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DDown by the lake one day
Mrs. Duck saw a woman
sitting alone.
Tears ran down
the woman’s face.

Mrs. Duck quietly approached
as she did not want to scare
the woman away.

The woman never really noticed
Mrs. Duck until the two sat
right next to each other and
Mrs. Duck quietly quacked to
clear her throat.
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E“Excuse me, Mrs. Woman,” said Mrs. Duck,
“But can you tell me why you are crying?”
The woman looked at the duck who
seemed friendly enough, but the woman
answered, “You wouldn’t understand.”

Mrs. Duck assured the woman
that she would understand and
that she really wanted to listen,
even cry or laugh with the woman
if it were to make the woman
feel better.

“Nothing will make me feel better,”
cried the woman, “because nothing
can give me my baby back,” the woman
managed to squeak out
in a tiny trembling voice.
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MMrs. Duck was overwhelmed
with sadness for the woman.
“Oh,” said Mrs. Duck, “But I do
understand you, Mrs. Woman.”
“How?!” snapped the woman
who was now angry because she felt
no one could understand her pain.
“How could you understand
anything about me?!”

Mrs. Duck had tears in her eyes,
“I understand,” said Mrs. Duck,
“Because you see, my baby died, too.”

The woman’s face quickly lost
all anger as her hands covered
her heart.  “I am so sorry, Mrs. Duck.
I had no idea that you had also
lost a child.”
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Y“Yes,” said Mrs. Duck, “We had tried
to lay eggs before, but we weren’t
able to.  We prayed and prayed
that we’d be good parents.  Finally,
after trying for a long time,
we laid one precious egg.
My husband and I were so pleased!
We told our whole family
about the newest member.  We sat and
nursed our egg paying close attention
to temperature and weather conditions.
My husband proudly picked a boy’s name
as he was certain we were having a boy.”
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MMrs. Woman cried, said
“Oh, Mrs. Duck, my husband and I
tried for a long time, too, and when
he finally came to us, we were so careful.
We changed our diet, we went to child-
birth
classes, and we named our baby.”
The woman then asked, “Mrs. Duck,
what happened to your child?”
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W“Well,” said Mrs. Duck, “after a long time
of sitting on the egg,
we began to feel the tap tap tap
of our baby inside.  His father would
tap on the eggshell from the outside,
and our baby would click back t
he same number of times from inside.
It was such a fun game,” said Mrs. Duck.

She went on, “Then one day,
I noticed that our baby
had been very, very quiet.
I told his father,
and he tapped on the egg shell
to play their game.
But there was no click
from inside.
We were devastated,” said Mrs. Duck.
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TThe woman sobbed,
“Oh you do understand, Mrs. Duck.
It was the same for us.  One day
my baby was active and moving inside me,
the next there was no heartbeat,
and our baby was gone.  We have been so
sad, Mrs. Duck!”
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MMrs. Duck put her wing
around the woman, said
“Mrs. Woman, I am so sorry
you lost your child.”

“How did you do it, Mrs. Duck?”
the woman asked, “How did you
go on with living?”

“Well at first it was very
hard to go on.  At first I wanted
to stay in the grief and tears and
yesterdays because that’s where
my child was,” said Mrs. Duck.
She continued & said, “Or so I thought.”
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M“Mrs. Duck, I feel that way today.
I want to stay in yesterday and cry
and cry because I can’t be with
my baby today,” cried the woman.

“Oh, but Mrs. Woman,” the duck said,
“You can be with your child today.”

“How?” asked the woman.

“Look around you, Mrs. Woman,” said the duck.
“There is a whole world that needs love
and nurturing.  Do that loving and nurturing
in the name of your child.”

“How do I do that?” asked the woman.
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Y“You look around and see who needs you,”
answered Mrs. Duck, “See the flowers that need
watering.  See the birds who will eat seed from
your hand.  See the tree that needs climbing.”

“But Mrs. Duck,” said the woman,
“I live in the city, and my knees are too weak
for climbing trees.”

“Then, Child,” said Mrs. Duck, “See
the homeless man who needs a meal, see
the elderly woman who has stories to share
with anyone who will listen, see the people
who ache and long to hear your poetry
read aloud.  Do something, Mrs. Woman,
and do it in the name of your baby.”



25



26

MMrs. Duck told the woman
she had to leave.  She’d promised
Mrs. Goose she’d help look after
their babies while Mrs. Goose
took Mr. Goose out for a swim
to celebrate their anniversary.
But before she left, Mrs. Duck
asked the woman, “What
are you going to do that can
be done in memory of
your child, Mrs. Woman?”
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TThe woman smiled through her tears
and said, “I am going to tell your story
to the world, so that any other parents
who have lost their children can
have a chance to see that they
are not alone, that they
are not helpless in the struggle
to heal.”

“And?” questioned Mrs. Duck emphatically.

“And,” said Mrs. Woman, “I do this
in memory of my precious child.”
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TThis book and the Mrs. Duck project are dedicated
to our son Dakota who left us all too soon.  We
thank you, Kota, for being our guardian angel.

Love, Momma and Daddy
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The death of a child, a stillbirth or the loss of a
pregnancy is devastating.

By Kara L.C. Jones

Years ago, when a woman lost a child or pregnancy,
she and her partner were encourage by all around
them to go on, to have other children as soon as
possible, and discouraged from talking about that
child they lost.

Today things are different. When you lose a child,
any grief therapist or support group will tell you that
you can never replace the lost child by having an-
other child. You would most likely be discouraged
from naming your next child with the same name as
the child who died. It is a different world than the
one in which our grandparents lived.

But that doesn't make the death of a child any easier.
Here are some ideas (links follow below) for coping
with grief and for remembering the child you have
lost, while at the same time, also finding a way to
continue living life:

1) Check out KotaPress at www.kotapress.com to
read our free, monthly, online Loss Support Journal.
We publish writing there by, for, and about bereaved
parents.  We also have book and memory items in
our online store.  Send us a note at
info@kotapress.com and ask to have your child’s
name, dates, and maybe a photo –if you have one–
included in our “Honored Children” virtual memory
garden.
2) Contact the folks at the national office of M.I.S.S.

http://www.kotapress.com
mailto:info@kotapress.com
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at www.misschildren.org and inquire about The
Kindness Project. This a beautiful way to remember
your child in an everyday way.

3) Investigate and celebrate the Mexican traditions
for the holiday El Dia de los Muertos (Day of the
Dead). It is a beautiful holiday celebrated at the time
of Halloween. We make an altar every year at our
church or at our readings and offer people the
chance to add momentos from their loved ones
while we honor their memory. Try taking a look at
www.azcentral.com/ent/dead/ to learn more about
this amazing holiday and celebration of our loved
ones.

4) October is also Pregnancy and Infant Loss
Awareness month. In October of 1988, President
Regan made it official. Try organizing a "teddy bear
drive" for your local fire station in honor of your
child during the month of October. Get or make
yourself a blue & yellow ribbon to wear next to your
pink Breast Cancer Awareness ribbon. When people
ask what the blue & yellow ribbon is for-- Tell
Them! www.pregnancyandinfantloss.com

5) Organize a candle lighting ceremony for Chil-
dren's Memorial Day on the second Sunday of
December. At 7pm (PST) that night families
around the world will light candles in memory of
their children, too. Call your local grief support
groups to find out if they are hosting a ceremony
that night. If not, offer to help organize one for next
year.

http://www.misschildren.org
http://www.azcentral.com/ent/dead/
http://www.pregnancyandinfantloss.com
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6) Surf the Net: The grieving and healing process is
extremely different for each of us individually. Many
sites are offered in the hope that you will find what-
ever kind of support you need. I have found com-
fort, guidance, and help throughout my healing
process in different ways from a myriad of sites.

7) Last, but definitely not least:

Please reach out for the help you need--
you are not alone.

If you ask for the support you need
and don’t get it, try someone else,

a different site, a different therapist.
Just keep reaching out.

You will find help. I promise.
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Coping with the loss of a Child
By Kara L.C. Jones

Things you need to know if your child has died:
No matter what you are feeling, you are NOT crazy.
You will remember your child everyday for the rest of your life.
Things that used to be very important to you, may no longer
be important.
Priorities change when a child dies.

