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Dedication
This book, and all the work done by the Sweet Pea Project, is
dedicated to the little girl who made me a mommy, my beautiful daughter Madeline Jonna Cole. Madeline gave me a lifetime of joy in an instant, and I will carry her with me in my
heart forever. I am so grateful for the time we spent together
and for all that she has given me. My life is richer and the
world is a more beautiful place, because for forty-one weeks
she was a part of it. Mommy loves you, Sweet Pea.
I would also like to thank my family for all their love and
support. My husband Richy, for helping me keep my head
above water even while he himself was drowning in the ocean
of our loss. My amazing son Benjamin, for bringing color back
into my world and saving my life just by being here. And Nathaniel, the tiny baby boy that is growing inside of me as I sit
here writing, for reminding me that there is still hope and joy
in my heart.
To the amazing community of bereaved parents that
I have met while traveling this new path, especially the DS
Moms, you have reminded me that I am not crazy and I am
not alone. I wish none of us ever had a reason to meet, but I
am thankful that we have found each other.
And to Beth, Joanna, Catherine & Amy: you have been
my strength and my sanity. I will be forever grateful.
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Foreword
Generations ago it was a different culture for families whose
babies died. They were silenced immediately upon giving
birth to their dead children. They often did not see the child.
They were told it was abnormal to name the child. There
were usually no rituals performed, though there may have
been a gravesite and stone to mark the otherwise silenced experience. Families were certainly not encouraged to visit the
grave regularly. There were no support groups for these families. I cannot tell you how many women of my grandmother’s
age have told me how they lived isolated and alone with the
full truth of their motherhood. The motherhood that included
having given birth to death. The truth of a family tree that was
missing the name of the child who died.
Today things are different. We have the example of protesters and rights movements and model advocates to thank
for the fact that we can choose a different reality today. On the
shoulders of grief advocates like Dr. Elisabeth Kubler-Ross,
Dr. John DeFrain, Dr. Joanne Cacciatore, filmmaker Vanessa
Gorman, families like ours have a choice to speak up, speak
out, advocate for our own best care, and for the compassionate
care of other families who must endure the death of a child.
Stephanie Cole is another leader, another outstanding
model for how we can become grief advocates. In the pages
that follow, she does not hesitate to share every moment of the
journey with us. She stands at the dark abyss between what she
wanted and what she now faced after the death of her baby.
She fully expressed the chaos and destruction of grief and
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found that the shards created a mosaic of a fully felt life. She
embraced the full field of her motherhood as protector, provider, advocate for *all* her children, both living and dead. She
braved standing by her partner as they each found their way
through the abyss and discovered new ways of reaching each
other even as they expressed grief differently, individually.
As we work together to change the culture of grief and parenthood for the generations to come, books like “Still.” model
for us how we can creatively find a liberated way to experience
the births and deaths of our children. Not only do we change
the culture for the next generation, but we provide safe space
for our grandmothers’ generation to speak up now, too. “Still.”
shows us how look at grief and our different kind of parenting
even when we feel overwhelmed by the chaos. Stephanie models for us how to journal, paint, sculpt, shatter, glue together,
take a poetic view. All of these are tools we can use to look
askew and try to get a handle on our experience when looking
straight on is just too much. Stephanie does not prescribe one
single way. She does not claim to have the fix or the exact path
we must all adhere to. But rather she shares all the tools she
used. She gives you the choice to try what feels right to you.
She models one way and leaves all the other branches off the
path open for you to try as you need and want.
This book and Stephanie’s work are part of the lineage of
advocacy. From hospice to Compassionate Friends, from Tear
Soup to the Centering Corporation, from MISS Foundation
to SHARE, from Dear Cheyenne to Losing Layla. Stephanie’s
words show us clearly that though our birth experiences are
different than most, our parenthood and the love we have for
our children, “Still.” to this day, remain.
