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Dear Mother,
I know your pain. No words can begin to describe what you’re feeling right now. No one can
take that away – certainly not me. But I know a little of what you’re feeling.

I know right now you feel very alone, sitting there not knowing what will happen next. It
feels like your heart has been shattered into a million pieces in one moment. But trust that
you have the inner strength to get through this. God, or the universe, or whatever higher
power you may believe in, knows that you are able to handle this.

This experience will take you way beyond the end of your comfort zone. All I can say is,
when you are there know that there are many women thinking of you right now – women
like me who have been there.

I have felt your pain. I don’t know how it feels exactly for you in this moment, but I want you
to know that you are not alone. We all walk this earth together.
Questions
The coming months will be hard. You’ll question everything you knew about life itself. You’ll
wonder, “Why me? Why now? Why did I have to lose my child? What did I do wrong? What
did the medical system do wrong?”

So many questions. Keep asking them; keep exploring and allowing your mind to go
wherever it needs to go. Write if you can. Get a journal and just pour out your thoughts
onto the page. There are a lot of things that don’t make sense in life and this is one of them.
We might spend the rest of our lives trying to work out why this happened.

I know you’ll feel lost for a while. I know you’ll ask yourself what the meaning is in this.
Please listen. Listen to what that little voice inside you says, your intuition which will guide
you along this path.
Love
I want you to know your child felt so much love. From the day they were conceived, they
felt your love through their bones and pumping through the blood in their body.

4

Allow your child to guide you and be a driving force in your life. Live in their honour. They
chose you as their mother for a reason. Their little soul came down and wanted to live in
your womb. They wanted your care and love. This little soul is still around.

Please be open to receiving help. This is a time where you need to surrender and receive all
the help you can. There will be people who will rally around you; be open to their love.

Talk to loved ones. Talk to your partner. There is nothing more healing than sharing our
wounds. Allow others to cry for you. Allow your tears to come and flow whenever you need;
don’t judge what emotions come up. You are on a rollercoaster ride called Grief. There is no
right or wrong way to deal with it. It comes and goes in waves, washing over you from little
shore breakers to six-foot barrels crashing down on you.
Support
There are many people around you who want to support you on your grief journey. Lean on
your family and friends, a counsellor or anyone you feel comfortable talking with. Try to
connect with other parents, either online or in person, who have been through this.

It is difficult, but try not to judge how others support you through this time if you can. There
will be people who disappoint you. Some people you thought would be there for you just
aren’t. There will be so many, though, that surprise you. Their love and care will fill you up
like nothing else.

Go get help if you need it. Ask for it. Reaching out to others for support is important. Know
that there is so much love and care for you. All the mothers who have walked this path
before and after you are with you right now.

You have reached the lowest lows, but one day you will feel joy again. There will be light.
The highest highs cannot be reached if you haven’t been to the depths of despair and pain.

We are a special kind of mother; a mother to an angel. Our angels will always be beside us,
lighting up our lives. Remember this, mamma, for you are loved and always will be.

Jodie
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Chapter 1: My story

One hundred and thirty-two days ago I gave birth to my first child, a beautiful boy named
Hamish. He had his daddy’s fair hair and my lips. He was the most perfect little baby and I
was so proud when he was put on my chest.

The only difference from a normal birth was that my little Hamish did not cry; he didn’t get
to open his eyes or take his first breath. His life was taken a few days earlier by the cord that
had given him nine months of life inside my womb. He was so loved. I cherished every
precious moment with him. I fell in love the moment I saw his cute little face.

The day before he was born we found out that his heart had stopped beating. As soon as he
came out we knew it was the cord. It was wrapped around his little body and neck five
times. He had marks from where it cut off his circulation.

I am at peace knowing Hamish is where he is meant to be. We have been through the
rollercoaster ride of grief and all the what-ifs, the guilt and shame, the trauma. We are
doing our best to live our best life now. As Cheryl Sandberg says, we are kicking the shit out
of Option B. We don’t have any other option.

When you lose someone, or life doesn’t turn out according to plan, you have to make a
choice. You can stay in the past and wallow about what could have been, or be present in
each moment. Sure, there will be dark days where you don’t feel like getting out of bed. Be
present in each emotion that comes up.

Just over four months ago I thought I would be spending January at home, knee-deep in
nappies and breastfeeding. Instead I am lying by the beach in Thailand. I am currently on
holidays, staying in a beautiful pool villa on the island paradise of Koh Samui. If I could go
through sliding doors and get Hamish back I would but I can’t, so I am taking each day as it
comes and being grateful for all that I have.
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The lessons my little buddy has taught me about life has changed my perspective on
everything. I am not the same person I was four months ago. I carry some sadness in my
heart. I also release more emotions out of my body, because I have learned that crying is the
best medicine. He has taught me that the lowest lows in our life are just as important as the
highest highs.

I now know what true happiness is. I also know what it is like to have your heart ripped out
of your chest. I survived, I made it through to see the light.

I am in awe of all the parents I meet who have been through this pain. I know they too have
a fresh new perspective on life.

I am sending you on this day so much love. I have written this book and collaborated with
other mums to help you feel less alone. I know this road is a bumpy one. I don’t want to tell
you how to grieve; I just intend to share our stories, so that you might pick something up
along the way that you can take with you on your journey.

Creating a peaceful labour room
If you have found out that your baby has passed away before birth, then I write this for you.
I knew what kind of birth I wanted to have before I got pregnant. I wanted as natural a
delivery as possible. I wanted to have the most peaceful birth.

My world came crashing down when I found out my little one was no longer here. One thing
that did help, though, was my intention to still have a peaceful labour. I had essential oils
diffusing. I had only loving people around me. I set the mood in the room so that my little
one was birthed into a peaceful space.

Even though it was one of the most heartbreaking moments, I felt at peace and had so much
love for my little one. I also ended up having to be induced and given an epidural, which was
fine. I just surrendered to what the doctor said was best for me.

I know this is going to be one of the hardest things you will do in your life. Nothing can fully
prepare you. Do what feels good for you.
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Holding your child
If you are able to, the most amazing experience after birthing my little boy was holding him.
I had a lovely social worker who nudged me towards holding my son as soon as he was born.
I had skin-to-skin time with him, which was so special. It will be your personal preference for
what you want to do.

Having that special time holding him was a memory I will always cherish. Nothing prepares
you for the joy you feel holding your child, even when they don’t have a heartbeat.

Creating memories
This is your time to create memories with your little one. You have felt them grow inside of
you and now they are out it is a very precious time. It may be a few hours or days. Make the
most of this time the best you can.

Take lots of photos, even if it’s just with a phone. These photos will soon become very
cherished memories, a way for you to go back and look at your little one’s gorgeous face,
hands, feet, and body. Take photos of yourself with your little one so you can share these in
the future.

My husband tried to get me to smile in some of them. I found this very difficult, but he said,
“One day we’ll share these with our future children. We want them to see how happy we
were after having Hamish and that he is, and will always be, a treasured part of our family.”

I now have a few of my favourite photos up at home and have made a photobook of
Hamish.

Telling people
Sharing the news of the loss of your little one is a very difficult task. It makes it more real.
When it is you and your loved ones in the hospital you are in a safe cocoon.

From the moments after Hamish was born we decided to be open with our friends and on
social media about our loss. This allowed people to send their love and help us. It is an
individual thing and you can decide what is right for you.
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Know that, however you share the news, you are still both parents. You are amazing and
you are loved.

Strength
You will hear the words, “You are so strong” many times after the birth of your child. This
annoyed me for a while. I thought, each time someone said this to me, “I don’t want to be
strong. I don’t want to be in this situation. I don’t want to have to dig deep to find the
strength to get through this.”

Some days, even now, I just want to crumble. I am going to contradict myself here, though,
and say it to you. You are stronger than you think. I don’t even know where the strength
comes from but know that it is inside of you. You will get through this. You will see light
again.

One moment at a time
Be present. Be present in the pain and grief you are feeling. There is no need to press fast
forward and try and move through it quickly. It is only up to you to decide how long you
need to feel each emotion that comes up. Please know that all you need to do is be present
in each moment.

Take one step in front of the other each day. You don’t need to think ahead. Some days you
may take one step forward and ten steps back; this is OK.

