God’s Grace-by her Mother, Amy Hopper

We found out that we were pregnant for the fifth time on May 19", 2002. I had
really desired another child. A precious little girl would be lovely, but a healthy baby is
what we prayed for. Andrew was 4 and so excited. Christian was 3 and didn’t really
seem to get it. We had lost two babies before having Andrew. One at 3 weeks and
another, James Christopher, at 12 weeks, from a genetic fluke called 69xxy in which two
sperm fertilize the same egg at exactly the same time. We had an angel for each of our
boys.

The baby was due on January 28", 2003. Because of my age and prior losses, the
doctor ordered a level 11 ultrasound at the perinatologist, Dr. Wickstrom for the 26" of
August, in my 20™ week. This is a more detailed sonogram than a regular one. We had
not undergone any of the other optional early testing like the Alpha Feta Protein test,
which can detect Down syndrome, because termination was never an option for us. The
incorrect result rate of that test is so high and the only way to know results for sure it to
undergo an amniocentesis. We were not willing to go to that risk just for knowledge of a
problem that we could deal with later.

Andrew had wanted to go with us until we dropped Christian off at a friends and
he decided to stay, too. | pleaded with him to go with us but he said he would just see the
baby “after Christmas”. | now thank God that he did not come.

At the office, Mom arrived to meet us and we were taken into the exam room. |
lay on the table and the technician began to move the wand around on my swollen belly.
She was pointing out various body parts. Scott asked how much baby weighed and she
said “about 12 ounces”. Scott made a light-hearted comment that she was about the
weight of the size of pop can. It is so incredible to see your baby for the first time after
months of feeling her in your body.

After a few more minutes, Dr. Wickstrom enter the room and sat down at a
computer next to the tech’s terminal. We had been watching on an overhead TV screen.
The doctor scrolled through the pictures that were on her screen as the tech gave her a
brief history of our children. Then Dr. Wickstrom stood up and came to the end of the
bed and put her hand on my leg. She looked at the three of us and said, “I have some
very serious concerns about your baby.” The room began to spin and we all began to cry.
She proceeded to calmly tell us that she believed that our baby had several anomalies.
They were called cystic hygroma and fetal hydrops. The first is a growth on the head and
neck and the second is a generalized edema, or swelling. | couldn’t understand what she
was saying. | was sobbing uncontrollably. Tears were streaming down Scott and Mom’s
faces. Then she told us that our baby would most likely not be born alive. That her
conditions were so severe that she would likely die within a month. She could see that
we were having trouble digesting this information. She then gave us our options that she
is legally bound to present. The first was to induce labor right away, thus bringing about
the death of the baby. This was not an option that we were willing to consider. The
second was to wait until the baby died and then deliver. We would wait for our baby, this
life within me, to die, and then to have labor induced. She also said that she could not tell
if our baby was a boy or a girl. At that moment | absolutely believed that | would die of a
broken heart before | would ever really give birth to this baby still moving inside of me.
Mom took me to the bathroom where I collapsed on the floor. | remember the room



spinning, like you see in the movies, and | would shake my head as if to clear it from this
invasion of terrible news.

Dr. Wickstrom told us she had called Dr. Halberstadt, my OB, and that | was to
go see her in a day or two. She gave Mom information about the baby’s conditions and
warned her that the pictures could be very upsetting. She also gave us a pamphlet for
Alexandra’s House, a perinatal hospice, for support that might be able to help us through
this time. Mom and Scott held me up to get me to the car. | remember muttering things
like, “I can’t do this, this is not fair, this can’t be happening.” | have never felt such
intense, deep pain and fear. There was no way | could go through this on my own
strength. 1 felt like | had overcome some pretty big obstacles in my life, but nothing had
prepared me for this.

In the car, | had to call Dana, whose home the boys were at, to tell her. 1 used the
words “very, very sick” to describe the baby. She was so shocked and crying and saying,
“No!” Scott took me home and Mom followed us there. 1 sat in the chair in the kitchen
and sobbed, asking aloud ‘why me” and still shaking my head as if that could possibly
make it all go away. After just minutes, my dear friend, Gayla, ran up the stairs and into
my lap, crying in disbelief. Our biggest worry that morning had been pink or blue. This
surely could not be happening to us. Three babies to lose are too many! My belly moved
and each time | would moan and cry out. | started to believe that | would pray that this
would happen soon, that it could all be over, and then we could heal. Heidi called just to
see how the appointment went and | had to tell her that the baby would not live. She
rushed over and so did Andrea. My brother, Chris, was on business in California and |
had to call him. | felt as if | was personally breaking the heart of each person who we
had to tell. 1 wanted to protect those whom we loved from the same grief, sadness, and
horror that we feeling. Friends began to arrive and call. They came with food and
flowers and love. Our Premier Designs family from all over the country began to contact
us by phone and e-mail. We felt an awesome sense of comfort and support. We began to
see that we were right. We would not get through this with our own strength, but through
the strength and support of our friends and families, we would endure this and be better
for it. We experienced so many beautiful blessings of friendship and compassion in
those twelve days and we began to see God’s plan.

