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 I woke up late as always and was hurriedly dressing for church; I headed for the 
door but stopped when I noticed Mom and Dad weren’t wearing “Sunday clothes.” 
“What’s going on?” I asked. “Mom and I are going to go to the hospital. Mom hasn’t felt 
the baby move very much and we just want to check things out; don’t worry everything 
will be ok,” my Dad replied. Mom was standing there round and full as one is at 8 ½ 
months pregnant. She was so calm – the littlest things usually make her frantic – so I 
didn’t give it a second thought, until I looked at my older sister; I think she already 
knew… 
 

~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

This baby was going to be mine. At 15 I have already been taking care of my younger 
sisters; Anna is 10 and Monica is 4. Monica still lets me braid her thick blond hair, but 
she’s starting to want to pick out her own clothes, and being the baby, she gets what 
she wants. Anna, however, is little miss independent; the sweet quiet child is growing 
up and has become quite annoying! Marcy’s 19 and moving out soon so all of the 
responsibility will fall on me; that’s just the way it is in our house. This time, though, I’m 
happy about it because babies are warm and snuggly and have that beautiful smell only 
babies have.  
 

~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

Anna and Monica were chattering in the back of the van as we drove to church. Mom 
and Dad didn’t tell the younger girls, so Marcy and I didn’t speak; there was only one 
thing on our minds. As we pulled into the parking lot of the elementary school our 
church rented for services, Marcy turned to me, “Don’t tell anyone yet; wait till we hear 
from them.” I made it through Sunday School; Marcy knows me well. I couldn’t keep it 
to myself. I was starting to worry. I asked Tammy, my pastor’s wife, if I could use the 
phone in the school office, so of course I had to explain what was going on. The office 
smelled like freshly copied paper, and the phone had one of those curly cords. I tried to 
see how many loops I could fit on my little finger while I waited for my Dad to answer. 
“Hi! What’s going on? Is Mom ok? Are you guys coming to church? Is Mom gonna have 
the baby today? Is the baby ok? What’s going on?” All my anxiety rushed out all at once, 
but I didn’t expect the answer that I got; it was more of a non-answer, a too-long pause. 
My knees giving out, I sat on the floor, “Are you sure the baby is dead? Can’t they do 
anything?” 
 

~~~~~~~~~~ 
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The hospital smells like industrial cleaner, cafeteria food, and old people. Even the 
maternity floor smells like death, but that’s what we are there for. The hospital gives us 
the room next to Mom’s delivery room to wait in, away from all the other people 
expecting good news. My parents decide to induce and not wait for labor to happen 
naturally, but her body isn’t ready. They are stopping the Pitocin for the night and plan 
on starting again in the morning. I want to be in the room with her, Marcy does too, and 
Mom is ok with that. Although the circumstances are quite different, it isn’t the first 
birth we’ve witnessed. Marcy and I were there when Monica was born; it was amazing 
and may be why Mom felt we could handle it this time.  
 

~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

The delivery room is small and cold, and the lights are dimmed. My mom is tired and 
wants it that way; there is just one light and it’s pointed at the end of the bed so the 
doctor can see. I’ve always been a dreamer; maybe that’s why I still have hope. She 
looks so perfect as she comes out. I really think she’ll just start crying; that she’ll break 
through the blanket of silence enveloping the room and prove the doctors wrong. I 
don’t believe it until I hold her; no wisp of breath caresses my cheek as I brush my lips 
across her forehead. It hits me like a train, stealing my breath; it feels as though my 
chest is imploding as my heart breaks.  
 

~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

Marcy and I never leave her side; one of us carries her from room to room as we go 
through the motions of newborn-care with the nurse. In the back of the nursery we take 
her measurements: 8lbs, 13oz, 20½ inches long. Hold her perfect hands and feet 
covered in ink against the card we would keep for memories. We gently bathe her 
together, her downy soft hair, the creases in her thighs, the soft curl of her ears, 10 
perfect fingers and 10 perfect toes; then we dress her in her “going-home” outfit. I hold 
her close as we walk to Mom’s new room at the end of the hall. I wondered to myself 
what they would do if I just walked out of the hospital with her…  
 

~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

Again they give us an empty room next to my mom’s so we can have a place to go and 
be alone with our baby. It is where I say goodbye; I rock my sister and sing to her, using 
an extra baby blanket to stem the never-ending flood of tears. Back and forth we go 
from room to room, leaving to give Mom and Dad some space or to entertain Anna and 
