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Dearest Maxim:  
On November 19, 2010, just four days after this picture was taken and three days before 

my 40th birthday, Daddy and I took you and Alex to the doctor for your monthly checkup. 

Alex had turned 18 months on the 16th and you had just turned 2 months on the 17th. Dr. 

Katz, your pediatrician, examined Alex first and gave him his shots. He then examined you 

and asked us to take you to the emergency room at Montreal Children’s Hospital because 

he felt you “looked a little too blue” for his liking. 

Previously, during your two-week checkup, he had also sent me to the hospital, but that 

time it was to visit the dermatologist. He thought your nose looked blue. I had taken you 

there, but the doctor and the two others who examined you decided it was nothing major. 

I asked her point blank, “Is this life or death?” She told me, “No, this is more of a cosmetic 
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issue.” I thought, “You are barely a month old; I am not going to worry 

about a cosmetic issue!” After all, I had a newborn and a 16-month-

old, and I was running a business. We were in survival mode at 

our house – “cosmetic” issues were not at the top of our priority 

list.   So we did not do anything to follow up with your blue nose. 

As we waited for Dr. Katz to give us the paperwork to take with us 

to the emergency room, Alex was still upset because 

he received a shot. Dr. Katz gave him a small toy 

dump truck, which later became his favorite toy. 

We arrived at the Children’s Hospital, where you 

were taken immediately into the triage room, and 

within seconds the nurses took you directly to the 

observation room. Two minutes later, you had ten 

doctors and nurses surrounding you. Then they 

put an oxygen mask on you. They were poking you 

with needles to test your blood. They were taking 

your vital signs.  “What the hell is happening?” I asked 

myself, still holding Alex in my arms and trying to 

entertain him while all of this was going on. I was 

giving him butterfly kisses and trying to make him 

laugh so that he was not scared. Daddy never left 

your side; he was watching everything while I was 

taking care of Alex. 

Someone finally said to me, “I think you should 

have someone pick up your son so he doesn’t see everything.”  I 

called Francine (“Nana”), your nanny at the time, and she was 

not home. I called Kendra, my friend and personal trainer who I 

TEXT MESSAGE SENT TO 

REBECCA, DAWN AND EVELYN: 

Please say a prayer. Max has 2 

go 2 hospital. Docs suggestion.  

(I needed the prayers  

to start.)  

TEXT MESSAGE SENT TO 

GRANDPA: Tell mom all is well. 

(I didn’t want to worry Grandma 

because we did not know what 

was happening.)
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worked out with three days a week, and she was unable to come because she had clients. 

I then called Grandmama Nicole, Frederic’s mom who was minutes away, because she 

worked near the hospital. 

“Mom. It’s Christy. We are at the Children’s Hospital.”

“What do you need?”

“I need you to come to the hospital, pick up Alex and take him to our house.”

“I will be right there.”

We hung up and I waited patiently for her to arrive. She was there within minutes. She 

would take Alex back to the house, where Nana was planning to meet her. I did not want 

anything out of the ordinary for Alex on this particular day. I wanted him to be in his own 

crib when he took a nap and went to sleep. I wanted him to be with the person he sees all 

the time and that was Nana. I wanted him to feel safe, secure, and to know that everything 

was okay. 

With Alex taken care of, I was now able to be by your side full time. You were looking at 

me with those amazing big, blue, soulful eyes and crying and crying. I just sat by your head. 

Your face was purple from crying so much. 

Over the last month, you had been turning purple whenever you cried. We were calling 

you an Oompa Loompa. I even went online and found a video on YouTube of the Oompa 

Loompas so I could show Daddy. We were singing the song, and even Alex joined in. 

The thought never crossed our minds that this was a symptom that you were struggling 

to breathe. You always went back to your normal color; we just thought you had a bad 

temper! J We also thought you were born with a great tan. Your skin tone was a perfect 

combination of Daddy’s and mine – an olive complexion.   

A cardiologist, Dr. Marie Béland, soon arrived on the scene, and she was absolutely 

wonderful. She was asking me if you slept a lot. Proudly, I told her, “Yes. He is a great 
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sleeper. He has been sleeping through the night.”  She told me, “You know, for his age . . . 

that is not exactly normal.”  

What did we know? We were excited to be getting six hours of sleep in a row. We didn’t 

think to question it. We were in survival mode. You were only two months old. 

At this time, while Daddy was still helping Grandmama with Alex’s car seat, the doctors 

decided to take you up to ICU. You and I went there alone, waiting for Daddy to come. 

They were doing tests on your heart with an ultrasound called an echocardiogram. 

Because you were so tiny, they were having a difficult time finding a vein to put in the 

peripherally inserted central catheter (PICC) line, which they needed in order to give you 

the proper fluids. They finally shaved the side of your head and inserted the PICC line 

there. It was covered by a plastic cup cut in half. It was very strange to see you this way. 

After standing next to you for hours in total shock as the doctors performed test after test on 

you, Dr. Béland finally pulled us into a room. She very clearly, slowly and compassionately 

drew us a diagram of a regular heart and described how it worked. She then drew a picture 

of your heart (see diagram). She explained that you had a Transposition of the Great 

Arteries and that you needed to have surgery right away. 
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Transposition of the great vessels:  
a medical explanation: 
Transposition of the great vessels is a defect in which the two arteries arising from the 

heart are inverted. Instead of originating from the left ventricle, the aorta starts at the right 

ventricle; instead of originating from the right ventricle, the pulmonary artery starts at the 

left ventricle. This means that the oxygen-rich red blood from the pulmonary veins that 

arrives in the left atrium will flow into the left ventricle and return once again to the lungs 

via the pulmonary artery without passing through the body. Meanwhile on the right side of 

the heart, the oxygen-poor blue blood that arrives from the body into the right atrium and 

right ventricle and back again into the aorta without passing through the lungs to pick up 

oxygen. The two circulations (to the lungs and to the body) function in parallel instead of 

in series and fully oxygenated blood can never reach the body’s tissues. 

This defect is fatal at birth if there are no communications between the two circulations 

to allow for some mixing of red and blue blood. These communications usually exist to a 

greater or lesser extend in the newborn period, allowing the child to survive, albeit very 

blue. Mixing of red and blue blood may occur through a ventricular septal defect, at the 

level of the ductus arteriosus between the pulmonary artery and the aorta or at the level of 

an atrial septal defect between the left and right atrium. If the newborn’s communications 

do not provide adequate mixing, the first step is to ensure that the ductus arteriosus (the 

small vessel between the aorta and the pulmonary artery that normally closes in the first 

hours of life) remains open to permit the blue blood to mix to a limited extent with the red 

blood at the level of the great vessels. That is accomplished by giving the baby a product 

called “prostaglandin” intravenously. Subsequently, if the intracardiac communications are 

inadequate, the next step will be to create an opening in the atrial septum with a balloon 

catheter. This catheter is inserted through the inferior vena cava and is advanced into 

the right atrium, and from there across the interatrial septum into the left atrium. Once 

there, a balloon at the top of the catheter is inflated and the catheter is withdrawn rapidly, 
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creating an opening between the two atria. The corrective surgical procedure called the 

arterial switch operation is carried out in the first few weeks of life. This operation consists 

of transferring the great vessels to their correct position and closing any communications 

between the left and right side of the heart. 

What??! How could this be happening to my two-month-old baby? I sat there wide-eyed, 

my mouth open, and tears started to flow down my face. The tissues in that room and at the 

hospital felt like sandpaper. My nose was already getting raw from just seconds of crying. 

Pointing again to the diagram, Dr. Béland then explained to us that you have a small hole in 

your heart, and a valve that is typically gone when a baby is a week or two old. This valve 

and the small hole were your lifeline, especially the valve.  

