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High above 
the Schuyl-
kill River, 
above Kelly 
Drive, is 
Laurel Hill 
cemetery.  
 
On the hill 
is a monu-
ment of a 
woman 
holding two 
babies; it is 
known as 
Mother and 

Twins. 
 
The story behind the statue is that at this spot 
on the river, two young boys drowned in 1855.   
Two years later the young mother died, heart-
broken. 
 
Her husband, Henry Domoghowski Samuels, a 

world class sculptor, created this silent monu-
ment to his wife and children, then he immedi-
ately left for Poland never to return. 
 
To the people who are familiar with this area, 
the monument is known as the "Crying 
Mother," and here is one story why: 
 
In the spring of 1985, amateur photographer, 
Amy Morgan, was taking photographs of the 
numerous cherry trees that are along this part of 
the river.   She had in tow her 5-year-old son.   
As she was checking out a shot through her 
view finder,  Amy heard a woman crying.  A 
figure passed through her view finder very brief 
and very quickly.  When she looked up in the 
direction where she thought she had seen the 
figure go, there was nothing there.  Then she 
noticed her son dangerously close to the dan-
gerous river. One slip and he would have been 
in the river's swift current. 
 
Is the weeping Mother keeping watch over chil-
dren in that particular area,  Amy thinks so. . . 

“Crying Mother”                                                           

One Year Later...                                                              By Michele Detillier 

In Loving Memory of Celeste Elizabeth-Marie 
Detillier, born into heaven on March 9, 2002. 
 
One year later… I still remember the Doctor’s 
words, “I’m sorry” and the long dreadful hours 
of waiting for delivery. I still recall the silence 
of the delivery room and the nurse announcing, 
“It’s a girl.” I can still feel my heart leap with 
the words only to remember you were born 
still. 
 
One year later… I can remember my first 
glance at our beautiful baby girl wrapped 

snugly in the blue and pink hospital blanket. I 
can remember feeling so much love and yearn-
ing to pull you close to my breast…to protect 
you from the world and to bring you home. 
 
One year later… I relive the hours your 
Daddy and me held you and told you stories of 
what your life would have been like…how so 
many people loved you already. I remember 
touching and stroking your face and admiring 
your features from head to toe. Your long fin-
gers, your Daddy’s lip, a nose like Reid and 
your brown hair. 
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A CONVERSATION  
  

 "It's time to go now."  That voice. I had 
heard it before.  

 
I opened my eyes, and saw Him: radiant, 
pulsing, beautiful. He had held me once 

when He led me to my mother, and told me 
that  He had chosen her to teach me what 

it meant to love.  
 

I  was frightened then. "But the world 
looks so scary.  And this love...it sounds 

so painful. I don't want to  feel pain." But 
He had smiled-oh, that mysterious  mile!-
and said, "She will make you understand."  

 
 And then He had left me there, under her 
heart. It  seemed so long ago. But He was 

right. Love was so  wonderful-radiant, 
pulsing, beautiful-like Him. But  why was 

He calling me now?   
 

"Come," He said, reaching for my hand. 
But I shook my  head.  "I can't leave her. 
She needs me. She loves me. It  will hurt 

her. It will hurt me."  
I remembered  everything she had told me: 

the games we would play,  the dreams we 
would share. I wanted to be with her. I  
wanted to tell her that I loved her, too.   

 
I think He understood how I felt. He had 

had a mother  too.  "Remember what it felt 
like when you were inside her?"  He said, 
very gently. "You couldn't see her, but you  
could hear her heart, and everything inside 
it. You  knew how much she loved you. You 
knew how much she  wanted you. So even 
if it was very dark, you always  had her 

light to keep you company."  I nodded vig-
orously. Yes, yes. that was how it was.  

 
I  was very happy, growing under her 

heart. So much love.  She had taught me 
well.  "Well, now you will hear her heart 
again. But you  won't be underneath it. 
You'll be inside it. You'll  keep her com-
pany, with every breath and with every  

thought, and teach her what you learned 
about love.  

 
You will show her that it doesn't matter 

what you look  like, or where you stay-your 
love will shine into all  the corners of her 

life, no matter how dark it gets."  
 He was right. He was always right. But I 

was so sad. I  didn't want to go. "Can't I 
stay a little longer?" I  begged. "We had so 
little time."  "But you have the rest of eter-

nity to love her. Just  in different  
ways, my child, just in different ways."  

 
 And with the same gentleness that He had 
placed me in  her womb, He led me away 
into the Light. I looked back  at my body, 
so cold and still. I seemed so small. "How  
could so much of that love fit into that frail 

little  shell?" I asked.   
 

