. I could be hit by a car, or drop dead 
from a heart attack, maybe even go to my regular Doctor appointment on Tuesday and 
find out that I have fatal stomach ulcers. Anything can happen. Anything is possible. 
We are not invincible, and I am okay with that. 

After losing a child, you cannot move on - you simply move differently. 



              Evan Sent 
                                A note from 

      Jennifer Murray
“My name is Jenni and I am an infant loss mom.” 

    I think those are words that I would never in a million years have thought would come out of my 
mouth, yet here I am. I also never met anyone that had ever lost an infant, or so I thought.

    In July of 2009 my husband and I found out we were pregnant with our fourth child; we were 
ecstatic! Little did we know that such excitement could turn into such fear and so many unanswered 
questions. In October of the same year we went for our routine ultrasound and ended up with some 
of the worst news we would hear in our lives, our baby was sick. Not just any kind of sick, the doc-
tors eventually gave our little guy what felt like a zero percent chance of survival. Despite all of this, 
and all of the seemingly desperate pushes by the doctors to change our minds, we continued with the 
pregnancy. We knew that the road would be tough, we knew that our road could end up being the 
biggest heartbreak in our lives, but we also knew that we could have it no other way. His diagnosis 
was not good and neither was his prognosis, but if our son even had a one percent chance of survival 
we knew that was good enough for us. We were told that, with the condition he had, that we would 
most likely end up in preterm labor and he would pass then. We were told that he would probably 
never grow. We were told that nothing could be done for him to better his prognosis. We were told 
that we would never hear our son cry. He proved them all wrong.

    On February 15, 2010 we went to, what ended up being, our final round of weekly doctor’s visits; 
we were 38 weeks and 6 days pregnant, there was his first act of defiance. The doctors did not like the 
fact that he was not moving much, even though he had no fluid surrounding him for room. So, very 
bluntly, a doctor I had never seen before said you will have this baby now or you can go home and 
come back with a dead baby. I could not believe what I was hearing. We were thrown into another 
loop. We were well over an hour away from home, our children were at school and I didn’t even have 
a camera to capture my son’s entry into this world. We reluctantly agreed to stay at the hospital and 
continue to be monitored while they induced labor. We had a wonderful friend bring up some neces-
sities to the hospital so that we could capture the birth of our fourth miracle. At around 2 o’clock in 
the afternoon they started labor.

    The day was now Tuesday, February 16, 2010 and it was a little after midnight. Hours earlier I 
had had my first ever epidural and I had fallen fast asleep. My little man woke me up, he was ready 
to join us on Earth. The staff whisked me away to an operating room in the case that they needed 
to proceed with a C-section. Again, another doctor that I had never seen before came into the room 
and said that he was going to deliver my son. It was very fast. I only pushed about six times before I 
heard a sound that would melt my heart, it was my son and he was crying! I remember my husband 
and I just thanking our lucky stars that our son would be okay. Evan Mychel was born 5lbs 8oz and 
18 inches long. He was perfect in every way. He grew, he didn’t have any severe deformities and most 
of all he was alive! 

    About an hour later, after we had been brought back to my room and Evan was taken to the NICU, 
the nurse received a page. I felt my heart sink, because I knew that it just wasn’t good. We were 
advised that we needed to get to the NICU right away. Evan waited for us to come and we took him 
off all the machines and wires and let him pass in peace. He took his last breath in my arms just 146 
minutes after I heard his short sweet cry. No one besides my husband the staff and I got to see him 
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while he was alive. His big brothers and sister weren’t able to make it in time, but they did get to see 
him and say goodbye. We took a family photo, which now hangs on our refrigerator and reminds us 
that we were once all together on this Earth. 

    I wish I could say that from there we were able to start the healing process. Unfortunately, the day 
that we spent in the hospital felt just as bad as if I were to have just lost a pet. There was no empathy 
from anyone. They put us on the maternity ward floor, they gave us pamphlets on how to breastfeed 
our newborn and what to do after we get our newborn home. All of this shoved in a folder contain-
ing the names of funeral homes and grief handouts. Of course, once brought to their attention, they 
apologized and blamed it on the next person. It still didn’t make it any better. We went home to our 
children the same day with just a small box with Evan’s hair and foot prints; they even made a mold 
of one of his feet. 

    The healing didn’t even start when we returned from the hospital, it didn’t even start after we had 
his memorial service, and in fact the healing didn’t start until I realized something… Everything that 
we had gone through we knew that there were other families that had to be experiencing something 
similar. And that was just not acceptable! 

    Evan Sent was created in April 2010 to help assist families in a similar situation. The mission of 
Evan Sent is to provide emotional, financial and educational support to families during their time 
of grief due to a fatal prenatal diagnosis and/or the loss of their infant. We help provide comfort 
through the gift of memory boxes, which are provided at no cost to those in need. We are also striving 
to provide families with burial and/or memorial assistance in the case of infant loss. Unlike large or-
ganizations dealing with nearly the same products, Evan Sent is a small family based non-profit that 
hand makes and packs each of our items with love. 

    Since the start of Evan Sent, we have had many requests for memory boxes. Unfortunately, due 
to such high demand and such little funds, we have had to put families on a waiting list. This is not 
the way we want to run our organization. In order to keep up with demand and in order to also start 
helping with the cost of burial/memorial expenses, Evan Sent is asking for your help. We are in need 
of monetary donations and/or donations of supplies or items we can use to raise funds. We also need 
the mission of Evan Sent to be spread so that those that need our assistance do not go unheard. 

*You can contact us at EvanSent16@comcast.net and you can also visit our web page 
www.EvanSent.org to learn more and/or to donate. Thank you!*
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     On August 2nd my son 
Finley will be three years 
old. I can imagine his party 
now, our garden full of three 
year olds terrorising the cats, 
and bouncing on the bouncy 
castle. I can see his face as he 
blows out the candles on his 
birthday cake. Then I remem-
ber... I won’t be able to see 
him do any of those things.

     Simultaneously it feels like 
only yesterday that I held 
my son in my arms and also 
like it was a lifetime ago. It 
is strange the way that time 
and grief seem to change. I 
thought that the devastation 
of the early weeks would be 
the worst of my grieving. I 
have found, however, that 
the passing of time can elicit 
deeply painful feelings in me. 
Strangely the first time I re-
alised this was not at his first 
birthday, it occurred a little 
while before that. It occurred 
when he would have been 9 
months old. I realised that he 
had been outside of me for 
longer than he was inside of 
me and every passing month 

Finley’s 
      Footprints 
      A note from 

  Mel Scott

that followed seemed to take him further away 
from me.