Even though you were blue and struggling, your desire to stay in your body and to be with 

us was so strong that you kept this valve, which I later found out was supposed to close when 

a baby takes his or her first breath. Yours remained open for two whole months and that 

valve – with very little help from the small hole – is what was keeping you alive. You were, 

and you are, a true miracle. 

Dr. Béland explained that you needed to have a procedure right away to open up that small 

hole so that you could start breathing better. She then explained that since you were already 

two months old, you were considered at risk to have this surgery. Most babies that have 

this condition are operated on within the first two weeks. (Dr. Katz later explained to me 

that in most cases, surgery is scheduled at the time of birth because this condition is usually 

revealed on the ultrasound. Your ultrasound never detected it.)

The surgical team was concerned that if they did the surgery to switch the arteries, that 

your left side would not pump properly because up until that time, it hadn’t needed to. They 

were thinking of training your heart and getting it to pump properly before the big surgery. 

So we were looking at a procedure right away to insert a catheter with a balloon on the 

end into an artery in your leg, which would then prepare you to have one – and possibly 

two – heart surgeries.  
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She then explained to us that the surgeon at this hospital had 

just left for a conference, and that they had to move you over to 

Saint Justine, which was ten miles away, to have the surgery. She 

assured us that you would get the best care over 

there. Daddy was happy to hear about this transfer 

because he knew that to be one of the best children’s 

hospitals in all of North America.  In fact, he had 

wanted to request that you be transferred there. 

Knowing that reassured me. It was also the first of 

many blessings to come. 

Your Ambulance Ride
So here comes the preparation for the ambulance ride. They put 

your tiny little body in a plexiglass box with an oxygen tube on your 

face. They strapped you down securely, and a team of paramedics 

started to wheel you through the hospital halls. The look on the 

faces of every staff member was nothing but total compassion.  

Daddy and I walked hand in hand with our heads down, following 

behind as you were wheeled out to the ambulance. 

As we were walking through the main hospital halls, we saw 

the reactions as women and children watched your body being 

wheeled away. The looks of shock and awe mirrored our own, 

and it was at that moment when it really sunk into our shocked 

minds that your condition was really serious.  Neither one of us 

was used to having people look at us with such pity in their eyes. 

We didn’t like it.   

Daddy drove the car, and I rode in the front of the ambulance. 

Daddy tried to follow the ambulance but lost it after the first 

TEXT MESSAGE SENT TO 

REBECCA, DAWN AND EVELYN: 

Needs heart surgery.
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intersection, because the ambulance had put on its lights and sounds, allowing it to legally 

break traffic laws. 

When I was getting into the ambulance, the driver looked at me with deeply compassionate 

eyes and said to me, “Just have faith.” I did have faith. I knew that everything would be okay 

because you were still here and they caught it in time. I would hold no other vision. With 

the work that I do, I knew how important it was to stay positive and focus only on what I 

wanted to create from this situation. Applying the universal laws of attraction, deliberate 

creation, and positive expectation to this situation was Daddy’s and my top priority. Times 

like these are when we are called to put into practice what we believe and what we know. I 

was grateful that I had the knowledge I needed to get me through this situation. 

I was in total shock during the entire ride to the other hospital. All I remember was that at 

each light, the driver put on the noise and sound to alert other drivers to pull over to the 

side. Even though your brother was no longer with us on that day, I could hear him in my 

mind saying, “Weeooow, weeooow,” which he would do every time he saw an ambulance 

or fire truck. At one light, a driver did not stop and we almost t-boned him. I was grateful 

that the ambulance driver was so skilled, alert, and had such great reflexes. 

We arrived at the hospital, and you were taken right up to the ICU, with me following closely 

behind. Once there, I was greeted immediately by a social worker named Heidi.  Heidi was 

a blessing in many ways, the first of which being that she spoke English. Language was 

not a problem at the Montreal Children’s Hospital but it turned out to be a real challenge 

at Saint Justine, where French is the native language. “This must be a total shock to you,” 

Heidi said, and I just started to cry. More sandpaper tissue on my already chapped nose. 

Heidi was a true godsend. She took me down to the emergency room admittance and I 

am forever grateful that she did. The attendant did not speak ANY English, so she had 

to translate. The Children’s Hospital did not send over the paperwork or any information 

so the administrative team at Saint Justine had no idea what to do with your case. They 
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put you in the ICU, but Daddy and I had to stand around and wait for them to create 

hospital cards for all of us. Finally we got that situated. I went outside to wait for Daddy 

before going on. He still was not there because there was traffic, and he was not driving 

an ambulance with lights and sounds to help to get him there. Your dad is the most patient 

man on the planet. He really was my rock during this whole experience. 

While I was waiting for Daddy to arrive, I received a phone call from Dr. Katz. He was 

concerned and had already been brought up to speed by Dr. Béland from the other hospital. 

He assured me that I was in good hands and that you had everything stacked in your favor. 

He also told me that these types of procedures have come a long way over the last ten 

years. The results are now excellent, he explained, and in most cases, the children can look 

forward to a normal development .That helped me feel a little better because although I 

didn’t realize it at the moment, I was in a great deal of fear–left over from past experiences 

that I will explain in more detail later. Bottom line, I was in total fear, and I knew I could 

not create the outcome I desired for you if I allowed myself to remain in this state. 

My work as a Universal Law coach is based on the importance of connecting with our 

feelings. Our feelings are our guides. I was in so much shock that I could not feel my feelings 

at this point; I had no guide. The words of wisdom offered by others were truly my voice 

of reason. Dr. Katz was of great comfort to me.  He would reassure me, and he was so 

compassionate towards our situation. I will never forget the tone of reassurance in his voice 

when he called me that day. He was such a great source of strength and comfort.  I felt so 

blessed to have all these angels helping you, and at the same time helping me handle this 

situation. All I could do was to keep counting the blessings. 

Daddy arrived and I breathed a big sigh of relief.  I felt like I was safe again. Heidi, Daddy 

and I went into the second admitting room where – once again – no one spoke English. 

When Daddy and Heidi began talking in French, I felt completely lost. In a state of utter 

shock, I just stared off into space, at the walls covered in a mural of children playing. 



Nothing around me made sense; it was all just noise.  All I wanted was to get back upstairs 

to see you.   

Heidi brought us back upstairs to the ICU and we waited with her in a room. They were 

doing tests on you to determine their own diagnosis. Heidi was a very calming presence to 

both Daddy and me; we were both still in such shock. It seemed like an eternity before we 

were allowed to go in and see you. 

The doctors at Saint Justine arrived at the same diagnosis as the team at Children’s Hospital, 

and they decided you needed your first procedure that night. It briefly occurred to me that 

we were supposed to be going out on a date that night, and that I had arranged for Nana 

to babysit because Daddy bought tickets to a show for my birthday. To say the least, this 

changed our plans. 

As Daddy and I sat around and waited, we deliberately focused on and talked about how 

strong you are and how you would not fight this long and hard just to end it all now. We 

knew that you would be coming home. We simply refused to hold any other vision.   We 

were grateful that the doctors had discovered your condition and that you were receiving 

excellent medical care. While you were in your procedure, we decided to make a list of all 

the blessings for which we were genuinely grateful:  

1. It was a miracle you were still alive. We realized at such a deep level that miracles 

are not only possible, but that our son was living proof. With living proof of that one 

miracle, we had no reason not to expect further miracles.

2. You were under the care of a highly competent doctor, who was well-trained and 

alert enough to detect your rare and potentially life-threatening condition.  

