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			For my husband, Hugo—
who stood beside me through this journey,
holding both love and grief, 
carrying our family with a strength 
shaped by his own scars.
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			Carter Alexander Nolasco
(January 4 – January 16, 2026)

		


		


			Introduction

			I keep coming back to the same question: Why am I writing this?

			Why do I feel compelled to put words to something that still feels impossible to hold? And every time, I land here—Because I have to.

			There is a weight to Carter’s story that will not let me stay silent. A sacred urgency that settles in my chest and does not lift until I let the words out.

			God entrusted us with those two pounds, six ounces. A life that, by the world’s standards, was brief—but in heaven’s economy, was full of purpose. And somehow, that purpose now rests in the hands of his parents to carry and to share.

			It feels like a burden. A holy one. The kind that wakes you in the morning and sits with you in the quiet. The kind that does not leave you alone until it is spoken.

			So I write.

			I write for the mothers who have known this kind of loss, who are searching for language for a pain that feels unspeakable.

			I write for the fathers who stand beside them, holding a grief of their own while trying to steady the one they love.

			I write for the babies whose stories seemed to end when their breath did, but whose lives were never without meaning. Each created on purpose, for a purpose.

			And I write for myself, too. For the version of me that existed before Carter, untouched by this kind of sorrow. And for the version of me now, who knows, in a way I never wanted to learn, how fragile and miraculous life truly is.

			But more than anything, I write for my son.

			We never heard his cry. The world will never hear his voice. But they will hear his story.

			And through it, they will see his Creator.

			[image: ]

			What this book is not…

			This is not a guide on how to grieve.

			It’s not a roadmap, or a list of steps, or a promise that things will feel reconciled again if you just hold on long enough.

			It’s not a story that ties itself up neatly in the end.

			I don’t have answers for why a child dies. I don’t have language that makes this make sense. And I won’t try to force meaning into something that, this side of heaven, still aches.

			This is also not a story without hope.

			But the hope you’ll find here isn’t loud or easy. It doesn’t erase sorrow or rush healing. It exists right alongside the pain…sometimes steady, sometimes barely there, but real.

			This book is simply a telling.

			Of our baby who lived. Of a mother who is still learning how to carry him.  Of a God who meets us in places we never wanted to go.
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						CHAPTER 1

						The Spring I Thought I Knew

					

				

			

			We are planners.

			As coaches, we walk with people through their health journey—systemizing where we can, optimizing as much as possible, and encouraging preparation. There is comfort in having a plan. In doing what you can ahead of time. In feeling ready.

			Before Carter, I was a believer.

			Not casually. Not culturally. My faith was personal—something I had chosen, even beyond the foundation I was raised in. I believed in God. I believed His Son Jesus died for my sins, and I trusted Him. I leaned on my faith in the places and to the extent I understood it. And still, I moved through life with a quiet confidence that things would work out.

			I trusted God…and I trusted what I could control.

			Even with a toddler—where a calm morning can turn into a full meltdown in seconds—we found a rhythm. Not perfect, but steady. Predictable enough to feel like we had some control. And as we prepared for Carter, that same rhythm carried us. Nothing rushed. Nothing chaotic. Just a quiet, intentional pace.

			I took pride in doing things well. I stayed disciplined. I trained hard. I prioritized my health and paid attention to the details—nutrition, movement, appointments, timing.

			We had experienced loss before—a miscarriage that had already shown us how fragile pregnancy can be. We knew things didn’t always go as planned. We knew life wasn’t guaranteed.

			But there was still a quiet belief, subtle but steady, that if I showed up the right way, if I stewarded my body well, if I stayed consistent and aware…I could influence the outcome.

			Not perfectly. But enough.

			That’s how I moved through pregnancy. Aware of the risks, but grounded in the belief that diligence mattered. That control, or at least influence, was mine to carry.

			And I carried it well.

			His name was chosen well before the world even knew I was pregnant.

			Carter Alexander Nolasco. Perfect.

			Carter’s nursery was complete. Books filled his bookshelf, his crib was inviting, stuffed animals arranged, and I had just placed a new changing pad on his dresser. I could have waited to use Beckham’s. But I didn’t want everything to be passed down. I wanted Carter to have his own—his own space, his own start, his own place in our home.

			His room was painted a beautiful shade of blue. Soft. Peaceful. Still. It’s the most peaceful room in our house. It always has been.