     That’s how Finley’s Footprints began – it was my 
attempt to keep Finley close to me and to keep his 
memories vivid and alive. Finley’s Footprints, well 
the website, www.finleysfootprints.com was a gift 
from a very special friend of mine. She met Finley 
in hospital during the three days we were able to 
spend snuggled up as a family before saying good-
bye.

     I am so grateful to the staff for supporting that 
special time in hospital. I went through a very pow-
erful, important process during those three days. I 
woke up from the emergency operation to discover 
that my son had died and they had not been able 
to resuscitate him. In that moment part of me died, 
went back to sleep on a dozy morphine haze, grate-
ful for the grey, painlessness that engulfed me.
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     The next time I woke up, my Mum 
asked me if I wanted to hold my son. I 
didn’t. She handed him to me anyway 
and moved my husband and snapped 
our first family photo. That photograph 
needs no words. The pain, numbness 
and heartbreak are visible for every-
one to see, yet strangely I am proud 
of that photograph. Our first and only 
family photograph. Friends and fam-
ily visited, videos of my husband bath-
ing and dressing my son were made 
and then silence. I was alone in a cosy 
little bereavement suite, away from the 
main labour ward, completely oblivi-
ous to anything except this tiny little see 
through hospital cot next to my bed. A 
cot which contained my whole life, my 
dreams, my hopes, my future, my past. 
A cot which although full, was strangely 
empty, containing death.

     Another stage in my process, peek-
ing more and more at my son. My hand, 
against my will sneaking out to stroke 
the fluffy blanket. That fluffy blanket 
was when it all started. I couldn’t ig-
nore it any longer. I picked my son up 
and I did not put him down again for 
many hours. I called a midwife to hold 
him when I needed to move, my hus-
band held him while I slept. We started 
to make our own memories. Memories 
that would have to last us a lifetime. 
Footprints, casts, gifts, clothes, a bless-
ing, photographs, video footage. All 
of these things are so important to me 
now. I had no idea at the time, but these 
memories would form my inspiration 
with which to help other families.

     When I left hospital I started writ-
ing, and pretty much did not stop for 

two months. I wrote everywhere. I wrote 
a journal every day, which later became 
a book After Finley (http://www.lulu.
com/shop/mel-scott/after-finley/pa-
perback/product-15971666.html) I wrote 
lots of facebook statuses and eventually I 
discovered blogging. Writing is for me a 
fantastic release, a problem solving tool 
and a way to reach out for help.

     When I open my heart through writing 
it appears that people can identify with 
the things I write. There are so many of us 
who sadly walk this path, yet it can feel 
that we walk every step on our own. My 
journey has been an epic one. It’s taken 
three years to live a lifetime, with the best 
yet to come. What started as a personal 
blog gradually grew.

     As an Occupational Therapist, and 
a teacher I started to explore the skills 
that this training had given me. I applied 
my skills to myself and began to walk 
through my grief finding things to do that 
eased my pain. I realised that I had so 
much to offer other parents in my situ-
ation. I had experienced and survived 
tragedy in my own life, including do-
mestic abuse, a miscarriage followed by a 
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stillbirth. I was sure that just seeing me smiling would help others realise that they too 
could survive.

     The next steps on this amazing journey of my life have begun. My skills as a teacher 
have led me to develop a training package for midwives, inspiring them to help par-
ents make memories. I have also just begun the writing of an e learning package, shar-
ing the stories of our angel babies, to change care worldwide. Finley’s Footprints has 
grown to provide many services to families including online resources, structured 
workshops and semi structured support groups with an active social media presence. 
Perhaps the most exciting development to come this year is the registration as a for-
mal charity by sister organisation Towards Tomorrow Together. Towards Tomorrow 
Together will be responsible for the development and collaboration of local baby loss 
services in Southern England, with the aim of developing a standard of care that can be 
replicated world wide.

Together we truly are powerful.

In the UK alone, seventeen 
babies are stillborn or die 

shortly after birth every single 
day. But what does it feel like 
to lose a child you never real-
ly met? How do people cope 

with a loss like that? Shrouded 
by fear and taboo, the stories 
of these babies and their par-
ents rarely if ever get heard. 
Speaking up loud and clear 

about her own son Finley and 
the challenging months fol-
lowing his birth, Mel Scott 
presents a warts-and-all ac-
count of life after the loss of 
a baby. Frank, insightful and 

moving, After Finley is an un-
expectedly captivating book 
that gets right to the heart of 

the meaning of love.

Available to buy as paper 
back £14 + p&p http://www.

lulu.com/shop/mel-scott/
after-finley/paperback/
product-15971666.html17



We asked...

You answered...

If you could say one 
thing to your angel(s), 

what would it be?

Ashley H ~ I would tell 
all four of my babies 
that they were loved 
from the moment I 
knew they existed, I 
miss and love them 
dearly and wish they 
were in my arms.

Melanie S ~ Thank you for giving mommy the best 5 
months of her life. I miss you baby girl. Keep sending 
the butterflies they really brighten my day and your 
aunties. Stick with the family they will look out for you. 

Maricar M.C. ~ I love you 
even before I found out 
about you & not a day 
goes by that I don't think 
of you. I wish I could have 
done more or better. I will 
ALWAYS love you!

Jenny F. ~ I love you so 
much my sweet angel. I 
miss you everyday!!!

Leann L. ~ I love you, 
think about you, won-
der "what if", & miss 
you...everyday. 

Desi M. ~ I would say thank you. Judith D. ~  That I miss him so much,why 
did he need to leave so soon. Gabe i hope 
you know mommy loves you very much and 
your never far from my thoughts.

Rebecca A. ~ I love you, I 
miss you, I can’t wait to be 
with you pretty girl. Thank 
you for everything. 

Rose R. ~ Honey bee, thank you 
for the sunshine, the wind, the 
blue skies, and thunder storms. 
Thank you for our family rain-
bow, the brightness in the green 
grass, and the flowers that 
bloom in the Spring. Thank you 
for always loving me.

Morgan P. ~ I love you oh so very 
much. And can you come back home.