You may find that in general people do not
understand the depth of your devastation. For lots
of reasons, loss can be a difficult thing for friends
and family to discuss. They might become especially
uncomfortable when you mention your child's name
or tell them you plan to celebrate your child's
birthday or tell them you wish to have them
recognize Mother's Day by remembering your child
with you. It can be difficult to not get angry when
family and friends do not understand.

Since my son died, I have discovered that there are
so many reasons my family and friends do not
always understand. It might be generational. In our
grandmother's day, if a woman lost a child, she went
on with her life as soon as possible. She had another
child as soon as possible. She might name the next
child with the same name as the child she lost. And
she was encouraged to "forget" the child she lost, to
not mention the loss. To simply go on as if it were
"over." Today, we have different ideas about grief
and healing. But older family members may not
understand this.
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Other family and friends may be afraid to bring up
the subject of your loss. Some have children of their
own and are afraid to look at this most horrible of
realities, afraid it might happen to them if they
acknowledge the loss. Some might just be afraid to
"upset you" and may not realize that you are already
thinking of your child every day even if they try to
"distract" you with other things. Some just don't
know what to say. They don't realize that a simple
affirmative nod or a hug will do. They don't know
that sometimes you just need them to listen. Some
feel the need to "fix" this for you and find it
frustrating to realize there is no "fix".

And sometimes it is just difficult to convey to
people that we have changed from this experience of
loss. The family and friends you are dealing with
may be people who have known you your whole life.
They think you are the same person you have always
been. You look kind of the same. You still drink tea,
or coffee, or water with a slice of lemon like always.
You still like the color purple. You still appear on
the outside to be the same person they have always
known.

But of course the reality is that you are a different
person since your child's death. You are a different
parent, child, brother, sister, friend, woman, man,
wife, husband, partner. You are different all the way
down to the cellular level. And your life is different
now, too. No matter how things stablize, no matter
how "good" life gets, you know through and
through that your life is forever without your child.
Sometimes if people haven't experienced this kind of
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loss first hand, they just don't get it. They do not
understand forever nor without. And so they may
not understand who you are now. It's okay. They
don't have to understand, and you can still love
them. But if you feel "crazy" or "lonely" or "alone"
in this world because they don't understand,
PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE find other parents who
are enduring the death of a child, too! Another
parent in this same situation will understand! They
will know how to listen to you! They will know what
to say!

Surf online for grief support organization. Find ones
that offer discussion boards or chat rooms like The
MISS Foundation or KotaPress. Post, read, write.
Check out the MISS website at
www.missfoundation.org and read every page. See if
they have a chapter in your area and then reach out
to the coordinator. Read our Kota Loss Journal and
then send your writings dedicated to your child to
us.

Please know that you are not alone.

http://www.missfoundation.org
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Scrapbooking A Memory Book After A Baby
Has Died

By Kara L.C. Jones

One of the things I fervently worked on when I was
pregnant (and never dreaming in a million years that
my baby would be stillborn) was a baby book. Doing
the family tree and scrapbooking the ultrasound
photos was so fun.

So what happens to that baby book and the love of
scrapbooking after your baby dies?

All I can say is thank the Goddess above for my
mother, fondly called Nanna-Memoo. She
encouraged me to finish my son Dakota's baby
book. Okay, let's all agree up front that is sucks to
have to "finish" a baby book, but I have to say that it
was a very healing process for me-- much more
healing than leaving it empty or, worse yet, throwing
it away (which I contemplated doing when I was still
in shock).

Okay, so very rarely will you find baby memory
books. I must say that A Place To Remember does
sell nice memory books on their website, but I have
yet to find a scrapbooking store or baby department
that's gonna market a section of baby books for
babies who have died. So what do you do? You
follow Nanna-Memoo's advice and you scrapbook
your own darn baby book anyway!

I had some tradition "ready-made" pages already
that had sayings on them like "Baby's First Day
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Home" and the like. On these pages, I simply got
stickers or cut shapes out of scrapbooking papers
and worked right over top of the sayings that didn't
apply. Some of the other sayings still worked like
"Mommy's First Thoughts After You Arrived."
Okay, my answers to that prompt weren't traditional
at all because my first thoughts were angry sad and
awful, but I wrote them anyway. It is a very real
record of where I was and how I felt that day. I need
that record for reflection, to see where I was, how
far I've come, and where I stand today in my
process.

Then there were other pages that had been made for
"Baby's First Photo" and such. So I cut my son's
beautiful little photos out into flower shapes and
heart shapes and I put them in there. Unfortunately
I had only a few photos to work with because my
husband and I hadn't taken photos that day at the
hospital-- in fact I had refused to hold my son
because I was so whacked out. But (and again thank
the Goddess above) we had a fabulous nurse who
washed my son and wrapped him in a baby blanket
and put a baby hat on him and she took photos for
us. I hadn't wanted them when she took them, but I
was very grateful to have them for his baby book as
I worked on it several weeks later.

And there are still other pages for footprints and
locks of hair, and we were lucky that the nurse had
thought to get these items for us, too. So I put those
things in, too.

Then I really did a lot of pages from scratch to mark
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the days we went through after his death. Photos
and song lyrics my husband had written. I cut up
some of the sympathy cards we got and used the
images from the cards to make a border to a page
where I then wrote one of my poems for my son. I
kept the packet of seeds that was given out during
my son's service at the funeral home and I used the
packet in the scrapbook, too. I took the signatures
from the baby shower and paired them with the
signatures from the guest book pages of the funeral
and made a page.

For each of the pages I used different stickers and
colors and just took a lot of time and care for each
memory I was marking. It was very mindful and
healing in so many ways. I used lots of flower
stickers and some baby stickers and tons of angel
stickers. I used bright color paper on some pages
and dark on others. And I just took my time and
lavished all the care I could into the baby book that I
would have been lavishing on my son.

Today, I am so glad that I did it. Anytime I want to
see my son or feel close to the life of him, I take out
the baby book and look at. It is on a book shelf in
our livingroom, and I have seen my stepdaughter
look through several times. When it was first
completed, I took it to my poetry workshop-- the
same workshop I had attended all during my
pregnancy-- and shared it with the girls. It was a
wonderfully healing session that day. I even
discovered that a woman there had also had a son
who was stillborn twenty years earlier who she had
also named Dakota. She might never have told me
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that if she hadn't been so moved by the baby book.

Oh, and I must say that it isn't exactly finished. I did
go back and add pages on his first birth/death day
after we did a teddy bear drive in his memory. And
when something exciting happens with KotaPress, I
add a copy of it to the baby book because really it
was Dakota's death that gave birth to the press. And
sometimes I just journal pages to him and add them.

So please, if you have suffered a loss and have a
baby book there, finish it, work on it, own it. If you
don't have a baby book, take a look at A Place To
Remember's website and consider getting a memory
book from them. Or get a blank scrapbooking book
and make your own. If you know someone who has
suffered a loss, encourage them to try making a baby
memory book. And if (Goddess Forbid) you are
ever with someone who suffers a loss like, take
photos for them if they don't do it themselves. Ask
the medical staff to get footprints and handprints
and a lock of hair. You don't have to shove these
items on the family if they don't want them. You can
just put them aside in an envelope and let the family
know the envelope exists. I can almost 100%
guarantee they will ask for it later and be so thankful
that you helped them in this way.

Online Resources for Scraping Inspiration:

http://www.rememberingyourbaby.com/ - the
unofficial guide to scrapbooking for bereaved
parents

http://www.rememberingyourbaby.com/
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www.griefwarehouse.org/scrapbooking.html - a
FAV of mine, Grief Warehouse, run by Peg-the-
truly-amazing :)  There are examples of pages there,
too…

http://scrapbooking.about.com/library/weekly/
aa060100a.htm - has some of those dumb
About.com pop up ads, but after you get past them,
this is a series of articles about scrappin' your family
history -- not exactly about death of a child, but
about legacy and ancestors, etc -- which our kids are
all part of!  :)

You can find more by doing Google searches for
things like "grief scrapbooking"  or  "stillbirth
scrapbooking" or “bereaved scrapbooking” or “grief
memory albums” etc.

http://www.griefwarehouse.org/scrapbooking.html
http://scrapbooking.about.com/library/weekly/
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The Memory Box Project
by Kara L.C. Jones

Last month on a particularly grumpy day for me, I
emailed with Gwen Flowers who has often
contributed amazing poetry to KotaPress. She
mentioned something called "The Memory Box
Project" and I was immediately intrigued. She sent
me the following link:

www.teraleigh.com/memoryboxes

Wow! What an amazing project! All I could think
upon reading about their work was, "I wish someone
had made a box for me after Kota died." All the
artists involved in this project donate the boxes, the
art, the postage for mailing the memory boxes to
hospitals and birthing centers around the country.
This is an amazing service for the bereaved parents,
for the hospital staff who are always wanting more
"tangible" ways to support the bereaved. Amazing
work coordinated by artist Tera Leigh and her
mother Marie Gemmil!!!

