Celebrating a
New Baby

Carrying Joy and Grief after a Loss
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Dear Friends,

Well, here we are already at the end of summer and looking ahead to the busy

routines of falld school, lessons, sports, etc. Hopefully you have had an opportunity
to catch your breath this summer and enjoy some relaxing time with family, friends

and those things that feed your soul. Catching those moments in life can be
incredibly healing and oftentimes a source of inspiration when we need it most.

Here at the Share office, we have had the opportunity to take some vacation time
as well, which can be very tricky with our small group. While we love having that

special time making memories with our families, our priority is always to assure

that a soft voice and compassionate spirit is present and responding to the needs
of our Share family at all times. We consider it our privilege to be here for you
during all the seasons of life, and we understand that each one presents its joys

and challenges.

As we |

ook

ahead, we
our ruby celebration year! In preparation for this coming year, we have done a
great deal of reflecting on our history. It is astonishing to look back and see all
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that has changed in the forty years since Share began, and we look forward with

anticipation to what the next forty years may bring. When Sr. Jane Marie Lamb
founded Share in 1977, her primary focus was the practice of listening to the

voices of our parents. This foundation of our mission remains constant today and
is the guiding force in the evolution of the work we do. It is you, our parents and
families, that have shaped the path of Share. We are knit together as a community
of support that has been and will continue to be there for families that need us at

their most difficult time. There will be much more information regarding the
opportunities to join in with us for activities and events in our 40th year. Please
check our website and Facebook page in the coming months to learn more.

In this issue of Sharing, we are looking at the part of our story that can feel like an

ultimate dichotomy i anticipating and welcoming a new baby while grieving for
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story can be such a precarious part of the journey for all of us. It is here that we

are faced with the very real challenge of balancé how do we balance the joy and
the grief and maintain the fabric of our family? How do we balance being parents
to all of our children, those in our arms and those only in our hearts? How do we

embrace both excitement and fear at the same time? How do we honor our

familyds

| believe the common factor for all of us who find ourselves in this place is love.
When we open ourselves to love, our story unfolds. Our love for this most

story?

wonderful of blessings in the new life we hold in our arms, and tremendous love

for the one we are able to hold only in our hearts. We hope the stories shared here

of those who have courageously walked this part of the journey will be

encouraging for you as you seek the balance within your heart as your family

grows. We also hope their stories can be a balm for your pain that might allow you

to feel your joy as well as you welcome a new baby into your life.

Thank you all for joining in the love and care of one another as we travel this

journey together.

Blessings to you and your family,

NN

Debbie Cochran, RN
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By: Nora Lafata

Three weeks ago | Googled
"Rainbow Birthday Party."

Streamers. Polka dots. Lollipops.
Cakes and cupcakes and salsa and
food coloring, and lots and lots of
chevron.

| realize none of that is what's
important. Still as we sang to him,
| couldn't help but notice the reds
and deep blues and yellows and
greens. This celebration of his

life, surrounding him in swirly
serenade.

But no color does the rainbow
justice. It isn't enough to notice
them. Itisn't enough to say that
I'm happy he's here.

For nine months | planned his
death.

Down to the way | would tell

his brother, and the social media
announcement. Down to the sub
plans | made and printed, and
made and printed, and made and
printed again. His funeral, down
to the dress | would wear.

All things baby remained in

their boxes, pastel anddusty and
dark in the garage. No sign of
anything new, anything coming,
anyone waiting. Ten days before
he was born, | arrived from work to
find the crib nearly constructed.
And while | allowed this surely
disastrous move to continue, | lay
awake for days. Absolutely
convinced the dark cherry bars had
sealed his fate.

The sound of his heartbeat was
commonplace in my ears, prime to
every decibel. | knew every
pattern, listened as it rose and fell
and rose and fell. | analyzed every
movement, every minute. Kick

counts were twice, then four, then
seven times a day. | was always on
the defensive. Always waiting for
everything to stop.

His due date, ominous and millions
of miles away, loomed in the
distance. | could not afford to look
ahead. | had lost it all and learned
it all and bet it all. Again. There
was only moment to moment. One
agonizing, terrifying breath to the
next.

The fear was its own entity.
Something | couldn't hope to fight,
only ride. Through the night.
Through the morning and the
evening and the afternoon. Had he
left me yet? Was it time? Is he
gone is he gone is he gone?

Fear bought the Doppler. Fear hid
the smile from the love | was
growing. It was fear who
demanded the NST twice in one
day. And it was fear who drove me
to the hospital, eleven times in the
third trimester alone.

| was a prisoner in my own body.
Slave to a rogue heart, and a head
that knew better.