Arriell C. ~ I would tell my Brody how much I love him!

Alisha J ~ I love you and 
think about you everyday.

Barbara R. ~ Come 
back, I still need you..

Lori R ~ I love and miss 
you baby boy. I think 
about you every day. I 
wish you were here.

Debs F. ~ You complete Mum-
my, and I will always honour 
you for that.

Michele T ~ Can I keep you?!??

Jessica S. ~ I Adore You
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Shake it!           Bake it!                                 Make it! 
Grieving parents often finds themselves in the kitchen. Some 
of us spend time baking and cooking as an outlet for our grief, 
while others find grief-hugs in eating; some have little ones on 
Earth to feed, or maybe rainbow baby birthdays to get ready 

for.  Here are some healthy, easy, and fun recipes to keep your 
spirits high this Summer! If you would like to submit a recipe 
for our next newsletter, please email utpail.2012@gmail.com. 

This edition’s recipes include...

Appetizer Salsas 

Easy Seafood 
Fettucini 

Frozen Rainbow Pudding 

KeyWest BBQ Chicken



Avocado Salsa
Ingredients
1 (16 ounce) package frozen corn kernels, thawed
2 (2.25 ounce) cans sliced ripe olives, drained
1 red bell pepper, chopped
1 small onion, chopped
5 cloves garlic, minced
1/3 cup olive oil
1/4 cup lemon juice
3 tablespoons cider vinegar
1 teaspoon dried oregano
1/2 teaspoon salt
1/2 teaspoon ground black pepper
4 avocados - peeled, pitted and diced

Directions
1. In a large bowl, mix corn, olives, red bell pep-
per and onion.
2. In a small bowl, mix garlic, olive oil, lemon 
juice, cider vinegar, oregano, salt and pepper. Pour 
into the corn mixture and toss to coat. Cover and 
chill in the refrigerator 8 hours, or overnight.
3. Stir avocados into the mixture before serving.

Peach Salsa 
This is a good salsa recipe to serve 
with lamb or pork.

Ingredients
3 firm but ripe peaches, chopped
1 red bell pepper, diced
1 medium red onion, diced
1/4 cup fresh parsley, minced
2 cloves garlic, minced
1/4 cup pineapple juice
Juice of 2 limes
1 jalapeño pepper, or to taste, 
seeded and minced
1/4 teaspoon salt, or to taste

Combine the ingredients. Cover 
and chill for at least an hour. 
This recipe can be prepared up 
to 3 days ahead. Makes about 3 
cups.

Fruity-For-Salsa
Ingredients
1 pint raspberries, rinsed
1 pear, diced
1 plum, diced
¼ cup red onion, finely diced
1 jalapeno, ribs and seeds removed and finely diced
juice of 1 lime
1 tablespoon honey
sprinkle of salt
4 tablespoons fresh cilantro, roughly chopped
tortilla chips (we used blue corn tortilla chips)

Directions
In a large bowl combine the fruits, jalapeno 
and red onion. Add the juice of 1 lime and 
the honey next. Stir gently taking care not 
to break the berries. Season lightly with salt. 
Add freshly chopped cilantro and serve with 
tortilla chips.
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KeyWest BBQ Chicken

Ingredients
3 tablespoons soy sauce
1 tablespoon honey
1 tablespoon vegetable oil
1 teaspoon lime juice
1 teaspoon chopped garlic
4 skinless, boneless chicken breast halves

Directions
1. In a shallow container, blend soy sauce, honey, vegetable oil, lime 
juice, and garlic. Place chicken breast halves into the mixture, and 
turn to coat. Cover, and marinate in the refrigerator at least 30 min-
utes.
2. Preheat an outdoor grill for high heat.
3. Lightly oil the grill grate. Discard marinade, and grill chicken 6 to 
8 minutes on each side, until juices run clear.
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Easy Seafood 
Fettucini

Ingredients
4 tablespoons butter
1 large onion, chopped
4 cloves garlic, minced
3 tablespoons all-purpose 
flour
2 cups milk
1 (10.75 ounce) can 
condensed cream of 
mushroom soup
4 ounces fresh shrimp, 
peeled and deveined
4 ounces crabmeat
8 bay scallops, raw
16 ounces dry fettuccini noodles

Directions
1. Bring a large pot of lightly salted water to a boil. Add pasta and 
cook for 8 to 10 minutes or until al dente; drain.
2. In a large saute pan, melt butter and saute onions and garlic until 
onions are almost translucent.
3. Stir in flour, coating all of the onions well. Gradually pour in 
milk, stirring constantly. Stir in mushroom soup and seafood.
4. Cook for 10 minutes or until shrimp are pink and scallops are 
opaque. Serve over pasta.
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Ingredients 
2 boxes of vanilla instant pudding

Milk
Food Coloring

Several mixing bowls
Whisk

Popsicle sticks and paper or plastic cups

Directions
1. Make pudding as instructed on the box.

2. Once the pudding is mixed according to the directions, 
evenly separate it into 5 smaller bowls.

3. Add in red, orange, yellow, green, blue to each bowl and 
mix together until you have the color you desire.

4. Spoon the different colors of pudding into your cups. Try to 
do smooth and even layers so that you will see a good 

rainbow on the sides of the pudding pop. 
5. Put a popsicle stick into each of the cups of pudding. 

The pudding should be thick enough to hold up the stick...if not, 
cover the cup with plastic wrap and then put the stick 

through the plastic wrap and into the pudding.
6. Place the pudding pops in the freezer for a few hours. 

The time will depend on the size of your cups.
7. After they are completely set, take the pudding pops 

out of the freezer. Use your hands to warm up the sides of the 
cup so that the pudding pop will come out of the cup easily.

Frozen Rainbow Pudding 
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Butterf ly Gardening

                     Beautiful and graceful, 
                     varied and enchanting, 
          sm all but approachable - 
                butterflies lead you to the sunny side of life.  
    And everyone deserves a little sunshine.  
                          - Jeffrey Glassberg  

Each of us have something special that we associate with our little one(s) gone too 
soon. All of these “something special”s have one thing in common - they spread 

gentle encouragement through our soul. Butterflies are often associated with preg-
nancy and infant loss, as they are as unique as our angels are. Butterfly gardening has 
become a popular hobby over the past few years, and we want everyone to share 
in the glory that these beautiful insects bring. We’ve gathered some helpful hints to 

utilize when growing your garden into a butterfly-friendly forest!
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The first and most important step to butterfly gar-
dening is to find out what types of butterflies are 
in your area. You can do this by following this link 
~ http://butterflywebsite.com/atlas/index.cfm. 
Or! If you want to catch some sun rays and in-
crease your Vitamin D (and happy feelings!), you 
can sit outside with a field guide and try to iden-
tify the fluttering butterflies yourself. 