Another thing I noticed at their site was that they
also have a YahooGroup for the artists to post
photos of the boxes and to ask questions of each
other about process, or to share painting patterns or
poetry for including in the boxes, etc. So I signed up
right away. You can, too, if you go to:

http://groups.yahoo.com/groups/memoryboxes

And so, when I joined the YahooGroup for the

http://www.teraleigh.com/memoryboxes
http://groups.yahoo.com/groups/memoryboxes
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Project, I wrote to ask people if they might write a
few words about their involvment with this. Here
are a couple of the replies I got:

From Gail P. Brown
We Memory Box artists are greatly appreciative
of all notice the group gets as in turn it make it
easier for us to get funding help and the interests
of other artists. My Name is Gail P Brown. I
have been a Memory Box Artist since 1998 when
I first started Decorative art and surfing on the
net. I found the Memory Box artists on Tolnet
(now defunct) and have organized the "Special
Memories Artist" with the help of Val Mann at
"Yesterday's Child " a ceramic studio. As of last
week I started wearing another hat, that of Vice
Chair of the "Forest City Decorative Artists"
here in London and have started to organize
another Memory Box group. My idea is to have
the two groups network. Also through the help
of Audrey deJong "Shades of Country" who is
the organizer of Southwestern Ontario Paint-In
(S.W.O.P.I.) we have a table at the annual
convention set up for artists to come in and
paint boxes for the project.

From Gwen Flowers
Grief is a difficult journey, with many hidden
pitfalls along the way; but sometimes there are
hidden blessings, too. Finding new strength,
meeting new friends, sharing in a deeper and
more intimate way than I ever thought possible,
with people I have never met face to face. One
of the greatest blessings to me has become one
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of the most healing things that I do. A balm to
my shattered soul. Both a creative outlet and an
opportunity to reach out and touch another
grieving mom, the Memory Box Artist program
has given me a fresh new path through grief.
Every box that I paint is a step forward in
healing. Every box that I mail out is a message to
another grieving family that their baby is
remembered; that life, no matter how short, is
precious; that I care, and so do others. Painting
these boxes allows me to reach into myself,
search the hidden corners of my own grief, and
hold another's hand along the journey.

You can see from these couple replies that the artists
involved have a mission and purpose. Their work is
beautiful. And the support they provide is much
appreciated by bereaved parents everywhere.

Also, I'm thrilled to report that my own mom got
involved in the Project, too! She started making
boxes right away, and it was only a week after
discovering this Memory Box idea that I got a
package in the mail. It was from my mom, the
memory box artist. The package contained a
beautiful purple painted box decorated with
butterflies and ladybugs and beautiful sparkles. So
you see, I did get a box for my Kota memories
afterall! It is signed by the artist "Kota's Nanna" --
Thanks, Memoo-Nanna!!
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This is why…
(or Non-bereaved Friends & Subsequent

Pregnancies)
by Kara L.C. Jones

Recently I had an experience that graphically told me
(in a very real and personal way) exactly why
bereaved parents become closeted with grief, begin
to censor what they say, begin to be choosy about
who they will call friend, and generally feel pressured
to have their dead children erased from the family
tree.

This is one sad day for me.

All my work is to give voice to the long term
expression of the continued connection we all feel
with our dead loved ones. I have tried to open
forums where the bereaved could actually be honest
about the many levels of feelings they go through as
they move through life after the death of a child. But
this recent experience tells me that if it can happen
to me, with all the work I'm doing, then it is
happening to FAR too many others who are left
feeling alone and who give up trying and who end
up with no support at all.

If you've read anything from me recently, then you
know that for the first time since my son died
three+ years ago, I've got many friends and family
members around me who are pregnant and giving
birth to perfectly healthy beautiful children now.
And you know how hard this has been for me to
experience.
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Well, in the middle of this, I was feeling very
conflict. Relieved that they did not have to
experience this long-term hell we have lived through,
but yet I'm not soaringly, unadulteratedly happy for
anyone either. And, in fact, I often find myself
faking it. Fake smile. Fake feeling behind the "oh,
congrats" and just faking my way thru this happy
scene where in reality my heart hurts that my
experience is divided yet further from their
experiences. It is another distance. Hard to accept
and bridge.

But, to add to that process, I mistakenly admitted all
that to another friend of mine. She is not a bereaved
parent. She is one of the people who told me I could
grieve for awhile, but if it carried on, then "we'd
have to talk about that." But I forgot that she said
that to me three+ years ago. At that time, three+
years ago, there were people around me saying I
needed to get over it in three *weeks*! So compared
to that, this friend who was giving me three years,
well, that seemed like heaven. But, of course, I
forgot that she, too, had set a time limit for my
experience. As if suddenly in three years time, my
son would no longer be dead. So I forgot all that,
and confided to her all of my conflicted and scary
feelings.

I'm sad to say she came back with the typical
rhetoric about how I am killing myself by clinging to
my son's death, about how I am choosing to feel
pain instead of joy, choosing death instead of life,
hate instead of love, etc.
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And I suddenly remembered the time limit, that she
was not a bereaved parent herself, that loss is loss is
loss, but sometimes a person has to have had a real
loved one die on them before they can understand.

And I made the choice to let it go (except for writing
this article) and turn to the other bereaved parents I
know who are at or beyond the same "time from
death" as moi. And I realized that I had now made
the decision to censor myself with that friend. To
not confide my reality to her. To now be fake with
her as well as feeling fake with all the “new baby”
families! Arg.

That's how parents end up closeted. That's why
grown siblings don't know they had an older brother
or sister who died at birth. That's why those dead
children end up erased from the family tree. We end
up choosing to protect our hearts and memories
instead of opening up to the judgment of those who
just don't yet understand.

On the positive side of this, the other bereaved
parents I turned to were *AMAZING* and
*WONDERFUL*-- and you know what they said?
It was really simple. No preaching. No pretense. No
judgment. No "I love you, but...". Simply this:

Take it as it comes.

It's like being an alcoholic. If you spend time
thinking about how you will be without your child
for eternity, you'll go crazy. But if you take only
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*THIS* very moment, just right now, as it comes,
then it is okay. You can do it and you *know* you
can do it.

The other bereaved parents told me that I was
freaking out and having anxiety and conflict over
what I *imagine* it's going to be like hanging out
with these now "happy newborn families." They
were right!!! I was not there. I was not in the hospital
room I was not attending the birth. I had not yet
really actually spent any time with any of them! I was
projecting anxiety and fear where there may well be
none.

And the other bereaved parents wrote to tell me
what their experiences were like holding the first
healthy newborn handed to them after the deaths of
their babies. And they were honest. It was hard. It
was weird. It was rewarding. It created the tangible
reality that this baby was not their baby. It was
crushing. It was a different perspective. But it was
nothing like my fears of what I imagined.

And they told me that of course I will be conflicted.
That it is *normal* to feel as though one is faking it
thru and being polite and censored in certain
situations. But that when I actually get into the room
with new mom and healthy baby, I will hurt (again
it's NORMAL) but I will also experience the reality
of them not being me, of them having a separate and
different reality, of the ability to be happy for them
for real while at the same time letting my own
experience of sadness to be just as real. One does
not cancel out the other.
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So if you are a support person for a bereaved parent
and you have never had a child (or any loved one)
die on you, then consider what you offer them as
support. Give them space to have the full spectrum
of these realities at the same time. Don't pathologize
anything they feel (unless of course they are talking
about committing suicide-- THEN get help!). Learn
from the way these other bereaved parents
supported me.

