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(%:F us have been raught, wheth-

er spoken or simply modeled, that che goal
when experiencing suffering and grief is to
make sure it goes unacknowledged and ro “get
over it” as quickly as possible. Escaping into
our phones, our work, even attempting to
spiritualize the pain away has become second
nacure. We hide our vulnerability, perfecting
the are of pretending we are not feeling whac
we are truly feeling when, despite being in the
midst of deep suffering, we give an automatic
and often robotic, “I'm finc” response. We live
in a culeure thar expects grief to be a private
matter, not a public one, and cercainly not
something to be shared or expressed. T think
this is often the painful realicy for those of us

who carry the hidden cross of miscarriage.

When [ was a litde girl and someonce would
ask what I wanted to be when I grew up,
Twould often answer “a mommy!” with

great enthusiasm. My hearr was so drawn to
motherhood and babies, even ar a young age.
I couldn’t imagine anything more fulfilling.
When I met my husband and we began to
share our visions for our life together, the first
thing we talked abour was children. We boch
wanted a large family {lots of kids!) and we

couldn’t wait to make this dream a realicy.
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The first few years of our marriage were focused on start-
ing up a privare practice so that once my hushand’s law
practice was up and running, we could focus on build-
ing whar really macrered most to our hearts—our family.
Looking back at this time, I think we made the mistake
a lot of newly married couples make and we created our
fertility like a switch that you turn on and oft when you

are “ready,” instead of reverencing it as the gift it truly is.

Well, we flipped that switch when we were “ready,” but ro
our complete surprise, something very unexpected hap-
pened--the switch didi't work. We discovered after years
of a very long and painful erail of negative pregnancy
tests, that 1 had (we had), something my doctor labeled as
“unexplained infertility.” We were devastared. We prayed

and ralked abour adoprion and gave God time to work.

And work He did. In the spring of 2013, after 4 years of
suffering chrough infertility, my love/hate relacionship
with pregnancy tests turned into nothing but love when
that pink line finally succumbed to my pleas and mulri-
plied. After years of dealing wich che painful realicy of in-
fertility, our pregnancy rest was finally positive. I'll never
forget the look on my hushand’s face when T uttered the

words, “I'm pregnanc!”

I had a healthy pregnancy and just about nine months
later, Isabella Maria was born. We felt like we had been
given a picce of Heaven. T worried that we wouldn' be
able to conceive again, but when lsabella was juse 10
maonths old, T became pregnant with our second daugh-
ter. We were stunned and so, so grateful. I had another
healthy pregnancy and welcomed our second little love,

Lucia Grace.

Although we were exhausted with having two littles 18
months apart, we were very excited when we became
pregnant with Baby Brower 3.0 just a few vears later.
However, this pregnancy would be very different chan
the firse two. Our sweet baby was born into Heaven just
a week after 1 found out we were pregnant. That nighe,

had to take my liccle daughrer to her baller class.

There 1 was listening to chis beautiful classical music,

warching my daughter dance around in a sea of pink
frills, and all the while someone was licerally dying inside

of me. And I fele as though I couldn’t say a word.

We went on to have two more miscarriages after thac firse
one. All were excremely devastating in their own way, but
I chink our last babv made the biggest impact. Because |
had already gone through two miscarriages, when I be-
came pregnant for a fifth time, 1 was extremely nervous.
The experience of a miscarriage can be a complere joy-

stealer for any future pregnancies, and I was a wreck.

Dara is something I have always loved, probably because |
struggle to trust in God's provision. Data can provide an
illusion of control, and when T was knee-deep in anxiery,
I relied heavily on a combination of praver and miscar-
riage statistics to cope. So, [ knew the statistics, and that
the risk of miscarrying after seeing a healchy baby on an
ultrasound visit is verv low. Once we had thar first ul-
trasound appointment, saw our sweet girl’s precious lictle
body and the flicker of that beautiful beating heart, I felc
like how 1 imagine it must feel to win the mega millions
lottery. Matt and I were thrilled, and it gave me some

much-needed peace.

