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Dedication


For my son, Logan,

who changed my life forever.

You were funny, smart, loving, and kind.

Your light still shines, and your name is still spoken with love.

You are the reason I write, the reason I share.

I see you in the wind, in the sky,

and most of all,

In the hearts of your nieces and nephews.

For my daughters—Megan, Brenna, and Anne,

You are the anchors of my heart.

Your strength through sorrow,

Your laughter through tears,

God has been God's gift to me.

For my grandchildren—Tucker, McKinley, Marley, Declan,

I see your Uncle Logan in you.

I see him in your eyes,

In your funny personality,

In the way you smile,

And even in your movements.

And it warms my soul.

To my bonus children—Candace, Derrick, and Dillon,

You filled me with love and joy I never knew I needed.

Everitt, Kolton, Vivienne, Ross, Stella, Eve, Pamela, and James,

I am so blessed to call you mine.

For my mother—Barbara,

Who showed me unwavering faith and courage

As she faced cancer with God's presence surrounding her.

I carry your strength in my spirit every day.

For my incredible husband, Craig,

Who continues to love me through every high and low

Thank you for walking through the storm with me.

For my tribe of mothers who know the pain of losing a child:

Pam (Rocky, 1988)

Linda (Jeremy, 1992)

Shannon (Jade, 2005)

Kathryn (Jacob, 2006)

Davlon (Chase, 2016)

Sierra (Landry, 2019)

Kathy (Bradey, 2022)

Carolyn (William, 2022)

Mary (Mason, 2023)

Katelyn (Walker, 2025)

Your strength, your love, and your stories

Have carried me, taught me, and shown me

that none of us walks this road alone.

Above all—To God,

Who held me when I let go,

Who never left me in the silence,

And who gave me the strength to write this story

So others would know:

They are not alone.
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I wandered through the valley of

Broken dreams,

And found the light had woven a path

Beneath my feet.



Introduction

A Love That Never Leaves


I decided to write this book because I've seen too many parents lose their children and never recover. They stay trapped in the pain, believing it's the only place left for them to live.

But I want you to know:


	
You are not sentenced to sorrow for the rest of your life. 

	
You don’t have to carry the weight of your grief alone. 

	
There is freedom on the other side, and God will carry you there. 



When I lost my son, Logan, my world collapsed in an instant. My grief felt like a death sentence—not just for me, but for my children, my spouse, and every part of my existence. I found myself surrounded by darkness, and it was overwhelming. I couldn’t imagine breathing freely ever again.

I didn’t recognize myself anymore. I was a mother who had lost her child, a woman hollowed out by loss. The darkness grew, feeling the thickest, and that was when God met me there. He didn’t give me back what I lost, but He stayed. He didn't remove the pain, but He walked me through it. He showed me that healing was possible—not because I was strong, but because He is.


This book doesn’t intend to minimize your loss, to tell you to move on, or to dismiss the depth of your pain. Instead, it’s a hand extended in the dark—a whisper that says, You are not alone. This book aims to remind you that the same God who held me when I was in the deepest valley of darkness is holding you, too. He can take the broken pieces and heal them. He can breathe life back into places that feel decayed.



“The Lord is close to the brokenhearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit.” — Psalm 34:18



In the depths of my grief, I often asked Why? Why was my son taken from me? Why did my life shatter in an instant? But as time passed, I began to see something greater at work. God placed women in my life who understood my pain in a way no one else could. These women—my tribe—became the support system I never knew I needed.


Each of them carried her own heartbreak, her own story of loss, and yet, in our shared sorrow, we found something sacred: love, strength, and an unbreakable bond. What came into our lives as pain became purpose. What had come to destroy us became the very thing that knit us together. These women are more than fellow grieving mothers; they are my dear friends, my sisters in sorrow and healing.

I came to understand that my grief was not only about losing Logan. It was also about growing and learning to live again, not just for myself but for others walking this same jagged path and becoming a vessel of comfort for them. God was weaving a story bigger than my own, using the broken pieces of our lives to build something stronger together. Through those women, I saw how grief takes different shapes, how healing looks different for each of us, and how none of us were meant to carry this burden alone.

What I once saw as unbearable pain, I now see as a calling. My journey of grief was never just for me—it was also for them—for the mothers who have lost, for those who feel trapped in the darkness, and for those searching for a way forward. This book is not just my story; it is ours.