One last note on this: My revelation for getting
through all this was that I do have abundance in my
life and am grateful for everything in the here and
now. I wrote to another bereaved mom to say I
realized that this beautiful sunset out my window
was incredibly abundant and existed at the same
moment as my sadness for my son and my relief that
a friend had delivered her son healthy and alive. I
wrote to say "That is abundance."

This mom responded by sending back an e-postcard
of the sunset with a note that said, "Dear Mommy &
Daddy, I know life has been tuff at times, but please
know I'm with you in heart and soul always! I love &
miss you both very much! Love, Dakota xoxo..."

What an amazingly simple way to acknowledge all
we've been through while also being grateful for
abundance and being able to separate that from
being happy for others in whatever their experience
might be.

It all exists at the same time. Not one or the other.
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Not one thing healed and solved, so we are over it in
time for being unadulteratedly happy once again.
You have to accept it all, not only parts of it.

My point to all this is that if I went thru this and
recovered after the well-meaning friend tromped me,
what of the many bereaved parents who don't have
support from other bereaved parents like I have.
What of those who aren't doing this work that let's
me stay in touch with newly bereaved as well as
those whose children died 25 years ago or more?
What of those who don't have the opportunity to
recover-- and then stay tromped, closed, hurt, and
alone?

I'm afraid it's those parents who are left to fend for
themselves long term. I'm afraid that it's those
families where the dead children are erased from the
family tree.

And I wanted to say publicly, that I am so sorry if
that happened or happens to you. And I wanted to
encourage you to try again by reaching out to other
bereaved parents for a real perspective that is closer
to yours. Write what you feel and contribute here to
KotaPress.  Post and read at the MISS Foundation
forums. Attend a MISS Passages Conference where
you can meet with other bereaved parents as well as
medical professionals (and some friends and family
members) who are open to finding truly helpful
ways to support bereaved parents long-term. I swear
there is a place for your voice!!!
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And we remember your child, even as others "move
on" or want you to forget. Their experiences don't
cancel out your experiences. We are all in this
together.

Miracles and thanks to all of you!
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Coping with the Holidays: Ideas
compiled by Kara Jones

One of the great blessings I get from being a part of
the MISS Foundation is to be a part of the
facilitator's mailing list. A few weeks back, one
facilitator sent around a note for an idea about
helping bereaved parents through the holidays. And
soon after her post, many other facilitators came
forward with these FABULOUS ideas for how they
cope with the holidays and how they help other
bereaved families to get through it all. I was so
overwhelmed and encouraged by this out-pouring
that I decided to compile the ideas into a list for our
Kota readers.

Hope that you, too, will find inspiration and courage
from these amazing ideas -- the holidays are never
easy after the death of a child. It doesn't matter how
long it has been. So take heart, you are not alone.
Take comfort, you might find some support in one
of these:

From Jana, California Chapter of MISS
I made a point to have some memento
at each Holiday [support group]
meeting, which means just about every
month. For our first meetings, I try to
give a pin to each parent (hand or foot
print) with their child's name on it.
Usually it is worn to Group only. For
March I did a clover with the child's
name, for December - an ornament.
The quilt squares are wonderful too.
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You can supply the pre-cut
fabric and batting, along with puffy
paint, buttons, etc... and work on them
together during a meeting. I was
surprised how into it the Dads were.
For Christmas and Thanksgiving I have
decorated a cemetery in the children's
section with flowers and a Kindness
Card from our MISS Group. This gets
the web address out for those who are
suffering the Holidays alone.
I have arranged guest speakers for
Holiday meetings, too. Some
professionals who have had a personal
experience are willing and eager to
donate their time during the Holidays.
My focus is always to make it a time of
celebration, rather than slipping into
the dark depression. I use the Holidays
as a time of "celebrating" the many
ways in which my life has been blessed
by the child who has left us.
Setting up peer support during the next
few months can also be very helpful. I
use to send a MISS group card to each
family that I had been in contact with
and recognize their special child.

From Heidi, Minnesota Chapter of MISS
I came up with a nice idea for signing
Christmas cards. I got a very small
angel paper puncher. (If you are
thinking of doing this, I recommend
buying more than one. I actually have 3,



54

then I always have a back up when
mine starts to get dull.) I punched out a
little angel at the bottom of every card,
just under or after our names. The first
year I did this, I sent out a small typed
up phrase (with another angel punched
out at the bottom), that said,

"The little angel at the bottom, is in memory of
our precious little Natalie. It is our way of
symbolizing that although she is no longer with
us physically, her spirit will forever be part of
us and our family."

(More than a year later I saw that my
father-in-law had framed it and put it in
his bedroom.) Now I punch a little
angel out of every card I send, not only
Christmas cards. My friends, family, co-
workers, and everyone we know
understand what it means. It's my way
of reminding them of Natalie and
making sure that no one can forget her,
letting them know that she is still very
much a part of our family. I have heard
of another mom that does the same
with an angel stamp.

From Mary, Illinois Chapter of MISS
Each year at our support group meetings
in December, we try to have a "holiday
party" so to speak. While we are talking,
we provide materials for everyone to
make an ornament for their angel(s). The
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dads really dig using glue guns!! The
people who have been with us a while say
that these are absolute treasures to them.
The ornaments are usually making an
angel of some sort. Last year we did a
seashell body with a wooden ball for
the head, craft store wedding rings for
the halo, and wood hearts put together
with the points touching on the back
for the wings. We also had a small
ribbon that was glued on like a necklace
with a bead that was the color of the
birthstone of the baby. We glittered up
the wings ahead of time and spray
painted the seashells white. They really
turned out nice. We also have candles
there that they light when they come in.
We also ask people to bring in music
they like playing in the  background. I
think personally, it is my favorite
meeting of the year, and we provide a
safe place to "celebrate" with people
who understand. We also give them a
gift from us, usually another ornament.
So often, as we all know, the holidays
just suck. We try to make it just a little
easier.

From Patrice (not sure which chapter, sorry!)
The one thing that I found helpful last
year is - I bought some inexpensive
plastic angel ornaments from Big Lots
(they are red, green or clear and they
open up). I gave one to each member
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of our extended family and our close
friends and asked them to write
something to Geneva for Christmas.
They could write whatever they chose
to and then they were supposed to put
their notes in the ornaments and bring
it to our house to hang on our tree.
Craig and I loved seeing all of the filled
angels on our tree and especially liked
reading all of the notes after Christmas
as we were putting the ornaments away.
(I wanted to wait to read the notes,
because putting the Christmas
decorations away is very depressing for
me.) We also do this at Easter time with
plastic Easter eggs.

From Joanne, Founder of MISS Foundation
I always include Cheyenne in our
Christmas cards (they are usually pre-
printed)-- for example:

"Like the unseen breeze, the presence
of those loved and lost remains with us
always."

This holiday season we remember our
daughter and sister, Cheyenne.
Take time this season to remember...

From Kristin, California Chapter of MISS
Something my husband and I did last
year to cope with the holidays was that
we bought all our family members
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Christmas ornaments with Emily's
name and the year on them. That made
me feel like she would be a part of
people's Christmas. My mother in law
also went to a nursery and bought a
whole bunch of pink rose bushes. We
put big pink bows on them and gave
them to people. I love going to people's
houses and having them show me
"Emily's Rose." These gifts gave us a
positive focus and really helped us
cope.

Can you see what I mean about inspired and
comforted by all these ideas? Hope that something
here has sparked an idea for you and your family as
we move through the holiday season and into the
New Year.

As always, we here at KotaPress would love to hear
from you about how this article helped or inspired
you. Or if you think of your own ideas to add to this
list, just email them to us. (editor@kotapress.com)
We try to offer more "coping ideas" every year in
our Loss Journal, as we know how much bereaved
families need tools at this time of year!

mailto:editor@kotapress.com
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The Holidays, Again.
By Kara L.C. Jones

When our children first die, we do not necessarily
comprehend the long-term nature of grief.  The
immediacy of death is much more concerned with
just surviving moment to moment at a time when we
ache so badly, we think we cannot possibly survive
another second of this grief-chaos.  I can only speak
to my own experiences of holidays — my own little,
tiny, measly four years of experience — which
means only four sets of holidays so far.   But I share
it in the hope that it might help you a little regardless
of where you are on the timeline of your own path.