			Due in April, his nursery was prepared in December. We were ready. Or at least…we thought we were.

			Because there is a kind of confidence that comes from preparation—a quiet belief that if you’ve done everything right, things will unfold the way they’re supposed to.

			My faith fit into that framework.

			

			I trusted God, but I had never been brought to the place where trusting Him was all I had left. I had never had the ground fully give way beneath me. Not like this. If anything, my struggle in faith was never whether God was real—it was trying to understand why He would love me the way He does.

			That kind of love always felt…undeserved. Hard to fully receive. Something I believed in theory, but didn’t always know how to hold personally. But I had never questioned His goodness. Not deeply, and not in a way that cost me something.

			You plan. You prepare. You create space.

			And somewhere along the way, without saying it out loud, you begin to expect. Expect that the baby will come home. Expect that the room you built will be lived in. Expect that the life you are preparing for will arrive the way you imagined.

			No one tells you how fragile that expectation is and how quickly it can unravel. How little control you actually have.

			All the systems. All the preparation. All the readiness. And still, everything can change.

			Not slowly, not with warning, but in a moment. The kind of moment that doesn’t just interrupt your plans but exposes them. Because planning works until it doesn’t. And when it doesn’t, you’re left standing in a room that was meant to hold life…trying to understand why it didn’t.

			When I look back, I wouldn’t have changed our plans. I wouldn’t have waited to prepare. I wouldn’t have slowed down the love we poured into him before he ever arrived. But I would gently take my unscarred self by the shoulders and say, “Loosen your grip.”

			

			Cling more to God’s sovereignty than to statistics and vague reassurances. Cling to His steadiness, not the probabilities of modern medicine. Hold tighter to the confident hope found in His presence—not in the outcome you’re expecting. Because the truth is, every birth is an absolute miracle and holds Heavenly weight.

			And all the plans in the world cannot stop His. 

			Ours didn’t.
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						CHAPTER 2

						Unraveling

					

				

			

			It was a normal Sunday. We went to church that morning. Took Beckham for waffles after—the kind of slow, simple outing that feels like the rhythm of family life settling in. That afternoon we were in the backyard, kicking the soccer ball, letting him run and laugh.

			Nothing about the day felt unusual. Nothing hinted at what was coming.

			At some point, I started to feel discomfort, more than I had been feeling. Subtle at first. Easy to brush off. Maybe part of me didn’t want to believe it was anything. So I kept going. Breathing through it. Telling myself it would pass.

			But it didn’t.

			The pain sharpened. My body knew before my mind would catch up. And then everything accelerated.

			One moment I was trying to steady myself—and the next, I was on the floor, shaking.

			Hugo was on the phone with 911. And just like that, I was in labor.

			What had been a normal Sunday unraveled in minutes. At twenty-seven weeks, my water broke and I was surrounded by firefighters and EMS.

			

			Words started flying—ones I had never heard, but somehow immediately understood carried weight: Cord prolapse. Detached placenta.

			And then the moment that changed everything—I couldn’t feel my baby anymore.

			No movement. No contractions. Just the silence of my womb...and the sound of sirens, deafening all the way to the hospital.

			Everything felt urgent, but strangely still at the same time. Like my body and the world around me were moving fast, but internally I was frozen, trying to understand what was happening.

			Then suddenly, contractions came back.

			My body knew what to do—it was trying to get him out. But I wasn’t allowed to push.

			To save his life, a nurse had to physically hold him in, pushing back with everything she had. Holding him there. Buying time. Doing what felt impossible until the moment they could take me into surgery.

			An emergency C-section. Bright lights. Voices moving quickly. My husband not allowed in the OR. I know he was frightened too.

			I remember doctors yelling at each other through masks, “We don’t have time—we have to get this baby out now!”

			And then...a different kind of quiet.

			Not peace. Not calm. The kind of silence that strips you of control and leaves you with nothing left to hold onto.

			

			I whispered prayers through tears, asking God to go where I couldn’t—into that room, into his tiny body, into an outcome I was no longer able to carry.

			And then He was here.

			Tiny. Fighting. Alive. A miracle I didn’t earn, but received. And just like that, everything we had planned gave way to something we never would have chosen.

			Our days became NICU monitors, quiet prayers, and learning how to parent in a space we never imagined. At the time, I didn’t let my mind go anywhere else.

			I never dreamed that Carter would not
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