Andrew’s birthday was planned for Sunday. We had lots of relatives coming. |
did nothing alone. My friends cooked and cleaned. Heidi was always near. She came
over almost every day. She cleaned, helped with the boys, packed orders for Scott. Dana
took the boys to play so many times so that | could rest. | was so anxious. | prayed more
in those days than | ever had. | was so afraid of the unknown. Why was the baby like
this? The answers would not be known until the genetics tests were done after the birth.

I read about the conditions on the internet and my heart would race, as | was so afraid
that | would accidentally see a picture. | did not want to see. | knew I couldn’t do that. 1
also knew that friends and family were looking at pictures and not telling me. This made
me really believe that my baby would look horrific. How could something I loved so
much be frightening to me? The guilt was intense.

But as a few days passed, | began to want my time with my baby to last. | was
not praying for a quick death, but the opposite. | was beginning to realize that this would
be the only time | had with my child and | wanted it to last forever! | was not ready to
say “hello and good-bye”. | was still afraid of how others would see her, but | wanted to



protect her and keep her with me. As long as she was alive, we could pray for a miracle.
As long as she was alive there was hope.

| called Patti Lewis at Alexandra’s House on the 28". | felt as if | needed the
influence of someone who had been through this and who knew how | felt. | left a
message on a machine with the nicest voice | had ever heard. Patti called me an hour
later. She was so sweet, called me “precious’ and ‘sweetie” and just let me cry while |
told her our situation. She was so comforting and warm. 1 felt as if I had known her
forever. We made plans to get together on Saturday afternoon.

On Friday, Heidi helped me do the shopping for Andrew’s party. We went to
Sam’s Club and Wal-Mart. 1 hated being in public. | was so aware of being pregnant and
so scared someone would ask about the baby. We ran into an acquaintance at the store
that congratulated me on the baby. | tried to comfort her as I told her that the baby was
not going to live much longer. | felt as if each time someone found out | was changing
their life a little, if not a lot.

On Saturday, we went to see Patti at the new house that had been donated to the
hospice. She opened the door and I literally fell into her arms and cried in the doorway
for a long time. She soothed me and stroked my hair. We went in and | sat next to this
angel-lady on the couch and poured out my heart. | kept thinking how beautiful she was.
We talked and cried for over an hour. She said she would take my pain if God were to
allow her and | truly believed that she would. 1 told her all of my fears. | don’t know
why she cared for me so much, but her comfort was overwhelming and 1 felt so relieved
to have her with us. She told us of other families. She said | was brave and heroic (|
sure didn’t feel that way, 1 just felt sad and scared) and that | had made the ultimate
sacrifice in saying ‘yes’ to what God was asking us to do. Patti said the things | was
feeling were normal and that | was loving my baby through it all. She said she could help
us with the service arrangements, talk to doctors, and most important to me, be with us
through labor and delivery. She promised she would see the baby first and then describe
her to us and help us to meet. 1 still felt so guilty in being afraid of this baby whom |
loved so fiercely. Patti prayed with us and we promised to talk daily.

We had Andrew’s party on Sunday. Scott’s dad and step mom came and stayed
for the weekend. Carol just mothered me and cried with me. We did have a great
celebration for our little guy. All of the kids went to the pool and swam with the dads.
Andrew was so happy. | had told him earlier in the week that the baby was sick and was
going to heaven to be with Jesus and Pop Pop. He pulled up my shirt to see my still
pregnant belly. 1 tried to tell him how the baby was still in Mommy, but would come out
soon and then go to Heaven. | never said anything to Christian and he did not seem to
notice.

Our businesses were taken over by our friends. They did my shows. They
packed orders for Scott. My assistant and friend, Jill, kept the house and operations of
the companies running like a fine machine. The days ticked past. | rarely left the house.
I just wanted to stay home and nest with my baby. | just wanted to mother this child for
the short time I would be able. 1 am eternally grateful to the God who gave me these
days with my child. 1 think I loved more deeply because | knew that I did not have many
more hours to physically be with my child.