Try to be kind to yourself in every way. Let that inner voice that says you should be doing
more, getting over it, feeling better just step aside. I have found meditating and having
some alone time each day has helped bring me to the present.
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Chapter 2: Thomas’s Story

Tell us a bit about yourself and the loss of your precious child.
My name is Rowena Mabbott, and I am a Life and Loss Coach, writer and, most importantly,
mum to three boys (two living and one angel).

In October 2008, my second son was stillborn at 35 weeks. It was a sudden and unexpected
loss, as my pregnancy had been completely routine and uneventful until that point.
What was the one thing you did after losing your baby that helped you the most?
I practised gratitude and mindfulness. I had a 22-month old toddler who needed me, and so
each day as I pushed him on his swing I would let my mind wander. As it did so, I would
come to notice the little things around me. How blue the sky was that day, the vibrancy of
the green leaves against the white clouds, the smell of the herbs in the garden, and so on. I
was grateful for my living boy, and that we were here and enjoying life.
What is your most treasured memory with your child?
The evening we had at home with him. It was a stormy evening, and our lovely social worker
was bringing Thomas to us so we could have him at home with us for one night. The storm
had been raging all afternoon, with lots of thunder, lightning, rain and very black clouds.
About half an hour before Thomas was due to arrive, the rain eased and a tiny bit of
sunshine appeared; just enough to have multiple rainbows, including double rainbows,
appear against the dark grey clouds.

Our house had a special feeling that evening. The fairy lights on our deck were on, both
grandmothers had travelled long distances (from across the world) to be with us, and there
was our baby. Peaceful, quiet and still. Yet so very loved.

Each grandmother held him and spoke to him, and then they left so that we, my husband
and I, could have some time just with Thomas.
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We held him, dressed him in his own clothes, sang to him, read to him and had some photos
too. So many tears were shed, yet it was one of the most special nights of my entire life and
the most treasured memory of our very short time with our gorgeous Thomas.
How did you say goodbye? Did you have a funeral?
We said our personal goodbyes the evening before the funeral, as I shared above, but we
also had a funeral. It was held at the same church where we were married and where our
eldest son was christened.

The funeral felt surreal, but at the same time beautiful. Over 100 family and friends filled
the church in a show of love and support for us, and for our baby boy. The choir my mum
started when I was only four years old sang, just as they did at my wedding, and at my other
son’s christening.

After the church service, we had a smaller, more intimate farewell at the crematorium,
followed by a gathering at our house. Again, the love and support of family and friends were
truly overwhelming, and so appreciated.

This way of saying goodbye really helped. Whilst it was busy in the lead-up to the funeral,
the day itself was a necessary part of our grief process. At the time it was incredibly hard,
but in hindsight I am very grateful that we held a funeral and had the opportunity for so
many family and friends to attend.
How do you keep your child’s memory alive now?
My coaching business is the biggest way I keep his memory alive.

The stillbirth of Thomas led me to want to help other mothers who, like me, had lost a child.
And so, with my corporate HR background and a lifetime of informal coaching and
mentoring behind me, I embarked on the Beautiful You coaching course. Its heart-centred
approach felt right for the type of work I now knew I wanted to do.

Working with mums to help them find, or rediscover, the joy in their life after the loss of
their child is what I am passionate about. Knowing I can help other mums live a life that
honours their angel baby is the best, most beautiful feeling.
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How do you connect with your child now? Do you feel you receive signs from them?
We have a family day each year on his anniversary where we do something we believe he’d
have loved, based on how old he would have been. This approach ensures my living boys
always feel connected with their brother and talk freely about him and their feelings about
missing him.

And yes, signs are received! Rainbows especially feel significant, due to the connection with
the one night we had him with us at home. And butterflies, as there have been times when
I’ve been feeling very low and thinking of him, and then a butterfly will appear out of
nowhere and flutter around me for a while. Always the messages feel like little reminders of
the love we have for each other, letting me know that everything will be okay.
How has your child changed your life for the better?
Whilst the stillbirth of Thomas is not something I’d ever wish to repeat, or wish upon
anyone else, his presence in our lives has impacted them for the better.

Primarily, I am so much more appreciative and aware of how precious every day is, for
myself and for my children. It’s given our family a different flavour, as we all endeavour to
live in a way that honours Thomas – that is, making the most of each opportunity and
appreciating the little, and not so little, things.
Is there anything else you would like to share that has helped you through this?
Months afterwards, when everyone else had gone back to their normal day-to-day lives, I
started to feel very isolated. The isolation, combined with the grief, was intense.

To overcome that feeling of isolation and aloneness, finding other mums who have been
through the same experience was one the best things I did, and something I would
recommend for all bereaved parents.

Talking to others who have had a similar experience and connecting with them helps ease
the burden of grief. Knowing there is someone outside of your immediate family and friends
who ‘gets it’ can alleviate the pressure on your close friends and family too. It’s invaluable to
have the support from others who have been through what you are going through. Two of
the mothers I met at those groups I now count as some of my closest friends.
12

Chapter 3: Lilly’s Story

Tell us a bit about yourself and the loss of your precious child.
At 12 weeks, I was flying home from Copenhagen following a work trip and I didn’t feel well
at all. When I hopped off the flight my husband took me straight to Emergency. I thought I
had DVT because I was in so much pain.

After a lot of tests for my baby and myself, we found out that the baby was fine, growing
well and with a strong heartbeat, but I had influenza A. I spent five nights in hospital
recovering, with staff checking on both baby and me. On the day I left they did a scan and all
looked well.

Two days after I was discharged from hospital, I was due for my 12-week NT scan. During
the scan, I noticed that things didn’t look normal; it was hard to see my baby. I was told she
was in a bad position and to come back tomorrow when the head doctor could scan me.

When I arrived the following day, they all looked concerned. Rather than scanning me, we
were taken to an office and told I had no amniotic fluid around the baby (Preterm
Premature Rupture of the Membranes, or PPROM), partly due to my influenza A. The best
thing to do was to terminate, because there was only a three per cent chance our baby
would survive.

We were in shock; there were a lot of tears. We called our OB, who saw us straightaway. He
was more optimistic and said we had a 10 per cent chance she would be OK, as long as I
went on bed rest and a rotating antibiotic schedule. I did my own research online and we
decided 10 per cent was a good enough chance to fight for this baby.

After weeks of fortnightly scans watching my fluid levels rising slightly, at my 20-week scan
my MFM told us that things were looking better. He was cautiously optimistic for us and
gave us a 30 per cent chance of taking home our baby.

On the 22nd of December I woke up with a really bad gut feeling and couldn’t work out
why. I spent the morning waiting for Lilly to kick and let me know she was OK, but it never
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came. I went to my OB’s office and he spent quite some time scanning before he told me
the most horrible words any parent should hear: “I am so sorry, there’s no heartbeat.”

I went into shock, but my OB drove me over to the hospital; it all happened so quickly and
by 4.06pm Lilly was born, still and silent.

I was so scared and still in shock, so I told them I couldn’t see or hold her as I would never
want to let go. Unfortunately, they listened to me and didn’t push me to hold her or see her.
They took prints of her little hands for me, but that was it. It is my biggest regret not to have
held her, kissed her or been able to tell her how much I loved her. I wish I’d had someone in
the hospital to tell me I had to hold her or I would feel this guilt for the rest of my life.

By the time the reality set in, I was home. I wanted my baby to hold and kiss. I called to see
if I could see her, but they said it had been too long and it was no longer possible.
What was the one thing you did after losing your baby that helped the most?
Talking about Lilly, saying her name and making sure that everyone knew about her and her
story. I also signed up to be the Australian ambassador for Little Heartbeats, a support
organisation for mums currently going through PPROM, supporting those who got their
miracle babies and the ones dealing with the loss.

I joined a local support group in Sydney and connected with other angel mums, talking
freely about our babies, our pain and just realising what we are thinking and feeling is
completely normal.
What is your most treasured memory with your child?
For me it was carrying her in me for 21 weeks, feeling her kick and move from 16 weeks,
talking to her daily, telling her how much I loved and wanted her, telling her how strong she
was and that we were in the fight against PPROM together.
How did you say goodbye? Did you have a funeral?
We had a funeral for Lilly on the 17th of January. I grieved very privately at the start and just
wanted it to be with my husband, but we asked family to write Lilly letters and poems and
we read them out to her while she lay in her little pink coffin.
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Nick and I wrote letters to her and each other, and our daughter drew her some pictures. It
was the hardest day of my life. I found the moment that I had to leave her there and walk
away broke my heart into little pieces; a piece of me left with her that day.

