
Mass for Child Loss March 24, 2021 

The poet Gerard Manly Hopkins wrote this piece entitled “To a Young Child.” 

Márgarét, áre you gríeving 
Over Goldengrove unleaving? 
Leáves like the things of man, you 
With your fresh thoughts care for, can you? 
Ah! ás the heart grows older 
It will come to such sights colder 
By and by, nor spare a sigh 
Though worlds of wanwood leafmeal lie; 
And yet you wíll weep and know why. 
Now no matter, child, the name: 
Sórrow’s spríngs áre the same. 
Nor mouth had, no nor mind, expressed 
What heart heard of, ghost guessed: 
It ís the blight man was born for, 
It is Margaret you mourn for. 
 
 

This poem speaks to all of the Margarets within us and among us, barely known but 
warmly loved who have fallen too quickly from our lives.   We gather here, on this Vigil of the 
Annunciation, to remember, to mourn, to name.  You come as those who have experienced 
child loss in some way. You come to support those who do so.  We here, one and all, come to 
this place of refuge to recognize life and to mark death.   Here we say that the lives of precious 
children are not forgotten. We recall the words of the Isaiah:  
 

 

 

But now, thus says the LORD, 

who created you, Jacob, and formed you, Israel: 

Do not fear, for I have redeemed you; 

I have called you by name: you are mine. 

And so we remember.  We must remember. We remember all who were wished for, 
longed for, yearned for and prayed for.  Here we are in the season of spring.  A season of new 
life. With spring, comes hope.  We are also in Lent. With Lent, comes hope. Hope for something 
new. Hope for new life. Hope that all can be redeemed through the cross of Christ.    As we do 
so, we place ourselves in the hands of God who does not take but catches, who does not break 



hearts, but who mends and heals, who does not demand but invites and welcomes.  We place 
our trust in the Christ who invited the little ones to come to Him.  

 
We are a Church of life.  We uphold life, protect life, desire life. When life comes and 

then is lost, we are left wondering why.  Why life is hoped for and never happens, we wonder 
why.  Are there easy answers?  No.  There are never easy answers to the problem of human 
suffering.  But we do have the Christ who suffers with.  Christ suffers with His people.   Christ 
suffers with you this night. 

 
Tomorrow, the Church celebrates the Annunciation. The angel Gabriel comes to Mary 

and announces to her that she will conceive and bear a son and she will name him Jesus.  Mary 
was given that great gift of motherhood which she treasured.  She blessed motherhood for all 
eternity. Mary stands with all those have suffered the trials of motherhood, especially those 
who have lost a child. She too lost her child on the cross. 

 
We celebrate this year of St. Joseph who shows forth the great gift of fatherhood. He 

was a devout and righteous man.  He knew his role as protector and provider.  St. Joseph stands 
with those who have suffered the trials of fatherhood, especially those who have lost a child. 

This night is about naming. Naming those children who have been lost. If you lost a 
child, call them to mind during the petitions when we pause.  Say their name to yourself.  If you 
did not give your child a name do so.  Maybe it can be “Hope” or “Faith” or “Joseph” or “Mary.”    

 
This night is about remembering. We remember and we remember well those who we 

have lost. 
 
This night is about mourning. We mourn the loss of life.  We mourn and we grieve.  We 

mourn all of the Margarets. 
 
I end with the words of Alden Solovy in Source and Shield. 

 
You have made my body 
To be a fountain of life, 
A well of strength, 
To take seed into the warmth of my womb, 
To feed and hold, 
To love and shelter, 
To awaken new life. 

Oh grief, 
I am stripped bare, 
The cradle of my body empty, 
My heart bereft. 



Oh sorrow, 
My soul yearns, aches, weeps 
For the one who will never rest in my arms. 

Oh God, 
Witness my distress, 
My suffering and loss. 
When will the days bring comfort and rest? 
When will the nights bring solace and peace? 
Hear my prayer. 
Lead me on a path, 
God of our mothers, 
God of generations, 
[A path that now seems so distant, so remote,] 
A path of wholeness and healing. 

 

Amen 

 
 
Portions adapted from Fr. Robert Oldershaw 