The first year for us was just unreal.  Our son died in
March.  By the time Halloween rolled around, some
people were thinking that we should be getting over
this by now and be ready to join the family for
celebrations.  Let me tell you that one year prior, as a
very pregnant mom, I had gone as an angel for
Halloween, complete with wings and halo.  The
sickening irony was not lost on me!

So anything to do with Halloween was just out.
However, I did honor Day of the Dead, a Mexican
traditional holiday, celebrating our dead.  We had an
ofrenda, a dinner complete with a place setting for
my son, and I purchased a few sugar skulls to place
next to my son’s urn.

By the time Thanksgiving and Christmas rolled
around, the family was just adamant that we should
be coming to the dinners, along with other family
members who had had healthy safe arrivals of their
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babies within weeks of our son’s death.  When I
suggested I would do that as long as a stocking
would also be hung for my son, that was enough for
them to really begin to consider me insane.  We
didn’t go to any holiday dinners.  We rented old
romantic comedy films, like Tracy & Hepburn flicks,
and hung out at home alone.

The second year, was in some ways, harder that the
first.  The first year, we were in shock, just getting by
moment to moment.  But the second year, it really
dawned on me that every single year from now on, I
would be dealing with holidays without my kid.  The
long-term reality set in and that was VERY difficult
for me.

By now at two years out, the family just couldn’t
imagine why I was being a morose drama queen who
wouldn’t just get over it.  When I say “family” I am
mostly referring to everyone *except* my mom.  My
mom was wonderful all the way along.  And that
second year, one of my mom’s friends made a
holiday donation in memory of our son.  I cannot
tell you how much that meant to me.  Besides those
two folks, we were pretty much on our own.  We
hung a baby stocking in our own home.  We wrote
letters to our son, folded them up, and put them in
the stocking.  Again, we rented films and hung out
together like it was just another day, but not.

The third year, we had moved to a new community.
We were exploring our island and the people here.
That year we went to the town gathering for
Halloween and saw store fronts with Day of the
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Dead displays.  We went to a Winter Solstice
gathering that had been advertised as a ritual for
remembering our histories, our past, our roots,
Mother Nature.  At that gathering I read poetry for
my son, and my husband sang a song he had written
for our son.  People were visibly moved and tenderly
let us honor the Solstice *and* grieve at the same
time!  What a concept!

By the fourth year, family had pretty much stopped
asking us to do anything.  So we could decide for
ourselves.  I treated myself to a massage therapy
session.  We went to all the infamous film openings
like Harry Potter and Lord of the Rings on
Thanksgiving and Christmas Days.

We did see my husband’s children from his first
marriage as his daughter had recently had our first
grandchild that Fall.  We were just so relieved at our
grandson’s safe arrival, and we even indulged in
buying baby items for him.  We did hang a baby
stocking for our son again and write letters to him
again.  And we worked, and played video games, and
rented movies.

This is the fifth year.  I don’t know what it will
bring.  I know that I see five year old children and
cannot believe my son would be that grown.
Mostly, I just don’t want to choreograph anything.  I
just want the freedom to take the holidays as they
come and to react in whatever ways feel right at the
time.  Here’s to you and your family — hoping you
will have the same freedom to take care in whatever
ways you see fit!
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Children’s Memorial Day
By Kara L.C. Jones

This is a National holiday that was first recognized
by the Senate in 1999 when they declared the second
Sunday of each December to be Children’s
Memorial Day in honor of the approximately 80,000
children who die each year in the U.S.

The Compassionate Friends as well as the MISS
Foundation chapters across the country host
memorial ceremonies that are usually candle-
lightings offered for free to bereaved parents,
surviving/subsequent siblings, family, and friends.

The holiday season can be so very difficult for
bereaved families, and many times friends and family
fear saying the “wrong” things or that it may be
“inappropriate” to mention our dead children during
the holidays.

Children’s Memorial Day offers a way for *all* our
children to be included in the holiday season, a way
for memories to be shared, grief to be discussed —
maybe even for memorial donations to be made in
honor of the deceased which gives family a chance
to give a gift to *all* the children of the family.

To find out more about the history of this holiday or
to locate an event in your area, please see:
ncmd.tripod.com OR
www.compassionatefriends.org OR
www.missfoundation.org/events.html

http://www.compassionatefriends.org
http://www.missfoundation.org/events.html
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Support for Bereaved
Surviving & Subsequent Siblings

by Kara L.C. Jones
(links compiled by Katie Irby & Kara Jones)

Our own children were teenagers when our son
Dakota was stillborn. I was so bereaved at the
funeral service that I couldn't keep track of where
our older children were. Now three and a half years
later, our daughter is a teen mom to a beautiful baby
boy. And our grandson's birth opened all these new
discussions about my son Dakota's death.

Our daughter tells me that at the funeral, I was just
hysterical. No one knew how to comfort me, but
that she just wanted to be near us. Her uncle,
unfortunately a clueless & unhelpful excuse for
support, tried to keep her away from us. She told me
that she had just stopped crying when he made her
sit with him. Then she saw me again and I was
crying. She began crying again and tried to reach me.
Her uncle held her back. She said that eventually her
father/my husband confronted the clueless uncle
(my husband's brother) and told him to "back off"
and then she was able to sit with us.

I have no memory of it. But my stomach turns as I
hear it. Why would anyone think that creating more
separation and loss for this surviving child would be
a good idea when her brother just died at birth? Why
would anyone create a situation where my husband,
who was as bereaved and crazy as I was, would have
to advocate for his right to have his other children
with him? This kind of help is *not* helpful.
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My point to all this is that, here we are three and a
half years later; one of our two other children in
college; the other fighting the good fight of being a
single, teen mom; and *still* we are dealing with
bereavement issues over Dakota's death!

Our daughter asked during one of these recent
discussions, if she could have photos of Dakota for
her son's baby book. She said she felt Dakota was
with her as she was scared and giving birth to her
son. She wanted to write something and include the
photos in her son's baby book to tell the story of
this baby's deceased "Uncle Dakota."

My heart just glowed when she told me that. It was a
weird perspective to have though. My dead son was
proving to be a better uncle than the living relatives
proved to be to all of us after Dakota's death. And I
was more convinced than ever that the *WHOLE*
family needs to have support and helpful, safe
situations where they can continually express
whatever grief comes up in the years following the
death of a child. And with that in mind, Katie Irby
and I decided to offer these links for finding helpful
information for supporting bereaved siblings!

Julie's Place ~ A website for children & teens who
are grieving the loss of a sibling.
http://www.juliesplace.com

Brooke's Place For Grieving Young People ~
Wonderful group in IN!
http://www.brookesplace.org

http://www.juliesplace.com
http://www.brookesplace.org
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KISS (Kids In Sympathy & Support) ~ via the MISS
Foundation
http://www.missfoundation.org

The Sibling Connection - a wonderful site for
siblings of *any* age, including adult sibs!! Founded
by a woman who had her own grief journey as a
sibling and went on to do support work for others:
http://www.siblingconnection.com

A Place To Remember - a retail site that offers some
really amazing support items; in their bookstore they
have a whole section dedicated to children's books
about death, dying, and grief issues. Amazing stuff
here:
http://www.aplacetoremember.com

http://www.missfoundation.org
http://www.siblingconnection.com
http://www.aplacetoremember.com
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Help With Funeral Costs
compiled by Kara L.C. Jones of KotaPress

In the past month, we have had two families
approach us looking for help with funeral, burial, or
cremation costs. It breaks my heart to know that, on
top of losing our children, we have to face
unexpected financial costs that overwhelm us in the
face of grief and loss. While I'm honored that these
families thought of us to ask for help, I'm sad to say
that I didn't know right off the bat that there was
any help out there! So my searching turned up the
following:

MISS Foundation - The national office of MISS is
sometimes able to help with the financial burdens of
the sudden costs of funerals, head stones, etc. Also,
they always offer resource support like the following
article that can be helpful at that critical moment
when bereaved parents just can't make heads nor
tails of the fact that they are burying their children!
Check it out the link to the full article:
http://www.missfoundation.org/family/
funeral.html

TEARS in WA State - 501c3 in Washington State.
The goal of the TEARS foundation for their first
year (2003) is to help one family a month with
financial assistance towards their baby's final
arrangements. (This can be towards burial,
cremation, headstone, etc.). Each year they want to
assist more and more families. They will also provide
the families with a list of community referrals such
as perinatal loss support groups, etc. And eventually,

http://www.missfoundation.org/family/
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they would like to have an annual retreat for
bereaved parents. Right now, they are in the
grassroots stages, and their main focus will be
assisting parents with their funeral expenses. Contact
for the group is Sarah Slack. Jesse Curtis Slack,
stillborn on Nov. 14, 2000, was the inspiration for
the TEARS foundation.

http://www.thetearsfoundation.com

These are the resources I found through my work
with MISS and the outreach we are doing in person
and online. If you know of any other organizations
helping with funerals expenses for bereaved families,
please let me know. (editor@kotapress.com) And if
you can help by making a donation of any size to
any of the afore mentioned organizations, please do!!

http://www.thetearsfoundation.com
mailto:editor@kotapress.com
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Mothers & Fathers Days
by Kara L.C. Jones

There are many bereaved parents who have
contacted me over the last four years since my own
son died. Many have found me through the MISS
Foundation, some have been in touch after reading
on our KotaPress website, others have approached
me in person after a reading or presentation I’ve
done along the way. But no matter what the
circumstance, they have all told me that they are
grateful for the idea that their parenthood continues
after the death of their children.