Plant your butterfly garden in a sunny location 
(5-6 hours each day), but sheltered from the 
wind. Butterflies need the sun to warm them-

selves, but they won’t want to feed in an area where they are constantly fighting 
the wind to stay on the plants. It is also a good idea to place a few flat stones in your 
sunny location so the butterflies can take a break while warming up. Butterflies need 
water just like we do. Try to keep a mud puddle damp in a sunny location, or fill a 
bucket with sand and enough water to make the sand moist. By providing both the 
food and shelter butterflies need, you can prolong the butterfly’s stay in your garden 
and draw in others. Butterfly gardens can be any size - a window box, part of your 
landscaped yard, or even a wild untended area on your property. 

When trying to find seeds or flowers to plant, keep in mind those that are native to 
your area. You will also want to know as much about each plant as you can. What 
do they look like? How tall do they grow? What conditions do they thrive in? Perhaps 
print small pictures from the internet of each plant and flower so that you can begin 
to plan your butterfly garden by placing the pictures in the order in which you will 
want to plant them. This way, you can get a very good estimate of how much room 
you will need, and what your finished butterfly garden will look like. 

Find out which ones are annuals and which are perennials. You may want to plant 
the annuals in the front of the garden or away from garden fencing because they will 
need to be replaced each year. Perennials will come back year after year so these 
should be near the back of the butterfly garden and left alone to grow and thrive. If 
your local greenhouse cannot get you the plants you need, check in catalogs that 
sell bulbs or online and order them. Be sure to learn when and how to best plant 
them, especially if you must purchase bulbs and start the plants from scratch.

Butterflies use two different types of plants - those 
that provide nectar for the adults to eat (nectar 
plant), and those that provide food for their off-
spring (host plant). See the next page for more info 
on matching specific butterflies to specific plants! 
If you go through with planting a butterfly garden, 
please send us your photos and some information 
about your experience.. we love hearing from you! 
utpail.2012@gmail.com *
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BUTTERFLY    CATERPILLAR HOST PLANT  BUTTERFLY NECTAR SOURCE

American Painted Lady   Everlasting, Daisy, Burdock   Aster, Dogbane, Goldenrod, 
          Mallow, Privet, Vetch
American Snout    Hackberry     Aster, Dogbane, Dogwood, 
          Goldenrod, Pepperbush
Anise Swallowtail    Queen Anne's Lace   Buddleia, Joe Pye Weed
Baltimore Checkerspot   Turtlehead, False Foxglove,   Milkweed, Viburnum, Wild Rose
     Plantain
Black Swallowtail    Parsley, Dill, Fennel    Aster, Buddleia, Joe Pye Weed,   
          Alfalfa
Clouded Sulphur    Clover     Goldenrod, Marigold
Cloudless Sulphur    Cassia, Apple, Clover   Zinnia, Butterfly Bush, Cosmos,   
          Cushion Mum
Comma     Elm, Hops, Nettle    Butterfly Bush, Dandelion
Common Buckeye    Snapdragon, Loosestrife   Carpetweed
Common Checkered Skipper  Mallow/Hollyhock    Shepherd's needles, Fleabane,   
          Aster, Red Clover
Common Sulphur    Vetch      Aster, Dogbane, Goldenrod
Common Wood-nymph   Purpletop Grass    Purple Coneflower
Eastern Pygmy Blue    Glasswort     Salt Bush
Eastern Tailed Blue    Clover, Peas     Dogbane
Falcate Orangetip    Rock Cress, Mustard   Mustard, Strawberry, Chickweed,   
          Violet
Giant Swallowtail    Citrus      Joe Pye Weed, Buddleia
Gorgone Checkerspot   Sunflower     Sunflower, Goldenrod
Gray Hairstreak    Mallow/Hollyhock, Clover, Alfalfa  Thistle, Ice Plant
Great Spangled Fritillary   Violet  Thiste, Black-eyed Susan,   Violet  Joe Pye Weed
     Milkweed, Ironweed
Gulf Fritillary     Pentas, Passion-vine   Joe Pye Weed
Hackberry Emperor    Hackberry     Sap, Rotting fruit, Dung, Carrion
Little Glassywing    Purpletop Grass    Dogbane, Zinnia
Little Yellow     Cassia, Clover    Clover
Monarch     Milkweed     Dogbane, Buddleia
Mourning Cloak    Willow, Elm, Poplar, Birch, Nettle,   Butterfly Bush, Milkweed, Shasta   
     Wild Rose     Daisy, Dogbane
Orange Sulphur    Vetch. Alfalfa, Clover   Alfalfa, Aster, Clover, Verbena
Orange-barred Sulphur   Cassia     Many plants
Painted Lady    Thistle, Daisy, Mallow/Hollyhock,  Aster, Zinnia
     Burdock
Pearl Crescent    Aster      Dogbane
Pipevine Swallowtail   Dutchman's Pipe, Pipevine  Buddleia
Polydamus Swallowtail   Pipevine     Buddleia
Queen     Milkweed     Milkweed, Beggar-tick, Daisy
Question Mark    Hackberry, Elm, Nettle   Aster, Milkweed, Sweet 
          Pepperbush
Red Admiral     Nettle  Stonecrop, Clover, Aster,  Privet, Poplar
     Dandelion, Goldenrod, Mallow
     Red-spotted Purple  Black Cherry, 
     Willow, Poplar
Silver-spotted Skipper   Black Locust, Wisteria   Dogbane, Privet, Clover, Thistle,   
          Winter Cress
Silvery Checkerspot    Sunflower     Cosmos, Blanket Flower, 
          Marigold, Phlox, Zinnia
Sleepy Orange    Cassia, Clover    Blue Porter, Beggar Tick, Aster
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Spicebush Swallowtail   Spicebush, Sassafras   Dogbane, Joe Pye Weed, 
          Buddleia
Spring Azure     Dogwood, Viburnum, Blueberry,   Blackberry, Cherry, Dogwood,   
     Spirea, Apple    Forget-me-not, Holly
Tawny Emperor    Hackberry     Tree sap, Rotting fruit, Dung, 
          Carrion
Tiger Swallowtail    Black Cherry, Birch, Poplar, Willow  Joe Pye Weed, Buddleia
Variegated Fritillary    Violet, Passion Vine    Joe Pye Weed
Viceroy     Willow, Poplar, Fruit Trees   Thistle, Beggar-tick, Goldenrod,   
          Milkweed
Western Tailed Blue    Clover, Peas     Legumes
White Admiral    Birch, Willow, Honeysuckle   Aphid Honeydew, Bramble 
          Blossom
Zabulon Skipper    Purpletop Grass    Blackberry, Vetch, Milkweed,   
          Buttonbush,Thistle
Zebra Longwing    Passion-vine     Verbena, Lantana, 
Zebra Swallowtail    Pawpaw     Dogbane, Joe Pye Weed, 
          Buddleia, Privet, Blueberry 
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Guest
  Author
Stephanie Paige Cole
Author of Still.
     In the spring of 2006 I became pregnant 
with my first child.  I was elated to discover 
the sweet pea growing inside of me was the 
daughter I had spent my childhood dream-
ing of.  I named her Madeline, read stories 
to her in my belly and fell head over heels 
in love with her.  I sailed through 40 weeks 
of beautiful, complication-free pregnancy 
and then- the unimaginable happened.  Six 
days after my due date, Madeline died.  I 
delivered her the next day, January 5, 2007.  She had dark brown hair and big 
brown eyes.  High cheekbones like me.  Long, delicate fingers that wrapped 
around my own as I held her close, breathed in her sweet baby smell and cried.  
She was perfect, healthy and beautiful.  We never found out why she died. 