On Lilly’s due date my family, my closest friend and I released lilies into the ocean in her
honour. We celebrated the short little life she had and the huge impact Lilly had on all of us.
How do you keep your child’s memory alive now?
We make sure that Lilly is still a part of everything we do as a family. Her bear is in our Santa
photos, we light a candle to symbolise her on Christmas Day and we celebrate her birthday
together as a family with cake and candles.

I also had a photo box made, with her birth certificate, her hand prints, scans and hospital
bands, which is hung in our lounge room.

We talk about her a lot with our four-year-old to keep Lilly’s memory alive with her.
How do you connect with your child now? Do you feel you receive signs from them?
We had Lilly’s ashes put into a teddy bear, and my daughter and I take turns sleeping with
her. We often talk to her and tell her how much we miss her and love her.

I often think Lilly is sending signs to us; it is hard to explain them, but when things happen
that are out of the ordinary my husband and I will look at each other and smile and say, “Hi,
Lilly”.
How has your child changed your life for the better?
Losing Lilly has made me realise that there is more to life than having a good job, big house
and material objects.

She gave me the strength to quit my job, live a more relaxed life, to cherish the time with
my daughter and family; the strength to speak up and to be OK with not being OK, and
needing to cry and take time out for me and to surround myself with the people I love and
who love me. She has helped me to be more accepting of help from others around me.
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I am currently pregnant again. Lilly has given me the strength and knowledge to speak up
and seek the care I need for the baby, and for my mental wellbeing. I feel she is watching
over us and protecting us.
Is there anything else you would like to share that has helped you through this?
Find your tribe of people, and let them support you and love you. Be open to help, but also
know it is OK to need time for yourself. I had to hide myself away for months and felt guilty
when we lost Lilly, but I soon realised that it was my grief and that there is no right or
wrong; you just have to do what feels right for you at the time.

I am 15 months into my “life without Lilly” and it does get easier with time, but not a day or
hour goes by when I don’t think of her. I would do this all over again to have had her live in
me for those 21 weeks and to be able to call her my daughter.
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Chapter 4: Mason’s Story

Tell us a bit about yourself and the loss of your precious child.
My name is Giselle Saunders. I am 30 years old, happily married. We lost our firstborn son,
our beautiful baby boy Mason James Saunders, six days after birth. Mason was born on 13
July, 3.9 kilos and 59 cm long! He was also 13 days over. He sure was taking his sweet time!

I had a breeze of a pregnancy. No morning sickness, no pregnancy symptoms; I was fit and
healthy – I was even running uphill sprints and wearing heels at 41 weeks!

I had a mother’s instinct that Mason would be a long big baby. No one believed me since I
have such a small frame, but I was right! I had a long labour, 36 hours. Mason became
distressed, attempts with the vacuum and forceps failed and so an emergency caesarean
was decided upon.

I remember waiting for the obstetrician to arrive. Since my epidural was wearing off, before
the obstetrician was about to make the incision I told her I could feel everything and then
suddenly a hand with a mask comes over my face and I am out like a light.

My husband was kicked out of the operating theatre as it was now an operation under
general anaesthetic. During the operation, he heard “Code Blue, major resus” and didn’t
know if it was Mason or myself or both that had died on the operating theatre.

When I woke up, there was a midwife crying and my husband with a pained, worried face.
My husband told me, “It’s not good, Giselle”.

I was slipping in and out of consciousness. When I recovered from the anaesthetic and
finally came around, I was told that Mason had come out flat, needed resuscitation to get
his heart rate up and was transferred to a NICU unit at another hospital.

I was separated from Mason and my husband for three days until a bed become available
for me. When I was finally reunited with my son, several tests were being conducted. I never
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left Mason’s side. I never saw Mason move, never heard him cry and I never saw him with
his eyes open. My husband only saw all that when he was first born.

After five days, the results came back saying that Mason had suffered lack of oxygen to the
brain and had irreversible brain damage (HIE) and that he was no longer breathing on his
own. I knew Mason had needed a caesarean earlier. I knew in my heart something was
wrong the whole time, yet no one addressed the distress signs that Mason made during my
long labour.

We made the heartbreaking decision to turn off his life support the next day and Mason
passed away in my arms.

What was the one thing you did after losing your baby that helped you the most?
Talking about my son. I talked to everyone and anyone. I didn’t care how uncomfortable it
made people feel. I had a son. I had a baby. Mason existed. He was here. It is my role now to
keep his name alive.

When everyone around me saw how open I was, how proud I was, how I wanted to talk
about Mason, others joined in. My heart was filled with love. The uncomfortableness
disappeared. Now my life is filled with him. He is everywhere.

Since I was open and loved talking about Mason and his short life, I created a website called
Remembering Mason (www.rememberingmason.com). I created this website only a few
days after Mason had passed away.

In the beginning it was more for me, my personal diary, thought and memories of Mason. I
wanted to record everything while it was still fresh, so I didn’t lose the finer details. I went
from being pregnant, to being very overdue, to giving birth, to trying to recover from my
emergency caesarean and being separated from my husband and baby, to waiting on tests
and being by Mason’s side, to saying good bye and then organising a funeral.

Time went so fast. I wanted to make sure I took in every moment with Mason, so I started to
write blogs about Mason’s life from the beginning to the end and life after. My plan was for
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me to be able to read back on his life and remember all the details, for future children to
meet their big brother.

Then the website started to gain a lot of interest from other angel parents. So I decided to
turn my website into a place where people can relate, to feel that they can talk about their
babies whether you can see them or not. Talking helped. It’s a parent’s right to talk about
their children and there was no way I was going to deny my son.
What is your most treasured memory with your child?
I have two.

When I first saw Mason, once I finally was reunited with him. I couldn’t believe the beautiful
baby in front of me was mine, that we had created him. How beautiful he was. How BIG he
was! His perfect little button nose, his tanned skin, his chubby hands and feet and his big
luscious lips. All mine. I was just in awe.

How can you possibly love someone who doesn’t move, doesn’t cry, doesn’t open their
eyes, and doesn’t do anything at all? Yet you love and love and love them. That’s a mother’s
love. A father’s love. A parent’s love. You always imagine what your baby would look like
and to meet them for the first time is the best feeling. Nothing can take that away.

The second most treasured memory I have was my first hold. I didn’t think I would be able
to hold my baby boy as he was in NICU and connected to all these tubes and machines. I
couldn’t believe it when the nurse asked me if I wanted a hold a few days later. I didn’t think
I would ever get to hold Mase. I didn’t think I was allowed.

The feeling of holding your baby in your arms for the first time, being so close to them, to
smell them, to touch them, to stare at their hands and feet and to kiss them continuously, it
doesn’t ever and will never get better than that. I could have held on to Mason forever. I will
never, ever, ever, ever forget that moment.
How did you say goodbye? Did you have a funeral?
On Mason’s last day, I invited our close family to the hospital. The hospital let us have a
room to ourselves so that we could hug and hold Mason and say our goodbyes to him.
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Mason was connected to a breathing tube, but the nurses were so wonderful adjusting and
positioning him for holds with relatives. We got professional photos done and I also got him
baptised.

When family left, my husband and I got to spend time alone with him. We washed him,
changed him and read to him. Then we decided when it was time to remove his breathing
tube. There is never the right time, but we decided that we would agree and see how we
would feel.

When we felt like we could let him go, we called the doctor in and he removed the tube and
then left us alone with him. Mason died a few minutes later in my arms, together with his
daddy holding both of us.

We did have a funeral which was open to everyone. Instead of flowers, we wanted
donations made to a charity that helped babies in NICU like they did for Mason. I wore a
blue dress with stars because stars reminded me of Mason.