And in that vein, most are floored if they are
remembered on Mothers’ Day or Fathers’ Day. Most
are woefully ignored or neglected on these made-up-
hallmark-holidays. And most suffer deeply from
having their parenthood ignored on these flower-
filled-chocolate-giving-serve-breakfast-in-bed days.

With that in mind, I’m compiling the following list
of ideas for partners, siblings, care givers, anyone-
who-cares-about-the-well-being-of-the-bereaved-
parent as a way to suggest what you might do to
recognize the parenthood of ALL parents on
Mothers’ Day and Fathers’ Day. If you yourself are a
bereaved parent and you have previously been
ignored on these hallmark holidays – and if you wish
to be recognized in the future – then I suggest you
make copies of this article and share it with the
people in your life. Tell them directly, with no room
for question or excuse, exactly how you would like
to be treated on those days. You never know. It
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might actually translate into people recognizing you
as a parent on all the other days of the year during
which you continue to survive after the death of
your child! Imagine that.

I want to thank all the parents of MISS, from
KotaPress Yahoo Group, from the Always Loved
Never Forgotten Newsletter, from random emails
and more. You have all so generously shared these
ideas with me – and I want you to know that you are
amazing and wonderful for coming forward to share
all of this! I know it can be a major accomplishment
to share or give a part of a broken heart. Here’s to
the memory of all our children:

¶ Just treat me like the other parents on Mother’s
Day and Father’s Day! If you give flowers to the
other mothers at dinner that day, then have a
flower for me. If you are giving chocolates to the
other fathers at dinner that day, then have a
chocolate for me, too. Just treat me like you treat
all the other parents.

¶ If you are going to take me to a church or
religious service that day (as Mother’s and
Father’s Days do fall on Sundays in the U.S.),
then please, please, please make sure they are
willing to recognize me as a mother JUST
EXACTLY THE SAME WAY as they are going
to recognize all the other parents in the room.

¶ Ask me how I am feeling on that day – and then
stick around long enough to actually hear my
answer. You don’t have to have answers. You
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don’t have to solve anything for me. You don’t
have to make me feel better. You just have to
stick around, listen, and let me talk about my
parenthood lost, my child, my life-after-the-
death-of-my-child.

¶ Send me a card with a handwritten note in it to
say that you are remembering my child and me
today.

¶ Share a poem with me. Find a poem that speaks
to loss, grief, healing, and the memory of loved
children. Or write me a poem. Give me a written
copy or read it out loud to me.

¶ Give me a little something with my child’s name
on it. One of those charms or a zipper latch or a
card. Something that says you, too, remember
my child.

¶ Give me a bead keychain, or necklace, or
bracelet that spells out my child’s name.

¶ Look me in the eye and say, “Happy Mother’s
Day” or “Happy Father’s Day” and tell me that
you are remembering my parenthood today.

¶ Send me a card or some flowers with a little card
that is signed with my child’s name. I have had
many other bereaved mommies send me cards in
the voice of my child, signed with my child’s
name – and it is a wonderful affirmation of my
continued parenthood. It cheers me up to know
that other people are thinking of my child, of
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me. I feel less alone.

¶ Along the same lines, if you are a partner and are
going to have your living children sign a card for
your wife/husband, then also add and sign for
your children who have died. Make it a gift from
ALL the children.

¶ You might try spoiling the mom or dad on their
special days. Give mom a mother’s day card with
a gift certificate to a day spa inside it. Give dad a
father’s day card with a gift certificate to the golf
course in it. It doesn’t have to be so gender
biased – just pick something that individual
parent would enjoy and treat them to it.

¶ Just send me a quick email to say you are
remembering my parenthood on Mother’s or
Father’s Day.

¶ Try offering a small gift with an angel theme to
the bereaved parent – as long as they actually
resonate with the idea of angels! I personally
love the little angel birthstone pins, but I have
also seen cards, tokens, quilted squares, figurines
with the angel theme. Sometimes you can find
the tokens mounted on a thick piece of card
stock – you can write on the card stock to say
this is in memory of my child or just sign it as if
it were from my child. I really enjoy that.

¶ If there are pictures of the child available, have a
nice print of a photo framed nicely. Or use the
photo to make something else: for instance, my
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husband took a photo of our son and created an
artistic note with a font that looked like a child’s
handwriting with the photo faded in the
background. The note said, “Today is my day to
remember you mom!” It was signed with my
son’s name and there was a PS to say, “Did you
like my cupcakes?” and in the kitchen were
beautiful and tasty little cupcakes with “I love
mom” decorations on them.

¶ Just let me miss my child on this day without
saying things like, “But you have other children”
or “But you are young, you can have more
children.”

¶ Plant a tree, name a star, make a donation,
dedicate a block at the museum – do one of
these things in the name of my child and let me
know you did it.

¶ Donate a grief book to your local library and ask
them to include a donation plate in the front,
inside cover of the book where my child’s name
can be written. Very often, the librarian will
write a letter of thanks for that donation, and I’d
be so honored to see that letter on Mother’s Day
or Father’s Day.

¶ Send me a note to say how you are feeling about
my child’s death today. Let me know that he or
she affected/effected your life in some way and
tell me that you miss them, too. But only do this
if you actually do miss them – don’t try to fake
anything with me anymore as my bull**** meter
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work really well now!

¶ I just appreciate it when my friends and family
recognize me as a parent and take the time to ask
me how I’m feeling. I also really appreciate it
when other say my child’s name out loud –
simply saying, “I’ve been thinking about you and
[insert child’s name here] today.” It shows me
that they really care.

¶ If you know that butterflies or hummingbirds or
some particular flower reminds me of my child
AND if you happen to see that particular thing
on Mother’s or Father’s Day, please share the
story with me. I consider it a sign saying that my
child is okay wherever s/he might be.

¶ Go with me to my child’s grave. Let me sit there
and talk with you. Just listen, give me a hug.
Don’t try to fix it for me. Don’t ignore my grief
or my child – not on this day, please.

¶ Take a walk with me in the woods or through a
pea patch or by the ocean. Talk with me about
my child and my parenthood while we walk.
Hold my hand. Give me a hug.

¶ Hug me and say, “Happy Mother’s Day” or
“Happy Father’s Day” and let me know you
haven’t forgotten my child.
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For Bereaved Grandparents
by Kara L.C. Jones

Many people in a family can and are affected by the
death of a child.  Grandparents are put in a most
difficult position when a grandchild dies.  They are
both grieving the death *and* are having to watch
their own child’s pain and loss.  At best, it is a most
heartbreaking place to be.  At worst, it complicates
relationships and communications causing more loss
and pain.  There are others out in the world who
have had this experience and who are willing to help
you find your way as a bereaved grandparent.

AGAST - http://www.agast.org
Alliance of Grandparents, A Support in Tragedy
An all volunteer organization dedicated to helping
grandparents through the trauma, stress and grief
after the loss of a grandchild. Offers many resources
to help grandparents. [My own mom has gotten
and given help through AGAST — they are a
wonderful resource!]