The day he opened his eyes he
showed me more than any

scientist, any doctor, any scan ever
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could. | looked at him and | knew
that while the fear was massive and
loud and likely forever,

there had been something much
bigger beside it all the while.

Most days, | can't remember who
delivered whom. From where.

Happy Birthday to the heart

that saved mine; whose cries are
forever my favorite sound. To
the boy who shows me, every
day, what it means to be
courageous and what bravery is
worth.

You could have been difficult. You
could have cried every minute. |
could be up all night, every night. |
could work for every smile and |
would be grateful.

But you are the happiest. You are
the easiest. You are the loveliest,
purest form of joy | have ever
known. Your every move is blond
hope eternal. You are the most
worthwhile thing | have ever done.

My sweet Dominic Joseph, my
brightest rainbow; the hope that
continues to grow with my arms.
You made me believe in life again,
in the most literal of ways and for
that | could never repay you, but |
promise to try.

| am certain | will never be so
happy as the day | first met you. |
love you with all of my broken,
swollen heart. You havemade a
beautiful mess of me, and

| treasure you so.

Love,
Mommy

This article was written and
submitted by Nora Lafata, from
her blog - Here Comes The Sun.
http://noralafata.blogspot.com
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Share was honored earlier this month when Vicki Culling, a bereaved parent, international speaker and past
chairperson of SANDS New Zealand visited our office. Last fall, she was awarded NZ Winston Churchill
Memorial Trust scholarship to travel abroad in order to learn new information and skills to take back and
implement in her programs in NZ. As part of her whirlwind international tour of perinatal loss bereavement
programs in the United States and the United Kingdom, Vicki very graciously shared with us the work that
she does not only for SANDS but also the business she started in 2011 teaching workshops to those who
work with families grieving the death of a baby. Vicki will be returning to the US again at the end of Septem-
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AZ September 28 October 1. Thank you, Vicki, for making Share a part of your trip!

My husband and | are on a
timely trend of life events. We
had our first date. Nine months
later, we got engaged. Nine
months later, we got married.
Nine months later, we got
pregnant. Nine months later, we
lost our first child. Nine months
later, we became pregnant with
our second child. We are now
fast approaching another nine-
month milestone as | am 33
weeks pregnant with our
Rainbow Baby. But, God knows,
these last several months have
been the most stressful yet. It
makes you reconsider the
Afstresso you
planning your wedding or the
Afstresso you
work. The word
new meaning for us as we
ventured into the frightening
territory of trying for a second
child, after our son passed away
at 39 weeks gestation. When
pregnant after such a
devastating loss, nothing can
take away the daily anxiety,
wondering if | am doing
something wrong or if the
feelings in my tummy are
normal. Every day is a challenge
to make sure my body does not
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fail again. But it is with the
strength from our son, the faith
in my God and the love of my
husband that we can continue to
LOVE FORWARD and expand
our family.

This is where our Rainbow Story
begins.

Adam and | always knew we
wanted a large family. It was my
running joke that | wanted 8

kids but would settle for 4. So
you can image the heartache
when we discovered our first
child, Carter John, had passed at
39 weeks. Still to Lhis (fla)é, with
nd' Khowh daus&’al feasén but

that#eowase Just,f toro gerﬂ‘ect for
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The coming year, we honored CJ
in the best ways we knew how.
We planted a tree in our yard to
represent him, we had a
memorial service, we raised
money and participated in the
Share Walk in his name, we
adopted the baby elephant at the
St. Louis Zoo in his
remembrance and so much
more. But, there is one thing |
believe honors CJ the
greatestéour
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By: Andrea Kintz

LOVING FORWARD. We will
never forget CJ and the impact
his little life had on us. We

di dndét think we
The thought was simply
horrifying. The words moving

on seemed to come with a
stigma of forgetting the past.
How dare we forget the gift of
our son, though he left us too
soon? So, it is with those scary
words, moving on, that we
instead committed to LOVING
FORWARD. Adam and | agreed.
We have so much love to give, it
would be only right to give that
same love to another child. We
cannot change what happened,
even though | still dwell on it
every day of my life. This is the
life that God gave us. We have to
be strong enough to continue
our path and strong enough for
our future children.

So, our path is to LOVE
FORWARD while remembering
and honoring our first born. In a
matter of a few short weeks, we
will bring CJ6s
worl d. Adam and
think of a better way to honor CJ
than to SHARE our love with his
si§tenrq%yr|]_QV|l\{GoFORWARD.
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By: Julia Henry

After months of discussion and
consideration, we made a parenting
non-decision.

