














Praise for Expecting Sunshine


“Alexis Marie Chute, tasked with living as she mourns the death of her child, writes vividly and honestly about loss and grief. Expecting Sunshine records a journey that proves to be revelatory for reader and writer alike. This is a brave, memorable book.”


—Jane Brox, author of Brilliant: The Evolution of Artificial Light


“In Expecting Sunshine, the Edmonton-based writer and artist Alexis Marie Chute writes about loss—the most primal loss we can experience, the loss of a child—in such luminous prose and with such clear-eyed insight that the beauty of the text brings the reader to the edge of tears. Tears of sadness for her family’s loss, yes, but more profoundly, tears of release and healing as we witness the cathartic powers of art and the scope of a young family’s love. This is a beautiful, honest, important book that makes death a starting point for the continuation of life—literally, as the book chronicles Chute’s first pregnancy after the death of her son Zachary—and grief, the catalyst from which joy is born.”


—Pamela Petro, author of Sitting Up with the Dead: A Storied Journey through the American South


“Honest, raw and vulnerable—Alexis Marie Chute opens her heart to share her journey of love, loss, transformation, and rebirth. Her message that love binds us together even beyond death, resonates deeply with me as a bereaved mother; it is also a consistent message I heard in my research with bereaved families who experience perinatal death. This is an important, engaging book for bereaved parents, especially those who are considering a subsequent pregnancy.”


—Christine Jonas-Simpson, RN, PhD Professor of Nursing, York University, Toronto, ON Canada


“Alexis Marie’s honest, unflinching memoir reads more like a novel in its elegant use of prose and narrative structure. But there’s no mistaking its truth—that losing a child at any age can cause a shift in a parent’s universe. Alexis Marie’s struggle to move forward and heal, and still honour baby Zachary, is an inspiration.”


—Janice Biehn, Editor, ParentsCanada magazine


“This memoir is a moving journey of infant loss and the pregnancy that follows in the midst of a society that does not understand the dynamics of perinatal loss. The book explores the different ways men and women process grief, suppressing grief while wanting others to remember a baby no longer physically present, and how to find a new normal. The pregnancy that follows brings multifaceted feelings of continued grief, memories of the previous pregnancy along with anxiety and fear for the safety of the much-wanted new sibling. This is a book for parents, professionals, and families and friends wishing to support someone who has suffered a loss.”


—Joann O’Leary, PhD, Parent-Infant Specialist, author of Meeting the Needs of Families Pregnant and Parenting After the Loss of a Baby


“Expecting Sunshine is an exquisite book for all those who have lost a child and those who need to understand and cope with untimely grief. It is one woman’s heart-rending story of a mother’ loss which confounds ideology, faith and any of the prescribed cures for mourning. Its pain and wisdom are as old as time, the simple truths of nature, nurture and the bonds of mother and child. It is also an uplifting lesson in redemption.”


—Rachel Manley, author of the Governor General Award–winning memoir Drumblair: Memories of a Jamaican Childhood


“Wow! The story of Alexis Marie Chute and her precious pregnancies was almost impossible for me to put down. I know that this book will be so helpful for families living through subsequent pregnancies—a chance to validate their varied emotions and know that whatever they are feeling is ‘normal.’ Thank you for sharing your story so that others can learn from your journeys. Thank you, Zachary, for helping your mother tell yours and Eden’s stories.”


—Lori Ives-Baine, RN, MN (CPB), Perinatal and Pediatric Grief Support Coordinator, Toronto, Ontario, Canada


“Expecting Sunshine is a brave book, walking the reader through the deep grief that accompanies the loss of a child and moving beyond immediate pain to recovery. Alexis Marie Chute speaks honestly of all the areas of life that are threatened by the death of a child: the relationship of the parents, and their faith, creativity, and belief in themselves and one another. At the same time, Expecting Sunshine acknowledges the myriad support systems that exist to help bereaved parents heal from this kind of trauma and emerge together, altered but vital. Part memorial, part celebration, this is a striking book.”


—Jenna Butler, Lieutenant Governor of Alberta Award winner and author of Profession of Hope


“An amazingly moving and emotional story that any woman—or any parent—can easily relate to.”


—Jennifer Hamilton, Editor, CanadianFamily.ca


“An honest and tender memoir about the complex and difficult emotions of grief and joy a mother goes through during a pregnancy that follows a death of a child.”