Kara L.C. Jones, 2010
Grief & Creativity Coach at MotherHenna.com

Introduction
This book is not something that I wrote as much as it is something that grew from me, from my grief. When my daughter
died unexpectedly it shook me to my very core. I kept a journal throughout my pregnancy, and it seemed natural to continue afterward. I had a hard time falling asleep at night, and
I found that if I purged my emotions onto the pages of my
journal right before bed I was able to fall asleep easier. I also
found painting and sculpting to be great outlets for all the
heartache and frustration that had taken hold of me. I put this
book together as a way to reach out to other parents who are
facing this unimaginable loss. After Madeline died, I felt like
I was the only person in the world who had suffered through
this. It is such a lonely loss. It is my hope that a mother (or
father or sibling or grandparent) may find something in this
book that speaks to her own broken heart. That something I
wrote or painted makes her nod her head and sigh, and hopefully feel a little less alone.
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Thursday
Concerned
Nervous
Anxious
Uncertain
Concerned
Why are they worried?
What’s going on?
Kind of excited
I love ultrasounds
Is something wrong?
Their faces are frozen
Worried, just a little
BAM
“I’m so sorry . . .”
She’s dead
It washes over me
Drags me under
She’s dead
She’s dead
Dizzy
Disbelief
No
NO
Do it again
They turn the monitor
I look
But I can’t see
I’m gone
So is she
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Dizzy
Dizzy
Nothing makes sense
“Wait here”
“Richy’s coming”
“Here is a gown”
No
NO
I stay in my clothes
He’s here
He’s crying
Now I can cry
Maybe I’ll kill myself
I wish I knew how
Confused
Scared
Complete disbelief
What are they asking of me?
I have to labor?
She needs to come out?
No
NO
This is all wrong
I want to go home
I want to die
Please make it stop
Why won’t it just stop?
Silence
Resolve
Utter disbelief
I detach from my body
They do things to that girl
I guess that she’s me
IV, Pitocin, catheter
I don’t care
Water breaks
Muscles contract
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I don’t feel them
Are they even mine?
Baby is coming
One last push
No
I won’t
You’ll take her from me
Keep her inside
She’s safe with her mommy
No choice
No control
My body betrays me
She’s out
She is dead
They say “it was a girl”
Has she stopped being one?
She is a girl
I know
She’s my daughter
I hold her
I love her
They take her away
I fall
Down
Down
Down
Days pass
Shock lifts
Disbelief stays
Pain comes
Piles of it
More every day
It crushes me
Darkness
Darker than darkness
Engulfs me
I stare for hours
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The lights stay off
There’s nothing to see
I ache
I long
I die every morning
I cry myself to sleep
I wake up
I die again
I hurt and hurt and hurt
It doesn’t stop
Time does not heal
This will not heal
I will just learn to breathe through the pain
But I don’t want to breathe
I don’t want to heal
I just want to wake up on Thursday
And start over again

The End of
the Pregnancy
After forty weeks of excited anticipation my due date was finally here. But Madeline didn’t seem to realize that this was
the day the doctors had predicted her arrival, and was quite
content to stay snug in my belly for a little longer. On Tuesday
I went to see my doctor. He examined us, Madeline and me,
and said it was up to me. We could induce if we wanted, we
could wait if we wanted. We decided to stick it out for a few
more days. I trusted my body, it would let me know when the
time was right. Madeline would come when she was ready.
On Wednesday I lost my mucous plug. Any time now labor
could begin! But I was still pregnant when I went to bed that
night. “This is all completely normal,” my doctor told me.
They were not at all concerned, and neither was I.
My pregnancy was uneventful and complication-free, and
I loved every second of it. Sure there was morning sickness
that lasted all day, fire-like heartburn, and constant runs to the
bathroom—but the discomfort all seemed to melt away whenever I felt my little girl move inside of me. And she was an active little monster! Madeline had regular dance parties every
night. She would begin to kick around 11:00pm and would
go nonstop until she tired herself out. It was my favorite part
of the day. Eating peach ice cream was another surefire way
to get her going. A few bites and she was kicking up a storm.
Madeline also had very predictable hiccups every morning
right around 8:00am. Her hiccups were so predictable that I
5
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eventually stopped setting an alarm clock, relying completely
on Madeline to hiccup me awake every morning. On Wednesday night, after her dance party, my husband read Maddie her
bedtime story, just like he had every night since we first found
out I was pregnant. After the story we got ready for bed. He
gave me a hug and Madeline kicked me so hard that he felt it
through my belly into his, and we joked that she was jealous of
me hugging her Daddy. That was the last time either of us felt
her kick. I woke up to unusual movement a few hours later.
