
“The Flower Lady” 
 
As soon as I had my first-born son, something in my heart told me I had to move back home to Daphne, 
AL. I moved away 12 years prior and hadn’t planned on ever moving back. This feeling inside me wasn’t 
a whisper, it was a very unexpected yell. I felt awful for my husband who had grown his business into his 
dream career.  But I couldn’t explain this alarming, sudden yearning to move my family back to my 
hometown.  My husband wasn’t so sure about it but after years of deliberation and that feeling in my heart 
that I just couldn’t shake, we moved our family here from Atlanta to raise our children in a place that 
deeply impacted me as a child.   We found the perfect spot on College Avenue that just happened to be 
right behind the house I grew up in and my parents still live in today.  We couldn't believe our luck!!!  My 
kids were going to be able to walk the same road I did to attend the beloved school that had given me the 
foundation of my Catholic faith so many years ago. And the same school that my mother had attended 
also.   
 
We settled into our home and added 2 more boys to our brood. My youngest was 3 months old and my 
oldest, Cooper, had just begun his first year of kindergarten at Christ the King.  3 weeks into the school 
year, we realized that finding this house wasn't luck....it was God....as my 5 yr old son was diagnosed with 
Leukemia.  For the next 3.5 yrs, I thought about how grateful I was to God that when I needed to rush to 
the ER in the middle of the night or every day of chemo, spinal taps and blood transfusions, my parents 
could rush over in a second’s notice to take care of my newborn and toddler.  My 3 children were literally 
stuck at home for almost 4 yrs. I look back now and realize His patchwork was everywhere. From the 
moment my son was born, He was guiding us and setting us up for the best support system possible for 
what was to come. 
 
So, for the next 3 and a half years, our world was frozen in time while the rest of the world hurled past us.  
I’d drive up and down College Ave. a thousand times on our way to USA Children’s and Women’s with 
lots of time on my hands to think and pray.  Every time I got to the top of our street; I’d smile at the little 
kids playing imaginary games as if they were chasing my car from inside the playground.  Cooper and I 
would look for familiar faces from his grade.  It truly felt like we were frozen in time, but we knew it wasn’t 
in vain….God was enriching our lives in those 3.5 years more than we could EVER imagine.   
 
As I’d make my way to the top of College, I’d admire Mary and the elegant grotto that surrounds her.  
Occasionally, I’d see a hanging basket with some pretty flowers and inevitably they’d die, and I’d ponder 
the poor remnants for the next couple weeks’ worth of visits to ER and hospital.  Then I couldn’t shake 
that little whisper in my ear “Mary is too beautiful for dead hanging flowers. And for the coming years, that 
little whisper would repeat over and over every time we made our routine journey to USA for chemo and 
spinal taps.  Meanwhile, Cooper’s in the back dreaming of playing football one day.   
 
So, over the next couple years, Christ the King School truly bent over backwards for us.  Cooper was so 
immunosuppressed that he was unable to actually attend school.  So the teachers would drop off 
homework in our mailbox.  Cooper would complete it when he could.  I’d put back in mailbox for teachers 
to pick up and they’d also stop by on Saturdays (out of the goodness of their hearts) to make sure he was 
understanding all the work.  They kept him on track but also didn’t stress me out over it so I could focus 
all my time on keeping him well physically.  The teachers and staff are truly amazing and there wasn’t a 
day that went by that we weren’t grateful to be a part of the Christ the King family.  It really was 
incredible…Cooper was only in school there for 3 WEEKS and for the next 3 and a half years, they 
carried us in prayer, faith, friendship, fundraisers and academics.   
 
During that time, my mother and I attended a wonderful retreat at CKS where Stephanie Morris shared 
her journey in painting the Blessed Mother holding baby Jesus.  We took a break to go outside and pray 
over all the amazing information Stephanie had shared with us.  My mother and I went to the grotto.  I 
was immediately in awe of Mary’s beauty.  That particular statue of her speaks to me.  And my second 
thought was, I can’t concentrate on her beauty because I feel like every person racing down College Ave. 
is interrupting my prayer because of the lack of privacy.  I looked at my mother and blurted out….” One 
day I’m going to do something about this”.  I wasn’t sure who created this grotto, but I felt at home there 
and I loved it and I wanted to make it even more beautiful. Over the next couple of years, I was granted 



the grace to be awakened to the “overlooked” things in life when your busy shuffling kids to this activity or 
that sport. The fact that our lives were frozen in time turned out to be a blessing.  I felt so grateful for 
every breathtaking sunset.  My eyes were opened to the intricacies of God’s creations in nature.  Every 
finite detail of a flower caught my eye.  It was as if, before my son had cancer…I was sleep walking 
through life.  Grateful of all the gifts I was given, but not fully rejoicing in them.  I was immediately 
awakened the day my son was diagnosed with cancer with God’s overflowing love and protection.   
 