—Lindsey Henke LICSW, founder of Pregnancy After Loss Support


“When a baby dies, too many parents suffer alone in silence. While grieving the unexpected death of her son, Zachary, Alexis Marie courageously gives powerful voice to a mother’s primal heartbreak as she searches for renewal and rebirth in her own healing while carrying her next son, Eden. In her enthralling memoir, for those of us bereaved mothers who share similar memories, Alexis Marie helps us to honour our own lives.”


—Shari Morash, Founder of Josiah’s Journey and author of Loving Your Baby: A Gentle and Practical Guide to Parenting Through Miscarriage, Stillbirth and Infant Death


“In Expecting Sunshine, Alexis Marie allows you to accompany her on the tumultuous journey of pregnancy after loss. While navigating the complex emotions during this time, she is vulnerable and allows the reader to witness her most private moments. This is a beautiful story filled with love—both for the baby who has passed on, as well as the one she is expecting.”


—Kiley Krekorian Hanish, occupational therapist, founder of the Return to Zero Center for Healing, and bereaved mother to Norbert
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In loving memory of
Zachary Jonathan Chute
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Not Until I Met You
By Suzy Kassem


Not until I felt your sunshine,
Did I realize that I had been in the shade.
Not until I saw all your colors,
Did I realize that mine had faded.
Not until I heard your dreams,
Did I realize that I was still sleeping.
And not until I experienced my life with you,
Did I realize that I was barely
Breathing.





Conception


It was September 2011 and the last photography job in my Year of Distraction. Nearly twelve months before, my second child, Zachary, had been born and, without even a breath, had died in my arms. As I stood in the hundred-year-old Greek Orthodox church as wedding guests slowly seated themselves for the upcoming ceremony, I could not allow myself to think of Zachary; I was the photographer and had a job to do. Yet, as I aimed my hefty Nikon up to the gold-leaf dome that buttered the walls and marble altar in an unearthly sunshine, all I could see was Zachary’s face.


The light refracted into my eyes, and for a moment I could see nothing at all. Then my son’s face returned. His smooth, taut skin. His purple lips.


On the day of Zachary’s birth, his swollen cheeks were freckled with the telltale marks of Tuberous Sclerosis Complex. The doctors assured my husband, Aaron, and me, after nine wearisome months of genetic testing following Zachary’s death, that randomness, not an inherited gene, was to blame. Still I crucified myself with guilt and survived only by stepping into my Year of Distraction intentionally, working like an addict to curb my brain from wandering to the god-forsaken randomness.


During that year I booked wedding photography gigs for every Saturday and Sunday and filled the weekday evenings with portrait sessions and commissions. I snapped thousands of photographs in that time, filling the visual palette of my mind with grinning families, brides with lash extensions and parasols, couples entwined in love and others in lust, and the living babies with marble-round eyes who smiled at me and smacked pink gums as I crowed like a rooster to earn their attention. All the while I was also Mother to my firstborn, my spirited and charming Hannah, as she approached and passed her first birthday.


Look, I said to myself. You are in control. This can’t touch you. With the goal of distraction, I was relentless. There was no time for sorrow.


The carpeted aisle of the church muffled the click clack of my work heels, but I wouldn’t have heard them anyway. My breath was loud in my ears. Blinking hard, I reviewed the list of family portraits to be taken following the bride and groom’s I dos. I thumbed, rolled, and folded the paper nervously until it became smooth as fabric. The bride was still en route, so I lingered among the guests, waiting for genuine flashes of emotion and perfect angles—the decisive moment, as famed photographer Henri Cartier-Bresson termed it. My muscles were tense and ready as I slowly strolled the aisles past sixty rows of glossy oak pews.
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“Maybe you should slow down,” Aaron had said months before as the stress of work fractured my sleep each night. “Just in case.” He looked down at my chest as if seeing through my blouse and freckled flesh and wide ribs to my heart. An unforeseen result of the genetic testing was the discovery of my enlarged heart, which, like Zachary’s condition, was diagnosed as random. There was no treatment plan, no next steps, no answers; the cardiologist simply fanned through my test results and shrugged. I would have accepted the diagnosis of a broken heart, but that would have required an examination of my soul.


At the beginning, I ignored Aaron’s concerns about my health, barely hearing him above the anger that deafened me to his voice. He returned to his teaching job one week after our son died, just a few days after Zachary’s memorial. “I can’t stay, I have to go back to work,” he yelled as I cleaved to him.


“I need you. Please. I can’t handle this. Please stay with me,” I begged through the lightning-sharp storm of sorrow.