My cousin, TJ, had a show scheduled with me on Thursday and | decided to go
ahead and do it. TJ, too, had lost a child and had been a big support to me. Heidi went to



the show with me. What a true friend. Mom was there and lots of my aunts. | gave the
presentation and almost felt normal for a while. 1 did confide in them what | had been
feeling all day. That my baby was dying. | was feeling less and less movement. On the
way to the show I even got tea and fries to try to wake her up. After the show I went
home to bed and prayed. | did not take my sleeping pill. | had strange dreams. |
couldn’t sleep for waiting for that familiar kick. | couldn’t sleep because | knew she was
gone. | thought I felt some movement around 3:00am and | think | slept a while after
that. 1 got up at 7:00 and got Andrew ready for school. I sat on the front steps with him
and we had some quiet time together. | had a terrible fear and longing when I put him on
the bus that Friday morning.

I took a shower and got Christian ready to go to Dave an Sarah’s house. | still
had not felt any movement. | cried as | packed my small suitcase, as | knew I would not
be coming home. | was hot and nervous. Scott had gone to work and | had not told him
that I thought it was time. Jill came to work and 1 just started crying. She took over and
took Christian to Dave’s. | was very anxious and having trouble breathing. Jill
comforted me. 1told her I couldn’t do it. And she said she knew that I could.

Heidi showed up to take me to the appointment. Mom was meeting us there, as
she wanted to see what was going on before she decided whether to go out of town to her
class reunion. | had called the Dr.’s office to see if she was running on time. | started to
cry on the phone and asked that | be put in a room upon arrival. | remember saying so
many times that week, “ I can’t do this, I’m not strong enough, Why this baby?” 1
repeated these things as we drove. | thought I felt the baby move as we pulled in the lot.
| kept saying, “I don’t want to do this”. But | knew she had died. She had not moved
near enough in the last few days for me to believe she was going to be with me much
longer.

We got a close spot. We walked slowly even though we were a few minutes late.
I was delaying the inevitable. In the office I tried to tell the receptionist my name and
started to cry. | had drank a big iced tea on the way over trying again to get her moving
with the caffeine and so | had to go to the restroom. Habit had me leave a specimen in a
cup although I knew they would not need it. As soon | came out the room was ready.
The nurse quietly took vitals and then slipped out. Mom arrived and we all three sat in
the room and talked. 1 wouldn’t sit on the table. I did not want to be this patient. The
mood was somber and quiet. Dr. Halberstadt came in and just hugged me. She lay me
down and began to search for the heart beat with the Doppler. At first there was just a lot
of static and then a beat. But it was mine and | knew it and told her so. She tried in vain
for a while longer. | started to weep the saddest tears of my life. She sat me up and
hugged me and so did Mom and Heidi. | knew this would come but was not ready. | was
shaking as Heidi took me to the restroom as they readied the sonogram room for a last
check. In the restroom we had a little laugh about the fact that | had managed to grieve-
eat my self into a 5 pound weight gain in just 12 days.

I lay down on the table and the technician began. Mom was near my head and
Heidi near my feet. She wanted to see the screen to help us with what we may see soon.
The tech then announced that there was “no cardiac activity”. She then gave Heidi some
idea of what they baby looked like and told her that the baby was still in a breech
position. | couldn’t even hear through my crying and hyperventilating. The reality of the
loss of this life that | loved was devastating.



Heidi called Chris who went to Scott’s work to tell him and bring him to the
hospital. We moved to another room so that we could prepare to go over to the hospital.
In that room we held each other and cried and prayed. Mom went to make some calls.
The nurses were so sweet. No one tried to tell us that it would be ok. They just told us
that they cared.

Stacy, a nurse from Dr. Halberstadts’s office walked with Heidi and Mom and |
over to the Labor and Delivery Ward. 1 did pretty well walking there, asking the nurse,
Sherri, about her baby that was about 8 months old. As soon as we got to the desk, a
nurse, Heather, walked around to meet us. Sherri gave me a big hug goodbye and told
me that she knew how hard this was going to be and just hugged me for a long time.
Heather then began walking us to the room. About ten feet in from of the door I stopped
as | stared at the open door. | broke down and stood paralyzed. This is not the way this
should be happening! This is not how | wanted to be going into this room. The memories
of the boys being born on this floor, in a room just like this, came flooding my mind. |
could not enter the room. This was the room where my baby would be born and I would
never get to see her open her eyes, she would never take even one breathe, and she would
not come home with us. The pain and realization of what was to happen here was too
great for me to handle. 1 sobbed in that hallway for all that was ahead of us in the next
day, but also for what would never be for us. Heather just held on to me and said, “when
you are ready”. Mom and Heidi stood strong and supported me as I could barely stand.
Finally, barely able to walk, I began to walk toward the room.

