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SEVEN WAYS TO USE THIS BOOK

GRIEVING THE CHILD I Never Knew is not a how-to book with pat answers about grieving the loss of a child. My hope is that this book will become your personal companion. Think of it as your trusted friend, who walks beside you and gives you permission to be who you are and where you are in your journey. If you are hiding your pain or hiding from people, then discover how God will meet you in your isolation. If you are suffering and need to cry, then weep with all your heart. If you feel like relating to others to help them through a similar journey, then connect. And if you are seeking hope, help, and healing to press on in your future, then start today.

Whether youve recently suffered loss or lost a child long ago, my prayer is that Grieving the Child I Never Knew will be a tool to guide you to a deeper understanding of who God is and will meet you in the pain of your loss and point you to Him.

Grieving the Child I Never Knew contains thirty-one devotions divided into six parts. Each devotion contains a Scripture passage, practical/biblical illustration, prayer, discussion questions, and journal section. Part 7 includes a sharing your personal story devotional. Additional resources and support organizations are listed at the back of the book to connect you to others who may encourage you in your healing journey.

How you choose to use this book depends on your unique personality, needs, and desired outcomes. Consider the following possible settings and choose the one that feels most comfortable to you.

Your 31-Day Companion. Your devotional can be your personal companion for the next month. Whether you choose to curl up with your book in bed each night, start your day with it at the breakfast table, or take a break with it at work, its up to you. You decide the time and place.

Quick Pick-Me-Up. Sitting on the coffee table is your devotional companion, ready and available for you to pick up when questions or emotions surface and you need a quick dose of encouragement. Use the Table of Contents as a compass to guide you to the reading that meets your needs in the moment.

Table for Two. Heartfelt conversation with another person can double your insights, laughter, and tears. Sitting with someone can give you courage and motivation to finish the book. Who will join you at the table? Your spouse? Friend? Neighbor? Coworker? Family member? Pastor? Counselor? The person you know who lost a child?

Grief Group Guide. Your devotional can be a tool to facilitate grief discussions in small or large groups. The options are endless in using this material. Choose the format, readings, and number of weeks that meet your groups need. Interactive learning can be encouraging and open your eyes to a variety of perspectives

Small Group Bible Study. Use the devotional as a six-week Bible study for anyone who desires to know more about grieving the loss of a child. Focus on one section per week. Have your group memorize Scripture(s) from the readings.

A Gift That Lasts. Someone you know has lost a child. Make this devotional companion your standard gift for the bereaved. Share how this book has encouraged you in your journey.

A Resource Book for Pastors/Counselors. When someone dies, pastors and counselors are usually the first people called. This devotional guide can accompany them as they meet with the bereaved and can be given as a gift that says they care.


INTRODUCTION

I NEVER KNEW THIS child fully, so why do I grieve so deeply? I never held this tiny baby, never saw the sleeping face, never locked eyes and gazed into the soul of this little person. Yet, I feel as if a part of me died and left a void in my being. Most people dont seem to understand and minimize my loss instead of validating my pain from losing this nameless child. Will I always feel so lonely and misunderstood? Is it normal to mourn someone I never knew or lost so long ago? How can I move beyond the hurt and begin to hope again? Only when I gave myself permission to grieve the loss of my child did I begin to pick up the pieces of my broken heart and start to heal.

My journey through grieving the child I never knew began when I stepped back through my memories to a time early in my marriage when my husband and I decided to start a family. I expected to have a child within a year, just like everyone else I knew. To my surprise, I discovered that conceiving a child didnt come easily for me. Two years, numerous doctors visits, months of temperature charts, and many ovulation kits later, I discovered I was finally pregnant just days before Christmas in 1987. I didnt realize at the time that God would use this unknown child to penetrate my heart and draw me close to Him in a way I had never experienced.

When I lost our baby on my husbands thirtieth birthday, I was disappointed but didnt feel deeply about this loss. Why should I? I never knew this child. Unaware that my pain was hidden and my journey through grief had already begun, I pressed on in life.

In 1989 God fulfilled the desires of our heart and His plan by providing us Jake through a Christian adoption agency. When Jake began to pray for a baby to grow in Mommys belly, I was shocked. But he persisted. A couple of years later when I went to the doctor for the flu, he announced, Youre pregnant! Jake knew that God had answered his prayer.

But on Good Friday of 1996, our family stared at the monitor in disbelief, realizing our unborn baby had a fatal birth defect. I found myself in my own Garden of Gethsemane, crying out, God, please take this cup of suffering from me! By Easter morning I released my anguish and my unborn child into His care. Not my will, but thine be done!