We would spend December 12 as we
have for the last 8 years, and if it
seemed to make sense to share our
story with the girls for the first time
during that day, then we would. If not,
then we would try another time.

Our story is one of loss. It began on
December 12, 2006 when our first
child, Caroline Maria Henry, was born
still. In an instant, the life my husband
and | knew was shaken and
unrecognizable. Our devastation,
shock and heartbreak was deep.
Working to find healing and hope was
not easy, but we found inspiration in
our desire to
brief physical presence in our lives had
meant to us.

As our lives unfolded after the loss of
Caroline, we were blessed, in time,
with two more beautiful, healthy
daughters. When the girls were babies,
my husband and | could talk about
Caroline and our experience of loss as
often as we wanted. As they grew and
could understand more, we naturally
moved those conversations to
moments when the girls were not
within earshot. There was no one
reason for this and no discussion
between my husband and myself
deciding to take this course. It was just
the best we could do at the time.

My husband and | wanted both girls to
know about Caroline and her lasting
impact on our family life. We just

really did not know when we would tell
them or how we would tell them. When
the prospect of sharing this with them
came up in conversations, it was

al ways in terms of

Someday turned out to be much sooner

than we expected. When the oldest of
our two subsequent daughters became
school-age, it became clearer all the
time that, with our guidance, she had a
decent understanding of matters we

hono

and asked lots of questions. Gradually,
the topic of Caroline was pushed even
further from our conversations.

A precious part of our lives, hearts and
family had become somewhat of a
taboo in our home. A secret not to be

spoken of or referenced in any way. We

simply did not want either of the girls
to learn of Caroline and our loss in any
other way than directly from us in a
manner thoughtful and considerate of
their feelings.

Overall, we were anxious about sharing

our story of loss with the girls. We did
not want to transfer a burden of
sadness or grief onto their hearts.
However, we did not want to tell them
at an age when they may be truly
resentful adhat w€didrnat hare with s
them sooner.

To help find clarity about the best
course to take, we talked through the
matter with family and friends we
trusted and those who had insight into
these types of matters, including Share
staff members. This was very helpful.
However, it clarified even further that
we could not predict how our children
would react to the news of our loss of
Caroline before them. A leap of faith
would be involved in telling them.
Much like a leap of faith was involved
in our subsequent pregnancies after
our loss.

The day arrived. Our non-decision
would soon be made for us. Vague
answers to questions about where we
were going and why we had flowers
with a pink and silver bow did not
suffice for seven and three year old
girls as we drove to the cemetery. My
husband and | exchanged looks in the
front seat. It seemed we would be
telfing themesHoatly. Deiep breaths.
Remain calm.

As all four of wus
graveside, my husband and | shared
the story of our loss of our first child
with the two children who had come
after, our voices alternately steady and

thought were beyond her age. She was unsteady.

curious about all she heard around her
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Our three year old did not comprehend
what we were telling her, but it was
comforting knowing that she will
always know of Caroline and that we
can help her
presence in our family as she grows.

Our seven year old daughter
understood. As my husband and |
spoke, she began looking intently into
our faces, turning back and forth
between us, each time it seeming like
she wanted to bore holes through us

with her searching eyes. | could see her

full comprehension come over her face
as it happened.

Her fi
didnét vyou
My breath caught. How was a seven
year old so insightful? My answer
seemed so insufficient, and in that
moment, | felt | had let her down
tremendously as a parent. Trying to

hold a steady voic
sorry we didndét te
didnét know how to
tell you. oo

The remainder of our time at the
cemetery was filled with tears,
questions, good discussions and comic
relief from our three year old.

In the days and weeks that followed, it

was simply amazing to watch our seven

year old take such a strong ownership

of this new knowledge of the sister who
came before her. She had a confidence

and sureness in processing this matter
that | had not seen in her before. She
seemed to know what she needed;
sharing with friends, cousins and
teachers; drawing in her own Share
memory book; and talking with my
husband and | about questions she
had.

As a parent, | felt relief. Relief that

home and in our family life. Relief that
our young daughters were on good
footing in the new knowledge of the
sister who came before them, and that
they could know our complete family
as my husband and | have known.

words, a
tell me
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In the nearly ten years since
Caroline was stillborn, | have
shared our story of loss at various
times with new friends and even
strangers. Each time involved a leap
of faith and a preparation to steel
myself in case the response was not
as | hoped it would be. Sharing our
story of loss while parenting has
required the biggest leap of faith
yet. But the response from our
daughters and openness it has
brought to our family has been a
truly beautiful experience that has
touched my heart beyond words.