Forgotten Tears
A wonderful book for grandparents written by
bereaved grandmother Nina Bennett after the
stillbirth of her granddaughter Maddy.
www.booklocker.com/books/2081.html

Griefworks BC~Support in British Columbia
Resourceful Articles for Grieving Grandparents
http://griefworksbc.com.gosynapse.com/default.asp?c=857

http://www.agast.org
http://www.booklocker.com/books/2081.html
http://griefworksbc.com.gosynapse.com/default.asp?c=857
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How to help bereaved parents?
by Kara L.C. Jones

So sometimes I get inquiries from well-meaning care
givers, family, or friends of bereaved families who
are living after the death of a child. They will pose
questions to me about what to do as time passes.
They want to know how to help these families after
4 or 10 or 20 years have passed since the date of the
child's death. They say things like, "Shouldn't they be
over this by now?" or "Why do we need to do
anything special when this should be behind them by
now?" Or sometimes they are actually of a more
sensitive nature and really do realize that they should
do something, but they honestly cannot think of
what to do.

This article is my answer to all of you. My son died
four years ago this month. While I am a "highly
functioning" individual, this month still sucked and I
still miss my kid. And the people in my life did
*AMAZING* things to offer support to me and my
husband. So I'm going to let this article serve as a
model for all of you -- and function as a memorial to
my son. The following are precious gems that we
were given this month in honor of our son's life,
death, memory. You, too, could do something just
like this to offer comfort to a family you know who
is enduring the rest of their lives without one of their
children.

Snail mail gifts
Kota CD primped up - a collection of songs that
other bereaved parents put together to showcase
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music that functions as "memorial" or "comfort" in
the hard times. We got an extra copy of it in the mail
from a family who made fancy labels for the cd, the
jewel case, and just wanted to make it specific for
Dakota's birthday.

Grief beads - handmade, stunning piece of art, made
of the tiniest beads I've ever seen. The delicate
nature of the beads is to represent all our tiny
children who are dead, but remembered everyday. It
is a beautiful piece of art that I can keep in my
pocket!

Signed, framed print of an angel by Nancy Noel -
this amazing print holds an image of what I dream
my son would have looked like at four years old, and
yet holds the reality that he is gone. It is a beautiful
painting that brings me comfort and acknowledges
all we've lost. Check it out at:
www.nanoel.com/store/angels/154.cfm

A handmade bracelet of letter beads spelling out
"Dakota" - this a wonderful little beaded bracelet,
sort of like what we might have received if Dakota
had lived. It's an amazing gift that lets me carry his
name with me!

A hand written note saying our parenthood and our
son is remembered - we got several notes from
friends and family telling us that they remembered
our son and that they were holding us in their
thoughts and prayers this month. Most appreciated!

http://www.nanoel.com/store/angels/154.cfm
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Email gifts
Graphics from a friend for our website - a talented
friend sent us a few custom graphics &  an award
site sent us a custom award graphic.  Both of these
graphic gifts contained Dakota’s name in some way.

We also got many, many e-postcards with wonderful
notes and beautiful pictures from lots of other
bereaved parents, from family, from friends, from
other loss support advocates around the world. We
are so grateful for their kind words, thoughts, and
prayers. Some of the letters were written to me and
my husband, some were written directly to Dakota.
I'm going to share the following emails as a sample
of what support can look like if you REALLY
WANT TO SUPPORT BEREAVED PARENTS!

For the sake of privacy, I have left off the names of
those who sent these to us.

Example 1:
Dear friends,

In just a few minutes it will be officially
Dakota's day. Do what you need to do on this
day. And if you don't have the energy to do
anything and need someone to do it for you,
please email me. If you want to talk or need a
shoulder just to rest upon please call me 555-
555-5555. I sure wish things were different
and you were doing all the things we so wish to
be doing. Send you some peaceful thoughts and
loads of love.
Love to you both.
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Example 2:
Kara and Hawk,
I woke up this morning to the brightest sun we have had in a
long time. I thought of Dakota. This is his very special day
and I know these days can be both very painful and at the
same time , a time of  reflection of the beautiful child that we
carried and gave birth to. So I wish you both peace today and
a feeling of warmth that only Dakota can give to you. I will
be thinking of you today all day and  lighting a candle for
Dakota... much love and peace to both of you.

Example 3:
Happy 4th Birthday to Dakota!
On this blessed day...You are being held so
softly, yet securely this day with your soul-
mates in one another. You are both amazing
parents...on this special day, I ask you to
celebrate Dakota's gift of that to you. Others
may not understand, but we do. Lean into
Dakota's love...let it bathe you in comfort and
peace this day and the days to come. A candle
will bless our table today for all of you.

Example 4:
(((Hawk and Kara))))
I opened my eyes this morning and thought" Today is
dakota's day" I started to cry. My heart felt heavy for the two
of you. Missing your little boy. I wish I could move this
mountain of grief for you.

Example 5:
Dakota-
Hey little man, Happy 4th Birthday. Has it
really been that long? Wow. I just got to know
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your Mom last May, she is an amazing
woman. You have given her great strength and
power and she continues to use it in such
helpful, giving ways. She has allowed herself to
"feel" all of her feelings and she has chosen to
allow others to enter her feelings and her world.
I met your Mom for the first time at a poetry
seminar she was giving at the MISS
conference. She gave me the power to release
and channel my emotions into writing, into
words that provided great solace as I continue
to heal. These words did something even more
powerful, they gave me a voice. I am able to
share with others my deepest love and my
deepest pain. You Mom, through you, gave me
that. She continues to be a force of nature, I
know and feel you every step of the way. She
now lives for 2 and she has not let you down.
She continues to fight for the lives of yet unborn
babies, she continues to open doors for those
parents left in the wake of the tragedy of losing
their own flesh and blood. She continues to be
an inspiration for so many of us here and I
know she is and inspiration to you. Through
her voice, through her love, through her
commitment we know and love you too.
Little man, through you, through your life and
now through your death we are always together.
A hummingbird just buzzed past me this
morning and I know you are just checking in.
We are never too far away. Have a great 4th
Birthday, you have only just begun... We have
lit our candle in your memory with the faith
that love surrounds us today and everyday.



79

With love and peace always,
Your forever friends,
from a bereaved mom & her angel

Example 6:
My thoughts are with you today on Dakota's 4th birthday!
Many hugs to you both!!!

Example 7:
((((Kara and Hawk)))) sending you both warm
thoughts and tender hugs on this difficult, and oh so
poignant day. I know Dakota is proud of his mom
and dad....look what wonderful work they do! And I
know how you ache to hold him in your arms. I hope
you are able to do something special in his memory
today, and that you are able to share this day as you
have shared this journey....side by side, hand in
hand, together. Many hugs.

Example 8:
You and Dakota have been on my mind all day. Even when
I was dealing with my own stuff, my mind always wandered
back to you.

Example 9:
Happy 4th Birthday, Dakota. You
are loved.

Poetry gifts
Lastly, both my mother and my step-daughter wrote
poetry for Kota for his fourth birthday. My mom's
poetry is in this issue under the article titled "Two
for Kota from Nanna-Memoo" and I hope you'll
click through and read her loving poems written for
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her grandson there. And then, the following is the
poem my step-daughter, Bethany Jones, wrote for
her little brother:

Dakota by Bethany Jones

A shuffle, a giggle, running feet. You got me. I
laugh. I admit defeat. "Tag, you're it!" You scream and
run. Once again the games had begun. I'm running
to catch you, and all the faster you go. The game,
our game, we played but lasted only a few months.
But I still remember all those crazy goose hunts.
You were the best at hiding away, in the bushes, in
your mom's tummy, you liked to stay, forgetting that
your giggle always gives you away. But when we
started playing I didn't think it would END so fast.
Shhhhh. Is that the phone? I pick it up. And I hear a
voice. It's quiet. It's sad. Lots of noise in the
background. It's dad, I say with cheer! But when he
spoke I was filled with fear. The message he had was
filled with no joy. I sat back and listened. He spoke
in a tone I had never heard. He shuddered with
every word. He choked out the words, "Dakota died"
and in disbelief all I could say, "Don't joke like that, it's
not funny!" I could tell he was holding back tears as
he said, "I'm not joking, he's gone." All I could do was
go to my room and cry as Dakota's beautiful giggle
faded. All I could do is ask why? Why did my baby
brother have to die? Why was he chosen to go so
soon? He never even got to gaze up at the moon. He
never got to see my smiling face. He never even
made it past first base. We all wanted him here,
more than words can say. But in your memory,
Dakota, we'll always play.
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Can you see that it is not hard to help bereaved
families as time passes? It is simple. It is an honest
consideration for the fact that these people will live
the rest of their lives without their children. It is an
honest acknowledgement of their stunted
parenthood. It has nothing to do with your inability
to deal with your own mortality or the mortality of
your own children. It has everything to do with
getting beyond yourself to offer the bereaved parent
some honest support. If you make the effort to get
past yourself -- it is likely that the bereaved parent
will see that and appreciate it and make every effort
to get past their grief to acknowledge your life, too.
It is called respect. It's called CO-EXISTANCE! It
shows that their grief does not cancel out your
children and life BUT your children and life do
NOT cancel out their children and lives either.