3. I was a responsible mom who kept the regular doctor checkups scheduled for both 

you and Alex.

4. You were receiving the best possible care at one of the top children’s hospitals in 

North America.
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5. We had the support of our family and Nana to help with Alex.

6. We had so many people sending you love and light and praying for you.

7. We had each other.

8. Both of us had flexible jobs that allowed us to be present, for both you and for Alex.

9. We had reliable transportation to get back and forth from the hospital.  

10. We had the money for gas to get back and forth from the hospital.

11. We were only 40 minutes away, barring traffic.

12. Our perspective about what is truly important was forever changed: It was my 40th 

birthday and the only gift that had any meaning was your health.

13. Daddy had enough patience to continually translate from French into English so that 

I could be kept informed about what was happening at every step along the way.

This gratitude list gave Daddy and me a great deal of peace, and it provided some protection 

from the turbulence that was all around us.  For example, both grandpas wanted to know 

who was to blame for this situation, and why the doctors had not detected this earlier. 

Knowing that this type of thinking was not going to help you or us, we simply focused our 

attention on what needed to be done to heal you. This included praying for you and asking 

everyone we knew to pray for you. We held the vision of you being at home and playing 

with Alex.  “All three of my men, back home and in the same room” became my mantra.   

Both Daddy and I believe that it’s not so much what happens in our lives, but how we 

react to what happens that determines the quality of the life we create. Where we focus our 

energy and attention becomes our point of attraction.  Knowing this, Daddy and I vowed 

to keep our thoughts and emotions as positive as possible.   
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The Birth of the Enlightened Kid Program
Days before you were hospitalized, Daddy and I met with the priest at the Catholic church 

where we were planning to have you baptized the day after Christmas. The priest talked 

about how important it is to establish a foundation of spirituality and religion for children 

at an early age, and explained that, “Children who do not develop this awareness before 

the age of twelve often find it difficult to establish a strong spiritual connection when they 

are adults.” I had found this to be true for many people that I knew, and for many of the 

clients that I coached. Many of the clients I have helped over the years did not have a great 

foundation of connection and empowerment when they were young, and they were doing 

everything they could to try to establish it in their lives as adults. 

Later that night, I started thinking about moms like myself who believe in spirituality and 

metaphysics, and how naturally those beliefs are passed down to our children.   As I got into 

bed, an idea was born within me, almost like a download of information.   I jumped out of 

bed and practically ran down the stairs to tell Daddy. Inspired by the significance of your 

upcoming baptism and the realization that there are so few programs out there for parents 

like us who want to begin teaching our children from an early age about the universal laws 

of abundance and empowerment, we decided to create something we called the Enlightened 

Kid Program. We had talked about the program that night and a few times afterward, but 

now – waiting in the ICU – we talked about it in depth. Doing so reinforced the principles 

we were committed to applying in this situation, and it gave us something positive to focus 

on.  Again, we wanted to focus on good things and only good thoughts.   

For us, focusing only on good things and positive thoughts wasn’t a choice.  We did not 

have the “luxury” – for lack of a better word – of allowing our minds to be occupied by 

negative thoughts, and we certainly had no intention of sitting around feeling sorry for 

ourselves. We decided to get creative instead. While we waited and waited, we discussed 

the goals of the program and even came up with the company name: FCAM Enterprises, 

Inc. This stood for Frederic, Christy, Alex and Maxim. 
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After hours of waiting, the doctors finally came out and notified us that the procedure was 

a success. Then they told us that before anything else could be done, you needed some time 

to recover.   
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Your Recovery: 
Part Un 

We were allowed to see you immediately after the 

procedure, but you were still unconscious from the 

anesthesia.  We stayed with you for a while, bathing 

you in our love and speaking words of comfort into 

your subconscious mind. And then, because there 

was no place for us to sleep and knowing that you 

were in good hands, we went home. We hadn’t seen 

Alex since the morning when Grandmama came to 

get him from the first hospital. It was now 11pm. 

We had to get home and let Grandmama go home. 

The moment we walked in the door and Grandmama 

hugged me, I lost it and just started bawling in her 

arms. I was still in such shock from what was happening to you, and her touch brought all 

my pent-up emotions to the surface. Daddy then hugged her, and I have never seen him 

hug anyone like that before. He really needed that hug from his mom. 

The next morning (Saturday) I woke up early and my first thought was, Thank God. It was 

just a bad dream. Then the reality set in that this was really happening. I went into your room, 

and it was just eerie. You were not in your crib, and the beautiful room that was created 

especially for you sat empty.  My heart ached from the void. 

TEXT MESSAGE TO 

REBECCA, DAWN AND 

EVELYN: First procedure 

was successful. Max may 

only need one other 

surgery. Will keep you 

posted. Thank you for the 

prayers. They are working.



Maxim’s Story
17

Like every home with young children, ours had a morning routine: You would wake up 

first and I would feed you. Then Alex would wake up, and I would put you in your crib 

sideways so that you could look at us. I would then put Alex on my lap with this “deaux 

deaux” (blanket) and his “lait” (milk). We would both look over at you, and you would look 

at us.  On this morning, I looked over at the crib and you were not there. My heart just sank. 

Then Alex – who was only eighteen months old at the time – looked over at the crib and 

motioned with his hand, pointing his finger. He looked at me and shrugged his shoulders 

as if to ask, “Where’s Max?” He called you “Maaa.” I had to explain to him that you were 

at the hospital and that you were going to be staying there for a while, but you would be 

back as soon as possible. I reassured him that he would be kissing his little brother again 

in no time. I’m not sure how Alex understood much of what I said, but Daddy and I have 

always talked to both of you as if you could understand everything.   

During this time, Alex was watching his Elmo’s Greatest Hits DVD almost continuously, 

which really took our minds off of the situation, at least for a while.  He was so into Elmo 

and wanted to watch this DVD over and over, that we started to learn the songs and sing 

along. That did lift our spirits a little. Hearing his laughter and his wanting us to dance with 

us put our focus on feeling good which raised our vibration. We needed those moments of 

pure joy and positive energy so that we could bring it to you at the hospital. 

When Grandmama came back that morning, a little later than we had expected, we were 

literally waiting on the stairs with our coats and shoes on, ready to go. I couldn’t wait to get 

to the hospital to see you and to get the news about your next procedure.   

We finally got to the hospital, and they told us that the plan now was to slow things down. 

You needed time to recuperate, not only from the procedure, but also from the previous two 

months when you had been struggling to breathe. It was like you were running a marathon 

every day without taking a break. They needed you to rest for ten to fourteen days to get 

you ready for the main heart surgery.  So we started to wait. 

They observed you so closely.  Everything was monitored and documented; if you sneezed, 



they wrote it down. You now had an oxygen tube in your nose, as well 

as a feeding tube in your mouth. You had IVs and PICC lines all over 

your body. Because your veins were so tiny, they had to try several 

places before they were able to successfully insert the PICC lines. You 

had markings all over your body. There were monitors everywhere. 

It was hard to find a bare place on your skin to touch and kiss you. 

You were so thin that your skin was hanging off of your body. You 

looked like an old man without any muscle tone. In addition to needing 

you to recover from the first procedure, the doctors wanted you to 

gain some weight before the main surgery. 

Even in your highly sedated state, you grabbed my finger, and that felt 

so good! During this entire experience, we deliberately searched for 

milestones of your progress to keep us going. That was one. 

Because our focus was having you back home healthy, we occupied 

the time spent waiting by anticipating positive outcomes for each of 

your next steps:  First would be the surgery. Then 

ICU for a week. Then in another ward for a few 

days. Then home. 

I was not able to breastfeed you or even hold you. 

