
A SONG IN MY HEART

Songs have always been a big part of my life.  I remember my mother singing her
beloved French songs as she went about her daily household tasks.  I remember songs
from my grade school years, and I've passed them on to my children.  My first paying
job, at age 11, was singing at the daily High Masses with my sister at our church in
Highgate.  We shared the $3 that the priest gave us for each Mass.  We did this
throughout our High School years.

From my first memories, I've always seemed to have a song running through my head.
The night that I met Peter, my husband of 46 years, it was "This Could Be the Start of
Something Big"!  When I was in labor for our youngest child-- after a 7 year hiatus-- it
was Celine Dion's "It's all Coming Back to Me"! ( I'm not kidding! )

The most memorable song occurred over 40 years ago.  I was pregnant with our 3rd
baby.  We had 2 beautiful little girls, and were excited  about  adding  to our family.
When I was 4 months into the pregnancy, I had to have an emergency appendectomy.
My recovery seemed to be going well, but after being home for a few weeks, my body
told me that it wasn't so.  I sought the Lord for guidance, and when I opened my Bible to
a random page, I read about Rachel  mourning for her children, for they were no more.
I knew in my heart that we would not know our baby in this world, and with a broken
heart, I surrendered him to God's will.  Later that November night Peter rushed me to
the hospital, where I miscarried our dear little boy.  It was devastating, and I felt so lost
and empty inside.  I was comforted by friends and some family members who had gone
through the same experience.  I was an unwilling member of this sad sisterhood.

Through it all, this lilting little song kept playing through my head: "The Joy of the Lord is
My Strength".  I remember thinking "Why this song, Lord?  How can there be joy in all
this sadness?"

I eventually came to the realization that our baby boy was safe in the Lord's loving arms,
and we would all be together someday.  I felt a great peace, and actual joy at this
revelation.  I'm not saying that it was an easy road to travel.  I've had many moments of
sadness, especially when early November comes around, wondering what he would be
like, and  longing to hold him.  He would have been a wonderful big brother to the 5
other children that we've been blessed with since.

It was many years later when it occurred to me that our 7 children have a brother in
heaven who is watching over them, and praying for them before the Lord!  What a
comfort that has been to me.  One day we will join him, and we will all sing of the Joy of
the Lord together.

I've kept this story close to my heart over these many years.  I feel that now is the time
to share it, in the hope that it will bring comfort to someone who may be going through
the same experience.  Everyone has a story, and your story just may be what someone
needs to hear at this time.

1 Author: Rita Lavallee