I wanted it to be the best day for Mason. My husband and I each did our own speeches. We
made a slide show of Mason’s life. We carried Mason’s tiny blue coffin with teddy bears on
it out of the church in our arms. We let off blue balloons with stars on them. It was the most
perfect day, filled with lots of love for a boy no one really met. He was so loved.
How do you keep your child’s memory alive now?
I continue to talk about Mase, include him in daily life. I continue to work on my website
talking about life after Mason. I write about milestones and how I got through them, like
first Father’s Day and Christmas. I created an Instagram account called rememberingmason,
where I can freely post photos of Mason and my life with him and without him in it.

I created a Mason garden in the back yard filled with blue flowers, some that will bloom on
his birthday month. I have a necklace and a ring made from his ashes, which I wear
everywhere. I have photos in every room, even at work on my desk. I have his name
tattooed on me. Acknowledging Mason has been the best way to keep him alive.
How do you connect with your child now? Do you feel you receive signs from them?
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I talk to him every day. I have his ashes at home on a table in the living room. It’s called the
“Mason table”. It has photos, candles, toys, Mason’s trinkets, personal items and our letters
from the funeral speech. It’s our shrine to our beautiful baby boy. We light a candle every
night and my husband and I blow it out together before bed and wish him a goodnight.

I have received a few signs from Mason. When we were planning Mason’s funeral we
needed a song. I didn’t want to talk to my husband about it; I thought I would take care of
the task in finding one because I knew it would just break his broken heart even more
listening to music that reminded him of our little boy.

One day at the petrol station, my husband went to pay for petrol and I quickly googled
“funeral songs for baby boys” so that he wouldn’t see. My husband came back and I quickly
hid my phone. As soon as he turned the car on, a song called “I’ll be missing you” by Puff
Daddy played. We looked at each other and cried.

We had heard that song before and loved it; my husband and I both loved R&B music and
would often joke about Mason being our little gangsta baby. So when this played, which
doesn’t often on the radio as it’s quite old, we thought it was Mason telling his mummy and
daddy “I got this”.

I also find feathers around the house randomly and have found some in his garden. When I
go out at night, I often look up at the stars and say “Mason, this is your mummy here, show
yourself” and a shooting star will cross the sky.

I went on a family holiday recently which would have been Mason’s first flight, and when I
looked back at photos I had taken there were light orbs in them. I believe they were Mason
on our holiday letting us know he was there.
How has your child changed your life for the better?
As heartbreaking as it was losing Mason and dealing with the anger of having a healthy,
happy baby boy being taken away from you, Mason has changed me. I will never be the old
Giselle before Mason. I will never fully smile and my heart will never be whole again, but
Mason made me realise life isn’t always so perfect.
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Life is precious. Babies don’t always come home from hospital. Life is fragile. I don’t sweat
the small stuff anymore. I’ve learned to be positive. I have an urge within me to help others.
I am stronger. I have learned to love like I have never loved before, because that’s how I felt
having Mason.

Mason showed me what love means and how it really feels. Mason showed me the good in
people, to be good to others. People might seem to have the perfect, happy life, but
everyone has a story. To be kind to others, but most importantly to love.

I’ve learned the power of love and what it means to be a mummy, a parent. To live the life I
have.
Is there anything else you would like to share that has helped you through this?
Grief is a strange thing. It comes and goes. It comes in waves or it hits you unexpectedly.
There is no right or wrong way to grieve. Just because others grieve a different way to you
doesn’t mean that you don’t care enough, or you are not grieving properly.

Crying is OK. Not crying is OK. You don’t have to prove to anyone you love and miss your
baby.

The angel parent community is a strong force to be reckoned with. There is so much love
and support out there. You are not alone. You can talk about your baby if you want. You
have every right as a parent to talk about your baby, whether they are earth side or playing
amongst the stars.
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Chapter 5: Bridget’s Story

Tell us a bit about yourself and the loss of your precious child.
My name is Angelica and I am broken. I am lost without my precious baby girl, Bridget.

Carrying Bridget was a joyous nine months. I shared the joy with my firstborn son. We
cuddled and kissed Bridget, we played catch with her, we included her in most things we
did.

Yanek was 22 months when we lost Bridget to stillbirth. Since her death, he has been a
witness to a mother's bleeding heart. It's been a huge struggle, but of course I'm trying my
best for Yanek's sake.

In hindsight, we now know from Bridget's autopsy results that my placenta stopped
functioning properly from about 35 weeks (severe placenta insufficiency). It's a long story,
one I am writing about in detail elsewhere. But the short version is this.

I had a 37-week ultrasound to confirm whether she was breech, and she was. We were
advised to have an ECV (External Cephalic Version; to manually turn baby head down). But,
because of the lack of nutrients Bridget was getting through the placenta, she was not
strong enough for an ECV and, without anyone knowing, she died not long after the
procedure.

Two days after the ECV, I had a routine check. To our horror Bridget had no heartbeat. The
agony of all the ill decisions and oversights that were made will forever haunt me. Bridget's
wellbeing was neglected by the system, there was discontinuity of care and of course I
include myself in that. I placed all my trust in the system and ignored my intuition.

It's a long story, one I wish I didn't have to endure. Nonetheless, I am grateful for the time I
did have with Bridget in my womb. And I am thankful for the love we will always have.
What was the one thing you did after losing your baby that helped you the most?
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Spending time with Bridget, connecting to our love, has been the only thing that has kept
me afloat and sharing my feelings about her with others. I didn't keep quiet, I told everyone
I came in contact with. The world had to know we had lost a very special someone.

To connect with Bridget, I sit on the rocking chair, light her candle, listen to the songs I
chose for her funeral. I hold her onesie I dressed her in at the hospital and the beanie she
wore. Luckily, I had a spare outfit to take home that I changed her out of, so now I have a
very special thing she wore which I cuddle. I wear it under my clothes when I'm feeling
super-lost and often sleep with it.

Going to yoga twice a week has been a big help. I use this time to tap into my emotions, to
connect with Bridget, and often after my Friday yoga class a poem flows out of my heart.
Writing poems has also helped me to express and offload the huge heartache that I carry.

Also, I send text messages when I feel I need to express things to family and friends, such as
to explain what this experience is like for me. It's important that people don't act awkward
around us but know we always want Bridget to be acknowledged and spoken of, and that
she is deeply loved.
What is your most treasured memory with your child?
Caressing her face. Holding her in my arms for 10 hours straight in the hospital was a very
special time. Bringing her home to visit us on two occasions prior to the funeral was
beautiful. And, of course, birthing Bridget was a very special experience; I was honoured to
birth her and meet her face to face.

Introducing Bridget to immediate family at the hospital was also so special and important.
I'm glad I could share her with them. I held Bridget for almost 10 hrs straight, but had to
leave her as she was starting to deteriorate. We were so blessed to have such a supporting
funeral director who offered to bring Bridget home to us anytime we wanted. Looking back,
I wish I had spent even more time with her, but organising the funeral kept us so busy.
How did you say goodbye? Did you have a funeral?
In my heart and mind I will never say goodbye to Bridget, because we have a spiritual
relationship. Even though I know Bridget is blissfully cared for in heaven (as I tell Yanek,
she's busy being an angel) she walks with me, she is with me always, I will never let go.

24

The saying goes, “If you love something, let it go; if it comes back to you, you know it's
yours...” I have let go of Bridget by entrusting her to heaven and when I sit still she always
speaks to me. Her wisdom is a gift to me. The love between a mother and child is
unbreakable, it's innate and it's incredibly meaningful.

I invited most people I knew to commemorate Bridget's life and death. I wanted as many
people as I knew to honour her. We had her cremated; at that time I couldn't handle the
image of Bridget being lowered into the ground. It didn't feel right. I'm happy her delicate
remains are at home with us.
How do you keep your child’s memory alive now?
Today, it is seven months since I held my beautiful daughter.

I talk about Bridget every day with Yanek. We do lots of little things, like blow kisses up to
the sky or to her photos. We have a little star we light up and say her name. Yanek asks me
to light a match so he can say, “I love you, Bridget” and he blows it out and gives me a
cuddle. He tells Bridget to be quiet when he goes to sleep (cheeky!). Like when she was in
my womb, we still include her in our day.

Little things that I've done to help me feel like she's being included in this world include
printing photos of her and framing them. We had a beautiful water painting done of me
kissing her. For Christmas I had a personalised t-shirt made for Yanek saying, “I love
Bridget”. This was a subtle way to remind others that Bridget is always with us.