This fall, Share will be pub-
lishing a new booklet in the
Grieving, Healing and Find-
ingHopes er i es, fi
Healing and Finding Hope
During a Subsequent Preg-
nancy. o0 This
those who are experiencing
the sometimes scary, some-
times joyful, sometimes con-
fusing moments parents
who are expecting after a
loss often have a difficult
time dealing with as they try
to grieve while feeling hope-
ful about welcoming a new
baby into their lives.

Dear Fellow Grandparent,

When | came to Share a little over
three years ago, one of the things |
brought with me was my experience

and my heart as a bereaved grandpar-
ent. While | had never walked through

the tragedy of the loss of a baby as a
mother, | had experienced the pain of
the loss of a grandchild while also
watching my daughter grieve for her
baby.
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Pictured here is Brian
Elise Henry, as she proudly donated money
received as gifts from her first communion to
Share in memory and honor of her big sister,
Caroline.
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| have met so many of you and see the

love you carry in your hearts for your

grieving families. As you care for them

and honor your grandchild, you are a
crucial part of their healing process.
Still, 1 often think of ways we at Share
can better serve and care for you.

There is great power in coming togeth-

er as a community or a family; Share
has often been described in that way.

We invite you to join with us as a com-

WEDNESDAY SEPTEMBER. 14, 2016

Following a short presentation, we will make and decorate an
awareness ribbon to honor the memory of your grandchild.

Please RSVP to Rose at 636-947-6164 or

SHARE CORDIALLY INVITES YOU TO JOIN US
fora
morning of fellowship with other bereaved grandparents in honor of

Gwmﬂu:ﬁmh@ay
v i%wMLWfMW Menth, in. Octsben.

et s for 10:00 AM12:00 PM '\3{ e
ST. JOHN'S UNITED CHURCH OF CHRIST P i gr >
R e (1€
405 5TH STREET ST. CHARLES, MO 63301 s "?:. A
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munity of grandparents, to share to-
gether, support each other, learn from
each other and forge ahead in our mis-
sion to support our children, as well as
be ready to help those who will join us
in the future.

Blessings,

Debbie Cochran
Share Executive Director
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Journeys: Stories of Pregnancy after Loss

By Amy L. Abbey

Trying Again

By Ann Douglas and John Sussman, M.D.

Pregnancy afteraloss & A Guide to Pregnancy af-
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Meeting the Needs of Parents Pregnant and

ter a Miscarriage, Stillbirth or Infant Death

By Carol Cirulli Lanham

Celebrating Pregnancy Again

By Francesca Cox

Share Subsequent Pregnancy Peer Support Group

Parenting after a Perinatal Loss

By Joann ObLeary

PALS (Pregnancy after Loss Support)

and Jane

https://pregnancyafterlosssupport.com/
Share Subsequent Pregnancy Peer Support

(Facebook Group)

https://www.facebook.com/groups/319028378113275/

Enjoy some Major League Baseball action while supporting Share! Catch the
Mariners vs. Oakland game at a discounted price, exclusive to you through this

offer!

Thursday, September 29, 2016
7:10PM
Safeco Field, Seattle WA

A portion of the proceeds from tickets purchased through this special offer will
benefit Share caregiver training to those working across Puget Sound.

Pricing: $20 i1 View Level; $35 i Main Level

Deadline to purchase is Wednesday, September 28th @ 5PM.
PURCHASE YOUR TICKETS NOW and enter promo code: INFANT

Are you aware of Share's closed groups for bereaved

parents?

These groups are a safe place to share your feelings and
experiences as well as find support with other bereaved
parents. You must request membership to participate in
these groups, and posts are only visible to other group

members.

Share Bereaved Families Peer Support
https://www.facebook.com/groups/319028378113275/

Wa r

Share Subsequent Pregnancy Peer Support

https://www.facebook.com/groups/319028378113275/

Share Espafiol: Esperanza

https://www.facebook.com/groups/

EspanolEsperanza/

For families who lose a baby, the loss is often grieved quietly at the hospital, or even at home. But now there
is a special room at St. Luke's in Boise, ID where parents can have more time with their baby, or the memory

of that baby.

The Butterfly Room is a place where families can say goodbye in a more personal and loving way. For
Amanda and Andrew Hanson, visiting the hospital is bittersweet. They lost their baby boy, Klayton, days after

his birth three years ago.

Continue reading Amanda
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