He smiled. "You are learning again. It 
cannot fit.  Now you will love her with 

your soul. The soul she  helped Me shape-
the soul that she has taught to love."  

 
 I sighed. "I just wish I could've said good-

bye."  But He shook his head.  
"You never will."  

And with a  tiny flick of His hand, he led 
me into her heart,  

and  slowly walked away.   
 
 

Written by Dedet Reyes in honor of 
her son, Joshua Reyes 

One year later… I still wish you had opened your eyes, if only 
for an instant, so that I could know what color they were. Or so I 
could gently whisper, “I love you” while you looked at me. I still 
remember trying with all my will to get you to move or make a 
sound, hoping this was all a mistake.  
 
One year later… I shudder to recall having to give you to the 
nurse and leaving the hospital empty-handed. I remember the an-
guish I felt of abandoning you in some cold room. I remember the 
torment of coming home to an empty crib, all the while dealing 
with the aches and pains of a long labor. I still remember thinking 
that I felt your kicks and your hiccups when I lay in bed at night. 
 
One year later… I still ache to hold you in my arms. I long to 
rock you to sleep in the same chair I cradled your brothers. I still 
daydream about your looks, your personality, and your mile-
stones. I still wonder what kind of baby you would have been and 
what kind of woman you would have become. 
 
One year later… Reid still talks about you and Gavin knows 
you, too. They draw me pictures of you and hang them above our 
bed. Every day, your Daddy still carries a lock of your dark hair 
and picture in his pocket. And people are still performing good 
deeds in your name. 
 
One year later… I still go to the cemetery to just stare at your 

name and talk with you awhile. You are still the first thought of 
my morning and the last thought of my day. Every night, I still 
pray for my broken heart to be healed and for my world to seem 
right again.  
 
And slowly, there are changes… 
 
One year later… I am starting to see a glimmer of light… the 
fog has lifted, and hope is on the horizon. I find myself evermore 
grateful that God has never left my side and 
neither have good friends and family.  
 
One year later…my faith  
Is deeper, my com- 
passion is greater and  
I am finding myself 
smiling…  
just thinking that our  
baby girl is in heaven  
and she is touching the 
 face of God. 
 
 
 
"Life is not measured by the number of breaths we take 
but by the moments that take our breath away."-Unknown 
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One Year Later                                                                                       (continued)



 
Because I do believe, I really do: 
 

Dearest Mommy,  
When you wonder the meaning of life and love 

Know that I am with you~ 
 

Close your eyes and feel me kissing you 
In the gentle breeze across your cheek. 

When you begin to doubt that you shall ever see me again 
Quiet your mind and hear me 

I am in the whisper of the heavens 
Speaking of your love. 

 
When you lose your identity 

When you question who you are 
Where you are going 

Open your heart and see me 
I am the twinkle in the stars 

Smiling down upon you 
Lighting the path for your journey. 

 
When you awaken each morning 
Not remembering your dreams 
But feeling content and serene 

Know that I was with you  
Filling your night with thoughts of me. 

  
When you linger in the remnant pain 

Wholeness seeming so unfamiliar 
Think of me and know that I am with you 

Touching you through the shared tears of a gentle friend 
Easing the pain. 

  
As the sunrise illuminates the desert sky 

In that breathtaking glory, awaken your spirit 
Think of our time together, all too brief, but ever brilliant 

When you were certain of your destiny  
Know that God created that moment in time, just for us.  

 
Dearest Mommy, I am with you always. 

 
 
 

By Joanne Cacciatore (c) 1997, 2001, 2002. An excerpt from the book "Dear Cheyenne" 
This may be reprinted only with the permission of MISS  
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Dearest Mommy: In Celebration of all our Beautiful Mothers  



We thought it made sense to provide a little background 
on Makalie before you read her poem.   
 
Makalie had a very rare chromosome disorder called 
Trisomy 18.  That just means that Makalie had an extra 
18th chromosome.   Babies with Downs Syndrome have 
an extra 21st chromosome.  We learned that Makalie had 
this disorder at five-months gestation, and the specialist 
that confirmed this disorder, advised us to terminate the 
pregnancy.  He advised that our baby would be severely 
mentally retarded and basically a vegetable,  if she lived 
at all.  We were told that 90% of babies with Trisomy 18 
don’t make it to term or are still-born.   
 
We came home the evening after learning Makalie’s fate 
and searched for information on Trisomy 18 on the inter-
net to learn that these babies had so many disorders and 
defects that it just added to the horror of learning about 
Makalie’s fate.  Regardless, it took Tracy and I only about 
24-hours to agree that we were going to have this baby.  
 