For my birthday my mum and sister made a pendant with Bridget's name engraved on it,
and my brother and sister in law gave me an eternity bracelet with both Yanek and Bridget's
names on it. They knew such gifts would be deeply appreciated only because I have clearly
communicated my pain and love of Bridget to them.

But the deepest way in which I desire to honour Bridget is through my daily actions. I want
Bridget to see me at my best. I want Bridget's legacy to be my motivation to be a better,
stronger woman. To pour out the love I have for her onto others. To make my love for her
purposeful. Otherwise, I will drown in that love.

I have to keep reminding myself that this is the direction I value most. It's incredibly easy to
fall, to be stuck in the darkness of my pain. But Bridget's life and death are worth a lot more
than depression.
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How do you connect with your child now? Do you feel you receive signs from them?
I'm able to connect with Bridget most when my heart and mind are open, balanced. My
heart is open when I nurture my grief. This is a combination of time spent with Bridget,
writing, yoga, quiet time, counselling, etc. But looking after a toddler and nurturing my grief
for Bridget often gets on top of me. Every time I sit still with Bridget, we talk. She always has
something meaningful and loving to say.
How has your child changed your life for the better?
The love I share with Bridget is deeply painful but also deeply profound. I am already a
mother to Yanek, yet this painful love I have with Bridget has revealed an extended
dimension of my motherly love for my children. The truth is, when I'm not feeling balanced I
struggle to be present for Yanek; my heart is adrift with the loss of Bridget.

To be honest, I don’t want to gloss over the deep tragedy our family has faced and say we
have learnt so much from it and that it has changed our perspective on life. Regardless of
what life lessons we have learnt, none of them are more valuable, more sincere, more
important than Bridget. No life lesson can ever be worthy of Bridget's death.

However, keeping in mind the safety of other babies' lives, I will be working towards
achieving better practices in breech presentations, clearer guidelines for growth ultrasounds
in the third trimester and ECVs.

How did you tell your child/children about the loss of their sibling? How did you help
them understand?
At first I had no idea how to approach it with Yanek. After birthing Bridget I knew Yanek and
our family had to meet her. The social worker gave me the guidance I needed and that was
to be honest and real with him.

The social worker said, “It's OK to break down in front of Yanek. Just explain why you are
crying and comfort him”. Even though I often tried not to, I did cry with Yanek a lot.

When Yanek first met Bridget he could tell something was wrong. But I stayed calm and
loving so that he could feel safe. At given times I would tell him that Bridget died, that her
heart stopped working. One thing I taught him to say is, “We can't see Bridget, but we can
feel her and she lives in our hearts”.
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Is there anything else you would like to share that has helped you through this?
Follow your heart. Follow your love for your baby. As I learnt with Yanek, baby always knows
best. Your baby will sustain and teach you. The love we possess rises above death, above
grief, above depression, above self-pity, above everything.

The suffering I carry is a painful reminder of how much I love Bridget, and I want to keep this
love even if it feels like a knife has permanently been shafted into my heart – because it has.
Find a place to donate your lost love.
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Chapter 6: Chloe’s Story

Tell us a bit about yourself and the loss of your precious child.
My husband and I started trying to conceive after five years of marriage, when I was 26
years old. Our first pregnancy ended in an early miscarriage at nine weeks. We got pregnant
again a few months later. This time, at nine weeks, we heard a heartbeat and saw a baby.
At 20 weeks, we learned we were having a daughter and that she was completely healthy.

At 28 weeks, on a Friday, we went in for another ultrasound. She was healthy and, other
than being breech, she was perfect. I felt her move that Saturday evening and woke up
Sunday morning to stillness. Just a mere two days after our perfect ultrasound.

We went to the hospital and they were unable to find her heartbeat. I was immediately
induced and spent 29 hours in labour. I was devastated by her passing and terrified to
deliver her dead body. I had desired a natural birth without medications when she was alive.
But at this point, I opted for all the medicine they would offer, because the combination of
intense emotional and physical pain was too much to bear.

Chloe was stillborn on May 23, 2016 at 8:03pm. She was 2lbs 10oz and 16 inches long. She
had brown curly hair and an adorable button nose. She was absolutely perfect. I remember
them placing her in my arms, being filled with so much love at the sight of her, and telling
her “I’m so sorry” over and over.

We did all the tests we could, on her and me, and yet we still don’t know why she died.
What was the one thing you did after losing your baby that helped you the most?
There are three main things I did that helped me work through the loss of my daughter.
First, I got out of bed and immediately showered every single day. I set an appropriate
wake-up time and never allowed myself to sleep in, because I knew that my sadness and
depression would make me want to stay in bed and not face the day without my daughter.
But to grieve and heal, I knew I needed to.
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Secondly, I allowed myself to fully feel the grief and found creative ways to process and
express it. I did a lot of projects: I created a memory box, made a scrapbook, and planted
flowers in her honour. I also found all the stories I could. I read memoirs, watched a couple
of movies about stillbirth, and read or listened to other’s loss stories.

I needed to know I wasn’t alone. I needed to hear my own emotions expressed in another’s
story. And, through hearing their stories, I could process my own thoughts and emotions
that I didn’t even know I had.

Lastly, my faith helped me in the short and long term. I took all emotions to my God, even
anger and hurt. I spent a lot of time in His presence, even if it was just spent crying. Even if it
was just for five minutes. My faith is what gave me comfort, strength, endurance and peace,
and is what keeps me going.
What is your most treasured memory with your child?
My most treasured memory with my daughter was in the hospital after she was delivered.
We finally got to see what she looked like. I finally got to hold her in my arms. That tangible
time spent with her was so beautiful and needed in order to heal my grieving heart from the
utterly traumatic experience of losing her.
How did you say goodbye? Did you have a funeral?
We spent two hours with Chloe in the hospital before they needed to take her for the
autopsy. But those two hours were amazing. We spent time holding her, taking pictures,
and memorising every inch of her. We said our first goodbye at the hospital and left
without her, which was indescribably awful.

We “officially” said goodbye to our daughter at the funeral. We saw her one last time before
they closed the tiny white casket. We buried her and had a small, family-only graveside
service in the beautiful and quiet graveyard.
How do you keep your child’s memory alive now?
I keep her memory alive by talking about her and going through her memory box. I love to
hold the pink fleece blanket she was wrapped in at the hospital and view her pictures. I have
a weighted teddy bear that weighs what she weighed at birth. I do anything and everything I
can to remember that time spent with her in the hospital.
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I also go to her grave and talk to her. The further out I get from my loss, the more surreal it
has felt. So having tangible, physical reminders of her existence and our time spent together
has been so important.
How do you connect with your child now? Do you feel you receive signs from them?
I connect with my daughter by talking to her, either at her gravesite or by writing letters to
her. I personally don’t believe my daughter will send signs and that any comfort I receive is
from God. But I know a lot of people believe their deceased loved ones send them signs and
that’s a very personal and private experience for each person.
How has your child changed your life for the better?
The loss of my daughter has strengthened and deepened a lot of my relationships. I am
closer with my husband: we are more vulnerable with one another, communicate better,
and are more bonded and connected to each other.

Her loss has helped me to grow deeper in my faith and discover a closeness with God I never
knew was possible. Losing her has also helped me to realise which friends are true friends
and learn who will stand by my side no matter what.

In other ways, her death has given me permission to do what’s best for myself. I’ve been
able to walk away from unhealthy relationships without guilt and say no, even when other
people are upset with my decisions.

I’ve learned that each individual needs to be responsible for their own emotions. That it is
not my job to manage their emotions for them or change my actions to make them feel
better. Especially not at the expense of my own emotional wellbeing.
Is there anything else you would like to share that has helped you through this?
I have found receiving mail to be extremely helpful in this painful journey. Sometimes it’s
the only bright spot in my day. I have joined support groups where we send care packages
and/or cards to each other. There are non-profit organisations that will send cards on your
child’s birthday/anniversary/due date. And I also love subscription boxes.

Finding little moments to enjoy, like receiving mail, has been necessary in my overall and
long-term healing.
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Chapter 7: Hamish’s Story

Tell us a bit about yourself and the loss of your precious child.
I was 38 weeks and six days along when something didn’t feel right. My little boy had
stopped moving and I couldn’t feel his usual hard kicks. I went to the hospital to get checked
out as my intuition told me something wasn’t right. After 30 minutes and an ultrasound, we
were told our precious little boy had no heartbeat.