The memorial flowers thrived in vases throughout our home for weeks until they, too, died, and still Aaron was a ghost to me. His side of the bed was cold when Hannah called me from sleep each morning. His breakfast dishes were put away, the counter wiped; he left no trail of crumbs for me to follow. He stayed late at the high school where he taught, coaching volleyball and texting me the score of each game as his team approached the championship.


Most evenings he did not arrive home until after nine and then eagerly recounted the events of his workday and the volleyball game in the same gonging baritone as his father. But to me it was the monologue of a mime. I watched his lips, but there was no sound. Sitting motionless I became like the wall, the hunched lamp in the corner, the stained rug, as I too disappeared into myself. I’m sure my breath did not even ripple the air between us.
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Focus, Alexis Marie. Focus. Be professional, I huffed while exhaling, shaking my head lightly. Thankfully no one at the wedding seemed to notice—except for two small blue eyes that met mine and did not look away. A flaxen-haired baby boy snuggled on his mother’s lap stared at me, a bottle of frothy formula between his plump lips. I took a step in his direction. As I smiled at him he turned his pudgy body toward me, forfeiting his suction, and appraised me, full-faced like the harvest moon.


The boy’s gaze drew me another step toward him, and I was startled when he raised his tiny hands in my direction. The gesture was unmistakable: Pick me up, he cooed. His mother excused herself from a conversation to look at me, confused. “He never does this,” she said, letting me collect her baby in my arms. His features were fair, like Hannah’s. He had her gem-blue eyes, pearl-colored hair, and creaseless skin flushed with curiosity.


“He’s beautiful.” I cradled him on my hip. “How old?”


“He will be one in October.”


My large heart swelled. “Wh . . . when in October?” I gulped and closed my eyes.
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Just a few weeks before that wedding, my Year of Distraction had fulfilled its purpose: busyness. I was dog-tired and no further along in my grief than the day I’d left the hospital with empty arms. When Aaron again suggested a slower pace, the inky-black bags beneath my eyes spoke up without permission. I gave in, imaging quality time with Hannah and starting to paint for myself—an act I had outlawed after Zachary’s death for fear of what anguish might subconsciously take form on the canvas. I was ready to end my Year of Distraction and canceled each upcoming booking, returning every deposit and cloaking my calendar in a crusty layer of White-Out.
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Just get through today; just get through today. I steadied myself and opened my eyes to the voice of the little boy’s mother at the wedding.


“October 24,” she answered loudly as the sanctuary echoed with the laughter of boisterous guests parading in their suits, autumn dresses, and polished shoes.


Zachary would have been two weeks older than the child in my arms. Is this what my son would have looked like? I passed the baby back to his mother, and he hungrily resumed his lunch. An usher touched my arm and whispered, “The bride has arrived.”
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PART 1

FIRST TRIMESTER




Week 1: Baby Shower



Everyone was surprised when I volunteered to co-host Theresa’s baby shower. It was less than a year since Zachary died, but Theresa was my best friend and had organized a party for me when Hannah was born. Since I would be in attendance either way, I figured it would be easier to host than to be a guest. The hostess is a busybody, refreshing the punchbowl with crackling ice, bringing out more paper plates, and tracking down extra pens for the party games. A guest has to ogle over the swaddled infant and applaud the gifts. Theresa had a baby boy; at the time of the shower he was three weeks old.


My co-host, Lisa, arrived early, trailing candy-apple-green and periwinkle-blue helium balloons behind her. One particular balloon was extra large and shaped like a cradle, boasting It’s a Boy! in baby-blue swirls. Lisa tied the balloons to a frilly weight and put them in the corner of the living room beside the couch and extra chairs Aaron had hauled in before taking Hannah to McDonald’s for ice cream. Lisa and I hung metallic swirly streamers from the kitchen light and put our two gifts on the table as a cue for the other guests. We scattered milk-bottle-shaped confetti across the coffee table and sprinkled it around the snack plates in the dining room.


Guests began to arrive, toting large teddy-bear and rocket-ship gift bags, boxes wrapped in superhero paper with blue ribbons and sport-themed cards. Ladies beamed at Theresa’s sleeping newborn, rocking him and bickering over which parent the child most resembled.


“Good for you for hosting,” an older woman whispered in my ear, nodding with approval as if I were a pillar of strength.


“I am so happy for Theresa,” I replied with a lopsided smile.