Our lives and grief journeys have all been different, unfolding in ways none of us could have predicted. Some of us found healing, some found new purpose, and some still carry the weight of sorrow each day.

However, not all of our stories led to peace. One of us could not see past her grief, and in the process, she lost everything—including her own life.

Her story is one of heartbreak, a reminder of how consuming grief can be when it feels impossible to bear. I often think of her, of the pain she carried, and of the moments where hope seemed too far away. And I wonder, what if she could hold on just a little longer? What if she had known that she wasn't alone even in the darkest places?

Her loss is woven into our story, too. It is why I write, share, and reach out to grieving mothers who feel there is no way forward. I have seen what happens when grief completely takes over, and I have seen what happens when we walk through it together.

This book is not just about surviving loss—it is about finding a way to keep living and honor those we have lost without losing ourselves.

For Finding Purpose in Grief


	
“And we know that in all things God works for the good of those who love him, who have been called according to his purpose.” — Romans 8:28 


	
“He heals the brokenhearted and binds up their wounds.” — Psalm 147:3  


	
“To everything there is a season, and a time for every purpose under heaven... a time to weep and a time to laugh, a time to mourn and a time to dance.” — Ecclesiastes 3:1,4 







Prayer

Father, I lift up every parent holding heavy grief. Remind them You are near. Wrap them in Your presence and give them strength beyond their own. Show them there is life beyond the pain. Let them feel Your love and peace right here, right now.

In Jesus’ name,

Amen.



Chapter 1
The Miracle Baby


They told me I wouldn’t have another child.

I gave birth to my beautiful daughter, Megan, after going through labor that was nothing like I imagined. It was difficult, intense, and extremely painful, carving itself into the core of my body. After the delivery, the doctors sat me down and, in a cold, clinical certainty, gave me the verdict, “You wouldn’t be able to have any more children.”

I grieved that silently and tucked away the hope of having another child. But sometimes, God laughs gently at our certainty. And sometimes, miracles slip in when we’re not even looking.


Logan was that little miracle I wasn’t expecting at all. He was born twelve weeks early on a quiet day, 3rd June 1991. I was just 28 weeks pregnant at that time. It was early, way too early. I remember the moment he entered the world not with a cry but with the faintest breath—barely a sound, just a whisper. It was like he was asking permission to live.


They rushed him away before I could even see him. I didn’t get to count his fingers or trace the curve of his cheek. I didn’t even get to hear a proper cry. One minute, I was pushing life into the world, and the next minute, I was empty—my arms, my heart, my entire being, suddenly hollow. The doctors didn’t say if he would survive or not because he was a premature baby. It was uncertain, and all they could do was try their best and wait for him to get better.

Logan weighed 5 pounds 11 ounces at birth—surprisingly heavy for such a premature baby. It was the side effect of my gestational diabetes. Ideally, he should have weighed just over 2 pounds. Even though he weighed well, it was no armor for him. He was still tiny, just 15 inches long. My newborn son was too fragile; his skin was thin like rice paper, and his tiny chest rose and fell with the help of machines.

They placed him in the NICU immediately, where he was placed on a ventilator as he couldn’t breathe on his own. I didn’t get to hold him. I didn’t even get to touch him. All I knew was that my baby was somewhere attached to a dozen machines and IVs, surrounded by strangers who were fighting to keep him alive.

I was in my room, a nervous wreck, worried sick about him. I kept asking the doctors and nurses to let me go to him, but they didn’t take me. I told Russell, my husband, to get me a wheelchair, or I would walk to the NICU. I said to him and the nurse that I would not let my son die alone. I would be with him if that was what was going to happen.” Russell then got the wheelchair and took me to the NICU. When they allowed me in, I saw my baby. His skin was so thin, I could see all his veins. He didn't have much hair or eyebrows. I wasn’t allowed to caress or rub his skin, and I could only rest my hands on him as it would make his heart rate and Blood pressure rise. My heart was filled with a kind of love I cannot even begin to describe. He was so small—so incredibly small that a doctor’s mask was used as a diaper for him. He was intertwined in wires, tubes, and IVs, but it never seemed to bother him. Logan never cried while he was attached to so many wires and tubes at once; my boy was very, very strong.

Logan was expected to stay in the hospital for 4 to 6 months before he could be sent home with us. He was strong, stronger than any of us had imagined. It had just been a few days on life support, and he began to breathe on his own. He was taken off the ventilator in just five days, which was a miracle in itself.