It felt like Madeline was twitching. I woke Richy up and we
considered going to the hospital. The twitching stopped, and I
wasn’t cramping or anything, so we went back to bed.
On Thursday I didn’t wake up until after 10:00am. No hiccups. That should have been my first sign that something was
wrong. I ate ice cream for breakfast, hoping that the sugar rush
would get her moving. I had heard that babies tend to slow
down a bit right before birth, so I thought maybe labor was
about to begin. I took a shower and rubbed my belly and sang
to Madeline. Nothing. I was getting pretty nervous as I got
out of the shower, and was on the phone with the nurse from
maternal fetal medicine before I had even gotten dressed. She
said I should come in just to get checked out, just to ease my
mind. I called my husband as I was getting dressed, he said he
was sure that everything was fine but that I could call him if I
needed and he would leave work right away. I called my mom
to let her know that I was going to the hospital. She offered
to meet me there, but I told her there was no need for that, I
would just call her later and let her know how things went. I
grabbed my pillow and the camcorder, just in case I did end up
going into labor, and headed out to the car. My hospital bags
were already in the car. One bag with our stuff for labor, and
one with clothes for all three of us for the hospital stay. Those
bags had been waiting patiently in my backseat for weeks.
The hospital is a forty-five minute drive from my house.
I spent the entire ride rubbing my belly and alternating between singing to Madeline and begging her to move. At one
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point I started to cry and pleaded with her to please just kick
once for Mommy. “It doesn’t have to be a big kick Sweet Pea”
I told her, “just let Mommy know you are alright.” Nothing.
I stopped at a red light less than a mile from the hospital and
just as the light changed to green and I began to make a left
turn I swore I felt her move a little. I breathed a sigh of relief
and pulled into the parking lot, parked my car and walked
upstairs to Labor & Delivery.
Telling the L&D nurse that I was here because I hadn’t
felt movement all day made it seem more real, and a little
scary, but I convinced myself that it was going to be okay.
At this point my worst case scenario was that something was
wrong and they would have to do an emergency c-section. My
mind never even drifted to worse possibilities. After forty-one
weeks of problem-free pregnancy, I thought Madeline was a
sure thing. The nurse had me give a urine sample and then
led me to a small room. She tried to find Madeline’s heartbeat
with the Doppler. She wasn’t able to find it, but she said that
the Doppler was acting up and asked me to wait one minute
while she got the ultrasound machine. My mom walked in
just as she was about to do the ultrasound. My mom is such a
good mom. I am eternally grateful to her for ignoring me and
coming anyway. The nurse began to do the ultrasound, but
stopped after just a few seconds. She turned off the monitor
and again blamed the machine. This ultrasound machine is so
old and useless, was the lie she used. She told me she would
take me across the hall to a newer machine, she just had to
go make sure it was available. When she left the room my
mom looked at me with worried eyes, she looked so much
more worried than I was. She said she thought we should call
Richy, that he needs to come now, and she stepped out into
the hallway to call him. They took me across the hallway and I
was still so oblivious to what was about to happen that when
we walked into the room, I smiled. This was the same room
where we first learned that Madeline was a little girl. I loved
this room.
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The head of maternal fetal medicine came in to do the ultrasound, along with the attending nurse. They had been the
ones to follow me throughout my pregnancy, so it was nice
to see faces I knew. The nurse stood by my side and I noticed
that she looked very worried. I asked her if everything was
okay, if she thought something was really wrong. She told me
that they just wanted to be sure, but didn’t really make eye
contact. She must have already known. I think by that point,
everyone knew but me. The doctor began the ultrasound and
turned to me, “I’m sorry Mrs. Cole, the baby is gone.”