     Madeline’s death shook me to my very core.  I had a difficult time returning 
to my life, because I had rearranged it for motherhood.  Not only did I lose my 
daughter, I lost myself.  My purpose.  I was a mother with no child.  I had quit my 
job to be a stay at home mom.  I had transformed my art room into a nursery with 
sage green patchwork decor and teddy bears.  And all the new friends I had made 
in prenatal yoga and birthing classes were tending to newborns now.  I was lost 
and alone. 

     I filled the empty days of that winter by writing.  I found it easier to fall asleep 
at night if I purged the emotions that were ricocheting around inside of me onto 
the pages of my journal.  I wrote out my hurt, my anger, my devastation, my long-
ing.  My love.  My hope.  My deep, dark sadness.  There were pages of angry scrib-
bles and line after line of “I want her back I want her back I want her back I want 
her back.”  I wrote letters to Madeline.  Love letters.  Apologies.  Poetry. 

     I painted a lot, too, and sculpted.  Controlling the clay, when there was so little 
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in life that I had control over, was refreshing.  And painting allowed me to release 
those emotions that words are simply not able to express.  There were so many 
nights during that first dark year without Madeline when I would sneak out of 
bed in the middle of the night, feeling suffocated by the silence of our baby-less 
home, to sit at a canvas and paint out all that I could not speak. 

    Out of these journal entries, poems, paintings and sculptures emerged an inti-
mate portrait of a life after the death of a baby, and slowly it evolved into a book.  
That book, Still: a collection of honest artwork & writings from the heart of a 
grieving mother, was published in 2010 and quickly became a must read for par-
ents who lost a child as well as the medical professionals who care for them. 

    I always had a love of writing, but never expected to become an author.  Even 
as Still. was being created, I didn’t feel as though I was writing a book.  It was 
my journal, my canvas.  It was a way for me to express all that I could not say out 
loud.  I decided to publish it in the hope that it would help break the silence of 
stillbirth.  I wanted to give other bereaved parents something they could relate 
to, to help them feel less alone in their despair.  I also wanted to offer a deeper 

understanding to those who haven’t 
experienced such a loss so that they 
would be better able to support those 
who have.  There is such a stigma at-
tached to stillbirth, nobody wants to 
talk about it, but this is a story that 
needs to be told.  Nobody should have 
to suffer in silence.  I want to begin a 
conversation that will ultimately allow 
other bereaved mothers to feel confi-
dent in speaking about the full truth 
of their motherhood. 

    

To learn more abouT STephanie paige 
Cole, auThor of Still. and founder of 

The nonprofiT organizaTion  
SweeT pea projeCT, pleaSe viSiT  

www.SweeTpeaprojeCT.org.   
find your Copy of Still. aT barneS & 
noble and amazon.Com or Through 

SweeT pea projeCT. 
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Guest
  BloggerTricia
Lil’ Angel Hankies: 
  http://www.lilangelshankies.com/

     When someone tells me they want me to tell them 
about me, I always find myself wondering what they 
really want to know. Do they really want to know me, 
or do they just want a short little, “I’m Tricia. I’m 31, 
married and have two children.”? Well, I plan to cover 
the basics, but I ultimately want to show you where my 
heart is, and why it is where it is!

     Obviously, you read above that I am Tricia. I am a 31 year old woman (not an “old” woman 
though!) and have been married for 13 fun-filled years, and have two children on this earth, 
and five in heaven. I don’t always tell everyone I meet that I have five in heaven, but I know 
that you, the readers of this particular newsletter, want to know that, and deeply care that I do 
have angels in heaven. I appreciate that there are people out there, like myself, who are under-
standing and empathetic of the losses other mothers face.

     Our quest for starting a family started very early in our marriage, and coincidentally in my 
life. I was 18 when we got married, and we found out shortly after that I had endometriosis. 
My doctor at that time said that if we didn’t try getting pregnant right away, there was a good 
chance we would never have children. We knew we wanted a family, and that it was God’s de-
sire for us to have one, so we began trying right away.

     It took us a few years to conceive. We went through month after month of negative preg-
nancy tests, and when we finally did conceive, we were in obvious elation! We were so happy 
that the family we longed to have was finally on the way!

     That pregnancy came to a quick end just weeks after finding out we were pregnant. It was, 
at that time, the most devastating news we had ever received. To hear that your child that 
you longed for, that you didn’t even have a chance to know, was leaving you so soon…. It just 
wasn’t right. I do not even know how to put into words the pain that I felt at that time. I sup-
pose I don’t have to though, because most of you know exactly what I felt.