I fidgeted once my hosting duties were checked off the list. With the main floor of my house looking like a pastel wonderland, the plastic wrap removed from the plates of snacks and Lisa leading the shower games, there was nothing left for me to do but sit in the circle of women. Theresa held her child lovingly to her heart, standing and swaying, stroking his smooth, glossy brown hair that matched her own. You will not make a scene, I warned myself, looking away.


That was the first party for Theresa’s son, and in the years that followed I expected I would celebrate many more milestones with their family. Zachary, on the other hand, had no such future. There were no cradle-shaped balloons to announce his arrival, no baby shower to welcome him; there would be no report cards, stamped passports, caps and gowns, wedding rings, or bags of outgrown clothing as he wore the wardrobe of an expanding life. All I had were minutes with my baby before he died, and the hours I held him against my skin afterward, rocking him back and forth, willing his lungs to suck in air and his heart to beat.


Zachary’s ashes, which lived in a heart-shaped metal urn, were all that was left of my son.
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On the morning of the baby shower, Hannah chirped for breakfast at six. I let Aaron sleep and carried my girl on my hip downstairs to our kitchen. “Eggies,” she squealed. As I slid the egg carton from the top shelf of the fridge, I happened to read the words printed between my fingers. BEST BEFORE OCTOBER 14. My breath wheezed through my throat.


October 14.


The trigger.


A trigger is an event, image, or person—anything, really—that reminds you of the moment you ceased to be you and became someone else. A memory, loaded and cocked, fires, annihilating your carefully monitored composure, spilling sadness like blood. The force of impact sends you backward into another time, which you relive in anguish as wounds are unstitched.


October 14 was Zachary’s expiration date. I don’t know how long I stood motionless at the fridge door, my feet rooted deeply to the grey-blue kitchen tile. I clutched the refrigerator handle with one hand while the egg carton hung limply in the other. Cold white light leaked out and made my skin glow and goosebump. Hannah’s high, happy voice rang out, but I could not understand. Her words were a murmur. Everything was static, a hum.
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“Thank you for the gifts,” Theresa said as some of the ladies stood to leave. I must have been staring but abruptly snapped back to the baby shower, jumping to my feet to retrieve their coats. Guests thanked Lisa for the gift bags and me for hosting, a few women offering me long glances of a silent sympathy before heading out the door.


“That was a success,” Lisa said when we were alone. She began unhooking the swirly streamers as I vacuumed up the confetti. We stacked all the salvageable decorations, and I put them away quickly in my purple bin of party supplies. Lisa didn’t want them, nor did Theresa. I refused to let myself wonder if I might have a use for them one day.
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During that time, I recalled reading that the earth balanced upon a perfect axis—that, if tilted even a degree away from the sun, we humans would freeze; a degree in the opposite direction and we’d burn. It was obvious to me that I had been thrown off my balancing point, despite my outward appearance of functionality. Am I burning? Or frozen? Or both? What was abundantly clear, though, was that I was hopelessly, frustratingly lost within my own life.


Caught in a cycle beyond my understanding of how I survived the last day or what my place was in the present one, I could not worry about the impending tomorrows. I couldn’t see even that far ahead and chose not to dream. The future was dead to me. How did I get here? And yet there I was; there we all were. My parents still fed Hannah too much vanilla ice cream and too many Smarties. My house needed cleaning. The stack of books I wanted to read gathered dust.


How did I get here? The question haunted me. Every night it peppered colorless dreams. Someone important was missing—has everyone forgotten? All things moved forward, shifting, changing, growing, and dying all around—and yet there I was, like a frozen burning being in the midst of an eerily familiar life. There were those who said, “Move on.” But how could I? I was lost and didn’t know the way.
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In the quiet absence of party guests and my home mostly back to normal, I took a breath. A deep breath. I didn’t want to think about baby boys anymore. Not that day. Aaron and Hannah returned home from McDonald’s, and my girl instantly fell in love with the balloons I had forgotten in the corner. I cursed myself for not immediately puncturing the helium-filled reminders of my son’s absence.


“Get rid of them, please,” I whispered to Aaron. He released the balloons from our back deck as Hannah wailed in protest inside. “When will this get easier?” I wondered aloud. Aaron did not answer.




Week 2: Seasons



The leaves were yellowing, falling to the earth like physical shards of sunshine spent on long summer days. “Mommy! Look!” Hannah kicked a pile of leaves on the wilting grass, and they roared to life in the wind. She laughed, turning back to see my face. I smiled, and she ran on. We collected colorful leaves with interesting shapes and filled our red wagon to the brim.