 We named her Makalie Jane at 5 ½ months gestation be-
cause we weren’t sure if we would ever see her alive, and 
wanted to call her by name in Tracy’s tummy. 
 
We were lifted up in prayer for the next four months in 
anticipation of the big day.  
 
I remember walking into the hospital at 6:45 a.m. on 
April 3  and realizing this day would change our lives for-
ever.  When we walked in the hospital that morning, I re-
member wondering if we would walk out with her, and 

the thought of leaving the hospital without Makalie was 
unthinkable.   
 
We prayed to God to give us one hour with Makalie. We 
wanted to hold her and show her how much we loved her.   
 
This is a picture of her.  It is awesome.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We feel so blessed that God would give Makalie to us.   
 
Makalie didn’t have all of the defects that we were told.  
We then had to deal with the fact that of the 10% of 
Trisomy 18 babies that are born alive, 90% of those ba-
bies go home to Jesus within the first year.    
 
We got to enjoy Makalie for almost nine glorious months.  
She was an amazing little girl.  Makalie far exceeded our 
expectations in terms of interaction with our family and 
her happy demeanor.  She wasn’t anything like what the 
doctors or internet had indicated.  She was a precious lit-
tle baby that brought an incredible amount of joy to our 
family.  Her brothers could not walk through the room 
without stopping and kissing her.  I joke with Tracy that 
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A father’s love 
Is like a shadow gently 

Dancing 
Around you 
Protecting 
Guiding 

 
Not too close 

He’ll let you wander 
Learn 

Explore 
 

But he’s always close just in case 
 

A father’s love 
Remains 

Even if hidden through the years 
Behind determined eyes and stoic smiles 

 
Even if Death has come for his beloved child 

And siphoned his world through 
The aisles of a sanctuary and a frail casket, 

ruby-red roses 
A father’s love 

Like a shadow gentle dancing 
Remains 

Not too close, never touching 
But ever-present~ 

A Father’s Love:  Stronger than Death 

Truly a Miracle:  A Father’s Story                  By Ron Herzog 
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she got more kisses than any nine month old baby ever 
had.   
 
Everyday with Makalie was special for our family. 
 
Makalie was beating all odds.  She was thriving and de-
veloping beyond expectations.  She was healthy, happy, 
and very aware of her surroundings and particularly 
aware of the people in her life.  Even the specialists be-
lieved that she was doing well and would continue to do 
so.   
 
Her very unexpected passing on December 28th 2002 was 
a shock to all of us.  

Tracy and I want you to keep in mind that this story is a 
celebration of Makalie’s life.  It may tug at your heart 
strings, but remember that we got Makalies so much 
longer than what we had expected.  We have some in-
credibly cute pictures and a motion video of our little girl.   
 
We could not take Makalie into many public places be-
cause she was medically fragile, and we couldn’t afford 
for her to get a virus of some sort.  This story is our way 
of sharing our little Miracle from God, with you.  We are 
convinced that she was brought to this world to glorify 
our Lord. 

Ron, Tracy, Cody, and Cardale Herzog 
Makalie’s loving family.      

    For Beautiful Little Makalie 
 

Your life has touched my heart in so many ways.   
That is why it is so hard to let you go. 

Your sweet little smile has not only  
made me laugh,  

but it has reminded me of the blessings  
God bestows. 

 
Your tiny little fingers that I’ve held so many 

times, remind me of how God holds everything in 
his hands…every life….every heart…..every soul. 

 
Your precious feet and baby toes remind me  

 
 

 
To always walk in God’s ways,  

No matter how hard the winds of life blow. 
Your beautiful deep blue eyes remind me to seek 

God and to watch for his miracles  
that always show. 

 
Makalie, you are one of God’s precious and in-

credible miracles,  
Like a little angel sent from heaven to bless our 

lives, and you have.   
In our hearts, your life will glow. 

 
Written by: Holly Beech- 13 years old cousin  

to Makalie Jane Herzog. 

You ... 
By Dan Butler  

All my life I had never known  
Love so pure until I brought you home.  

It was the brightest day that I have been shown  
And I know I would never have to be alone.  

 
We lived and laughed and I watched you grow  

I never seen such a miracle.  
I thanked my stars and the heavens above  

I thanked My God for sending me your love.  
 

Then the sun set down on a beautiful day  
And quicker than you came you flew away.  

I wish I could follow you to where you have flown  
But I'll wait down here till its time to go home. 