     Later that year, we experienced another miscarriage, and were just about ready to give up 
for a while when we became pregnant in March of 2003 with our little miracle, Eli, who was 
born in December. He is the most incredible kid and everyone loves his humor, his smile, and 
his good manners that so many 8 year old boys lack! He is such a blessing to us.

     After he came along, we began trying fairly quickly for another baby. Again, we experienced 
two losses, and along came Lilly, in August of 2010. She is our feisty little firecracker who has 



a smile that will melt your heart, and the voice of an angel. She has us so wrapped around her 
fingers it is unreal! Even little Eli can’t resist her! I will say she is a bit spoiled, but she (at 20 
months) already says “please” and “thank you”, so I suppose we are doing something right!

     We had a loss recently that was a bit odd for me, because we were not “trying”. For a couple 
who struggled with years and years of infertility, it was really strange to find out we were preg-
nant with an “oopsy” baby, but the morning I got the positive test, I began bleeding and we 
lost that baby too.

     On November 8, 2011, my friend lost her baby. She was pretty far along in her pregnancy 
and it was absolutely devastating. I didn’t know what to do for her, but I knew I wanted to do 
something special. I got the idea to embroider a handkerchief for her, with the name of her 
baby on it, and also the date she was born to heaven. 

     Exactly one month later, on December 8, 2011, I was up all night having visions of start-
ing a non-profit organization doing this for other baby-loss-mommas, free of charge. I talked 
to my husband about it and we both knew instantly that this was something I had to do. I put 
word out on facebook and within an hour, I had probably 20 requests for hankies. I began 
raising money and getting hankies donated, and five months later, here I am, the founder of 
Lil Angels Hankies, Inc.

     I never dreamed I would be someone important. I never thought I could make a difference. 
I now know, though, that God can use anyone, even little ol’ me! I have embroidered hun-
dreds of hankies, and have over 400 more to complete as of right now. With most requests, I 
get a story sent to me of who and where the request is coming from. I love reading them, and 
hearing how much of an impact this simple white hanky can have on mothers and fathers all 
around the world. It makes it even more special to me. Most of these stories are shared on the 
blog area of the Lil’ Angel Hankies website. 

     I suppose that wraps me up for now. I hope to be able to add more to my story soon, as Lil 
Angels Hankies is growing rapidly! There are so many things I want to add to what I do, and I 
am excited for those things to happen and for me to share about what they are. 

     This has been an amazing ride for me. From my losses 10 years ago, to my friend’s loss, and 
now God is using all of that to help me minister to other women who have gone through the 
same type of thing. It is just incredible to think that this is happening and I am thankful every 
single day that I am a part of it.
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     “Stephanie and Blake, I’m sorry, Bentley’s heart is not beating.” Those words have echoed over 
and over again in my mind since October 17, 2011. We arrived at a 38 week routine OB appointment, 
assuming that labor would be coming soon, only to walk away shattered, heartbroken, and confused.  
My husband, Blake, and I lost our firstborn son, Bentley Charles Nalley, due to a nuchal cord times 
three around his neck. I went to the hospital and delivered our son stillborn. It was the hardest thing 
that I have ever faced in my entire life, and I certainly do not wish it upon even my worst enemy. In 
those moments of chaos, we had no clue what in the world God had in store for us, but we knew that 
our journey in life was never going to be the same. The only thing that was certain that somehow, 
someway God was going to carry us through. 

     We left the hospital a few days later a completely different couple—a couple with a changed outlook 
on life. Blake and I began to live our “new normal”. We made a decision to give everything to God. We 
knew that we had no idea why this had happened, and we understood that we probably never would 
know until Heaven. Bentley’s life may have been brief, but it has left such a mark on the lives of our 
friends, family, strangers, and especially us. Our doctors explained that there was no medical reason 
for us to wait to conceive again. They explained that grief and pregnancy are two tough paths to cross 
especially in the first year, but we both seemed in the right mental state that we could be the only ones 
to decide when we were ready. Our doctors assured us that they would help do whatever they could 
to comfort us during this horrific time. We both knew that nothing would ever replace our firstborn 
son. We understood that everything in life would be bittersweet, but we had that parental instinct that 
every parent has. We longed to be physical parents. Again, we were at a crossroads within weeks after 
burying Bentley. Should we try frantically to conceive again or wait? 

     I truly believe this question is something that most parents ask themselves after losing a child. We 
both knew we wanted to be parents, but we also knew that we didn’t want to make that decision solely 
on our own. We began to pray to God. We knew he was carrying us through because we were putting 
one foot in front of the other—functioning. Blake and I prayed to God that if he chose to bless us with 
another child that it would be in His timing. I do not believe that I ever truly understood true faith 
until that moment. We were pushed to the ledge of our faith. We had a choice to hold on or let go, 
and sometimes holding on hasn’t made sense, but God has always been in control. Two months from 
Bentley’s death, December 18, 2011, Blake and I were at the store purchasing a pregnancy test. The 
life of living on pins and needles had begun. 

  Chase sits under
     Mommy’s heart,

Written by Stephanie Nalley

while Bentley rests above 
the clouds in Heaven *A Rainbow      

 Pregnancy
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     Our pregnancy test was positive. God had answered our first prayer—we had conceived again. I be-
lieve that was the first hurdle when dealing with a rainbow pregnancy. In those moments of realizing 
we were indeed pregnant, I cannot describe the emotions that overcame both of us. We were thrilled 
to be pregnant again; we were scared to be pregnant again. It was all so bittersweet. Two words to de-
scribe a pregnancy after a loss: bittersweet and a roller coaster. Again, our faith in God grew stronger 
because we knew that there was no way we were going to continue to put one foot in front of the other 
without His help. Lab draws, doctor appointments, and sonograms all began in those initial weeks of 
this pregnancy, but the agonizing wait of 9 long months seemed unbearable. 

     Blake and I have discovered that having a doctor’s office that is compassionate and sensitive to our 
loss of Bentley is crucial to surviving the pregnancy. We sat down in our first trimester with the head 
OB doctor of our practice and explained what we needed from the office. Our office has allowed us to 
come every two weeks for OB appointments. They have understood that we walk on pins and needles 
every day. Our innocence of pregnancy has been stripped away, and we need support to move for-
ward. God has placed the right doctors, nurses, and other support in our lives when we’ve needed it 
the most. 