I just looked around when I got in and commented in disbelief that this was all
happening. The tears just kept coming. | could not turn them off. Heather was so sweet
as she began to slowly try to do her job. She gently asked questions for her paperwork. 1
sat in a chair, as | did not want to get in the bed. They came in to take blood. | never felt
rushed. They were giving me all of the time that | needed. Heidi and mom continued to
help me. And then Scott came. Chris had gone to his office to tell him and then they had
driven separately.

| felt so bad for him. 1 know how sad he was. | know how concerned he was
about me, and my broken heart. And I knew how scared he was about what was just
starting. He just held me while I cried and told him how sorry | was. “Sorry for what?”
he asked. | was sorry that our baby wasn’t going to live and that we had to go through all
of this. “But it is not your fault” he said. And although I knew that it wasn’t, | was sorry
for all of the pain he was going through and for the worry | was causing him. | vowed to
be strong and he told me that | did not have to be.

Scott’s presence really lightened things up a little. Chris came then. He cried and
held me and was comforting. Then he began to look all over the room for plastic things.
He does this so that he can see how they are made and entertain the idea of his company
making them. We got some laughs out of this as he hunted the room for ideas.

Tracy came next and was there until the wee hours of Saturday. She had to get
the kids somewhere first but was not intending to leave. She cried with me and | really
felt closer to her than | ever have. She was a rock and yet so empathetic. She was
helping me just be whatever | needed to.

The pill that was to start the labor had been ordered and was ready. But | was not.
I wanted to wait until...well I am not sure why | was waiting, but I knew I did not want
to take that pill. Father Frank from Prince of Peace came over and the chaplain from the



hospital came, too. Then Patti Lewis arrived. My dear Patti. She walked in and looked
like an angel. She had a pink top on and carried a beautiful basket of pink roses. | fell
into her arms and she folded me in to her. I cried again and could not stop. Tracy and
Mom cried and Scott and Heidi looked on and tried to be strong.

I still had not taken the pill. 1 had changed into pajamas, though. Mom had been
packed to go to her class reunion in Sioux City. She got her bag from the car and let me
wear her soft pjs. They were a two-piece pant and top set, light green with flowers. 1 did
not want to put on that hospital gown. | did not want to be this patient. Heather kept
saying that | could take the pill whenever | was ready. “How about never?” | thought,
because that is when | would be ready to do this. Heather looked at my arms to start the
IV. She did not think she could do it, so she called in her supervisor who had helped
deliver Andrew. It was nice to talk about that and remember his birth. | was grateful that
this room faced east and the ones the boys were born in faced west. She tried to get it
started and could not do it either. | was so dehydrated and my veins were not showing up
very well. They finally got the guy who does the epidurals to get the IV started. My
hands were sore and | was agitated. Now that the IV was started | was medically
prepared to take the pill. But I just couldn’t. | wanted my baby to stay with me. | did
not want to give up my baby like this. It was not until Mom and Scott, Tracy, Chris and
Patti surrounded me as | sat in the rocking chair and prayed and cried did I break down
and take it. Heather stood in front of me with the pill and water while | sobbed and they
stood all around, all touching in some way, and began to pray. Heather prayed, too and
closed her eyes and cried. Scott was softly telling me how he loved me and how the baby
was already in heaven. Please take the pill and let us begin this. 1 had a Jolly Rancher in
my mouth as | was allowed hard candy and Tracy had brought it to me. 1 took it out of
my mouth and placed it on the little table in front of me in the pill single dose packet. |
took the pill from Heather, and literally choked it down. Even though this was done, no
one moved. They continued to pray and cry and hold one another. Scott, not having seen
me take the pill, began to softly plead with me to do it, to get this started. He said, “lets
go, we can do this now, lets go”. Mom opened her eyes and looked at him and said
“where are we going?” and he said, “I want her to take the pill”. | looked up at him and
said, “I already took it”. He looked at the Jolly Rancher and said, “then what is that?” |
answered, “ A Jolly Rancher”. A burst of laughter came from Patti, mom, and I. Scott
and Chris had their eyes closed and did not see me take it. Chris said, “I thought that was
the pill, too, and wondered why she didn’t want it, it looked pretty good to me!” We
laughed and cried at the same time.