I missed you so much. You were a part of my body 

for nine months. You were still more energy than 

matter. I was your main source of food, and we were 

so compatible with the breastfeeding. I loved to feed 

you. Because I had my business, I was home every 

day with you and Alex. Even if I was working, Nana 

was there and I was always close. I would come 

down between clients and classes to feed you and play with Alex. 

TEXT MESSAGE TO 

REBECCA, DAWN, AND 

EVELYN: He looks good. 

They are just letting him 

rest today. Still not sure 

when surgery will be. He 

grabbed my finger today!
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I started to look around the ICU, and I noticed the other babies in the room with you. There 

was one little baby right next to you. I noticed the parents there. There was another baby 

in front of you, and it seemed this baby was not doing too well. 

We spoke with the parents of the baby next to you, and we found out that he had been there 

for five months. This was NOT going to be our experience. We knew we would have you 

home soon. We continued to practice holding the vision of what we wanted: having you 

home quickly, healthy, and in a state of complete well-being. 

For me, this whole experience was difficult enough; what made it a little more challenging 

was the fact that no one could speak English, and I speak very little French. Daddy had to 

translate everything that the nurses told us about your condition, which meant that I had 

to hear things being described to Daddy, and then he had to translate everything to me. 

Thank God your daddy is a patient man. 

I did have to laugh because Daddy would spend a good five minutes talking with the nurse 

and then turn to me and say, “So they took out his one tube, and they are giving him this 

type of medication.” That was it. In paraphrasing their conversations, he automatically 

bullet-pointed them. 

This was a good lesson for me in letting go of control and learning to allow and trust. I 

had to sit back and allow myself to let Daddy handle everything. It felt very foreign and 

uncomfortable to me, but also freeing at the same time.  I had been writing a book with my 

dear friend and colleague, Rebecca Grado, about being an empowered female – a woman 

who is both yielding and strong at the same time.  The advice that we gave in the book 

helped me to remain in a state of allowing, rather than spiraling into control or resistance. 

I really started to detach and disconnect, which was necessary for my emotional well-being 

during this time. The pain of having you go through this was too much for me to experience, 

so I allowed my mind to focus on all the good things in my life. This was both an escape 

and also a way to experience moments of feeling good, which I could then share with you 

as you journeyed through this experience. 
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That entire week was very hard on both Daddy and me, and it got even harder. That 

Monday was my 40th birthday. Although this was the least of my focus and attention, 

Daddy had a cake and candles waiting for me when we got home. We were trying to get 

home before Alex went to bed, so he could have some time with us as well. He helped me 

blow out the candles. 

I have always appreciated the finer things in life, and I loved receiving birthday gifts, but 

this was so insignificant to me now. Nothing was more important than you regaining your 

strength and living your life in perfect health. There was nothing that could not be cancelled 

in my business or that was more important than you or our family. 

After eating a bit of birthday cake and putting Alex to bed, Daddy had a disagreement with 

Grandmama which added to the stress that we were both feeling. We both felt very strongly 

that no one other than the two of us would see you until you were farther along on your 

road to healing. We wanted you to have only positive energy around you and to be free of 

anyone who might introduce an element of fear or worry. Hearing this, Grandmama 

announced that she would no longer be helping us take care of Alex, so we had to figure 
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out what to do.  We had Nana to take care of Alex during the 

weekdays, but what were we going to do on the weekends? The worst 

part about all of this was that we were waiting for you to have your 

surgery, not knowing when or how it would go. That was constantly 

on our minds. 

The doctors were pleased with your recovery and 

how you responded to the first procedure, but then 

they discovered that you had an infection in your 

urinary tract, which meant you needed a course of 

antibiotics. This lengthened the amount of time they 

needed to wait before they could proceed with the 

surgery. 

After discovering the infection in your urinary 

tract, the doctors needed to test your blood to see 

if you had an infection anywhere else in your body. 

This would determine whether they would need to 

further prolong the surgery, and if so, they might 

have to prepare your heart by repeating the first 

procedure because it was going to be longer than 

expected. Nana used to work in a children’s hospital and told us that 

the infection was probably confined to the urinary tract because they 

had to insert a catheter, and this can cause infections from time to 

time. Having her with us through this experience gave us both great 

comfort. It turned out that Nana was right. Big sigh of relief. 

Each day you were getting better, and we were told that because your 

heart was responding so well, it looked like you would not need two 

surgeries; you would need just the main one to switch the position of 

your arteries. 

TEXT MESSAGE TO 

REBECCA, DAWN, 

EVELYN, KENDRA, UNCLE 

RON, AND RONNIE: Max 

update: He has infection 

in urine. Doing tests to c 

if anywhere else. If not, 

they will do surgery a week 

from Thurs. If yes, it will be 2 

surgeries. He looks good.
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FYI: If you want to learn more about the exact 

surgery you had, you can go to YouTube and 

see a descriptive video. Daddy found this video 

days after your surgery, and when I viewed it, I 

just broke down because of what you had gone 

through. By the time you actually read this, there 

may be something far more advanced than 

YouTube where you can watch the surgery. 

We were very happy. Your heart was pumping properly and did not 

have to be trained. The waiting continued.   

On Thursday, Daddy was having a hard day (we would take turns), 

and he got so frustrated and angry (as angry as Daddy is capable of 

getting).  He felt that we had waited long enough, that you were doing 

better than expected, and he just wanted you to have your surgery. 

“Enough waiting already,” he said.  “Let’s get going.” 

The strength of his emotional reaction, combined 

with his clarity that it was time for things to start 

moving at a faster pace, shifted something.  

We met with the hospital coordinator, Isabella. She 

understood a little English, but could not speak it; 

I understood a little French, but could not speak it, 

so Daddy had to translate the entire meeting. She 

TEXT MESSAGE TO DAWN, 

REBECCA, EVELYN, UNCLE 

RON, COUSIN RON, AND 

GRANDPA: He may have 

surgery sooner because he 

is doing so well.



showed us pictures and explained what to expect both during and after your surgery. She 

gave us an estimate of how long you would be in the hospital and the steps they would take 

you through during your stay.   After ICU, she explained, you would be moved to another 

room, and you would be there for a few days. At that point, one of us could stay with you 

because there would be a bed in your room (although this later proved to not be the case). 

And then, finally, we could take you home. 

Daddy then asked a question that most men ask of their sons, “Will he be able play sports?” 

We were both happy with the answer: yes, you would. 

Your Surgery; Your Rebirth:  
Friday, November 26, 2010 
Alex and I went to the gym together three days a week. I needed that time for myself to 

keep my sanity; Alex needed that time to play with the other kids and to maintain a sense 

of normalcy. On Friday morning, as soon as we got home from the gym, Daddy greeted me 

at the door. “You’re right on time,” he said. “We just got a call from the hospital, and they 

want to do the surgery today.”

“Today?!”

“Yes, and we need to get there as soon as possible if we want to see him.”

“Call Francine and get her here.”

“I already did. She’s on her way.”

The moment Francine arrived, we jumped in the car. It was a very quiet ride to the hospital. 

We made record time. 
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We were led straight up to the ICU, where the anesthesiologist was 

waiting for us.   We were also fortunate to meet Dr. Vobecky, the 

surgeon who was going to operate on you. I asked 

her to take care of my baby and she replied, “When 

he is on my table, he is my baby.” You were already 

under anesthesia, but we were permitted to go in 

and see you.

