
					ADAM

March 3rd, 1994 - 4:00 AM
	We woke up when the bedside telephone rang.   
My heart skips a beat. Nobody calls before daylight unless it’s an emergency. I pick up the receiver.
Hello? 
I hear Lana’s quivering voice, “Mom, please come, we’re at the hospital. It’s Adam”
	Half dazed, asking unanswerable questions my husband and I quickly dress, jump in the car, knowing something is wrong.
 	Arrive at hospital ten minutes later, find the private room where our daughter, her husband, a hospital chaplain are waiting. Shocked and overwhelmed, Lana falls into our arms, while the chaplain explains.  Adam has died.  
	 I could feel pieces of my heart breaking off. This is not right. Things like this should never happen. A baby dying is beyond comprehension. It’s out of order, the older should die first, then the next, never the youngest. I close my eyes, shaking my head in disbelief, trying to breathe, to relieve some stress. 
	Would you like to see him? someone asks.

	 His body lies dressed in his diaper and an undershirt cut open up the front and he is lying there, cold and exposed. I bent over and laid my hand on his wee body in disbelief. He felt like a china doll. How could this have happened, someone who was here yesterday and now is gone, and all we are left with is this hardened and ever so cold corpse. 
	We buried Adam on March 10, 1994 wearing a tiny jumpsuit I had knit for him. 
	 It was snowing, and the north winds blew hard. My memory of Lana standing next to her father, his arm comforting her as she leaned in to him, crying out her grief as they lowered the little white coffin into the frozen ground said it all…
	Ohhh Daaad, 

	