     We are currently twenty seven weeks pregnant with our second child, Chase Bentley Nalley. There 
have been two things that have allowed us to get to this point—a strong support system, and most 
importantly God. In a pregnancy after a loss, these two have been our saving grace. They have allowed 

us to ride this roller coaster of emotions 
because this pregnancy has been full of 
ups and downs emotionally. It is a tug-
of-war with heart and mind. We are 
faced with the “what should have been” 
and our reality—our horrible night-
mare, but we are carrying a blessing 
at the very same time. One thing that 
I truly believe God promises us is that 
He will never give us more than we can 
handle. One verse that gives us com-
fort is Psalms 30:5; it states, “…Weep-
ing may last through the night, but joy 
comes with the morning.”

     God is carrying us through. He is 
going to give us joy in the morning. 
And, our joy is anticipated to arrive 
the beginning of August 2012. In the 
next few months, I know that this grief 
journey and anticipation of the ending 
weeks of this pregnancy are not going 

to be easy, but we look forward to that joy that God promises us. Bentley’s precious life has taught my 
husband and I so much in the thirty eight weeks that he lived inside my womb, but he has taught us 
so much more in the seven months since his death. Our firstborn will never be replaced, and we inher-
ited a whole bunch more anxieties, but we have been far more blessed than I had initially imagined. 
Our sons both have a purpose in life, and their lives each have a meaning. Cling to God and surround 
yourself with positive support and give it all to God—He will carry you through. Chase, my rainbow, is 
our hope for the joy that comes in the morning. You can follow our journey through the loss of Bentley 
and the anticipation of Chase at http://bentleycharlesnalley.weebly.com/ .

In loving memory of 
Bentley Charles Nalley 

October 18, 2011
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http://bentleycharlesnalley.weebly.com/
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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. 

Magnify the hues 
of gifts from the 
garden with a 
kaleidoscope of 
colored pencils 
hot-glued to a 
glass vase or jar. 
Fill the vase with 
your favorite blos-
soms and tie a bow 
around the bottom.

* We chose colours 
that reminded us 
of our angels *

These in-
expensive 
plastic 
bracelets are 
wrapped 
in a strip of 
cut lace that 
is secured 
inside with 
a hot-glue 
gun.

Fabric-
Covered 
Memory 

Boxes
Turn ordinary 

boxes into deco-
rative treasure 

chests with 
colorful fabric. 

Simply wrap the 
box, and attach 
fabric with glue.

Paint an assort-
ment of frames 
of differing size 
and style with 
white acrylic or 
latex and hang 
them as a group 
on a colored wall 
for a graphic 
effect. Another 
option: Paint 
frames in a color 
and arrange 
them on a white 
wall.
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Butterfly Windsock

Materials

1 sheet of each 7 mesh plastic 
canvas ~ pink ~ light blue ~ green

1 bunch of plastic canvas cord (27 
yrds) Metallic White

Scissors

Yarn Needle

18 feet of 1.5 inch ribbon
(I spool of pink and 1 spool of blue)

1 spool of black 1/8 inch ribbon.

Directions

1. Cut two pieces of pattern A out of the blue and two out of the pink.

2. Assemble the pieces like in the diagram below. Overlapping all the pieces by 
one row.

3. Stitch the pieces together with the plastic canvas cording and then edge the 
butterfly with the cording as well. Make the body of the butterfly by leaving a 
long tail of black ribbon and wrap it around the center 5-6 times. End the wrap 
where you started and knot the two ends together. Set piece aside.

4. Cut 19 squares off the length of the green sheet. (cutting the 19th square). You 
should be left with a 51 square edge. See diagram below.

5. On the long edge of your pink and blue sheets cut off a strip that is 2 boxes 
wide and the length of the sheet.  Attach the blue strip to the top of the green 

sheet leaving one square free across the top. When attaching the pink strip leave 
TWO squares free across the bottom of the piece.

6. Attaching the butterfly. Eye the center of the green sheet. Using one of the 
black ribbon tails attach the butterfly by creating an antennae. Start by threading 

the ribbon through the green sheet close to the butterfly and then coming up from 

Pattern A

Center Stitching

Edge Stitching

Strip Stitching
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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


37

Memory Box Tabletop
Turn a basic side table and a picture frame into a living-room accent worth remembering!

 

DIRECTIONS

Step 1: Choose a picture frame that's at least 1¾ inches deep and 
just smaller than your tabletop, preferably of the same color and 
material. Replace glass with abrasion-resistant plastic.

Step 2: Center the frame on your table. With a pencil, mark where 
the corners of the frame meet the tabletop. Set frame aside.

Step 3: Carefully adhere one sticky-back piece of Velcro (rougher 
half) a few inches inside each marked corner on the tabletop.

Step 4: Adhere the opposing strips at corresponding points on the 
frame backing.

Step 5: Remove backing and set frame aside. Secure mementos or 
seasonal elements to backing with glue dots or tape.

Step 6: Carefully re-secure backing into frame (keeping frame right 
side up) and position onto tabletop so Velcro strips align. Use plas-
tic cleaner or dish soap with cotton towels to clean frame top as 
needed.



38

Garden Stepping Stone

Materials and Tools:

Sakcrete      wood square (2' x 2')
canned cooking spray    strapping tape/duct tape
bucket       trowel
(4) 2" terra cotta flower pots broken into 24 pieces, River Stones, Tile, Pieces of Slate, etc.
Mosaic cutters     cup and water
spray bottle filled with water   pencils or wooden sticks
pizza box (we used medium sized)  rubber gloves
dust mask      piece of plastic
decorative hook

Steps:
Remove top from pizza box. Layout design of flower pot pieces, river stone and slate on the removed 
pizza box top. Note: You will have a limited amount of time to work with concrete, so having this laid 
out ahead of time is crucial.

Reinforce the sides and corners of the pizza box using tape. Spray the inside of the pizza box with 
nonstick cooking spray. This will allow the stone to slip right out.

Using your Mosaic cutters (be sure and wear safety glasses), cut the terra cotta pots into pieces. What 
you will be using is the lip around the top of the pot . Cut it into small pieces (you need to get 24 total 
pieces from the 4 pots). You will decorate with these pieces, plus you will use the bottom of the terra 
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cotta pots as well to decorate.
Note: You could also use china, old broken dishes, ceramic tile, glass, etc.