We put on robes, slippers, masks and hairnets to 

ensure that everything inside the operating room 

remained sterile.  As we walked through the halls 

of the section of the hospital where you were to be operated on, we 

were both completely silent. We walked into the OR and saw your 

tiny little body lying on this big operating table. The distance from 

that doorway to your body was only about ten feet, but it felt like it 

took forever to reach you. You were out cold. There were machines 

everywhere. You had markings on your chest outlining where they 

were going to make the incision for your surgery. We were allowed 

to touch you, but not kiss you. We were stunned and running on pure 

adrenaline because of the sudden news that you were to be operated 

on that morning.   I just couldn’t believe that my two-month-old baby 

was going to be cut open. A new level of shock set in.   

Daddy was able to say things to you. He told you how much we both 

love you and how many people were praying for you. He told you 

how strong you were, and that you would get through this and be 

back home in no time. He was able to say all the things that I wanted 

him to say to you. No matter what I did, I couldn’t move my mouth 

TEXT MESSAGE TO 

EVERYONE: Please pray. 

Max is going into surgery 

right now. Good news. 



and make words come out. I think for the first time in my life, I was completely speechless. 

I was beyond being in shock. All I could do was touch you and telepathically tell you that 

I loved you. 

They suggested that it wouldn’t do any of us any good if we stayed, and encouraged us to 

go home and be with our other son. So we did. We drove home, reconnected with Alex, 

and the three of us spent the day putting up our Christmas tree, all the while bathing you 

in our love and sending you healing energy and prayers.     

In fact, everybody we knew and countless others that we didn’t were praying for you in 

churches of every denomination all around the world. We had people sending you Reiki 

and conducting every imaginable type of healing. People were lighting candles for you. 

Maxim has a great future ahead of him, he will be resilient, determined & 

a fighter. Yes, much brighter days are just around the corner, the power 

of prayer & positive energy is truly amazing & miraculous.  And we owe 

it all to a loving God who bestows wonderous blessings to us.

LAB  ( love & blessings )  Robert

Your wonderful son is surrounded by so much positive energy that I 

envision him glowing with health.  The power of Source is blessing him 

with healing and well-being, and that’s the knowledge I affirm every day.  

Along with so many others, I’m sending love and light to Max and you 

and Frederic and Alex.

Love — June
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Christy, my prayers and thoughts remain with you and your family:) I 

am envisioning you in a room with all three of your handsome men, all 

of you full of love, health, joy and gratitude.

Love,

Kelly

Hi Christy,

It is heartwarming to see that your little guy is improving—and really I 

guess it’s a positive thing that he is heading for that next surgery now, 

before he leaves the hospital.  That way he is getting the best care, and 

less chance of something going wrong when you head home right?

So my love, hugs, thoughts and prayers are with all of you, and I am 

so looking forward to your news that your 3 men are all together with 

you, in one room, at home  :)

Lots of love and hugs,

Julie

Christy,

You continue to be on my mind and in my prayers constantly.  I am 

helping to hold you all in God’s beautiful healing light.  Three men in 

one room, that has to be simple, right?  Thank you for beautiful Maxim 

and his family who love him so very much.  May they be there together 

in one room, in love, health and deep gratitude.

You are so very loved right now!  

Cindy
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Evelyn Apostolou, your other godmother

The mood in our home was reverent and calm that day, as we sent 

you love and light during your surgery. We waited and waited for 

the phone call telling us that we could go and see you. 

Finally, the surgery – which took approximately four hours – was 

complete.  We received a call from the receptionist at the hospital, 

letting us know that you were back in the ICU and we would be 

able to see you in one hour. We called Francine to 

come back over, jumped in the car, and rushed to 

the hospital. 

When we arrived back at the ICU, you were 

still unconscious from the anesthesia. You had a 

monitor for your oxygen levels that was wrapped 

around one hand and lit up by a red light. There 

were tubes and IVs coming out of everywhere. 

They even had a monitor on your forehead. They 

TEXT MESSAGE TO 

EVERYONE: He is finished and 

back in ICU. We will C him within 

the hour. Sounds like everything 

went ok. Will c the surgeon soon. 
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had your hands tied down with cardboard so that you wouldn’t move 

them. There was literally no free place on your body where I could 

kiss you. All I could do was hold your hand. I couldn’t believe what 

was happening to my baby. 

There was a sign above your bed that read, “Sternum Ouvert.” This 

meant that your sternum was still open, and that no one could move 

you.  Closing it would represent another important milestone. 

Outside the hospital, there was still a household 

that needed to be run, so our time with you was 

interspersed between trips to the grocery store, 

doing the laundry, making Alex something to eat, 

and oh yeah… running my business. Thank God 

I had created a business that did not require me 

to be present in order to earn money. I was able 

to take a month off, doing just the bare minimum, 

while Evelyn taught the classes for the Quantum 

Success Coaching Academy (QSCA), my twelve-

month certification program for Law of Attraction coaches. I like to 

refer to the QSCA as my first baby. Rebecca worked with our editor, 

Danielle, to make the final round of changes to our book, Taming 

Your Alpha Bitch: How to Be Fierce and Feminine (and Get Everything 

You Want!), in time for our publishing deadline. Everything else 

was either cancelled or postponed. I felt so blessed to have such a 

wonderful support team around me. 

After a few days in the ICU, Daddy and I learned that getting to the 

hospital too early in the morning meant sitting around and waiting 

for the doctors to complete their rounds, because parents were not 

allowed in the ICU when the doctors were there.   So, we adjusted 

TEXT MESSAGE TO 

EVERYONE: We saw the 

surgeon and everything 

went great. We saw him n 

he looks good. It is now up 

to God and Max. Love u!
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our schedule:  We would stay home with Alex until about 11am, then go to see you in the 

afternoon. In the early evening, we would rush home in two-hour traffic so we could be 

home in time to put Alex to bed. Some nights the traffic was worse than others. It was 

around Christmas time, so the traffic was even more congested than usual. There were some 

nights when we felt we were going to go crazy sitting in that car. We were being pulled 

between our two boys, and we wanted to be with you both.  At least Daddy and I were 

together, and we were grateful for that.

After tucking Alex into bed, we’d get our rest and do it all again the following day.   

Things changed drastically when you left the ICU and went into your recovery room. You 

did not have a nurse dedicated only to you, so you relied on us more than the nurses at this 

point. You shared a room with another little boy who was a month old and also had heart 

issues. His mom was 18 years old, and she only spoke French and Spanish, so the two of us 

could not communicate. One of the many difficult things about this experience was being in 

such close proximity to other mothers who were going through similar feelings and dealing 

with similar issues, but not being able to talk to them because of the language barrier. For 

two weeks you were next to a 5-month-old little baby named Zachary. He was a preemie, 

and he had a series of complications. He was the baby who had been there for 5 months. 

I wanted to connect with the mom, but the language barrier made it difficult to exchange 

anything but simple pleasantries. 

In addition to nearly all of the parents, most of the nurses spoke only French, and I could 

not communicate with them other than to say “Bonjour” (Hello) and “Comment ça va?” 

(How are you?) As a result, Daddy had to make the call to the hospital each night before 

we went to sleep to see how you were doing because I just couldn’t get very far with the 

limited amount of French that I spoke. 
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Then one night as we were leaving, I met a male nurse who spoke 

English – not well, but well enough that we could understand each 

other. Knowing that the nurse on duty that night could speak a little 

English, I decided that I would place our nightly call.

“Hi. This is Maxim’s mom. I am calling to find out how he is 

doing.”

“He is doing well. I gave him a muffin.”

I paused because I did not understand. I then asked for 

clarification.

“You gave him a muffin?”

 “Yes.”

After another long pause during which I could 

not find words in English – let alone in French – I 

finally managed to ask, “How did you give him a 

muffin? How could he ingest that?” 

He laughed and said, “It is for pain.”