I offer this as one woman's perspective.

I offer these examples as way for all of us to do
something effective to keep bereaved parents
involved in life, to help them find ways of offering
support back to the world at large, while honoring
their parenthood even after the deaths of their
children.

[Note: Parents themselves can take these examples
and use them a the basis for learning how to
verbalize exactly what they need and want in terms
of support from loved ones and care givers.
Learning to ask for what we need is a skill in and of
itself!]
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When Friends Want the "Old" You Back
by Kara L.C. Jones

We often get letters or articles of inquiry here at
KotaPress from well-meaning friends and family
who want to know how they can help their bereaved
friends or loved ones to "get better" or to "get back
to their lives" again. I do the best I can to let the
friends and family know that the bereaved will
simply never get better nor be as they were prior to
the death of their child. I try to do this in a helpful
way that will not alienate the person who wrote. I
figure that if they took the time to write and try to
explain everything, then they must truly care and
honestly want to help.

With every hope in the world, I send back letters like
the one I'm going to share with you below -- I share
it in the hope that it might help some random friend
or loved one out there to understand a bit more
about what the bereaved person is going through. I
hope gives some insight to how you can best help
*and* have some chance of keeping the bereaved
person in your life!!

Dearest [fill in name here],

Your friend [or family member] is
lucky to have someone like you who is
willing to reach out and try to truly
understand what she has gone through
-- what she will go through for the rest
of her life. I guess the one thing I can
offer is that from my own experience,
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it will *never* be like it was. You
mention in your note:

"I can't seem to do anything right and
our friendship is not the same...I want
to help and I want us to have our
relationship back the way it was...I
want her to feel better so we can laugh
and celebrate life together again."

Even if you were able to really help, to
alleviate some of the pain for your
friend, it just is never going to be like
it was before her child died. It isn't so
different from what you experience in
your everyday life with your living
child. Much like your entire life is
different now that your child is here
with you -- much like your entire life
will be different for the rest of your
life because of your living child -- well,
your friend's life is different because
of her child, too. Her child just
happens to be dead which creates a
whole different kind of parenthood.

It is a very normal grief response for
people to feel envy, jealousy, or a
general inability to cope with other
people's children. There is an inherent
fear that by recognizing and accepting
the living child, that the dead child will
be forgotten. People will say things
like, "Oh, look, she is okay again
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because she can play with kids." And
when people think you are "okay
again" they often mean that they now
expect you to be "over it" and willing
to stop talking about "it" -- of course
the "it" is their beloved child. So lots
of feelings that are overwhelming and
often unexpected come up when a
bereaved parent has to see, face, deal
with another family where the
pregnancy was fine, where the
children thrive. They may additionally
feel guilty for feeling envy in first
place.

Interacting with mothers whose
children are living can sometimes bring
up self-loathing and guilt that the
bereaved mother's body didn't "do it
right" or that she might have been a
"bad parent" because she couldn't keep
her child alive. Of course, we know
none of that is true, but these are the
things that sometimes come up for
bereaved parents.

So, it is wonderful to hear that you wish
to really understand your friend and, of
course you wish she could be better and
laugh again and take joy in your child
and your friendship again. But
bereavement complicates things in so
many ways. I would offer that if you
want to help your friend, then just
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stand with her. Don't ask her to be
happy or like she was "before" or
anything. Just stand next to her
whatever her mood or talk might be.
Maybe consider reading Flash Of Life
or Dear Cheyenne. Maybe consider
reading thru a couple issues of our Loss
Journal online at KotaPress. Or if you
wish to share your snail mail address
with me, then I'll send you a free copies
of our paper zine "A Different Kind of
Parenting: a zine for parents whose
children have died."

I would encourage you to not think
about a time when your friend will be
"cured" because just like you will be a
parent forever to your living children,
so will your friend be a parent to her
child forever. Instead think about how
you can "care" for her and how you
might encourage her to "care" for
herself and her child's memory. For
instance, if you are going to have a
birthday party for your child, tell her
you'd like to light the candles on the
cake at the party for your child *and* in
memory of her child. She may or may
not come to the party, but I'll lay you
odds that it will be the first time
someone was willing to publicly
recognize her dead child in the same
room with their living child.
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Just my thoughts. I know how many
times bereaved parents hear that their
friends want them "back they way they
were," and I thought to offer what I
could from my own experience.

My heart to you for reaching out!
Miracles,
k-
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A PDF ’Zine from KotaPress

KotaPress now offers a PDF  ‘zine for parents
whose children have died.  This alternative parenting
magazine is presented quarterly and sent via US
Mail.  It is titled “A Different Kind Of Parenting”
and offers readers editorial, inspirational writings,
tips for communicating with family and friends
about your grief, ideas for ways to honor your child’s
life and death.

Editor Kara L.C. Jones observed that “All the par-
enting resources I so voraciously read when I was
pregnant became utterly meaningless once my son
was stillborn.  A Different Kind Of Parenting is our
answer to the appalling lack of print resources avail-
able for bereaved families.”

Yearly suggested contribution $8.00 (US dollars)
Issues are delivered via email as PDF files each quar-
ter of the year.  Please note that the above price is a
suggested contribution.  If you cannot afford it, you
can still get the zine for free by just contacting us!

Email us at editor@kotapress.com.  Contributions
can be made via PayPal to same email address.
Please add note to your PayPal order to tell us what
you are subscribing to DIFF KIND OF PARENT.

mailto:editor@kotapress.com
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Biographies

Kara L.C. Jones co-founded KotaPress with her
husband Hawk after the stillbirth of their son Da-
kota in 1999. She is a graduate of Carnegie Mellon
University; author of books "Flash Of Life" and
"Mrs. Duck and the Woman"; facilitator & HOPE
Mentor for the WA State MISS chapter in the Seattle
area; Local & National Board Member for the MISS
Foundation; a guerrilla poet, henna artist, & book-
maker. She & Hawk have settled into life on a small
Pacific NW island where low tide reveals the most
amazing starfish, anemone, fish and crabs that
you've ever seen!

Hawk Jones co-founded KotaPress with his wife
Kara after the stillbirth of their son Dakota in 1999.
His passions are in the digital arts and photography.
The next project for him at KotaPress involves turn-
ing "Mrs. Duck and the Woman" into an animated
short and “duckumentary” so the story can be
shared with a new audience through film festivals
and theater releases. He is a MISS moderator on the
Dad’s Forum, co-facilitator and HOPE Mentor for
the WA State MISS chapter.
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To find out more about Kota Press and our
Mrs. Duck Project, please see our web site at

www.kotapress.com.

http://www.kotapress.com.
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10 digit ISBN 1-929359-21-7
13 digit ISBN 978-1-929359-21-9

“Mrs. Duck and the Woman deals directly and simply with the
most difficult of losses. It does not offer easy answers--
more importantly, it offers a way to begin again.”

Ĭ Jim Daniels, author and poet

“This is a real service, and I know many nurses will be
grateful to have something tangible like this to offer -- I
used to be a nurse and there's nothing harder than seeing
the grief of families and not being able to do anything to
help.”

Ĭ Elisabeth Hallett, author of Soul Trek and
In The Newborn Year

“This story is a wonderful resource to have available for
grieving families.”

Ĭ Pat Rodrigues MD, Meridian Women’s Health

“Members of my family read the story of Mrs. Duck and the
Woman, and they all love it.  What a wonderful story.”

Ĭ Nicole George, Lexi Legacy Founder
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