My friends began to arrive, first Dana, and then the rest of the girls, by themselves
or two by two. They brought gifts, things for the baby and things for me. But what they
really brought was their love and support. They brought their strength and laughter.
They took breaks going to eat and visit in the waiting rooms. Dad and Mary came. They
just did not know what to do or say. Who can blame them?

I was beginning to contract a little and getting very nervous. | kept asking for a
massage therapist and they couldn’t find one. The girls even called one of Judy’s friends
and offered her double her normal rate to come, but she did not answer her page. Then
Gayla said that everyone needed to leave the room and she and Dana and Andrea each
took a section of my worn out body and gave me a massage. Elizabeth was the new
nurse and she brought them some lotion and a massage tool and they dimmed the lights



and gave me the best massage | can remember. Of course, Andrea got the feet and legs
and she hates feet, but she acted like it was something she did every day. Gayla had the
idea to cut the mesh underwear that they make you wear into a G-string to give the
anesthetist a good shock (and laugh). She even tried to get Liz to give her some scissors.
I remember Liz commenting that she had never seen family and friends like mine. Their
caring and openness was surely rare.

The contractions got worse and had this been a normal labor | would have wanted
something for pain. But for some reason, | wanted to feel the pain. I held off on the
epidural for a long time. 1 just wanted to feel real labor since | was not going to have
much else of anything normal about this birth. But Patti came in and sat with me and
assured me that it was ok to get the epidural. She said that | had already labored, labored
in my heart for this baby, and that I didn’t need any more pain. | relented and got the
epidural placed.

At that point, though I had to be in the bed. No more chair laboring or walking
around. No more bathroom. | knew the end was near. Or was this the beginning? | was
so unsure and so afraid. | was afraid not of labor and pain; I’d done that before, but | was
afraid of my baby. I can’t describe the guilt and remorse for that feeling. To be afraid of
the appearance of your child is horrible. I didn’t know how to hold a dead baby. 1 didn’t
know what to do. | just wanted to love her forever.

My water broke and | became very nervous. My heart was racing and my whole
body began to shake. The room held a sense of panic. All of the loving faces were so
frightened and concerned. 1 told Liz I felt something and she looked under the sheet and
said, “It’s a foot. The baby is coming out feet first. We need the doctor.” | panicked like
I had never before. | was a wreck. | couldn’t breathe. | couldn’t talk. I tried to pray and
the words would not come out. | cried out, “I can’t do this!” Patti came near and said
she knew I could and to let the Holy Family help me through. The room became a
birthplace with the other nurses coming in and the lights coming down from the ceiling
and the bed getting put down. All who were not going to be present for the birth were
asked to leave. The girls came one by one to my face and kissed me and told me that
they loved my baby and me. Trisha held back and came last and whispered, “Be still and
know that I am God”. She left the room and | am told that they did not go back to the
waiting area but stood in a circle in front of my door and held hands and prayed. They
did this until they knew the baby was born. They did not leave the doorway and not one
nurse or doctor ever asked them to.

I was frantic-in a physical and mental panic. Patti asked them to give me a
sedative but my blood pressure was too low and they said | would pass out. It was a few
minutes after one in the morning. This was the moment that Trisha’s words rang in my
ears. All of the sudden my heart stopped racing, my body stopped shaking and | was
overcome with the most awesome sense of calm and clarity | have ever experienced. |
saw Jesus, felt Him, and knew He was there. | looked at my mom and said, “He’s here.
Jesus is here. |1 am not afraid.” | could feel Him at the foot of the bed. | knew I was
ready, that | could bring this baby, His baby, to Him. “Be still and know that | am God”
I am your God. The great | Am. | am in control. This is no accident, no mistake of
nature. This is a gift of my deepest love for you.

I calmly asked the doctor what to do and he said to push. | did but she was breech so he
manually removed her. She was born at 1:06am. Andrew was born at 10:06am exactly 5



years before. Two babies born on the same day. Patti and the nurse took her over to the
warming bin on the other side of the curtain. Patti announced that it was our baby Grace.
I cried and rejoiced that we had our girl. Scott asked if | was ok and said he wanted to go
be with her. | was upset. This was not the plan. Patti was to get her wrapped and
describe her to us before we saw her. But Scott said that he needed to go be with his
daughter, if I was ok. My heart was breaking for him and his brave spirit. Mom was
sobbing and saying that she might be too scared to see her. I told her it was ok. We all
had to do just what we could handle.