“Oh. Morphine.” 

We had a good laugh.

TEXT MESSAGE TO 

EVERYONE: I am buzzed 

big time. I needed a stiff 

drink after the week we 

had. We r celebrating 

Maxim’s recovery. Wooo 

hooo.
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Your Recovery: 
Part Deux 

We had now entered part two of your recovery – this time from your heart surgery. You 

had started to open your eyes just a few days post-surgery, but because your sternum was 

still open, the doctors had to keep you sedated.

That weekend we did not have anyone to watch Alex, so we had to take him with us to the 

hospital. Because he was so young, he was not allowed in the ICU, so Daddy and I took 

turns watching him in the waiting area so that we could each spend time with you. 

Alex was so great for comic relief. He was at this interesting stage where he wanted to clean 

everything. I had packed a bag full of toys including crayons and a blue ball. He opted 

instead to take out a Lysol wipe and clean the chairs and table in the waiting room. 

We threw around the blue ball in the room, but he wanted to be out in the hallway. He 

made some friends in the room, and they got in on the fun of throwing the ball back and 

forth.

The next day, Sunday, we took Alex to see Santa before Alex came with us to the hospital. 

This time there were way too many people in the waiting room, so we played in the hallway. 

He then wanted to go into the room. He would stand in the doorway and wave “hi” to 

everyone. He made us all laugh. 



They began closing your sternum on the Monday following your 

surgery, but there was too much swelling on the top of your heart, 

so they were not able to close it all the way. 

I was so resistant to being in the hospital. I wanted to be with you, 

but I just hated being there. When I was at the hospital, I missed 

Alex; when I was home, I missed you. I really felt 

torn inside. It was challenging just to stay in the 

moment. 

One particular day while you were in the ICU, I 

went to pump my milk while Daddy stayed with 

you. He really started to bond with you that day. I, 

on the other hand, was having a difficult time and 

started to ask myself why. I didn’t want to stay in resistance because 

I knew that would only bring me more of what I did not want. I 

wanted to get back into an accepting state of mind. 

Throughout this entire experience – and at this moment in particular 

– I had been asking myself, “How did I create this?” I truly believe 

that each of us creates our own reality. I considered myself a pretty 

good creator, and I had manifested an amazing life. How was I now 

creating this?  

Ask and it is given: While I was pumping my milk, I received the 

insight I needed to understand how I had created this experience. 

I got pregnant with you in January 2010 while Daddy and I were 

in Arizona on a three week vacation. During our stay, Rocco – the 

nephew of my best friend, Dawn, who was also 2 months old at the 

time – needed to have heart surgery. The thought of such a tiny 

baby having open heart surgery scared me to death. 

TEXT MESSAGE TO 

EVERYONE: Max is doing 

better than expected. He 

is recovering nicely.

Maxim’s Story
33



Fifteen years earlier, I had worked with a man named Dave who had a son named Reed. 

Reed was such a little sweetie, and the two of us really connected. I had just moved to 

Sacramento to take a job with Pepsi-Cola, and I didn’t know a single soul. Dave took me 

under his wing and introduced me to many people, including his 3-year-old little boy. Reed 

was born with heart problems, and he had already gone through one heart surgery when 

he was just an infant. Then, around his fourth birthday, he had to have another surgery. 

He did not make it. 

The loss of Dave’s son happened right at the same time that my sister, your Aunt Terri, 

committed suicide. These two events left me in such a state of shock, and I just didn’t 

know how to deal with all the feelings that I felt. When I became pregnant with you fifteen 

years later, and learned that Dawn’s nephew Rocco had to have heart surgery, all of the 

terror, sadness, and helplessness that I had repressed from the loss of Reed and Terri came 

flooding back. 

As I sat in the hospital bathroom with both of my breasts in suction cups that were extracting 

my milk, I understood the vibration within me that had co-created this situation with you. 

At the very same time that your body was being created, I was operating from an intense 

state of fear. Your heart was the first thing to develop, and it was developing before I even 

knew I was pregnant. I was so scared for Dawn and her family. I had no idea that medicine 

had come such a long way in the past fifteen years and had dramatically improved the 

outcome of these types of surgeries. Although I didn’t connect the dots at the time, when 

Dr. Katz brought this to my attention before you had your first procedure, it instantly 

opened the possibility that you would recover, even though Reed did not.  

You were obviously a vibrational match to this type of situation, because you chose it, and 

this was your battle. It was taking place in your body, and you would be the one who would 

have to manifest your own recovery.  Still, in that moment, I realized just how intertwined 

our lives were; your experience deeply affected my own.  We co-created this together. 
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       They finally closed your sternum on Wednesday, 

December 1st. This is when the procedures would 

finally end, and all your energy could be focused 

solely on your recovery – or so we thought. 

Each day you got better and better. Now that your 

sternum was closed, we looked for all the other 

milestones. The next one was waiting for the 

doctors to take out your oxygen tube and the 

drainage tube in your thorax. 

That day (Thursday, December 2, 2010) was a 

very emotional one. We walked into the ICU, and 

for the first time I saw your incision. Up until this 

point it had been covered with a bandage. With 

the bandages off, it hit me that you had had a very 

serious and complicated operation. The shock was 

wearing off and things like this were reminders of 

the severity of what you had just been through. 

I had to leave the room and go into a private 

bathroom just so I could be alone and cry. Just 

when my nose had finally healed from the tissue 

paper, it got chapped again. I had to pull myself 

together so I could go back in and see you. 

On this day, they took out your oxygen tube and removed the 

drainage tube from your thorax. This was also the day that I could 

hold you in my arms for the first time in two weeks. My little baby 

was finally allowed to be back in my arms! 

As the nurse was getting you ready to hand you to me, I sat in a 

TEXT MESSAGE TO EVELYN:  

I am not good today. 

Another hard damn day. 

Max is getting his sternum 

closed today. He is 

recovering. 

TEXT MESSAGE TO 

EVERYONE: We have 

cause for celebration. They 

took out max’s drainage 

tubes from the thorax and 

extubated his o2. He is 

doing great. He was wide 

awake n moving his mouth. 
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rocking chair practically bursting with anticipation. Daddy, who 

was there watching me, said that I was coming out of my skin with 

excitement and anticipation. The minute the nurse put you in my arms, 

my heart melted open and tears of joy streamed down my face. The 

first time I held you at birth was an incredible moment, and one I will 

never forget for the rest of my life. But this moment was even more full 

and overwhelming with emotions. For me, it was like you were being 

born all over again. I held you in my arms until they went numb. 

The next day we were still high from all the great things that had 

happened the day before, and then came another setback – another 

unexpected loop on the roller coaster ride from hell. 

When Daddy spoke with the doctors in the morning 

before we left to go see you, we found out that you 

had stopped breathing for a few seconds at 4am 

and then again at 6am. During those episodes, 

you also stiffened up your arms. Concerned that 

it was a seizure, the doctors started you on a new 

medication, and also ordered another series of tests 

to find out if you had any neurological issues due 

to the fact that you were not breathing properly for 

the first two months of your life. 

Although it turned out that they found nothing 

wrong neurologically, that was still a tough day for 

us, especially Daddy.  We went to lunch at Baton 

Rouge so that I could have a drink with lunch (I 

wanted a Cosmo after all the ups and downs), and 

while we were there, we received an unexpected 

surprise.  There was a table displaying the Canadian Grey Cup. The 

TEXT MESSAGE TO EVELYN: 

Can you send some 

healing 2 us and Max. He 

had some complications. 

TEXT MESSAGE TO DAWN: 

Did Rocco have any after 

effects from the surgery? 