Soon, I was discharged from the hospital. I could go home—but without my newborn. Leaving the hospital without him the first time broke me. I remember them wheeling me out through a hallway filled with balloons and happy moms leaving the hospital with their newborns. I, too, had just given birth, but my arms were empty. Strangers looked at me with soft, pitiful expressions, assuming the worst. No one knew my baby was still alive, just not with me.

The hospital was an hour away from my home. I traveled two hours to see him every day in the NICU. Within two weeks, Logan lost 3 pounds 11 ounces and went down to 2 pounds. He later bounced back to 4 pounds 4 ounces, which was the weight he needed to be to be released from the hospital. We had been told to expect months in the hospital, but Logan wasn’t interested in timelines. He rewrote his own. A week later, we were told that we could take him home.

Logan got discharged, and we brought our little sunshine home. However, we had to be very cautious as he was still very susceptible. I kept him away from people as I couldn’t risk him getting sick. His lungs were delicate, and even a simple cold could have been devastating. We also had to maintain the temperature just right for him. I couldn’t let him get too hot, as it’s too humid where we live. The hot weather and humidity could affect his breathing, so we had to regulate and keep a check on the temperature. But other than that, my boy was perfectly fine and healthy by the grace of God.

Soon after, I took Logan for his first check-up with the pediatrician. He told me that Logan would probably never be able to play any kind of sport because of his breathing problems, but he could engage in other activities, such as gymnastics. I was okay with all of that. It didn’t matter to me because all that mattered was that I had him with me, healthy and healing.

Days passed, and I took him for his three-month appointment with the doctor. The doctor assessed him, looked at me, and said, “This is just incredible. He’s the normal size of a little boy, and he definitely doesn’t look premature at all.”

Logan was strong enough to recover from all the health problems he had at birth. In the first few days, we were scared to death, not knowing what was going to happen. It was too painful for us. And so, when we got to bring him home so soon, it was like a miracle. He was my miracle baby!

I remember our first outing other than the doctor’s appointment. He went to the Social Security office to get his Social Security card. The people in the office stared at him and his head. Logan didn’t have a lot of hair as the doctors had shaved his head in patches to give him IVs through his head. So, everyone looked at him with sympathy. Perhaps they didn’t know how to look at him without letting pity fill their eyes. A woman stared too long at him, and I told her, “Ma'am, he's fine. He was just a preemie, and so his hair looks like this as they had to shave his head in spots for his IVs.” It was then that everybody relaxed. The sympathy in their eyes for my son bothered me to the core. I didn’t want them to feel sorry for him because he was a miracle, a tiny human who had fought with a strength that was beyond our imagination.

Logan was such a good baby, as a newborn and even as an infant. He was always calm, slept through the night, and rarely cried. It was as if, even then, he knew he didn’t have time to waste on pain and tears!

He was my miracle. My whispered prayer was answered. My tiny warrior!

Logan was growing up, and soon, he started talking. He had a very deep voice, which was certainly not like that of a little child; it was deeper and mature. He started going to pre-school, where everyone loved him for his magnetic personality. It was such that he drew people in, and he loved to make them laugh and smile! His pre-k teacher adored him and called him Dennis the Menace because he was a mischievous little boy. But besides being mischievous and playful, he was also very kind and sweet with a big heart. 

Logan loved playing outdoors with his dog and a pig named Bacon. He also loved riding bikes, which I still have. There was something about the outdoors that brought him to life. The dirt, the sunshine, the fresh air—it was as if nature spoke to a part of him that the rest of the world couldn’t touch. And seeing him out there, laughing and running free, filled my heart with more joy than words could ever hold.

But life has a way of pulling shadows across even the brightest skies.

Around that time, my marriage began to crumble. And then, it shattered.

The divorce wasn’t easy. It wasn’t friendly. It was painful in ways I never expected. Russell and I were two people who couldn’t find common ground, and somewhere between the sleepless nights and the mounting silence, we stopped trying. It wasn’t just the end of a marriage—it was the unraveling of something we had once believed was unbreakable.

And the hardest part? The children.

They didn’t deserve the tension, the tears, or the quiet wars that played out in the spaces where love used to live. We tried for their sake. We really did. But we couldn’t get along—not even for them. Not at that point in our lives.