It didn’t make sense to me. I told him no. I told him to do
it again. He put the wand back on my belly and turned the
screen to me. He pointed to her heart. It was still. I have no
memory of seeing it though, I think I had lost my vision by
that point. I had also lost my ability to process information. I
felt like I was falling, I was dizzy, I couldn’t breathe. I didn’t
want to breathe. Nothing made sense. The nurse began crying and my mom rushed over to me and started stroking my
hair and talking to me. I pushed them both away and, trying
desperately to get hold of myself and remain calm, I turned to
the doctor and said, “Okay, so what can we do now? What do
we do?” He looked at me sympathetically and began talking
to me quietly and gently about inducing labor. Oh my God,
I still have to give birth?!? “No, no. We need to fix this. How
do we fix this? How do we get her back? What can I do?”
Everyone just stood there looking at me with such sadness,
offering me nothing but their own tears and broken hearts.
Still lying on the ultrasound bed with goo all over my belly,
I took my mom’s cell phone and called Richy. I was so consumed by shock and disbelief that when he answered I just
flatly said, “She’s gone. Madeline’s dead.” Then I handed the
phone back to my mom. I wasn’t the only one who couldn’t
process the truth. My mom had to repeat it a dozen times before Richy stopped saying, “Wait, what?” He was in a car with
a co-worker about an hour away from the hospital. His co-
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worker immediately began driving to the hospital, with Richy
sobbing uncontrollably the entire way.
Back at the hospital, someone had led me to a small windowless room somewhere in the L&D wing. I don’t remember
getting off the ultrasound bed or walking to the room. I only
remember being there. I do remember someone handing me a
gown and telling me to change into it, but I refused. I just sat
on the bed, completely still and silent, and stared at the walls.
My mom stood motionless nearby. At one point I told her I
was going to kill myself. She closed her eyes and whispered, “I
know.” When Richy finally arrived our doctor was waiting for
him at the elevator. He brought him to my tiny corner of hell
and left us alone for awhile. My mom stepped out and Richy
and I collapsed into each other and cried and cried and cried.
Eventually it was time to move to a Labor & Delivery room
and begin the induction. It was about 7:00pm at that point. My
body was shaking so hard that they had difficulty putting in
the IV and getting everything started. They gave me blankets,
but the chill was coming from inside. No amount of blankets
could warm me, nothing could stop my shaking. When I started to feel contractions they gave me an epidural. They didn’t
want me to have to feel pain. I couldn’t have cared less about
contractions at that point. I was numb. I was dead. Richy lay on
a cot next to my bed. My mom curled up in a chair in the corner. Nobody spoke. Nobody cried. We all just lay there hoping
to wake up from this nightmare. At one point I thought I felt
a kick. Of course it was nothing, Madeline was still dead, but
the nurse got the Doppler out and checked for me. I rolled back
over and cried quietly into my pillow. After nineteen hours of
labor it was time to push. I didn’t cry out or groan or yell or any
of that dramatic crap. I just did what I had to do. I pushed for
two hours before they finally resorted to vacuum extraction.
They told me they just needed me to give one more push and I
quietly said, “No. I can’t.” The nurse stroked my arm and told
me I was doing so well and that I was almost there, but that
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was the problem—it was almost over. One more push and they
would take her from me. I wanted to keep her with me, in my
body. I didn’t want to give birth to death, I just didn’t want to
do this anymore. I wanted to stop and go home and come back
tomorrow and have it all be different. But my body betrayed
me and pushed her out. I felt my daughter being pulled from
my body, and then delivery was over. It was 2:11pm, Friday
January 5th, 2007. No one spoke as the nurse carried Madeline
over to the warmer, where my mom helped to bathe her. The
doctor gently told me, “It was a girl.” Was. He said WAS. Richy
was sobbing in the corner of the room. He had doubled over as
they pulled her out. I looked over and saw him standing there
sobbing. “I could feel my soul being pulled out of me” he whispered. That is exactly how it felt for me, only mine was physical—my daughter, my soul, was pulled from my body. He says
his felt more like burning, but it was the same—she was a part
of us, and when she died it killed us.