Max stopped breathing for 

a few seconds a couple 

of times this am. They are 

doing tests. 
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Montreal Alouettes had won, and the general manager and several 

employees were sitting there, admiring it.

We texted Uncle Frank (who is a huge hockey 

fan) to tell him about this, and he asked us to take 

a picture. While Daddy was getting a picture, the 

restaurant manager asked him if he wanted to hold 

it. Here is the picture of Daddy and the Grey Cup. 

Daddy likes to call it “a touch of greatness.” 

This encounter really lifted our spirits. It was 

exactly what Daddy needed so that he could go 

back to the hospital and be a support for you. For 

him, holding the cup represented great achievement 

and served as a reminder that all things are possible.  

It really put him back in alignment. 

For me, the cup 

brought to mind 

all the incredible 

moments of 

inspiration that 

had marked our journey with 

you. The entire process began 

with a miracle, and for me this 

was a powerful sign that there 

were more miracles to come. 

It was as if I was receiving 

TEXT MESSAGE TO UNCLE 

FRANK: Hey Frank it’s Fred. 

We are in Baton Rouge 

decarie and the Grey cup 

is on a table. Jim Pop and 

friends are there. No players. 

Here is something that will 

piss you off even more . . . 

yesterday same restaurant 

we saw the ultimate fighter 

Georges St-Pierre. Tomorrow 

we may see Carey Price.

FRANK: Take a picture!
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communication from your Spirit that said, “Hold on, stay positive and continue to focus on 

all the good.  I am going to win this battle.”

And that is what we did. Did we have moments of feeling sadness, fear, or even helplessness? 

Sure! We allowed ourselves to feel what we were going through. We acknowledged our 

feelings, but then we released those emotions by crying, venting, or talking to someone 

about the situation. And then we refocused our attention back on the miracle of Maxim. 

Since you were now well on your way to recovering from the surgery, we decided that it was 

time to invite the rest of the family to visit you. Aunt Valerie, who had respected our wishes 

from the start and had been so amazing and helpful throughout this entire experience, was 

the first person we asked to come to the hospital to see you. 

The very next day, Aunt Valerie and Uncle Frank came to visit you in the ICU.  The minute 

Aunt Valerie saw you, she just started to cry – not because she was sad, but because she 

was so happy that you were there. Uncle Frank needed to leave the room because seeing 

you reminded him of when his dad had heart surgery, and it made him too emotional. You 

were just skin and bones, but they were both so happy because they were able to hold you 

in their arms. 

You smiled at all of us, and you laughed at me for the first time in your life! That was 

another great day. And, as always, saying goodbye at night was hard.  

The house was really empty without you. We were used to hearing your baby coos and 

cries, and I missed our nightly routine: Daddy and I would put Alex to bed first, and then 

you would fall asleep in my arms. My arms felt so empty. I had to focus on what it would 

feel like to have you back in them. 

The house we were living in was created because of you. Before you came along, we had 

been living in a great house with three bedrooms that faced the forest. We had it built from 

the ground up, and Daddy and I selected every appliance and fixture. It really was our home. 



When we found out that we were pregnant with you, we decided that 

it would be best to purchase a bigger home. We found the perfect home 

where the four of us could create our lives together. It was because of 

you that we now lived in this beautiful home. Not 

having you in it felt incomplete. 

It’s funny – we never knew what we were missing 

before we had you. It’s just like before we had Alex. 

Our lives were full and wonderful and fun – and 

then, once we had Alex, we couldn’t imagine life 

without him. The same was true with you. We 

couldn’t imagine having to live without you, and 

there was no question in our minds that we would 

have to. You were doing great, and you were well 

on your way to recovery.  Again . . . we would allow no other vision 

other than having you home healthy, happy, and thriving.

Monday morning (December 6th) we called, like 

usual, to find out how you were doing before we 

left for the hospital. They informed us that they 

had moved you out of ICU!  This meant that if all  

went well (and we had no other vision), you would 

be home in a few days. One more thing to celebrate! 

We were one more step closer to having you  

back home. 

TEXT MESSAGE TO 

EVERYONE: Max is doing 

great. He smiled, laughed 

and made sweet baby 

sounds. He will b moving 

out of ICU in the next 

couple of days. 

 TEXT MESSAGE TO 

EVERYONE: Hi! They 

moved Max out of ICU. 

He should b home soon if 

all goes well.
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Out of ICU- Another Major Milestone
Initially, Isabelle (the hospital coordinator) had told us that there would be a bed in the 

ward where you would be moved from the ICU, and that one of us could stay the night 

with you there, but this turned out not to be the case. There was a small cot, and it was not 

very comfortable. We decided not to sleep at the hospital, especially since there was another 

family staying in the same room. Also, we had no idea how long you would be there, and 

we needed to stay healthy for you and for Alex. 

The nurse in the ICU made a good point when she told us that we were running a marathon, 

not a sprint, and how vitally important it was for Daddy and I to stay healthy. If we allowed 

our own health to deteriorate, it would be dangerous for us to even be near you.   Karen, 

the coach/spiritual therapist I had been seeing since I conceived you, was a huge support 

to me throughout this process, reminding me that it would be a long haul and that I needed 

to take care of myself. 

I would have my sessions with Karen in the car, in the hospital parking lot once a week. It 

worked out better this way with both of our schedules because the only time I was home 

was early in the morning and in the evening to put Alex to bed. 

The beginning of winter had brought an early cold snap and the first snowstorm. I would 

get in the car, turn on the heat and talk to her, and at the end of the hour I always felt 

calmer, more grounded, and more centered.  These sessions also allowed me to connect 

with and process my emotions. After the initial shock wore off, all I wanted to do was numb 

myself. I was so afraid of feeling what I needed to feel. But I also knew that numbing myself 

or suppressing my emotions would not be good for you, me, Alex, or Daddy, and it would 

have a negative effect on anything else I wanted to create in my life. 
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Emotions and feelings are the invisible messages we send out like a radio signal that 

broadcasts to the universe those things we want to magnetize into our lives. If I denied or 

suppressed my emotions, I would unconsciously be broadcasting fear, heartache, confusion, 

and a host of other lower level emotions, which would attract to me more of the same.  

There were moments when I hated that I knew this information, because it would have 

been so much easier to just disconnect and suppress my emotions. My old MO was to eat 

chocolate compulsively, drink way too much caffeine, or even go shopping. Choosing to be 

present through this experience was not easy, but I did grow and expand as a result of it. 

Having the help and guidance of Karen was critical for me during this time. That is why 

I am so proud to be a coach, because I know the difference that coaches make in people’s 

lives. 

All the nurses in both the ICU and the new ward fell in love with you. When we would 

return back to the hospital in the morning, you were always being held by someone. I 

almost had to fight with one of the nurses just to hold you because she didn’t want to let 

you go. You have something special about you. Both of our boys do. 

With our stress levels now dramatically decreased, Daddy and Grandmama made amends, 

and she started to come and visit you in the hospital at night after we went home to tuck 

Alex into bed. 

On December 8th, you had your cords from the pacemaker taken out, as well as your PICC 

line. At that point, you only had the feeding tube. Yay! No more IVs or tubes. Another 

milestone. 

That was a fantastic day. Not only did you get the 

rest of the tubes and IVs taken out, but we also had 

a special visit from the Montreal Canadiens. As you 

recall from the story I told you earlier, we made a 

joke with Uncle Frank that the next day we might 

just see Carey Price. Well, talk about the power 

TEXT MESSAGE TO FRANK: 

Carey Price, Maxim, Benoit 

Pouliot, Spacek and 

Halpern just visited Maxim. 
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of intention. It wasn’t the next day, but it was only four days later 

when Carey Price, along with Benoit Pouliot, Jeff Halpern, Jaroslav 

Spacek, and Maxim Lapierre were leaning over your tiny little body. 