However, that peace would be very shore-lived. About
four weeks later, mv morning sickness left me suddenly.
I kepr telling my husband something was wrong, but he
kept sweetly reassuring me that 1 was probably just (un-
derstandably) nervous given our past experiences. [ tried
to tell myself chat char was the case, that he was right, but

deep within my heare,  knew.

At our next ultrasound appointment, as I laid chere with
the goop on my tummy, paddie pressed down firmly, 1
watched my poor husband’s face turn from excitement to
complere brokenness as che ultrasound technician uccered
the words YOu never want to hear: “I'm so SOITY, burt there

is no heartbeac.” That day was Isabella’s 5th birthday.

The Lord giveth and the Lord
taketh away.

Blessed be the name of the
Lord.




Qur house was full of balloons and streamers thar we had
set up the night before. We ate cake, opcncd gifts and sang
Happy Birthday to our first little miracle. In the midst of this
beautiful celebration of life, for which we were so grateful, 1

was holding my other child in deach. I felt like a living coffin.

Good-bves are never easy for me. Abour a week lacer, I was
being wheeled down to the operating room for my D&C
procedure and [ remember thinking co myself chac this was
my Garden of Gethsemane. Oh, how T praved that this cup
would pass from me, T begged God for a miracle, unable to

realize at the time that he had already given me that miracle

in the life of chis child.

Before starting che procedure, 1 asked my docror if T could
g the p )
please see my baby one more time so [ could say goodbve.
She granted my requese, and as my head was lifeed so I could
g Yy req y
see the screen, I saw her, Our beaudiful girl. 1 whispered,
“good-bve my darling. Mommy loves vou. I will sce vou in my
dreams,” and was very grateful as the sedation medication

kicked in, and sleep came to rescue me.

In the weeks thac followed, T was not myself. It was extremely
dithiculr to be present to my family or to offer any kind of
consolation to mv husband, who was also in deep grief. 1
stayed home as much as possible, and avoided contact with
friends it could help it. One day, I escaped to the only room
in the house where a stay-ar-home mom of two lictles can find
refuge—the bathroom—so T could grieve. Would she have
had curls, like Lucy? Or big brown eyes, like Bella? I would
never know, and the ache in mv heart consumed me. I was in
complete spiritual desolation, and 1 remember offering up

this prayer through a solid stream of tears:

BB, B W
“Jesus, 1 am in complete darkness. I know you
d f y

are there, buc I can’t see you and 1 can't find
you, so I need you to come find me.”
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And He did. About 4 years ago, when my voungest was 6,
she asked if she would always be the younger sister, wonder-
ing with great irritacion when she might be given a shor at
being the big sister! In that moment, | knew we had to share
with the girls the story of their sisters, so Matt and I did. I
took a breath, begged for the Holy Spirit to come, and told
my daughters all about cheir sisters in Heaven, and how she
was indeed a big sister. Mart and T had decided to keep the
story of our babies just between the two of us until che girls
were older. But that was a big mistake. I thought I was with-
holding unnecessary suffering, but instead T had withheld

unimaginable joy.

My daugheers acted like we had announced a trip to Dis-
neyland. The youngest couldn’t believe she was a big sister
to 3 younger siblings, and she asked what their names were.
I had to admit we had not chosen names as, up until that
point, the grief from their passing was still too overwhelm-
ing. We sat down then and there and, as a family, we named
all three. Someching was freed in me that day, and chis was
not the first time my children provided a much-needed
spiritual perspective and healing. Since thac day, we have
talked about their sisters regularly and ask for cheir inter-
cession daily. Every night when I tuck the girls into bed, I tuck

their sisters in, too.