My mom walked across the room, holding her first grandchild in her arms. She handed Madeline to Richy and I watched
as his face crumpled. He bent his face close to hers and whispered, “I was going to call you MadeLION.” They were still
stitching me up, so I couldn’t hold her yet. Richy stood next to
me and cradled his daughter against his chest and told her how
much he loves her and how beautiful she is. Then he handed
her to me. My daughter is in my arms. This is the moment I had
been waiting for since before I ever even conceived, but it was
never like this. I looked down at her, really saw her for the first
time. She was so beautiful. What struck me most were her eyes,
tightly shut but still so gorgeous—big and almond shaped like
her Daddy’s. The nurse later told me that they were brown
like mine, I never got to see that. She had my high cheekbones
and my ears, my little sister’s nose. She was perfect. There is
something about holding your child for the first time, especially your firstborn . . . there aren’t words to describe the overwhelming rush of love that pours over you, the feeling that this
is exactly what you were put on earth to do—to be the mother
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of this baby. All of those emotions flooded over me as I stared
at her in awe. I couldn’t believe that we were capable of making something, someone, so beautiful and perfect. It only took
a few seconds before reality settled in. Yes she was here, she
was beautiful and perfect and amazing and mine, but she was
also dead. We had a few hours with her at the most, and then
we would never see her again.
After an overnight labor that lasted twenty-one hours, I
was completely exhausted, but I didn’t dare close my eyes. It
was so hard, my eyelids were so heavy and I had to fight to
keep them open. I knew that this was all the time I would ever
have with my daughter, and I didn’t want to miss one second.
I cradled her in my arms, her head resting in the crook of my
left arm. I snuck my index finger into her fist, her tiny little fingers wrapped around mine. I told her how beautiful she is and
how much I love her, I told her how sorry I was that I couldn’t
protect her. I sang “Oh Sweet Pea” and “You Are My Sunshine”
to her. Sometimes I cried a little, but mostly I just stared at her.
The nurse took her out of the room to take some photographs,
and then brought her back to me. I held her for awhile longer,
until Richy said it was time. Her skin was starting to get cold
and her mouth was getting red. Her body was letting go, and
it was time for us to do the same. I didn’t want to, but Richy
said we had to. I needed him to make that decision. If it were
up to me I would probably still be holding her. We each kissed
her one last time and told her how much we love her. My body
shook as the nurse gently took her out of my arms and walked
out of the room with her. I never saw her again.
They told me it was time to move me out of Labor & Delivery and into Recovery. Once in my room, the nurse told us that
dinner was over and gave Richy a voucher for the cafeteria so
that we could get some food, and then began to explain how to
use the television’s remote control. I stared at her blankly, who
cares about food or television? Nothing had ever seemed more
ridiculous. They kept me at the hospital for the weekend. Richy
was anxious to go, but I didn’t want to leave. I wanted nothing
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to do with the outside world. The idea of leaving the hospital
and reentering the world was horrifying. Returning home, facing her room, her crib, her clothes, it was all too much.
For a long time the sadness owned every last drop of me.
I spent the first week after Madeline’s death on my couch in
the dark. The lights stayed off. There was nothing to see. Richy
stayed home with me that first week. We both just stared into
the darkness.
We had a small graveside service for Madeline one week
after her death. It was outside in January, but neither of us
wore coats. We were still so numb that we honestly did not
feel the cold. A family friend and pastor spoke. I have absolutely no idea what was said. I was completely fixated on the
tiny wooden box that was sitting in front of me. I wanted so
badly to run up to it, open it, take her out and run away with
her. Richy and I went up to the casket and quietly read to our
little girl one last time. I read Goodnight Moon and Richy read
Madeline Loves Animals, which we had chosen as her favorite
during the pregnancy. Then we ran to our car and sped away.
Our families went back to my mother’s house and had dinner.
Richy and I spent the rest of the day hiding in bed, crying and
wanting to die.
Richy went back to work the next week. He needed to
work, he needed to be busy. I needed to stay on the couch in
the dark, so my mom came and sat with me while he was gone.
I could only eat simple finger foods at that point. Cheerios,
grapes, string cheese. I peeled string cheese with the precision
of someone suffering from severe OCD. It gave me something
to do. When I went in for my two week follow up appointment I saw a doctor I had never met before. She asked me if I
was eating well. I told her I was eating, but only finger food.
She looked confused. I explained that when my mother had
given me a bowl of pasta I had become overwhelmed. That I
just could not handle a fork right now. She looked at me like
I was crazy, so I stopped telling her the truth. I gave her the
answers she wanted to hear and went home and cried.
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