


Mia loved spinning in circles, pretending she was 
a superhero big sister. One sunny morning, Mama 
knelt down and smiled. “Mia, you are going to be 
a  big  sister!”  Mia  jumped and cheered,  hugging 
Mama’s tummy gently. “Hello, little baby! I can’t wait 
to meet you,” she whispered. Papa laughed and 
lifted Mia into a hug. Every night, Mia sang soft songs 
to the tummy, dreaming of playing together and 
sharing silly jokes with her new baby.





One quiet evening, Mama’s eyes filled with tears. 
“Our baby went to heaven,” she said softly, hugging 
Mia  close.  Mia  felt  confused and sad.  “Did  I  do 
something  wrong?”  she  asked,  worried.  Mama 
shook  her  head  gently.  “No,  sweetheart,  it  was 
nobody’s fault.  Our baby was loved, and we will 
always remember them.” Papa held them both, and 
together they cried, feeling the weight of loss but 
also the warmth of love that never fades.





Doctors found that Mama had a condition called 
APAS,  which  needed  special  care.  She  began 
taking medicine and getting injections every day. 
Papa never missed an appointment, holding her 
hand through every visit.  Mia talked to the new 
baby growing inside Mama’s tummy, saying good 
morning  and  goodnight.  Sometimes  Mama  felt 
scared, but Papa reminded her, “We are together, 
and we have hope.” Mia agreed, whispering to the 
baby, “I can’t wait to be your big sister.” They waited, 
hopeful and brave.





After many months, the baby arrived, healthy and 
strong. Mia gently held her little sibling’s tiny hand, 
smiling with joy. “Hello, baby! I’m your big sister,” 
she whispered. That evening, Mia looked up at a 
bright star in the sky. She remembered the baby 
they had lost and felt a warm hug in her heart. “You 
will always be part of our family,” she said softly. 
With love, courage, and hope, Mia’s family felt happy 
and whole again.