During the long months of waiting on the birth of my baby, God worked through this child to teach me many life lessons. On different days I laughed, cried, learned the necessity of silence and solitude, released control, allowed others to encourage me, and saw my faith soar. I tasted humility and surrender, and I learned what it means to enjoy every moment. I learned how precious praying friends are, and I learned how faithful and loving God is to care about me personally.

I didnt know what the future held, but I was certain of who held the future. I believed God was able to heal my childand I proclaimed that publicly. Yet I also knew that if He chose not to, I would praise Him anyway! On August 22, 1996, our son John Samuel was born with eyes looking up at God. His birth was a celebration of Gods love and a testimony of the value of every life. Within a few hours heavens gates opened and welcomed him into the arms of Jesus. His brief life touched thousands of people with the reality of God, and the ripple effects will only be known in eternity.

A few months later I discovered I was pregnant again. How caring of God to bless me with another child! I thought. But I never got to know this child or hold this baby in my arms. A few weeks into my pregnancy, I miscarried. My heart was breaking for all three children I had lost.

Then a few months later, I discovered I was pregnant again! Surely God will allow me to keep this child! I thought. But He didnt. On Christmas Eve of 1997, I lost this child too. Where are You, God? I cried out. God used this fourth child I lost to help me grieve openly and share my pain with others through writing about grief.

In July of 1998, I confirmed that I was pregnant with a fifth child. I was terrified at the thought of another loss. But God overshadowed my fear with faith to trust Him yet another time. In March of 1999 Joshua Paul was bornafter nearly nineteen years of marriage. I never expected to be forty and writing a book, with a baby in my arms. But I am. What a journey!

Although my journey is different from yours and I may never fully understand everything you are feeling, I can relate to some of your pain. Behind the pages of this book is an ordinary woman, a fellow griever, still in the journey of grieving the loss of four children. And behind the woman is a faithful God who has made this book possible. My prayer is that Grieving the Child I Never Knew will help point you to God and that you will experience His presence in the midst of your pain. Lets begin the healing journey

Yes, youre pregnant!



Do you remember hearing those words or seeing the positive results from a test? What was your reaction? Your response to the news of expecting a child is a lot like riding a roller coaster.

Some people respond with enthusiasm. Theyve longed to experience this ride and have anxiously awaited their turn. Lets celebrate! Were finally on! they shout. They race to the front of the roller coaster, ready to embrace the thrill of their lifetime.

Others hear the news and board the ride a bit cautious and reluctant. Seated a few rows from the front, they look nervous. Theyve been on the ride before but never made it to the end. Strapped in by fear and uncertainty, they cling to the hope that theyll complete the ride this time.

A third group of riders sit in the middle section of the coaster. They sport that in-between lookneither happy nor sadas if they could take this ride or leave it. Some suspect these folks are in shock and dont believe its true, perhaps because theyve waited such a long time to get on and never thought they would get on the coaster.

At the back of the coaster sit another cluster of people. Like the first three groups, they are executives, homemakers, students, unemployed, married, single, young, old, rich, and poor. Jolted by the unexpected news or the loop-to-loop of their circumstances, they look as if they are about to get sick. Their solemn faces are powdered with disappointment, dread, and disbelief. I cant believe I let this happen! I dont want a child!

Maybe you can picture yourself with one of the groups. Although each of our circumstances, stories, and responses are different, most of you who hold this book share a common bond: never getting to the end of the ride, the loss of never fully knowing your child. Maybe you just started your journey clicking down the track and your coaster derailed when you were told, Your HCG levels are decreasing and you will miscarry, or Your baby is growing outside your womb and emergency surgery is the only hope to save your life. Or were you well on your way to the end of the ride when your doctor told you the ride is over because I cannot detect a heart-beat? Did you perhaps make it to the end of the ride but shortly after getting off your baby died? Or maybe you didnt want to be on the ride in the first place. A baby was not in your plans, and now your guilt for feeling that way is making you sick.

You have lost a child. So have I. Regardless of the circumstances, its time to begin the process of mending our broken hearts. Join me in the journey through grief as we face our loss together and look to God to guide us through.



HIDING



Hiding: to put out of sight; to conceal for shelter or protection; to keep secret


Rock of Ages, cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in Thee.



A. M. TOPLADY

For you created my inmost being; you knit me together in my mothers womb.

I praise you because I am fearfully and wonderfully made; your works are wonderful, I know that full well.

My frame was not hidden from you when I was made in the secret place.

When I was woven together in the depths of the earth, your eyes saw my unformed body.

All the days ordained for me were written in your book before one of them came to be.