This was our worst nightmare. It was like our whole world just came crashing down around
us in one moment. I couldn’t stop wailing in despair. I curled up into the foetal position as
my husband tried to comfort me. We were both in disbelief – after hearing our healthy baby
boy’s heartbeat on the Wednesday we found out that Saturday he was gone.

Twenty-six hours later I gave birth to our perfect sleeping angel, Hamish Joseph Matthews.
He was beautiful in every way and weighed in at 2.96kg and was 50.5cms long. The only
thing that was missing from the birthing suite was the cries of our little one. It was eerily
silent.

Hamish was put straight on my chest after he came out. We had skin to skin time and he
was still really warm. It was one of my proudest moments becoming a mother. I looked
down at Hamish with so much love and joy.

Unfortunately, he’d got wrapped in the cord and it cut off his blood supply. He was wrapped
in it a few times around his body and neck. He was a healthy baby otherwise. Cute button
nose, plump little lips like mine, fair hair just like his Dad.

We then spent the following three days at the hospital saying goodbye. We got to give
Hamish his first bath and have my family and friends come and visit. We got to take many
family photographs and create memories with our son.

There is nothing that prepares you for such devastation. The midwives, my obstetrician, my
lovely social worker Deb, my Doula Jenna, family and friends both throughout the labour
and the days after were so amazing. We wouldn’t have made it through without them all.
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Having the right people to support you when you are going through a hard time makes all
the difference. They can’t take your pain away but they can make life easier. They can help
pick you up when you are feeling really down.
What was the one thing you did after losing your baby that helped you the most?
Talking and writing about my experience. Just opening up to others about what happened
really helped. Also going to a support group and meeting other angel mums who know
exactly what I am going through has made such a difference. Having a good support system
around you really does help. I have also had time off to focus on my health. I have been
slowly getting back into exercise and being kind to myself.
What is your most treasured memory with your child?
It has to be when Hamish first came out and I got to hold his little body against mine. Even
though he was no longer with us I felt so proud as a mother in that moment. Holding him,
stroking his hair and face. Holding his little hand with my finger and just looking down at him
in awe of what a beautiful little boy he was. I had waited nine long months to meet him and
I didn’t want this moment to end.
How did you say goodbye? Did you have a funeral?
We had a funeral for Hamish with close friends and family. That was one of the hardest
moments on this whole journey. I walked out of the hospital with Hamish in my arms and
the funeral director picked us up and took us in the car to his funeral. It was the worst
saying goodbye to his little body, but I knew his soul would live on forever.

We dressed him in a baby Pride of Scotland kilt and both of us got up and spoke about the
love we had for him. We got everyone to light a candle and leave a piece of thistle next to
him as the song ‘Small Bump’ by Ed Sheeran played in the background. We said goodbye to
Hamish with ‘Better Together’ playing by Jack Johnson. I love listening to these songs now as
they remind me of Hamish.
How do you keep your child’s memory alive now?
We have a small altar in our house with his photo up, crystals and candles. We had a small
porcelain urn made which has a tea light candle holder in the top. I light the candle each day
and think of him. I also took lots of photos of Hamish in the hospital which I have made into
albums and put some up around our apartment.
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How do you connect with your child now? Do you feel you receive signs from them?
I try and speak to Hamish once a day at least. I write my blog daily and I feel like that helps
me communicate with him. I notice the little things now. I see a small white butterfly when I
am outside most days. If I see one I know it is him saying hello. I feel his presence with me
and I also have some angel whisper cards and I pick one out each day.
How has your child changed your life for the better?
I am more intentional with everything I do. I am more loving. I have more compassion for
others. I can cry more. I have realised crying does not mean I am weak. I have seen the
lowest lows and I can appreciate happiness more now.
Is there anything else you would like to share that has helped you through this?
I have listened to my intuition. I have received help when others have wanted to give it to
me. I guess that the hardest part about going through this is being vulnerable and being
open to allowing others to help you out.

Don’t feel like you have to grieve in a certain way. We all deal with loss in our own way and
there is no right or wrong way to go through this.

Sending you so much love on your journey.
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Chapter 8: Estela’s Story

Tell us a bit about yourself and the loss of your precious child.
My husband and I both went to our 38-week appointment with our obstetrician on a crisp
Sydney winter’s day in 2015. Our girl was fully engaged, with a strong, regular heartbeat,
looking ready to be born, and everything was fine. After our thirtieth birthdays the year
prior, we’d decided it was time for children. Our dream was about to come true.

Two days later I was taking thing easy, full of anticipation, when I started feeling some mild
cramps, so after lunch I put my feet up for a rest and felt her kicking strongly, as always,
when my stomach was freshly fed.

I called the hospital where I was booked to deliver to talk to a midwife, then had some
Paracetamol and a relaxing bath as advised, as this was probably the start of my labour. Pain
free, we laid down for a nap.

An hour later, the discomfort returned, slightly stronger. I sent a message saying, “I think
she’s on her way” to my husband, due home from work. By the time he came home, I
couldn’t tolerate lying down. Dancing around on my tiptoes, swaying through the
contractions, we started timing their patterns. The pains seemed to last several minutes, but
I would get a reprieve between them.

We called the midwife back to run things past her. I described how the pain was intense for
five to eight minute spells and then I’d get a couple of minutes off. Things seemed to be
back to front compared to what we were taught in the classes. It was agreed that we’d
make our way in to the hospital in the car. She advised us not to rush.

I hobbled into the dark chilly night, clambered into the passenger seat of our car and
buckled up, bracing my tummy with one hand, and the seatbelt just slightly free of it with
the other. The pain was really intense now, and constant, hard to bear.
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Twenty minutes later we pulled into the hospital entry and my husband walked me through
the lobby. I was happily thinking, “We’re having our baby! It really hurts, but they said
labour hurts. I’m going to do this!” But I was apprehensive of what was to come.

A young midwife ushered us down the corridor to a room, checking my name. A device was
wrapped around me, but the heart beat wasn’t audible, so a senior midwife was
summoned. She couldn’t find it either and scurried out to call our doctor in. I was consumed
with belly pain at this point, which had become worse when I was reclined on the bed.

The midwives asked lots of questions. “Are you normally this pale?” Vital signs were
checked, my lower garments removed, and then the senior midwife started pushing on my
bump, trying to feel our daughter’s position. Her nudges made blood gush out torrentially
between my legs. I was suddenly overwhelmed.

More people and equipment flooded the room. Huge needles pierced each of my arms and I
now understood something catastrophic was happening. Our doctor came in, slid the
transducer around, and interrogated me. She did an excruciating examination to check how
dilated I was, and then I heard her say, “She’s died. I need to get you to theatre quickly to
save you”.

WHAT?!?!?!?!?! Our baby died?!?!?!

I felt freezing cold and started shivering. The senior midwife hung up a big bag of fluid. An
oxygen mask on my face, stockings peeled onto my legs, a warm blanket thrown over me –
it didn’t help. As I watched hospital corridor ceilings glide by, I wondered if this might be
how I would die – in childbirth… whatever version of it this was.

I was wheeled into an operating room and after being tipped off the delivery bed onto a
theatre table, in agony, an anaesthetist that I couldn’t see told me he was preparing me to
go off to sleep. Where was my husband? While a nurse pressed on my throat, the last thing I
heard was a lady saying she was a social worker and she’d see me when I woke up. Then
blank.
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My first awareness was of a male nurse saying he was “the team leader in the ICU tonight”. I
later woke to our parents hovering. I could hear depressing things like, “We’ll be here for
you… you’ll get through this”.

That’s right… our baby died.

I demanded to see her. That lovely social worker went to get her. Our first child was placed
in the curve of my left arm. Hauling my right arm, tense with gizmos and drips of blood, fluid
and medication over my tender mound, my fingers quivered over her eyebrows and her
nose, then found her cool hand to hold, while my husband and I whispered to each other to
name her. This is what I had waited my whole life for: to meet our perfect little girl.

