My baby, Karson, was born on September 30th, 2004.  He was very unexpected and I was very nervous.  I was already a single mother of a 16 month old boy named Kaden.  But not long after I brought Karson, or "Bubba" as his brother called him, home, we could see what a sweet spirit he was.  

Karson was the most content baby I have ever known.  Because his brother demanded a lot of my time, Karson learned very quickly to be patient with his mom and brother.  He also seemed to understand the one on one time that Kaden and I needed and he was very in tune when I needed to give Kaden some extra attention.  Not long after Karson was born, my divorce with my sons' father was finalized and I was on my own.  At first I was terrified, thinking that I couldn't do it all alone, but my boys were wonderful.

I used to call Karson my lazy baby.  Unlike his brother who was constantly on the go, Karson was very content to lie on the floor and watch the hustle and bustle of our tiny household.  I used to try and teach him to do things like roll over and sit up, but he just didn't want to.  In fact he didn't learn how to sit up until he was almost 9 months old.  And as for crawling, he was almost 10 months old.  And right around the time he learned to crawl I taught him his first game...Patty Cake.

Karson loved his big brother.  His face would light up every time he walked into the room.  In fact, the boys shared a room and I could hear them in the morning laughing and playing with each other. Kaden had learned how to climb out of his crib and into Karson's and they would play until I went to get them out of bed.  They also loved to take baths together.  Karson would sit and just grin at his brother splashing and playing around.  It didn't take Karson too long to figure out how to splash around as well.

One Tuesday night after a long day at work, when Karson was about 10 months old, I brought the boys home and I laid a sleepy Karson down for a short evening cat nap.  As he slept, I made Kaden and I some dinner and we played a little, you know, having some quality time together.  I went to check on Karson a short time later and I found him in his bed, not breathing.  I dialed 911 and soon found myself in whirlwind of confusion and emotion.  Karson ended up being transported down to Phoenix to be taken care of.  By the time the doctor checked him out and came to us, it had been 4 hours since I first found him.  The doctor's news was grim and told us that if Karson were to survive, he would be brain dead.  As his mother, I just crumbled into the nearest pair of arms and cried.  I felt so guilty...maybe if I had checked on him sooner they could have saved him or he would have still been breathing.  I didn't know what to do.

Throughout the next 24 hours several friends and family members packed the waiting room of the hospital to offer love comfort and support.  I honestly don't think I could have made it through that difficult time without them.   On Thursday morning we talked to the doctor again and he explained to us that there was really no hope of Karson surviving and it was only a matter of time.  So that afternoon, we turned off the machines that were trying to keep him alive.  For the next three hours I held my baby and whispered words of love.  I sang his favorite songs to him.  I held him close to me and spread kisses all over his sweet little face.  At about 5:30, I heard him take in his last ragged breath and then he was gone.  I cried harder than I had ever cried before.  And it was hard to leave the hospital, knowing that I wasn't taking him with me.  

I numbly made it through the next week.  The funeral was very hard, but as I sat there, watching the slide show that we had tenderly prepared, and I watched clips of his short life, and saw over and over again his smiling face, I realized what a precious gift I had.  For 10 wonderful months I had the privilege of taking care of this beautiful baby boy.  How lucky I was to be chosen as his mother and I knew, as I looked at a picture of him and Kaden and I, that he will always be a part of our family.  His happiness and sweet spirit will always be remembered and will always bring a smile to my face.  I miss Karson every day, and I think about him often.  How lucky for him to have such a short journey on this earth.  And when I'm feeling sad I remember that he is in heaven with Heavenly Father and Jesus Christ, and I know that he watches over Kaden and I and he wants us to do well in life.  I feel his love on a daily basis, and I know that I will see him again after my journey on earth is through…
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