Today, [ can speak about mv babies with joy and sorrow
and allow friends to accompany me in the cidal wave of
grief chae still sometimes washes over me. Moments when
I wonder how old they would be now, or when looking
through family pictures it hits me all over again chat three
licele people are missing. Today, when I'm asked how many
children I have, P'm able to respond “Five. Two here and
three in Heaven,” and it fills mv heart with joy that all my

children are seen




[ove comes at 2 cost and char cose is gricl and we will grieve
to the depeh of our love, Suifering is what makes us unigue-
[ human. and wha brings us ince communion wich God
and with one anovher. To deny ehe holv work of suflering
and the accompaniment needed s 1o deny communion wich
rhe One who made s and che essencial inverconneeredness

ol our I]lllnxllll’l\'

Somerimes hear people who have gone through exerenmely
hard periods of suifering sne T went through chis bue |

s break. Lew suflering break

didurt lee ie break me!” Hur 1 s

vou wide opein Feel irall and let ichure. When we grieve.
we can offer and join our sufivring va Chrise. e receives i

vedeems v and brings us closer to Fim chrough i

As Carholic women, .\'niﬁ'ring the loss of a child, and vhe
deep arief thar follows, provides us s unique peck into the
window of Owr Ladvs suilering heare. In those moments.
we can find communion with her ina verv special wav, W
can join our suffering wich hers. ask for her help, sorengeh
and comfore, and provide some comfore wo her heare: oo,
She has been given o us as a besuciful example of novonlv

how o sutter well. but also as the perfece embodiment of

suffering and accompanimene. There we find hersae the foor

of the cross with her beloved child as He is dving complere-
lv vulnerable in her grict:

In those momenes. she perfectly embodics the dheologye of
the heare, She stavs: She mourns. She bears wimess. She
Jdoesnt flee like the others or offer soluriens or theological
eruchs o sweep rhe suflering aside as quicklv as possible.
Ravher. she enters into the suffering wich the one who sui-

fors, and makes her life a :;ifi’.

Just as i would be inconceivable o pass AMarvar the foo

ol the cross in deep grieland el her noe to be sad because
this s "God's will for her life” so. too. must we eread genelv
on che grieving heare of a morher whose child has passed,

no maceer che AgC O stage of life. An invication to the hol_\'
and beauriful work of accompaniment i t whenever
we encownter those in deep suffering and griell lvis during
these cimes char we can call on the Veronien inside all of us.

and wipe the face of Jesus.

W can't take the sulfering awav; we need not,

Clur mission 1s a highm ONe; TO enter e communion, as
Mary did, with the one who suffers and make owr life a
gilt, too. It is chrough this profound communion with one
another, where suffering is allowed o be expressed and

shaved, that we begin 1o heal

Crv with our dear sisters who have experienced the loss of
a child. if that is what chev need, or just he a steady, silent
presence. Bring their family a meal, If thev have other
children. ofter ro warch them so they can have some time

to grieve. And don't forger the fachers. Although cheir grief
mav be expressed differendy than chat of mochers, che grief
of fathers who have lost a child runs verv deep. Thev are
often suffering in silence, waning to e che “strong one,”

bue in need of consolarion, wo.

As morhers, we have known and nurcured these precious
lives from cheir very moment of existence, and in the case of
miscarriage and early infane loss, uneil the very momenc of
their passing. We have held them in life and deach. Whae a
holv and sacred rask God has entrusted o women, Ulti-
mately, our primary job as parents is to get our children w
Heaven, Well, we did thar didn’t we? It juse happened much

sooner than anv of us desired.

During this month of infant loss, as we remember and
grieve our precious ones, let us remind ourselves of what

we know for sure. The communion of sainrs is real, [f's nor
just something we profess at mass on Sundays. Qur children
are verv much alive, thev are nor dead, and onlv a thin veil
separates us, Remember them, talk abour them and ask for
cheir powertul incercession for vour familv. Do not be afraid
to name and feel vour grief, because it means vou know how

to love, and che loving is alwavs worth i.

We are theiv mothers for all eternity and earthlv deach
cannor take thar awav. My pravers for a big family were an-
swered and I ook forward to the dav when, in 1hs infinive
merey, | hear the chorus of three sweet lictles welcoming me
home

St. Veronica,

St. Zaylie,
St. Chiara,
Pray ﬁn' s,
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