Almost one year before, at the beginning of October 2010, our family had lived in anticipation of Zachary’s death. “There is nothing we can do,” the doctors had told us. The autumn scene out our hospital window was just like that within, an evolving landscape of diminishing and dying color. The six months that followed were miserable seasons; a wicked-cold winter followed by a reluctant spring.


“How about this one, Hannah?” I asked, holding up a leaf that looked like fire in my palm.


“Yeah!” she nodded with authority, her eyebrows pinched into one as she carried out her inspection. Her blonde curls bounced at her ears.


“Are you cold?” I asked for the fourth time, but she pretended not to hear and smiled mischievously before bolting down the path. I sprinted and caught her around the waist, lifting her upside down so her feet ran upon the clouds. We grew breathless in a wriggling war of tickles and squeals.


“More,” Hannah giggled, but she’d grown dizzy. I steadied her on the ground and zipped her coat to her chin before we continued along the path just south of our home.
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In early summer 2011, almost nine months to the day after Zachary’s death, Aaron and I got a phone call from the hospital. “Good news!” the genetics counselor began. I had pestered the woman relentlessly, calling multiple times a week, impatient to hear those very words from her mouth. “After all the extensive testing we’ve done, and the results from the lab in the UK, we are certain, Alexis Marie, that Zachary’s condition was only a randomly occurring genetic abnormality.”


“Does that mean we can have more children?”


“Yes. You and Aaron do not have Tuberous Sclerosis Complex. The alteration of the gene occurred spontaneously after conception. You can have more children.” I repeated everything the counselor had said, sentence by sentence, to Aaron, who lay beside me on the bed. We celebrated silently: our hands stretched open, smiles spread across our faces like skydivers.


“There is a chance, though”—I held my breath—“that it could happen again.” I was too startled to repeat the woman’s caution to Aaron. Worry grew in my gut like a stone. “Couples who have had a child with TS Complex may have a very slight chance of it happening again.”


My response was slow, each word weighted. “How slight?”


“It’s really nothing to worry about. The statistical reoccurrence is almost back to the chance of it randomly appearing in the general population. I just need to make you aware.”


She said almost.


Almost.
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I shuffled my feet through the leaves, remembering that conversation. “How ’bout this one, Han?” I held up the skeleton of a leaf, but Hannah scrunched her nose at it.


Autumn was macabre. I found myself drawn to the sickly-looking leaves, the pale ones, raw sienna and umber-shaded with holes and veins, clearly homesick for their tree. Delicately, I folded those skeletons into my pocket. My mind saw beauty in their sadness and in the flora so dry it crumbled or burst to dust within my grasp. I wished to capture that visual, as it was a picture of where my grief and Year of Distraction had left me.


When Hannah began filling the wagon with wet grass, dirt, and sticks, I tossed in the collection from my pocket. Her lips quivered in the chilly air. “Home time,” I announced.


Once we were warm indoors, I spread out the flawed and perfect leaves to create a pattern, overlapping them across a three-foot-square primed canvas covered in acrylic gel. I bathed each leaf in the flowing medium as well, securing and layering the collage. Hannah paid no attention to me or my artwork as she made a pasty tower of princesses from a Disney sticker book.
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A few days later Hannah, Aaron, and I drove downtown to the provincial legislature grounds for the annual Walk to Remember for families that had lost a baby. It was Saturday, October 1, 2011. My parents were to join us, along with Aaron’s parents, his siblings, and their spouses. The walk took place two weeks before what would have been Zachary’s first birthday.


The large grassy park beneath the steps of the legislature buzzed with parents, grandparents, and children, yet despite the candy-colored checkered flags and teddy bears, the mood was not festive. The commonality of those gathered, the bond that formed our community, was the absence of a child or, for some, multiple children.


The year before, Aaron and I had attended the memorial event while I was still pregnant. Though Zachary’s death was imminent, we still wondered if it was faithless to grieve while he continued to kick inside of me. As we were about to leave, a woman approached and asked me, “Can I touch your belly?” She stared longingly, eyes welling, and added, “You must be so excited to be pregnant again.”


“Actually,” I choked as I cradled my midsection tenderly, “this is the baby we are losing.” She told me that on the morning of her daughter’s dedication at church she discovered her child had died in the night of SIDS—sudden infant death syndrome. “Why do these things happen?” we echoed each other. There were no answers. Only randomness.


At my second Walk to Remember I shared the longing of that woman to touch life. While randomness was unable to satisfy the Why Zachary? and Why us? questions, it did provide hope that we could again conceive a healthy child. It was a hope we eagerly accepted with the genetic counselor’s news, throwing our condoms in the trash and fucking our brains out for months.


