
Emily sighed as her gaze landed on a beautiful sight across the street. She hated that this 
sight elicited a stab of pain too deep for words where it should bring joy. A little girl walked with 
her daddy, chatting away with him while her teal tutu bounced in the breeze. She flitted from 
exotically colored zinnias to pumpkins bigger than her little arms could carry, landing only long 
enough to let her delight fall like a sprinkle of pixie dust. She was a butterfly, just as lovely, 
graceful and free as her winged counterparts. It used to be that such a sight would have brought a 
breath of fresh life to Emily’s soul, but now it only brought pain. She scurried quickly away from 
the pair, though they had yet to observe her as they enjoyed the world composed only of their 
joys. She knew the next step, knew tears would fall and she dare not taint the precious memory 
shared between daddy and daughter with her abrupt hysterics. 

“Why, God?” Emily’s heart screamed the agonizingly familiar question that rushed 
through her mind a million times a day. “Why did you take our baby?”  The resounding silence 
in reply felt like a whole new tear to her already battered heart. Emily and Wesley endured so 
much even in the first few months of their marriage that this crushing weight threatened to bury 
them in rubble too deep to escape. 

Their marriage held fast, and neither would ever walk out on the other. The 
overwhelming grief stole their words and laughter. They were so young, but they felt so old. 
Their marriage, so recently begun, showed more of a timeless love than the giddy exhilaration of 
their newlywed peers. Emily felt the isolation acutely. Even the best of her friends and those who 
understood the loss of a child fell short of truly comprehending the dichotomy of only months 
married and already losing a baby. 

God’s goodness, faithfulness, mercy, and love were concepts the couple clung to with 
deepening faith, but these qualities seemed so far removed from their present situation. Emily 
wept and in the depths of her soul whispered to her Savior: “I don’t feel you are good, but I know 
you are. I believe. But I don’t understand. I’m angry. I hurt. I don’t want to do this anymore. 
Help me!” 

She entered the street where she and Wesley shared a cozy yellow cottage. Lavender 
wafted a calming scent across the yard; Wesley greeted her with a tender hug. “I’ve been praying 
for you,” he breathed into her ear. A sigh of relief washed over her body and she relaxed into his 
strong arms. Nothing soothed her soul the way Wesley’s prayers did. 

Months passed. The grief ebbed and flowed like waves on a sandy shore. Some days 
Emily could make it a few hours without thinking of the loss. Other days, the sadness or anger 
hit so strong it knocked her to the floor and her entire body contracted in sobs that paled in 
comparison to the depths of her pain. The couple sat together, leaned on each other, cried and 
prayed together. The laughter slowly returned. Words became less difficult. 

The sense of betrayal Emily felt toward God dimmed and she found herself increasingly 
eager to spend time with Him. One night, she read late into the night and fell asleep at her desk. 
Palpable light cascaded over her and instantly, thoroughly comforted her. She breathed in a scent 
like that of sheets hung on a sun-drenched clothesline. Peace beyond words wrapped around her, 
a blanket, a hug, a jolly laugh all in one. She caught the eyes of a young woman with bright, 
expressive eyes the color of dark honey when the sun shines through it. As Emily stared at the 
young woman, a smile spread across both faces. 

“Momma.” 



Emily gasped. “My baby.”  She cried in delight at the girl who looked so much like 
Wesley. “My baby girl.” 

The girl’s finger tips caressed her mother’s cheek and caught a few tears. “Oh, Momma. I 
know your heart hurts so very much, but please rejoice. I’m home, Momma. And so very at rest. 
This is a good place. A perfect place. And I am at rest.” 

The dream ended, but the sense of peace remained. Emily slipped under the covers next 
to Wesley. He stirred just slightly and murmured, “I love you, Em.” 

“I love you, too, Wes. And you too, God. Thank you for hope.” 

“But we do not want you to be uninformed, brothers, about those who have fallen asleep, 
so that you do not grieve in the same way as the others, who have no hope.”  (1 Thessalonians 
4:13, ESV)