PSALM 139:13-16







Devotion 1
HIDE-AND-SEEK


Then the man and his wife heard the sound of the LORD God as he was walking in the garden in the cool of the day, and they hid from the LORD God among the trees of the garden. But the LORD God called to the man, Where are you?



GENESIS 3:8-9



HIDE-AND-SEEK IS ONE OF my favorite childhood games. I enjoy hiding. Whether I stash myself in a trash can, hang behind the curtains, or pile laundry on top of myself, my goal is to camouflage myself so well that I cant be found. Its always a challenge to remain silent and still when the seek-and-find mission is under way. When footsteps tread close by and the person yells, Where are you? I have to make a choice: Will I remain hiding or will I expose myself and be found?

Thats the situation that Adam and Eve found themselves in after they disobeyed God and were hiding in the garden. I can only imagine the anguish they must have felt when they realized that death was part of their life now. They would experience death physically through the aging process, emotionally through guilt and shame, socially by blaming each other, and spiritually by alienating themselves from God because of sin. Picture this bereaved couple, mourning the life they once had and peering out from the bushes, afraid they would be discovered and forced to face the truth.

Like Adam and Eve, you, too, have experienced a great loss. Whether through miscarriage, stillbirth, tubal pregnancy, or infant death, your loss may cause you to hide physically, emotionally, socially, or spiritually. Sometimes the pain is so intense you may want to disconnect from others and from God. You look for ways to hide your hurt. You camouflage your questions, fears, and disappointment so well that you may think others do not notice. But how long can you stash your silent heartache? Is hiding really healthy or does it hold you back from a healing journey? Sooner or later someone will come to find you.

Do you find yourself hiding in the bushes like Adam and Eve? The Lord is walking through your garden, calling your name. How will you respond? Will you remain in hiding or will you expose your real feelings about your loss and begin the journey through your grief?


God, the loss of my child is so agonizing. I feel as if Im playing hide-and-seek with my pain. Ive camouflaged my questions, fears, and hurts so that others will not notice and pass me by. How long can I hide my heartache? Will You be my truth today? Reveal the specific areas of my life (physically, emotionally, socially, and spiritually) where I need healing. Show me how to move forward in my grief journey. Amen.



Steps Toward Healing


	How have you been hiding the pain of your loss?

	How have you felt disconnected? Physically? Emotionally? Socially? Spiritually?

	Imagine someone calling out, Where are you in your grief? How would you respond today? How would you like to respond a year from now?

	Are you ready now to take a few steps forward in grieving your child?



MY PERSONAL JOURNEY











































Devotion 2
JOURNEY TO THE HIDING PLACE


You are my hiding place;


you will protect me from trouble

and surround me with songs of deliverance.



PSALM 32:7





SIRENS BLARE. THE SKY darkens. Trees rock frantically back and forth. The wind whirls violently. A funnel-shaped cloud descends. All warning signs that a tornado is comingand youd better head for cover.

A tornado is a common occurrence in some parts of the United States. Its destructive wind has been known to demolish anything in its path: entire towns, livestock, and countless lives.

While growing up in Missouri, I learned that one of the safest places to be when a tornado hits is in the basement. This below-ground-level storeroom is a place where I weathered many storms and a few tornadoes. Whenever I scurried down the stairs to my hiding place, I felt safe. I had everything I needed: food, water, bedding, flashlights, a radio, a television, and games. Sometimes I even forgot about the storm because I couldnt see it or hear it.

Hidden below the ground, unable to see or hear the storm, I could feel disconnected for minutes or hours. Only after the storm had passed and I ascended the stairs did I have to face the truth. On more than one occasion, what a shock to face reality! Broken tree limbs and debris blanketed our lawn. A pathway through town of uprooted trees and damaged power lines was a vivid reminder of the twister.

At times in your grief journey you may detect a storm is coming. You may sense sirens blaring in your soul. Your mood darkens or you feel frantic. Emotions whirl violently as the reality of your loss starts to descend on you. Its time to head for cover. To the basement! you exclaim. You find yourself below the surface of reality, hiding from it. Your basement may be activity or exercise or work. Maybe you hide in eating or curling up with a book. Your basement may look different from mine, but each of us has one. A place to hide. You dont have to face the questions, doubts, fears, and guilt. No people to respond to or excuses to make. Disconnected from reality, you may even forget about the storm of your loss.

But the pain of your loss hasnt gone away. With time you must realize you cannot live in the basement forever. When you finally ascend to face reality, you may be surprised to discover shattered dreams, a broken heart, emotional debris, uprooted expectations, and damaged relationships. But you will also find peace in knowing that the storm has passed.

