
Becoming   a   Mother   

Andrew   and   I   were   married   on   August   5,   2006   at   Sacred   Heart   Church   in   Dover,    New   
Jersey   2   years   after   meeting   each   other.    I   wanted   children   right   away.    In   fact,   I   never   
dreamed   of   my   wedding   as   a   child   or   falling   in   love   with   my   future   husband.    I   dreamed   
of   the   moment   I   would   be   handed   my   first   born   child.   On   January   10,   2007   Andrew   and   
I   lost   our   first   baby.   We   named   her   Felicity.   Five   months   later   we   lost   Aidan.   Those   
months   were   filled   with   self   loathing,   guilt   and   a   relentless   search   for   what   I   did   to   make   
God   punish   me   in   this   way.    I   remember   April,   2007   as   if   it   was   yesterday.    Andrew   and   
I   were   driving   to   Easter   Mass   when   I   insisted   that   he   bring   me   home.    I   refused   to   walk   
into   a   church   to   worship,   praise   and   thank   God   who   was   unfairly   punishing   my   babies   to   
hurt   me.    I   was   lost   and   angry   because   surely   the   God   I   knew   had   abandoned   me.   My   
whole   life   I   wanted   to   be   a   mom.    I   wanted   to   correct   all   the   mistakes   and   abuse   that   I   
experienced   as   a   child   and   my   God,   my   true   father,   was   denying   me   of   that   opportunity.   
What   could   I   give   Him   to   stop   punishing   me?   
 
I   have   never   been   great   at   praying.    Of   course   I   can   recite   many   prayers,   but   to   really   
pray   is   so   hard   for   me.    Shortly   after   that   Easter,   I   began   reflecting   on   sacrifice.    What   
sacrifices   had   I   been   witness   to?    What   people   in   my   life   did   I   judge   for   hurting   me   as   a   
child   that   actually   made   sacrifices   for   me?    What   sacrifices   had   I   made?    What   sacrifices   
had   I   been   asked   to   make,   but   refused?    I   was   praying,   I   was   listening   and   for   the   first   
time   I   was   not   being   selfish.    How   could   I   hate   God   for   not   giving   me   what   I   wanted   
when   I   wanted   it   when   He   had   given   me   so   much.    He   had   already   allowed   me   to   be   
witness   to   miracles   and   I   was   allowing   hate   to   fill   my   soul.      
 
I   was   still   terribly   sad   and   confused   by   the   loss   of   my   first   2   children,   but   I   was   full   of   
hope   as   well.    I   realized   that   God’s   time   was   always   right   even   if   I   struggled   to   accept   His   
will.    I   turned   my   focus   back   to   my   husband   and   growing   our   faith   and   commitment   to   
each   other   as   we   hadn’t   even   been   married   a   year.    In   late   August,   2007   I   found   out   I   
was   pregnant   again.    I   was   very   cautious   and   guarded   with   my   emotions.    I   prayed   every   
day,   not   for   the   opportunity   to   meet   this   child,   but   for   the   ability   to   listen   to   God   and   
strength   to   handle   what   was   to   come.    At   that   early   stage   I   could   never   have   imagined   
what   was   in   store   for   us.   
 
In   January,   2008   I   was   at   a   routine   appointment   when   my   world   was   turned   upside   
down.    I   knew   the   baby   was   not   growing   in   the   way   they   expected,   but   I   assumed   it   was   
because   I   was   small   and   never   thought   there   was   actually   a   problem.    I   was   alone   at   the   
appointment   when   I   found   out   how   sick   Gianna   was   when   I   was   offered   an   abortion   
minutes   after   being   told   that   Gianna   needed   to   be   delivered   and   when   she   was,   I   would   
be   lucky   to   have   3   hours   with   her   before   she   died.    I   was   seemingly   alone.    Andrew   was   
coaching   and   he   didn't   come   to   that   ultrasound.    We   knew   my   pregnancy   wasn't   going   
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great,   but   we   were   unprepared   for   this.    Less   than   24   hours   later   I   had   an   amnio   to   see   
how   bad   things   really   were,   but   she   was   alive   and   she   had   not   been   delivered.    We   were   
told   that   if   she   was   delivered   that   day,   she   would   die.    She   was   less   than   a   pound   and   her   
brain   would   bleed.     
 
And   so   it   began.    Every   day   they   came   in   and   shared   statistics   of   her   chances   of   survival.   
Every   day   I   became   more   hopeless.    Every   day,   I   feared   the   doctors   coming   in   to   the   
point   of   vomiting   when   I   heard   them   talking   outside   my   door.    I   fell   back   into   my   ugly   
old   habit   of   hating   God.    I   spoke   to   God   every   day.    Really   I   yelled   at   Him!    After   about   2   
weeks   I   stopped   begging   God,   I   stopped   hating   Him   and   I   stopped   asking   Him   to   not   
punish   my   baby.    I   learned   more   about   Saint   Gianna.    I   began   asking   for   strength,   
asking   for   the   courage   to   trust   and   asking   to   allow   myself   to   surrender   and   trust   that   I   
was   never   alone.    I   lost   2   before   Gianna   and   several   more   after   her.    How   did   we   get   
through   this   journey?    By   God's   grace   and   Saint   Gianna's   intersession.    Four   weeks   after   
realizing   how   sick   Gianna   was,   she   was   born.    I   was   just   29   weeks   pregnant   and   she   
weighed   1   pound   11   ounces.    Her   brain   never   bled,   she   pulled   out   her   ventilator   at   8   days   
old,   she   fought   for   her   life   in   ways   that   still   inspire   me.    It   wasn’t   until   she   was   4   years   
old   that   I   realized   how   close   Jesus   was   to   her.    (I’ll   share   this   story   at   another   time).   
 
I   have   been   blessed   to   be   a   witness   to  
many   miracles   in   my   life.    Gianna   
certainly   is   a   miracle,   but   not   just   in   her   
survival.    She   is   a   messenger   from   God   to   
me.    God   prepared   me   my   entire   life   to   
have   the   courage   to   say   yes   to   her   life,   to   
value   life   and   to   allow   the   miracle   of   my   
first   born   to   be   my   guide   on   this   leg   of   my   
journey   to   know   God   and   form   a   
meaningful   relationship   with   Him.   
 
 
  
  
  
  
  
  

Andrew   and   Christine   visiting   with   Gianna   in   
the   NICU.    This   was   my   first   time   meeting   
Gianna.   February   22,   2008   
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