Our baby died when my placenta abrupted (came away from the wall of my uterus), which
caused her blood and oxygen supply from me to cease. There was nothing else wrong with
her. She was nine days early, weighed 3.59kg, measured 50 cm long, was gorgeous, chubby,
and the spitting image of her Daddy. We will love her forever.
What was the one thing you did after losing your baby that helped you the most?
I had her in my room with me as much as possible and mothered her while I still had the
chance.
What is your most treasured memory with your child?
Having a ‘sleepover’ with her on our last night together in the hospital: just us two.
How did you say goodbye? Did you have a funeral?
With her Dad standing by, I placed her in a little white coffin with a toy from her Grandma,
then covered her with a fleecy pink blanket from a friend. Our family and close friends
attended her funeral. Her father and Grandad carried the coffin in.

Knowing I would be too distraught to talk, I wrote her a letter which we printed in the Order
of Service for everyone to read while a special song played. After her grandmothers and her
Daddy spoke, everyone scattered sprigs of lavender to help her “sleep well”, then we went
home, broken, wondering how to live the rest of our lives without her.

36

How do you keep your child’s memory alive now?
We include her in whatever ways we can at every special occasion and activity. Those
people in our lives who are comfortable with doing such things share stuff with her too, like
her Uncle and Aunty, who gave us a helium balloon from their son’s first birthday for his
cousin, which I let float above her bassinet at home.

Gestures like this are so special because they reinforce that she is still a cherished member
of our family.
How do you connect with your child now? Do you feel you receive signs from them?
I consciously set aside time to remember her when I become aware that I am missing her,
which happens many times, every day; so I mother her just like mothers of live children do,
by thinking about her all the time.
How has your child changed your life for the better?
She has taught me perspective. Worse things have happened when trivial stuff drives us
nuts. Her Dad and I are closer, having nurtured each other through our shared tragedy that
only the two of us will ever fully understand. I have also learned what it’s like to be on the
receiving end of various bedside manners.
Is there anything else you would like to share that has helped you through this?
Your relationship with your child, even though their body is no longer within reach, is all
yours. It is as individual as you are and he or she is, so own it, and do it your way.
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Chapter 9: Mia’s Story

Tell us a bit about yourself and the loss of your precious child.
We were lucky to conceive our daughter Mia quickly; we now realise how tough that
journey can be for so many couples. Throughout my pregnancy with Mia I suffered from
Hyperemesis Gravidarum; severe nausea and vomiting that lasted all day and night. I
required many hospital or clinic visits for weekly intravenous hydration.

I was so anxious I wasn’t providing Mia with enough nutrients. I was constantly reassured by
medical professionals that Mia was thriving – which she was, despite how ill I was!

On Thursday 1/6/17 I woke up and felt “off”. I mentioned to my husband that morning in
between my normal morning vomiting, “I don’t feel pregnant any more”. I still felt Mia
moving so I wasn’t too concerned.

Around lunch time I couldn’t feel her any more. I was very busy at work, so I wasn’t paying
too much attention, and I was also aware that her usual pattern was that she was quite
chilled throughout the day. Then normally around 5:30 she would become very active and
was active most of the night.

Despite no major change in her movements, my gut feeling told me something was not right
– but still thought I was just anxious and that she would be OK. I left work early that day and
attended my regular acupuncture appointment to assist with my nausea and vomiting; my
husband drove me as I was too sick to drive myself.

Early in my appointment I decided I was too worried and needed to go to the hospital. I
knew something was “off” but never did I imagine that she had died... our entire world
came crashing down around us.

My doctor was amazing at explaining to us what would happen next. We were sent home
for two nights before being induced on Saturday 3/6/17. At the time I could not fathom how
I could possibly go home knowing my baby had died; however, my doctor strongly
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encouraged me to do so. In hindsight I can honestly say that this was the best thing we
could have done.

We took photos, we held my belly, we had precious time with her while coming to terms
with what had happened. We were visited at home by the most incredible social worker,
who has been our rock throughout this whole journey. She explained everything we could
expect from the induction process through to holding our precious baby. She explained this
in such a comforting manner that helped release our fears.

The birthing suite was filled with so much love throughout my 17-hour labour. I had my
beautiful friends and family with me until it was time to bring Mia into the world. For Mia’s
birth there was only my husband, obstetrician, social worker and midwife.

My obstetrician was amazing, the way he talked me through what to do, as I was only days
away from attending my active labour class when we learned she had died... I was clueless.

As soon as she was born our social worker attempted to hand Mia to me. I was absolutely
petrified; I had all these scary images in my head of what she would look like, so I refused to
hold her. At that point my husband held her, and my heart shattered again as I saw him
looking at her with such adoration. I couldn’t believe this was happening.

Our obstetrician and social worker spent time encouraging me to hold her, telling me she
was beautiful and reassuring me that I would be OK. I am so grateful for the time they spent
encouraging me when I didn’t know what I needed at that moment.

I held her – I cannot explain how I felt to hold her in my arms, lay her on my chest and just
take in all of her perfect features. It was a feeling of peace. There was so much love that so
powerfully took over any fear that I had.

She was perfect and a memory that I will cherish forever. She was warm, pink and perfectly
proportioned, from her curly brown hair, squeezable cheeks, little button nose, tiny ears,
kissable lips, long legs and long fingers, right down to her manicured fingernails – a perfect
doll.
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Sadly, it was an umbilical cord accident that took her life. Her umbilical cord had wrapped
around her neck tightly twice.
What was the one thing you did after losing your baby that helped you the most?
There were several things that helped me. In the hospital, it was wonderful holding our baby
and spending quality time with her. Having our friends and family visit and hold our
daughter – it was so special they got to meet her too.

My social worker and obstetrician were wonderful. I loved to hear friends and family say
Mia’s name, and it also helped having a large funeral where we acknowledged her short life
and laid her to rest.

Other things that helped included looking after my basic activities of daily living such as
eating, drinking, sleeping and getting outside in the sun. Keeping a journal, going to grief
counselling and talking to other bereaved parents all helped me understand and express
what I was going through. And sharing protected time with my husband, talking and hearing
about his feelings too, helped us draw closer through the experience.
What is your most treasured memory with your child?
I treasure all the memories of Mia: the time we spent interacting with her daily in utero was
always special. After birth, holding her close and then watching my husband hold and kiss
her, then later family and friends doing the same. Dressing her in her gorgeous pink onesie
and headband.

I treasure all the photos we have of her, as well as the prints and moulds taken of her tiny
hands and feet.
How did you say goodbye? Did you have a funeral?
We had a funeral. Originally we were going to have it limited to close friends and family, but
we had so many people enquire about funeral details that we decided to extend the
invitation to all those who wanted to come and pay their respects.

We were blown away when we walked into the chapel; there were approximately 160
people who came to farewell our angel. We didn’t realise how much of a bond so many
people had made with our unborn child.
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We met our social worker at the hospital and dressed Mia in her pretty pink onesie, and
wrapped her in a beautiful pink blanket that was sent over from my husband’s aunty from
America. We then tucked her into her little coffin that we referred to as her “nest”. We
chose this coffin as it looked like a little bassinet and it felt like we were tucking her into
bed.

We then placed a beautiful little baby’s-breath flower crown on her head which we had
made to match my flower crown and my husband’s boutonnière that he wore with his pink
shirt. Baby’s-breath symbolises everlasting love, pureness and innocence.

We included family members in different readings, played an emotional video of fond
memories throughout our pregnancy journey and did a butterfly release at the wake. Songs
we played were Celine Dion’s “A Mother’s Prayer” and “Fly”.

We had her ceremony filmed, which I was so grateful for as I don’t remember much of the
service – I believe I was still in shock. It was such an incredibly bittersweet day and I’m so
glad we celebrated her life the way we did.
How do you keep your child’s memory alive now?
We had an artist do a portrait of our favourite photo of her that we’ve hung in our dining
room. Mia’s little brothers and sisters will grow up with this in our home. We also had a
small porcelain urn made that holds a tealight candle, and we feel close to her whenever we
light it.

We keep Mia’s memory alive by talking about her daily, and of course we include her in
special occasions. For example, my family put presents under the Christmas tree for Mia for
her first Christmas; the gifts were Christmas decorations we will use in our home in years to
come.