Sure, you may have a lot of cleanup work to do, but theres unlimited eternal aid available. God will help you face the truth and will work with you to repair the storm damage. You will feel safe in His presence and in His Word. He wants to be the One to whom you run for shelter as you continue your journey. Will you let Him be your hiding place?


Lord, help! Im hiding from the storm of my loss. I admit Ive disconnected from reality by hiding my pain in ___________. I need Your help to face the truth and to repair the damage thats been done in my life and in the lives of others. Come to my aid. Repair and restore my life. Remind me to run to Your presence and Your Word in my journey through grief. Be my hiding place and help me journey on. Amen.



Steps Toward Healing


	How do you hide from the storm of your loss?

	Identify the emotional debris, uprooted expectations, or damaged relationships from your loss in need of being repaired. Write this in a prayer request to God.

	Picture God as your hiding place. Read Psalm 32:8 aloud as if God were responding to you today.



MY PERSONAL JOURNEY











































Devotion 3
FACING THE TRUTH


Dear friends, do not be surprised at the painful trial you are suffering, as though something strange were happening to you.



1 PETER 4:12



Send forth your light and your truth, let them guide me;

let them bring me to your holy mountain, to the place where you dwell.



PSALM 43:3



HAVE YOU EVER IGNORED the truth about your loss because reality was too painful to face? I have. For a season after my babys death, coping with people and situations involving babies was challenging for me. I avoided certain activities, friends, restaurants, family, and even church on baby dedication day because I was afraid of how I would react. Making excuses worked for a while, but I realized I couldnt run from every situation and would have to find a way to survive.

One occasion happened a few months after our babys death, when we took our traditional trip to spend Thanksgiving with family. Ironically, on the previous years trip I had conceived our child. Not only would I have to confront memories and questioning stares, but also newborn babies and those sporting maternity attire. During this trip, I had several grief encounter moments when I hid in the bathroom or mentally escaped.

Was this abnormal behavior? Some may think so. But looking back I realize that my seemingly irrational ways of coping were necessary for me at the time and enabled me to survive and to scale my mountain of grief. Once again the story of a king and two mothers that I shared in my first book, Grieving the Loss of a Loved One, comes to mind.

Two women enter a courtroom and stand in front of King Solomon. One holds a baby; the other clings to an empty blanket. The woman with empty arms rushes forward and tells Solomon about her sons birth. She chokes back tears as she shares how the other woman gave birth to a son a few days later. But her baby died. This woman swapped the dead baby for the living baby while the new mother slept. Thats my baby, she moans.

Silence pervades the room. The king sees the pain in her eyes. He turns to face the woman holding the baby. She glares at him and shouts, No, the living one is my son and the dead one is hers!

What fear must have come into the heart of the real mother. What boldness and denial were yet in the heart of the mother whose child was dead.

Solomon commands an attendant to bring him a sword. Divide the living child in two, and give half to the one, and half to the other.

Oh, my lord, give her the living child and dont kill it, cries the woman with empty arms.

Divide it! says the other.

The truth cant be denied. The king, who is the wisest of judges, knows by the two mothers words who is the real mother.

I can imagine how grateful that woman was as she reached for her baby and held him once again in her arms. Her tears turned to smiles and the heaviness in her heart was replaced with joy.

But what about the other woman? Was she really cruel-hearted and vindictive, or was she a desperate, grieving mother who would do anything to have her baby back?

I can only imagine the shock and pain this mother must have felt when she discovered in the morning that her baby was dead. Did she convince herself he was only sleeping and would wake up soon? How tormenting for her to hear the other babys healthy cry. No one understood the anguish she felt. She couldnt face her loss. I wonder if she thought that just being near what she longed for would lessen her pain.

Clutching her lifeless baby, she tiptoed into the room where everyone was sleeping. She bent down and peeked at the tiny breathing bundle. This felt so familiar. Ill pick him up and hold him just for a few minutes, she thought. She gently laid her baby down and scooped up the living baby into her arms. She didnt remember how long she held him or what happened next. All she knew was joy returned to her heart and a sense of relief that the death was just a terrible nightmare.

Im not justifying or condoning her actions. Yet I can relate to her pain and understand how grief can drive us to do, think, or say strange things. My brother and his wife had a healthy baby boy just a few days before my son was born and died. Although I was excited for them, the first few times I saw my nephew, he reminded me of what I longed for but didnt have. Sometimes when I held him, I would imagine that this was my son and allowed myself to feel the joy of a new mother, even if only for a few moments.

