When a Little One Dies

The deaths of infants steep us directly in the mystery of

faith to the extreme core. Just looking into the faces of

the mothers and fathers who have lost a baby is overwhelming

as they face such tragedy.

Each parent had planned and imagined moments of their

child’s life: birthday celebrations; First Holy Communion;

adolescent changes; marriage and children. All those

plans lay dashed to splinters at their feet.

Looking into the faces of these little ones in their coffins

brings tears; just to see the tiny coffin itself brings groans

in the center we all have for deep feeling experiences.

Here is a poem that expresses the feelings of one person

in the face of the loss of a twin:

Prayer for a Stillborn Child of God

You never saw the stars at night

You never saw the night’s moonlight;

You never saw the sun so bright

For in your mother’s womb

As you got ready to cry out

God plucked you to Himself,

And off you went with angel wings

To be so special by His side.

Your mother felt you,

She felt you move and kick

To let her know you were around;

She loved to feel each vital sound.

She and her loved one

Talked of you and sister twin

And how now they thought of two, not one:

Two bows to put on your heads;

Two tiny bassinets;

Two little dresses all in pink

Two tiny shoes of patent shine

With little socks for little toes.

They saw you skip to school together;

They saw you lick your ice cream cones;

They wiped your chins from birthday cakes;

They cried as they saw you sparkle as you went

Together to your dance with your first beaus.

But then, one day, not long ago

They knew the shattering of these dreams; for you

Had said goodbye within her womb and had flown to

Jesus’ arms outstretched for you.

You never saw the twinkle in your father’s eyes;

You never saw your loving mother’s smile;

You never saw your sister’s little face.

But I know this, oh yes, I do!

That you will grow up in that

Special, oh so special, dwelling place that God

Has made for you.

You’ll grow with angel wings

And hover moment after moment

As you watch with eyes that sparkle now to care for

Mother, father, sister twin

You are their special guardian angel blest.
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