In 2016, by the grace of God, Cooper completed his excruciating protocol and was finally able to 
physically attend CKS.  He was a 3rd grader.   I’m not sure what prompted me on that particular day, but I 
popped into the parish office and asked Kim Walker if I could add some flowers in hanging baskets to 
adorn Mary.  She immediately said, Absolutely, we’d love that!   My adoration for Mary began when I was 
a little girl attending CKS.  It was deep rooted from my teachers and nuns back then and nurtured by 
miracles along the way.  I was so intrigued by Mary appearing in Medjigoria at the time and when my 
uncle made the pilgrimage, he took my rosary with him.  It was chosen, as luck would have it, to be one of 
the few that made it into the actual room where Mary was appearing at the time.  It was crystal and silver 
and by the time my uncle made it back to the United States, the silver had turned into the most beautiful, 
distinct gold.  Even inside the crystal beads, you could see that the medal was gold where it had once 
been silver.  Over my adolescent years, I slept with that rosary every single night and when I would recite 
it, I would be washed over with the most amazing feeling of peace.  I usually would start it and fall asleep 
but that was ok because my parents told me that if you fall asleep saying the rosary, your guardian angel 
finishes it for you.  Well, my guardian angel must be a hard worker bc every night I’d fall asleep holding it 
after saying maybe only a decade.  Going to sleep and waking up with the bead marks indented into my 
palm became the norm.  It moved with me to college, numerous moves after that as a young single 
professional and was in my hands as I walked down the aisle to marry my husband. And of course, I had 
it every time I was in the hospital delivering a new baby into our family.  But I noticed that over the last 5 
years or so, it gradually turned back to silver.  I joked that maybe I wasn’t being a good enough Catholic.  
The night Cooper was diagnosed with cancer, my husband, Mike, said I’ll run home and grab whatever 
you need to spend the night. I requested my pj’s and my rosary.  That next week in the hospital was 
unlike anything any parent should ever have to witness.  The night we got home, I was unpacking and 
pulled out my rosary and Iow and behold….it had turned back to that radiant gold that only Mary can 
produce.  I had been blessed with another miraculous sign and I knew at that moment that Jesus was on 
one side of me and Mary was on the other. And they were going to walk with me and my husband and 
hold me up at times as we began our cancer journey with our beloved first-born son.   
 
So back to the grotto, and as with so many other past experiences in my life, I’m not sure how a couple of 
hanging baskets turned into a full-fledged garden and then to being the one coordinating my friends to be 
on my beautification board, but I know for sure I was guided by God whispering in my ear.  And of course, 

John Crane was pretty persuasive as well. 😊  We have to listen to God’s angels walking this earth too.  

But my main reason that prompted me to speak up in the first place was twofold.  I HAD to do something 
to show my unending gratitude to God, Jesus, Mary and the Holy Spirit for healing my son and being our 
strength and bright light every day of the hardest journey we’ve ever known.  And I HAD to do something 
to thank Christ the King for being the community of prayers that held our family up during the scariest 
days of our lives.  But it was also, the most amazing days of my family’s lives because we witnessed 
God’s signs and miracles on a daily basis.  It was a beautiful, horrible journey and our family has been 
granted a closer relationship with God because of it.  I now know my vocation on this earth, in addition to 
being a mom and wife, is to showcase God’s beauty and brilliance in the intricacies He created in nature.  
I am so grateful to Christ the King for allowing me to fulfill my vocation by volunteering as the” flower 
lady.”    And guess where my very special rosary is now?  My cancer warrior, Cooper, was drawn to it and 
it resides in his bed now. Just like me as a little girl, he can’t go to bed without holding it in his hand.  I 
miss it but I knew that in my sacrifice of granting his wish to have it, I was sharing the greatest gift, Mary’s 
unending love and peace!  Just like my mother did when she gave it to me.   
 

 