Monica. As a family we choose the name Cara Heaven; we know that’s where she is. All 
day she stays with us, but finally around 10 pm the nurse comes to take her away. 
Leaving the hospital, my feet feel as if they are covered in concrete. With the weight of 
reality sinking in, I keep looking back at the window of my mother’s room, thinking to 
myself that leaving makes it permanent.  
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~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

Mom is staying in the hospital for another day or so to recover, and in the mean time, 
Marcy and I will start doing what we can to prepare for the funeral. Step one is letting 
everyone know; word is spreading and the answering machine is full. There are so many 
people to call back, so many people to inform. So many times I have to repeat those 
dreadful words. I sit at my mother’s desk going through her address book, one call after 
another, assuring callers that we will be ok, finding myself offering them comfort. Soon 
the words become automatic and my ears no longer register the condolences.  
 

~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

Step two is finding a burial gown. This children’s boutique in Dublin sells the most 
beautiful, delicate gowns; usually they are used for baptisms, but Marcy and I explain to 
the clerk that our purchase will be for something different. She is so sweet, bringing us 
tissues and giving us space to wander through the store. Slowly and with careful intent, 
we caress the expensive gowns as we try to find the only dress sweet Cara will ever 
wear. Mom loves dresses with smocking on them; a pattern of stitching that looks like 
dozens of tiny pleats stitched closely together. Neither of us like smocking, it’s kind of 
old-fashioned, but we know it’s the perfect dress when we see it – its off-white and the 
fabric is creamy and soft. It feels like a baby’s silky skin; the sleeves are puffy and short 
with a small, delicate ruffle at the end, and the skirt is smooth and long; but the unique 
part of this dress is that the bodice is covered in smocking.  
 

~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

Where did you get those eyes so blue? They're from the sky that you passed through. 

Where did you get that little tear? Did you find that it was waiting for you here? 

And what about your little nose? He knew you'd need it for the rose. 

And as for your soft curly ear, He knew there would be songs for you to hear.  

For all you are and all you'll be, For everything you mean to me,  

Though I don't understand, I know you're in the Father's hands.1 
 

The lullaby usually says “from the Father’s hands,” but I change the words as I sing at 
Cara’s funeral; I don’t understand, but I know where she is.  I am stumbling over the 
lump in my throat as I try to finish and get back to my seat before the tears catch up 
with me. I’m tired of crying and everyone is watching.  
 

~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

                                                 
1Lullaby -  All You Are by Michael Card 



Lorei 4 
 

I feel it’s appropriate that it is supposed to rain today. So far it’s sunny and piercingly 
bright, but bone-chilling cold; the wind is whipping my hair into my face as I make my 
way past tombstones. As I walk, I read the names of the strangers who will keep my 
sister company, and then I come to the tiniest grave I’ve ever seen. I could just curl up 
there, in the hole with her, to keep her warm, but somewhere in my mind I know that’s 
just the grief speaking. We hold hands and sing one last lullaby to her as a family. The 

one I grew up having sung to me, “Day is done, gone the Sun….In His name I say ‘Goodnight’, But never 

have to say ‘Goodbye’.“2  Just like that the sun disappears behind huge billowing dark clouds, 

and as we walk to the car a torrential rain pours from the sky to mix with our tears.  
 

~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

Cara-  

 

 This year you would have turned 15, the same age I was 

when you were born. Every year I think about what it would be 

like if you were here, what you would look like and how things 

might have been different… Mom took it hard; I barely 

remember her coming out of her room for the next three years. 

I had Anna and Monica to keep me busy though. Every year on 

your birthday we go out to the cemetery to remember you. We 

bring flowers and pink balloons. After we sing to you we let off 

the balloons and watch them float to Heaven. The first 10 years 

were the worst, but there are fewer tears now. Every year 

without fail it is sunny when we arrive and cold, windy and 

raining as we leave… I didn’t think we would make it after you 

left, but we did and now the memories are just bittersweet. 

Much of those days and weeks are a blur, but the feel of you in 

my arms is as clear as if it were yesterday. I believe someday I 

will see you whole and smiling, filled with joy and unburdened 

by the weight of this world, until then I love you always to the 

moon and back.  

 

     Your big sister,  

       Sarah  

  

 

                                                 
2 Lullaby - In Jesus’ Name by Nancy Honeytree 