My focus took a dramatic shift from seeking answers to baby-making, and I bought ovulation tests in bulk at the pharmacy. The stress of waiting for the results of the genetic testing had been so debilitating that, once free of it, all I could imagine was having another child—and, hopefully, healing in the process.


That July, I used seven ovulation tests to track my hormone levels, stalking my ovaries’ release of that one precious egg, but the six pregnancy tests that followed revealed our timing had been off. The next month, another four pee-sticks confirmed we were still unsuccessful. “Be patient,” Aaron had told me. I tried to mellow, although I still insisted on the missionary position. After sex I tipped my pelvis toward our stipple-covered ceiling with my hips on our headboard, letting gravity do its part. I was careful not to spill even one drop of semen.


Only weeks before our second Walk to Remember, I had felt confident. By that point, I could sense my body’s ovulation. When my nipples were tender and my stomach thick, Aaron and I made love several times a night. “You are going to break my penis,” he joked, but the pregnancy tests again displayed only one lonely pink line. I wept on the floor, holding myself, wishing Zachary were in my arms.
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On the nippy October morning of the Walk to Remember, Aaron’s words blew white clouds into the air when he spoke. “Keep your hat on,” he told Hannah as she squirmed beneath a blanket in the red wagon. The wind had the smell of winter, the coolness of the mountains to the southwest, and I tugged Hannah’s toque down over her ears, kissing her peach-colored cheeks.


“Go, go!” Hannah screamed merrily. She was the light of our trio, pulling us toward life, pulling me specifically out of bed each day and into the rhythm of being. Without her I would have died in my flannel pajamas. Once all our extended family had gathered, we spread a red-and-blue quilt made by Aaron’s mother onto the crunchy frost-covered grass and ate cupcakes and chocolate-chip cookies distributed by volunteers.


As a patchwork family, we wrote notes to Zachary on small squares of paper, which we then tied to the white ribbon of a single blue balloon. The notes fluttered in the breeze like the last remaining leaves on the trees. We carried the balloon with us as we joined the Walk in a loop around the park, somber as a funeral procession though young children darted off the path to splay themselves on top of raked leaf piles and play hide-and-seek behind the oak trees.


The sidewalk was lined in chalk with the names of dead babies, names written in coral script, tangerine block letters, and apple-green squiggles. Families paused when they arrived upon their child’s name, took pictures, cried, and then walked on.


Holly Grace Cochrane, Taylor Dewald, Angel Baby Semchuk, Olivia Grace White, Xavier Grey Thompson, Lars Michael Collins-Hood, Peanut, Trouble, Sweet-pea, Sprout, Ernie Walker, Perry Walker, Suzanne Washington, Peyton Lisa Hall, Jayden Maximus Lopez, Brooke Catharine Harrington, Tessa Isabel Vladicka Gue, Ethan Alexander Dzikowski, Morgan Avery Dzikowski, Sebastian Isaiah Schroder-Smith, Bretton-Elijah Lucas Roberts, Ciara-Rose Kennedi Roberts, Cadence-Raven Lyric Roberts, Berkeley-Fionn Kingston Roberts, Beau-Harper Levi Roberts, Cambria-Sage Kassady Roberts, Bentley-River Kai Roberts, Cabriola-Ireland Lacey Roberts, Avery Deanne Hiscock, Beck Thomas Coyle, Bentley Aaron Coyle, Ethan Arthur Cyr, Hope Anne Marie Cyr, Wesley Parker Hughes, August Hughes, November Hughes, March Hughes, Matilda Grace Hewitson, Finn Donald Brooke Millar, Emree Jane Forget . . .


My dad touched my arm when he spotted Zachary’s name. Our family regarded the blue dusty script at our feet. Zachary Jonathan Chute. My tears speckled the sidewalk like rain.


Once all the families had returned to the field, a woman stood on the stage at the bandshell and began, “When you hear your child’s name, you may release your balloon.” It was a long list for brief lives, humble and secret lives—babies that were the dreams for futures that would never be—disappearing along with the balloons as they reached higher elevations.


Zachary’s name . . .


Our balloon floated quickly into the dusty-blue sky. I locked my gaze on the place it disappeared as if it might change its mind and return.
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“Exquisitely detailed and
achingly honest. A must-read.”
—ARIEL BREWSTER, Senior

Editor, Today’s Parent magazine
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