Mix the concrete to correct consistency in bucket. You want it mushy, but not soupy. We used 5 cups 
concrete with 1-3/4 cup water, but yours may vary.

Before you pour the cement into the pizza box, place the box on a piece of 2' x 2' wood . Once you 
pour the cement you will not be able to lift the pizza box because it will be too flimsy. Pour the ce-
ment into a reinforced pizza box and using your trowel evenly distribute and smooth the surface.
Note: It is a good idea to wear the dust mask when you are working with powders, plus the safety 
goggles and even gloves. A good way to clean out the bucket is to simply put water in it and let it set 
for a couple of hours until all the cement settles to the bottom. Then, pour off the water and scrape 
out the cement left in the bottom of the bucket.

Begin placing terra cotta flower pot pieces, slate, and river stones in concrete according to design. 
You have until the stone begins to crack at placement of pieces (approximately 20 minutes) to set the 
stones in place. You can redampen with spray bottle once. If you try to add stones once the cement 
has started to set up, you will really break down the strength of it. Allow the stone to set for 48 hours 
(or according to manufacturer's directions).

Carefully remove stepping stone from box, and place on sticks or pencils to elevate it and to allow the 
air to circulate around it.

Once you've placed your stone on sticks or pencils, spray the top with mist bottle and cover it over 
lightly with plastic wrap. Repeat misting once a day for 5 days. If the stone is going to be placed in 
the garden just for looks, it will be ready to go after 5 days. The total cure time is about 28 days if it is 
going to be used as a stepping stone. 
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Grief Journeys ™

Grief Journeys™ is a faith based community of men & women who have been affected by or person-
ally suffered the loss of a baby at any gestation in pregnancy or at birth, shortly after birth, infant, 
or early childhood for any reason. The Team at Grief Journeys™ faithfully seek to serve & support 
everyone in a spirit of grace, humility & compassion, as they look to God as their Creator & Healer.
 
Grief Journeys™ provides a safe haven for parents to talk about 
their loss, their grief, their relationship with God, their journey 
on this path of grief. The co-creators, Hope & Susan, are Chris-
tians and aim to share the love of Jesus Christ as they seek to 
serve the Community they support, but Community Members 
are not required to be Christian to join.

griefjourneys@gmail.com 
www.facebook.com/GriefJourneys (Facebook)

www.griefjourneys.org (Website Under Construction)

Grief Journeys™ has a public page and 
the following closed facebook groups:

 
CHILD LOSS GROUP:  

www.facebook.com/groups/griefjourneys
FATHERS GRIEVING:  

www.facebook.com/groups/100874133374274/
PARENTING AFTER LOSS:  

www.facebook.com/groups/gjparentingafterloss/
SECRET SISTERS GROUP/PROJECT:  

www.facebook.com/groups/GJsecretsisters/
RAINBOW PREGNANCY GROUP:  

www.facebook.com/groups/144680895627103/
TTC GROUP:  

www.facebook.com/groups/165013186917033/
MEDICAL INTERVENTION GROUP (TFMR):  

www.facebook.com/groups/230431270336786/
POST-TERMINATION GROUP:  

www.facebook.com/groups/223410584372850/
doc/223420697705172/

CARRYING W/POOR DIAGNOSIS:  
www.facebook.com/groups/242233902489299/

BIBLE STUDY GROUP:  
www.facebook.com/groups/267533586603123/

 

Grief Journeys™ is a voluntary online community of 
individuals who interact from common experience 
and interest. It is NOT a professional counseling site, 
nor should it be construed as a substitute for seeking 
professional counseling for personal needs. 

Visit our sister page - Faith Journeys 
(https://www.facebook.com/FaithJour-
neys) where members can soley focus on 
their walk with God in the highs and lows 
of life.

“The LORD is close to the brokenhearted; 
he rescues those whose spirits are crushed.” 

(Ps. 34.18, NLT)

Secret Sisters Program
The Grief Journeys Secret Sisters Program is to 
provide support and encouragement to women 
through the mail. In addition to the online sup-

port and sense of family that Grief Journeys 
provides, this program will supplement that 

support by matching women as “secret sisters” 
for a specific amount of time. Throughout that 
timeframe, women in this program will send 
monthly mailings to their secret sisters as an 

extra form of support and love. To sign up and 
learn more, follow this link: 

https://www.facebook.com/groups/GJsecret-
sisters/doc/267385953334400/

https://www.facebook.com/groups/GJsecretsisters/doc/267385953334400/
https://www.facebook.com/groups/GJsecretsisters/doc/267385953334400/
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Aloha friends!
My name is Lisa and I have a Facebook page titled “Lisa’s Hawaiian.”  I focus on writing 

names, special dates, words or hearts in the sand at sunset and day time.  I also offer Island 
Keeper jars to hold sand from the spot the name or word was drawn. Or, these jars can be used 
to hold anything special.  My photos are taken in Hawaii and the Oceanside, California area.  I 
honor all requests In celebration of…In memory of…Beloved Pets…Couples, and everything in 
between.  I add shells, candles, fresh flowers or lei’s, and American flags if  desired. At this time, 
my 3 biggest areas are for the child loss community, the military community and the wedding 

community.

Photography & sandwriting began out of  the deaths of  my Dad and our babies.  My husband 
and I experienced infertility, the early loss of  our identical twins and the late gestation loss of  
Zachary.  We then had a baby who was born 11 weeks premature and spent 2 months in the 

Neonatal ICU.

Helping families in the baby through adult child loss community, military families and anyone 
who experiences grief  is a passion of  mine, along with helping to celebrate the beautiful joys 
in life too.  Customized photography at the beach is one way to do both.  There is something 
magical and healing about seeing a name written in the sand, or a bunch of  white rose petals 

thrown on the sand with a drawn heart.  

I would like to invite you to visit my page where we can remember those we miss and celebrate 
life’s journeys too...

My next trip is August 2012.
Lisa’s Hawaiian ~ Facebook  

www.lisashawaiiansandwriting.com

http://www.lisashawaiiansandwriting.com
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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
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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

United Through Pregnancy 
and Infant Loss 

c/o Rebecca Abreu 
55 Front St N

PO BOX 23002
Orillia, Ontario

L3V 0C5

http://www.facebook.com/utpail