We planted a Christmas Bush as a family in Mia’s honour and we also get involved in any
fundraising and research.
How do you connect with your child now? Do you feel you receive signs from them?
Yes, absolutely! I feel her presence around me always. I connect with her in nature. I have
an album we call “Mia moments” of things we feel are signs from her that she is OK.
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How has your child changed your life for the better?
Mia has taught me so many valuable lessons. Because of Mia I am a better wife, daughter,
aunty, sister, daughter in law, friend, neighbour, colleague and, most importantly, I’ll be a
better mother to Mia’s brothers and sisters.

Since experiencing the true heartache of losing Mia I know it will allow me to experience
true happiness in years to come.

I will live with more intention and gratitude. I am more loving, generous, compassionate and
I ensure I have more quality time with those I love.
Is there anything else you would like to share that has helped you through this?
It’s important to share your thoughts and feelings with those around you. People won’t
know what to say, so speaking up and telling them what you need will help them navigate
your grief.

Helping others who have sadly experienced loss like ours has helped us more than we
expected. But it’s important not to compare yourself to anyone else – there’s no right or
wrong way to grieve.

Hold your partner close and ride the rollercoaster of emotions together.
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For the Fathers
Greg Matthews is my wonderful husband and Dad to Hamish.

What was the best thing you did to help you with your grief?
My mind was going 100 miles an hour – I was in utter shock when we found out. Once we
were told the news of Hamish I knew what was needed: I needed to be here for Jodie and
support her through the labour and everything after that.
To be honest, my mind was blank. I just thought, “Nothing’s wrong, we’re giving birth to
Hamish.” It was a strange feeling, like the shock never set in.
Did you feel like there was enough support for dads?
Our social worker, Deb, was so good to us. At first, I wondered who she was - but gee, I
don’t know where we would be without her. Deb spoke to us both alone and together. We
were very present in listening to what advice she had for us.
It’s a hard position for a dad to be in, as all I could think about was, “I wish I could turn this
all around and make it better for my wife”. To see Jodie so upset hurt me the most as we
had waited over two years to be parents.
What was the hardest part of going through this?
Watching Jodie going through the emotional strain of pregnancy and dealing with the fact
we had lost Hamish by an accident that nobody saw coming.
How did you say goodbye to Hamish?
I’ve not really said goodbye to Hamish and I still find it hard to accept he is no longer with us
in person. The nine months of having Hamish with us was great, to feel him kick and move
around. I told him I loved him each night and that I couldn’t wait to see him.
It’s just a shit feeling. I feel like I’m living a lie each day by not having him with me or us. But
it’s out of my hands; I can’t do anything, and I think that’s hard to accept or for anyone
really to understand.
I get easily pissed off that people think we should move on. I even feel guilt now bringing
Hamish into conversations. I know people want to talk about Hamish, but I feel they avoid
the conversation or don’t mention it all. They change the subject pretty quick.
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Was it difficult to go back to work after?
Yes. I felt very uncomfortable going back to work – it felt like nothing had happened. Only
my team members knew about Hamish as they came to his funeral. I wanted to scream
from the rooftop how I’m a proud a father, even if Hamish isn’t here.
Seven months on, not many people in my office really know about my loss or our
pregnancy. That’s hard at times as I know some people are aware, but they never once
acknowledged it.
How do you connect with Hamish now?
I wake up and fall asleep thinking of Hamish – he’s never off my mind. I talk to him at times,
asking him for advice daily to help me. Today I asked him to help me with my running to
help me reach that 5km mark, past the pain and heat in Darwin as I was away for work.
I look at photos of him every day. I have a folder in my phone of Hamish’s birth and our
adventures as a couple together. Anytime I travel I look at them with happiness, or at times
sadness. I’ve been travelling for work, so on the plane I look at them – mostly of Jodie and
Hamish.
At times I want to cry, looking at Jodie. I wish I could change them to make him alive. On the
other hand, I think maybe he’s said, “I was with you for nine months, but I have to go away
from you, to leave, and you need to accept it, Daddy.”
You need to live life to the fullest. Do what you want in life – forget what others think or
what the status quo is. Money isn’t everything. Health, happiness and family is number one.
That is my biggest takeaway. I have a family of three, just not in the traditional sense.
Do you have any other tips for dads going through this?
Let yourself go through the emotions. Let it come up; if you are sad be sad, if happy be full
of joy or just angry. It all comes in waves and you can’t dictate it. Some days I say, “I’m fine,
in a good place at the moment”, as that becomes an easy line to say to people.
I know you will want to help your wife or partner in the moment, and all you can be is
supportive and present. Take time for each other and embrace the time you have with your
children in the hospital. If you get the opportunity to hold your child, do it as it will always
be a precious memory.
Embrace this new path and honour your children daily with how you live your life. You will
have one foot in the old life and one in this new, alternative life that you never imagined –
but just keep moving forward, and try and do the best for yourself.
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Continuing on your Healing Journey
You may feel as though your life has come to a halt, but as the days and weeks pass you will
begin to realise that you will survive through this new normal. I’ve come to see that there
are things you can do to promote the healing process and help you recover from this
experience – starting with looking after yourself.

Ramp up self-care
One of the best pieces of advice I got from my lovely social worker, Deb, was to spend some
time focusing on healing. To focus on self-care and whatever that looked like for me.
For me, self-care was getting out in nature at least once a day. Going for long walks by the
ocean. Using my essential oils to calm my nervous system, going for a massage, getting my
nails done. I went and got some acupuncture, kinesiology and also went to get aligned at my
Chiropractor.
You don’t have to do all of these things. Think about spending time doing things you love.
What makes you feel more in flow? What helps you heal? Close your eyes and take a few
deep breaths. Ask yourself what you can do today as an act of self-care.

Healing the womb space
Your womb held your baby in a cosy, warm space. It was your precious baby’s home for its
time on earth. It will also be your future babies’ home when you go on to have more
children.
I believe it is such an important part of this journey to reconnect to your womb space and
send love to it.
This space is where as women we not only birth life but also generate our creativity. If you
can, try and reconnect to your creative side. Try writing, dancing or painting, and send love
to this space. If you have some essential oils, rub them on your abdomen and your heart.
Send the love there each day.
Forgive yourself and your womb. Know that it is sacred, and it is where your feminine power
lies.

Healing your body
I walked a lot after Hamish’s birth. They say that you should only do low-impact exercise,
especially in the first six weeks after birth. I wanted to stay active, so after a few weeks I
started going for ocean swims and doing lots of gentle walks.
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Please take care of your body as a priority. It is important to try and rest when you can. I
know it can be hard to sleep, but try your best to get around seven to eight hours of sleep a
night.
For the first week I didn’t sleep more than two hours a night. I used essential oils and
acupuncture to calm my nervous system in the weeks after. Diffusing lavender oil before
bed can help. I also had some supplements from my naturopath and found that having a
calming herbal tea blend before bed also helped.
Do what feels right for you and tune into your body.

Healing your mind
Be kind to yourself each day. Write if it feels good. Get a journal and just start putting down
some words each day. I decided the day Hamish was born to write a blog of each day,
checking in with how I was feeling. I wanted to express myself every day and allow the
words to flow from my heart. Getting it out on paper can really help you acknowledge
where you are at each day.
Spend some time connecting with other angel mums that are going through this. There are
some great Facebook groups that can be a place to talk about what you are going through
and get support.
Read and listen to podcasts when you are ready if you feel it might help. I have a mix of
quiet time where I can just be with my thoughts and also time for reading. I found reading
books on baby loss really helped at first, as I didn’t know much about it until I was going
through it myself.
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Conclusion
I hope this book has brought you some comfort throughout this difficult time. It has helped
me on my healing journey to be able to write and share it with you. I am grateful that you
have had the time to read it and to witness the stories of some of the bravest souls I have
met in person and online. The mothers and fathers who have contributed inspire me so
much.
My son Hamish has also guided me; he is one of my biggest inspirations to live my life to the
fullest and also share our journey with others. Please feel free to reach out if you are
reading this on the contact page of my blog. I write a daily blog dedicated to Hamish at
www.iamstillborn.com.
There are many pregnancy and infant loss support resources available online and supportive
Facebook groups. I have compiled a list of the ones that have helped me the most at:
www.iamstillborn.com/pregnancy-and-infant-loss-resources/
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