But even then, Logan remained the light in my darkest moments. He still laughed. He still played. He still came to me with those big eyes and curled up next to me like I was his whole world.

And maybe I was.

Maybe he was mine.

But somewhere in the stillness, a shadow had begun to stretch. It crept in silently. There was a shift in the air, a feeling I couldn’t name.

Something was coming. Quiet. Patient. Knocking softly on the edges of our joy.

And we never even heard it until it barged in and took away what little bliss was left in my life.




Chapter 2
The Beginning of Grief


It was the day that changed everything. That morning, something felt off. I was at work, but I couldn't focus. Nothing made sense to me.

I couldn't sit still and couldn't breathe right. I wasn't myself. Something in me was restless–tight and heavy in my chest. I didn't know what it was. I just knew something was wrong. I tried to work and ignore it, but the feeling wouldn't leave me. So, I told them at work that I needed to go. I went home. There was no reason for me to have that uneasy feeling. Perhaps, my soul was already bracing for the blow I didn’t see coming.

And then, the phone rang.

I answered, but I didn't recognize the voice at first. I thought it was Reba, Russell’s fiancée.

But it wasn't her.

It was Margaret, Logan's grandmother. Her voice was fragile and shaking. It was not like her.

I pushed her. "What happened?" I asked. “What's going on?"

She tried to keep it together, but I could hear the strain and panic beneath the surface.

And then she said it, short, sharp, and trembling. "Dana... you need to come now."

That was all. No details. No answers. Just those words.

And in that moment, I knew.

The same way I knew when Logan took his first breath... I knew he had taken his last.

***

Dexter, my husband, was driving us to the Hospital. I sat in the passenger seat, staring out the windshield, barely breathing.

We didn't talk. There was nothing to say, just silence and the sound of the road under the tires.

My mind was racing, trying to push back against the reality I already knew.

I kept whispering, "Please, God. Please, no." But even as I said it, I knew.

Megan was okay. But Logan wasn't.

A mother knows.

Still, I begged God for something different. Maybe I was wrong, maybe he was just hurt, and maybe they would tell me he was going to be okay.

My soul had already heard the answer, but I wasn't ready. I had to get there. I had to hear the words. Even though my heart knew, I had to see it for myself.

***

The car hadn't even stopped before I threw the door open and ran towards the ER entrance—towards the truth I already knew but wasn’t ready to face. My heart pounded in my chest, not from the running but from the terror clawing at my soul.

I needed to get to Logan and Megan. I didn't care who was in the way. I didn't care about protocol. I just needed my babies.

And then I saw them. Their faces were streaked with tears, and their eyes filled with sorrow. No one had to speak, as I could see it in every single person standing there.

Before I could get through the doors and reach Logan, someone caught me.

It was Butch, Russell's father.

He grabbed me and held me tight–so tight I couldn't move. He wrapped his arms around me and just held on.

I fought at first and pushed against him, but he didn't let go. He just squeezed harder.

And then he said the words. "He's gone, Dana. He's gone. Logan's gone."

Everything in me shattered at that moment.

I don't remember breathing or standing. I just remember falling into his chest, screaming a sound I didn't recognize. It was something raw, something that had no shape or name.

He held me for only minutes, but it felt like hours. It felt like time paused in that moment of devastation.

The world felt like it was tilting beneath me, like my legs might give up at any second. My breath was short and sharp–half sobs, half desperate, gasping for air.

Then Butch took me inside to Russell, who was sitting on the floor of a secluded room.

He wasn’t just broken, he was shattered.

When I saw him, the bitterness from the divorce left me.

I went to him and just hugged him. I knew his pain and his disbelief. He had lost his world, too.

He lost Reba, his fiancée. He lost Logan, his son. The family he was going to build was gone.

We cried. He looked at me and said, "Please forgive me."

"It's not your fault," I told him.

Brandy and Kyle, Reba's younger children, were both in critical condition and had been airlifted to separate hospitals. Her oldest, Brandon, was just down the hall from Megan. All of them were injured, and none of them were coming home to the same life.

And then, I went to Logan. I had to see him.

The walk to his room felt like walking through mud—slow, heavy, and unreal. My body moved, but my spirit resisted. Everything around me felt like a blur, as if I were moving through a nightmare.

And then I saw him. My beautiful little boy. Still.