Scott moved the curtain aside once | was sitting up and brought my beautiful
daughter to me. She was wrapped in a tiny hand-made blanket and cap that a volunteer
had made. She wasn’t beautiful in the way the rest of the world perceives beauty, but she
was our fragile little miracle. She wasn’t beautiful in the way the rest of the world
perceives beauty, but she was our fragile little miracle. We all have handicaps, most of
ours are just hidden. But in the eyes of her family, friends, and God, she is an
extraordinary beauty. | had a peace like | had never known. | had the elation of giving
birth and the sadness of loving and losing a child. One by one, Mark and Tracy, Chris
and yes, Mom, came to meet our baby Grace. Mark held her and Patti asked, “So how
does it feel to hold Heaven’s newest Saint?” Mark had to leave the room as he was really
broken up. He walked out the door and into the arms of our own prayer circle, and they
held him as he cried for the niece he loved. And just moments later when Grace Ann
Hopper was in the bin having some pictures taken, Patti opened the door and said, “Come
on girls, it’s time to meet your little Grace.” They filed through that door, not holding
back, not afraid. | could hear them on the other side of the curtain. They ooh’d and
ahh’d over her just as if she was perfect. Andrea said how fitting it was that her feet
where together like little “prayer feet”. Dana touched her little fingers. Someone said
she had my chin. 1 cried for my baby, that she would never know these wonderful
women, Dana, Gayla, Andrea, Andrea, Heidi, Trisha, Brenna, and Judy. Their sacrifice
and compassion is so beautiful.

Grace was baptized in the early hours of the morning. The basket of flowers that
Patti had brought bloomed in the dark. (You see, His is the light that darkness cannot
dispel. It is the rock of the tomb that cannot withold a resurrected, glorified body.)

The girls said goodbye to their little girl. Chris followed Patti and Mom home, as they
were so tired. Mark and Tracy had to be coaxed to leave. Scott and I spent our last few
moments with our only daughter. We held and touched her. We told her that her
brothers loved her and that we would miss her but she would always be with us. She did
not get the miracle of healing that we had prayed for. But we did. We got the miracle of
her life, even though very short. We got the miracle of unconditional love of our family
and friends and each other. And we got the miracle of Grace. God’s Grace.

The hospital staff was incredible in their kindness and warmth. 1 did not know at
the time, but there was a picture of a rose over the room number on my door. This is a
symbol for all who enter that there is no baby. The rose will forever have new meaning
to all of us. The nurses and even the Dr.’s asked for information about Alexandra’s
House as they see these types of situations several times a year and were not aware of the
incredible ministry that was available for families like us. They Chaplain said that our
baby and our miracle was the talk of the hospital. He said the whole hospital grieves



when a baby is lost. But he said that in our situation there was a buzz about the
incredible joy and closeness this little girl had bestowed on family and staff.

We had a beautiful Memorial Service for Grace. Over 100 of our friends and
family attended and celebrated her short life. It was a warm and clear day. The guests
were seated in the chapel and the song “In the Arms of the Angels” by Sarah McLaughlin
was played. It was moving. Then, as the soloist began singing, “In This Very Room”,
Scott and | walked down the aisle, arm in arm. And he carried our baby in her small,
white casket. We were followed by all of the men and women who had been part of our
miracle. The women each carried a long-stemmed pink rose. As they reached the table
where Scott had placed the casket, one by one they placed their rose near or on it.
Monsignor gave a touching homily and then Patti spoke. No one left that room without a
greater understanding a why we had made the choice to carry Grace until it was her time.
She touched every life in that room. She changed every person. She made us better for
knowing her.

We buried Grace at Resurrection Cemetery. She is in a section of the cemetery
called ‘Baby Land’ that is only for children. Monsignor was not able to come to the
graveside so my incredible brother, Chris, officiated the service. He did it with so much
honor and strength. He recited the Catholic Rites of Burial. He read to us a poem he had
found that was written in the voice of a baby whom had died . And he made it through it.
Father Chris.

We used to think that children should not die before their parents. But it is not
ours to decide. Hundreds of lives were changed because of this little baby; a baby that so
many would have ‘terminated’. It was the most difficult yet rewarding thing | will ever
do on this earth. We got countless letters and cards of sympathy, but we got many cards
of thanks. Yes, thanks. Friends, nurses, family and acquaintances were thanking us for
allowing them to be a part of the short life of Grace. For letting them be a part of our
miracle. The miracle of Grace.