 
It's hard You know just to carry on  

These days and nights they seem so long.  
The only thing that is my saving grace  

Is knowing that someday I'll see your face.  
 

So for the rest of my life your memory  
Will have to be enough to carry me.  
And I'll live my life the best I can  
Until I find you in my arms again. 

 
In loving memory of Mya Nicolosi  
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 New MISSing Angels Legislation:  Missouri’s Quest 

December 19, 2002 -State Senator Sarah Steelman Pre-files 
Bill Certifying Stillbirth Deliveries Measure Would Provide 
Acknowledgement, Closure To Grieving Parents  

JEFFERSON CITY - Sen. Sarah Steelman, R-Rolla, 
has pre-filed legislation in advance of the General As-
sembly's next regular session that would initiate the 
issuance of stillbirth delivery certificates in virtually 
the same manner and format as those issued for live 
birth deliveries. Senate Bill 75's purpose is to ensure 
that all delivered children's births are acknowledged 
and certified, a measure that has proven emotionally 
beneficial to thousands of parents in several other 
states that now issue stillbirth certificates. "For most, 
the record of life begins with the birth certificate and 
closes with the certificate of death," Steelman said. 
"But for the stillborn babies of Missouri, entry into the 
world is never documented. Correcting this is an easy 
step, an act of human compassion and a catalyst for 
emotional healing."  

Tragically occurring once in every 100 births, the dev-
astating delivery of a stillborn child often stems from 
unanticipated complications arising very late in the 
birth mother's normal pregnancy term or during the 
actual birthing of the child.  

Upon delivery of a stillborn child carried 20 or more 
weeks, hospitals would initiate nearly the same certifi-
cation process as undertaken with live births. The 
child's name is given and recorded, the child's feet are 

inked and the footprints applied - the 
clear but heartbreaking "by still birth" ap-
pended to the document being the sobering 
difference from a live birth certificate.  

"A woman delivering a stillborn is a mother," Steel-
man said. "The mother carried a living, growing baby 
in her womb. With fate intervening at some unwel-
come point, the mother gave birth, if not life, and 
brought her child into this world. The mother and her 
baby deserve the acknowledgment and the certification 
of a very real, very tangible childbirth so cruelly and 
uncomprehendingly interfered with."  

Steelman's stillbirth certificate legislation is one of 
several bills she has filed in advance of the Jan. 8 start 
of the 2003 legislative session. The advance work can 
make the difference between a bill becoming law, and 
a bill stalled in the lengthy lawmaking process.  

"We were able to accomplish quite a lot in this year's 
session despite the challenges brought on by a tight 
budget and the usual differences of opinion found in 
any statehouse in the nation," Steelman said. "Much 
remains to be done though, and the time we have in the 
Capitol each year always seems to fly by in an instant. 
That's why I've already put together a number of sensi-
ble, beneficial bills - I want to stay ahead of the Senate 
calendar and hit the ground running when the gavel 
drops in January."  

 Congratulations to MISS Members in Michigan for the 
passage of the MISSing Angels Bill!  

 
Act No. 562 Public Acts of 2002  

Approved by the Governor  
Filed with the Secretary of State  

91ST LEGISLATURE  
 
This bill was introduced by Senators Bennett, Stille, 
Schuette, Garcia, Shugars and Gougeon.  Thank you 
Senators for the courage and forethought you have shown.  
As we introduce and pass this legislation in states across 
the nation, we thank you all for your support of this very 
important piece of social change. 
 

 
A VERY URGENT MESSAGE FOR MISS FOUNDA-
TION OREGONIAN MEMBERS FROM YOUR LO-

CAL SENATOR, CHARLES STARR:  

The MISSing Angels Bill is about to be heard in the Rules 
Committee but we NEED your support. Please contact 
info@missfoundation.org for a complete email list so that 
you can write to the members involved in this bill urging 
their full support of Senate Bill 660. Be sure to include 
your name and if you are in Oregon, your address.  And 
please pass this on to anyone you know who lives in Ore-
gon so that they can email these members and help us 
pass some very needed legislation in the state of Oregon.  
We need all the help we can get. 

Exciting news about the MISSing Angels Bill in Mary-
land from Lisa D'Argenio, Maryland MISS Facilitator.  
HB272, the MISSing Angels Bill in Maryland, has passed 
the Senate and is waiting to be signed by the governor! 
Within months, Maryland families will be able to receive 
the Certificate of Birth resulting in Stillbirth! This is the 
6th state to pass the bill since Arizona's first inception in 
2001!  The word is spreading…. 

Update on MISSing Angels Bill:               Across the country        