There was no noise at that moment. No voices, no beeping machines, no hospital chaos. Just silence. I don’t know how long I stood there before I reached for him. I only know that when I did, when I finally held him in my arms, time stood still.

I held him as I had so many times before—like I had when he was a baby, when he had fallen asleep on my chest, and when he had climbed into my lap after a long day. But this time was different.

This time, I knew it would be one of the last.

He was still warm. He still smelled like him. But he was gone.

I kissed his forehead, stroked his hair, and traced the shape of his fingers. I memorized every detail because I knew I’d have to carry it in my heart for the rest of my life.

I held him as I could somehow absorb every part of him into me and never let it go.

I whispered to him the words only he could hear, words I needed to say, even though they would never be enough.

“I love you, Logan.

I love you so much.

I don’t know how to do this without you.”

I wasn’t ready to let go, but I had no choice. No mother should ever have to say goodbye to her child. And yet, in that hospital room, holding my son for the last time, that was exactly what I had to do.

And somehow, God was there to give me strength—Not in the way that made it easier, but in the way that made it possible for me to stand, to breathe, and to hold on.

I don’t know how I found the strength to walk away from him. Every part of me wanted to stay there, hold him longer, and never let go. But somehow, I walked out of that room.

And that’s when I saw her, Reba.

A thin hospital curtain separated them–Logan and the woman who was supposed to be his stepmother. The woman who had been driving. The woman who had been his caregiver.

She was lying in the bed right next to him, but she was gone too.

I stood there, staring through the tiny crack in the curtain. I couldn't move. I couldn't look away.

My whole body was filled with something bigger than grief.

I was angry.

Furious.

She was supposed to take care of him. She had one job–to bring him home safe. And she didn’t.

I wanted to scream. I wanted to ask her why. I wanted answers.

Instead, I just stood there, staring through that tiny gap in the curtain, knowing I would never get the apology I wanted. I knew nothing would ever bring Logan back.

Just then, someone whispered, "That's her mother."

I turned around and saw her. It was Reba's mother. She was another grieving mom standing there with her heart in pieces, just like mine. In that moment, God broke something in me.

My anger and my blame collapsed under the weight of shared sorrow.

Because grief doesn't play favorites. We were just two mothers. Both shattered. Both broken.

And God was there, holding us both.

God could have let me hold onto my anger. It would have been easier, in a way. But he didn’t. Instead, He met me right there in that hallway, pressing on my heart, whispering compassion into the very place where my rage had lived just seconds before.


“Be kind and compassionate to one another, forgiving each other, just as in Christ God forgave you.” – Ephesians 4:32


Then I went to Megan, my seven-year-old girl.

She was sitting upright in a hospital bed, emotionless, in shock. Just one bruise across her little body, left by her brother in those final moments. I sat down beside her and took her hands.

"Baby... Bubby didn't make it."

She looked at me and said, "I know, Mama."

No tears, just a knowing that reached far beyond her age. I hugged her. I held her as tightly as I could and whispered through my tears, "Thank You, God. Thank you that she's alive."

I had just held my one child for the last time. And now I was holding the other—warm and breathing.

***

Eventually, Megan was released from the hospital. She had no broken bones, no visible injuries, just one bruise left by Logan.

There was no bag to carry, no paperwork—Just grief.

Dexter drove, I sat in the passenger seat, and Megan curled up in the back. None of us spoke. The weight in the car was unbearable.

The road looked the same, but nothing was. We were going home to a house that had lost its heartbeat.

My heart turned to Brenna, my baby girl. She was only two. She had been with her grandparents that day, safe and unaware, still untouched by the storm that was coming.

I didn't know how I was going to tell her, but I was her mama, and I had to. Somehow, God provided me with the strength.

Not my strength.

Not anything I had left.

It was Him.

Because when I couldn't breathe, He breathed for me. When I couldn't speak, He gave me the words.

When I didn't know how to carry it all, He carried it for me.




Chapter 3
The Weight of Goodbye


When we got home from the hospital, silence met us at the door. It was deafening and too heavy in the room. There were no sirens, no rushing voices, no sterile smells—just stillness. The world outside kept moving, but ours had stopped.

I remember walking in and collapsing to the floor. My body was there, but my heart wasn’t. I had left a part of me back in that hospital room. I couldn’t understand how we were supposed to keep living in a house that suddenly felt so empty and so wrong without him.
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