Now, when I look at my nephew, I see my nephew, a bright, handsome boy who is a sweet reminder to me of the age my son would be. God used him in my journey through denial to fill my empty arms, comfort my grieving soul, and help me to face the reality of my loss.

Fantasizing that your baby is still alive is one way to cope. Sometimes facing reality is too painful and denying your loss is a temporary way to survive. In the right time, God will help you face reality and cope with your loss.


God, it feels like a dream that my child is gone and wont cry to tell me this is only a nightmare. My pain is too raw to face that reality right now. I want to pretend this never happened. Its like Im standing in a courtroom with the truth on one side of me and denial on the other. You are the wise, discerning judge, and You see my pain and the truth. Help me to cope with the truth. Reveal it to me today. Amen.



Steps Toward Healing

Read the story in 1 Kings 3:1628.


	Describe how each woman in the story responded to loss.

	What would you say to each woman in the story?

	How have you responded to others who have what you lost?

	What would you like others to do or say to you?



Dont hide your pain. Be truthful with yourself, God, and others this week.



Seek the listening ear of a person who is compassionate and trustworthy or has experienced loss similar to yours.



MY PERSONAL JOURNEY











































Devotion 4
FROM MINIMIZING TO VALIDATING


O LORD, you have searched me and you know me

My frame was not hidden from you when I was made in the secret place.



PSALM 139:1. 15



DONT CRY OVER A miscarriage. Its Gods way of getting rid of something imperfect.

You can always have another one.

Be thankful you have other children.

You have so much going on, now isnt a good time for a baby anyway!

Well, maybe its for the best.

Has anyone made a comment like this to you? If not, sooner or later they might. These words were intended to comfort my husband and me after I miscarried our third baby a few weeks into my pregnancy in 1997. Instead, they intensified our pain by minimizing our loss. Ill never forget the devastating look in my husbands eyes when someone said, Better to lose it now than later! I was fuming inside and wanted to scream, My baby was not an IT! My baby was a person in the making, an individual just like you!

Many people feel the trauma and tragedy of the death of adults and young livesfamily, friends, neighbors, coworkers, and the community. Obituaries validate their existence. But with a pregnancy loss there are few memories, and the ones that exist live only to the woman and perhaps her husband. Who is this baby anyway? What is his identity? What contributions did she make to society? Many do not acknowledge a developing child as a viable life, and those who do may not understand why this type of individual is so significant and should be mourned.

How are we to grieve about someone whom society does not expect us to grieve? Parents may mourn deeply, little, or not at all. There is no set mold or right way for mourning a loss. It is as normal for parents not to grieve as it is for them to be devastated. Those who mourn little or not at all initially may be minimizing their pain and end up mourning the baby months or years later.

Thats what happened to me after I miscarried our first child in 1988. Rich and I were having dinner with friends to celebrate his thirtieth birthday. We were excited that I was finally pregnant after years of trying. I excused myself to go to the bathroom. Moments later I knew I was losing our first child.

I resolved that I would not let this circumstance ruin Richs celebration, so I resumed the party in progress as if nothing had happened. I quickly divorced myself from the disappointment of the miscarriage. I had a strong faith and assured the few friends who knew we had lost the baby that it was Gods will and I was fine. I refused to mourn my loss. Instead I minimized it and swept the sorrow of my loss under the rug of my smiles, activity, and work. Although I mouthed the words I lost a child, the meaning didnt sink in until years later after I suffered the death of our son and my third miscarriage.

Others who have not experienced losing a child will probably not understand how you feel or know how to respond to you. But your mourning does make sense. You lost a child. You have good reason to hurt. Dont minimize your pain! Pour out your heart to God. He understands. He is waiting with open arms to comfort you and validate the sorrow youve been hiding. He created your precious little one and knows your child by name. Let God embrace you with His love and compassion, just as He does your child in His heavenly kingdom.

Lord, should I really be feeling this way about losing my child? Am I making too much out of this loss? I know others dont understand how I feel. Help me to forgive the people who try to minimize my pain. My loss was a child, not a mistake or clump of cells. My child was a part of me. You understand. You created my precious baby. Its comforting to know You saw my child in my womb and know my child by name. My child has value in Your eyes. Give me courage to grieve and validate my pain. You are my Creator, the One who can form my loss into something good in time. Amen.

Steps Toward Healing


	How have others minimized your loss? How does that make you feel? Why do you feel others responded that way?

	Read Psalm 139 aloud. What verses validate your childs worth?

	Often people make hurtful comments because they are uninformed. They may not fully understand that loss is loss and you cannot compare how long you were pregnant or had a child to the grief you may feel. What could others say that would validate your loss?



MY PERSONAL JOURNEY
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