You received their pictures and autographs. 

Jeff Halpern, Benoit Pouliot & Maxim Lapierre

Carey Price & Jaroslav Spacek
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Email sent to everyone: 

Hi all,

I am forwarding you a picture of little Maxim along with some of the players 

of the Montreal Canadiens (hockey team). Five of the professional hockey 

players came to the hospital today. One of them, Maxim Lapierre, was a real 

hottie:) (Yes, I know; must be nice to see I have not changed). The other one 

that you can’t see very well in this picture (Jeff Halpern) was so cute, until he 

smiled. The guy had no teeth!!!! I felt like Phoebe on Friends in the episode 

where Ross was playing Rugby. She said, “Ohhh. I kind of liked it.”

This made our already amazing day even more amazing. Maxim had his PICC 

line taken out as well as his wires for the pacemaker. The only tube he has left 

is the feeding tube, which will remain in place for another month. They don’t 

want him to drink his milk entirely by the bottle, because digesting that way 

is too much work. So until he gets some meat on his bones he will do both 

bottle feeding and what the French call “gavage.” 

He is supposed to be coming home in the afternoon on Friday for a weekend 

visit. We will have to take him back to the hospital on Monday so the doctors 

can make sure he is still gaining weight. If we get the thumbs up, he will then 

come home for good. Wooooooooo Hoooooooo!!!

Love you all, 

Christy
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Isabelle also came by that day to give us detailed information about your upcoming 

discharge. It was really clear that you were going home on Friday (just two days away!). 

We were flying high from all the great news that came our way that day. 

The Day We Were Told about Your “Other” Surgery
By this time, Daddy and I had begun splitting shifts. I would drive to the hospital at 4:30-

5:00am so that I could be with you in the morning. Daddy would then come in the afternoon 

and stay until 7pm when Grandmama or Aunt Valerie would relieve him. 

On December 9th, the very next day after the wonderful day we just had, I arrived at the 

hospital, by myself, early in the morning. I was enjoying every moment with you; kissing 

you, helping you with your pacifier, feeding you. The surgeon, Dr. Vobecky, and her team 

came in to do their rounds, and that’s when they dropped a bomb on me. While the nurse 

was taking your blood pressure, she noticed a difference in the readings in your leg and 

your arm. They tried it several times. They were speaking in French, and because Daddy 

was not there, I had no clue what was happening.

Then all of a sudden, Dr. Vobecky said to me in a very nonchalant way – as if she were 

telling me they were going to take your blood pressure – “So he will have to have another 

surgery.”  

I didn’t think I heard her correctly. I thought she was talking about the surgery you just 

had. I asked her to repeat herself and she said, “Based on the results of his blood pressure 

this morning, we have to go in and do another surgery.” She asked me if I understood, I 

nodded my head in a very slow and uncertain manner, and then she left the room. 

I was leaning over one side of your crib while the nurse was on the other side taking your 

blood pressure. The look on my face must have shown the depth of my shock and confusion, 

because the nurse asked me, “Are you okay?”

“No. I think I am in shock. Did she say he has to have another surgery?”
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“Yes.”

“What? Why??”

She could not explain it to me – in part because she was a nurse and it 

was not her job to understand all the factors that warranted a second 

procedure – and in part because she spoke very minimal English.

I felt so lost and helpless. Shock was setting in again. What the hell 

was happening? I don’t understand! You were supposed to be going 

home tomorrow. 

I immediately called Daddy to come as quickly as he could. While 

he was waiting for Nana to come to the house so he could get on the 

road, the doctor decided to take you in for more tests. 

While you were in the ICU, they did several rounds of tests on you, 

but we were never allowed to be there when they did it. Whenever 

there was a procedure or testing being done, all the parents had to 

leave the room. That is when we would take the 

time to talk about our vision of you coming home 

healthy and continue to create the content for the 

Enlightened Kid Program. Now that you were in 

the new ward, I needed to come with you and watch 

you go through the testing. I couldn’t bear how 

hard this was to watch.

The next thing I knew, a man came into your room 

to wheel your crib away. When you were in the 

ICU, you were in a plexiglass box. Daddy and I 

saw these large cribs in the hallways and joked that 

TEXT MESSAGE TO DAWN, 

REBECCA, AND EVELYN:  

I am so upset. The doc  

says Max needs another 

surgery. I am in the dark 

because Fred is not here to 

translate what this means, 

why or when, uggg.
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they were built for monkeys. Now you were in one, being wheeled away for more tests. 

Once again, I followed behind your tiny little body. 

I was so emotional that my eyes were constantly filled with tears. During the whole time 

you were in the hospital, I had been very discreet about expressing my feelings. Whenever 

I needed to cry, I would go into a bathroom where no one would see me. Whenever I cry, 

my nose lights up like Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer, so it’s impossible to hide. But on 

this day, I didn’t care who saw. I was just so upset. You were supposed to come home the 

very next day.  Now you had to have another surgery? WHAT?!??

My emotions ranged from intense disappointment to shock to anger and back to 

disappointment. Then I moved to frustration and overwhelming sadness to total disbelief. 

I felt so powerless in this situation. Finally, I went completely numb and couldn’t feel 

anything other than the hot sting of my own tears running down my face. 

I mean, we were almost there! We were so close to having our entire family together again. 

For the past three weeks, I had been splitting myself between you and Alex. When I was 

with you at the hospital, I was in heaven, but I also felt pulled to go home and be with Alex. 

When I was laughing and enjoying Alex with his Elmo DVD, I felt pulled to be with you. 

As the man wheeled you through the cardiac halls of the hospital, he stopped abruptly.  I 

was told to wait until they came and got me. 

We waited and waited until finally someone came and asked me to pick you up and bring 

you into the exam room. 

The first test was the echocardiogram. I placed your tiny little body on the long bed as 

they did an ultrasound of your heart to see where they would need to do the surgery. I 

just caressed your head with tears streaming down my face. Once again, the person doing 

the test did not speak any English. I was feeling powerless and heartbroken and angry. 

The staff at the hospital must have been trained in how to make the most annoying sounds 
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possible while giving a baby an exam. The nurse was making clicking noises at you to try to 

get your attention, which was just adding to my frustration and anxiety. There was nothing 

calming about it. I wanted to scream!

The walls of the room were decorated with princesses from all the Disney movies. I walked 

you around the room, pointing out Cinderella, Snow White, Belle and Ariel. I think that 

calmed me down a little. 

After your echo was performed, the nurse motioned for me to take you back in the hallway 

until the next test. There was a rocking chair, so I was able to hold you in my arms and 

comfort you until you fell asleep. While you were sleeping, I saw a mother playing with 

her one-year-old baby. She was putting a plastic cup on her head and it would fall off. The 

baby would laugh hysterically. This made me smile and then laugh out loud. Nurses were 

coming out of exam rooms just to watch this baby. His joy was infectious. There is nothing 

like the sound of a baby’s laugh to raise your spirits. 

I used to include videos of you and Alex in the newsletters I send to my clients because 

the sound of laughter makes others laugh. Laughing raises our vibration and makes us feel 

good, which then attracts to us other things that make us feel good. This is the basis of the 

Universal Laws. 

The laughter of that baby helped me raise my vibration and change my perspective even for 

a few moments. It was like a ray of sunshine in an otherwise very dark day. 

The entire time I was in the hallway I was watching the clock, trying to estimate when 

Daddy would arrive at the hospital. It was so hard going through this alone and I just 

wanted him with me. 

Just when I was feeling a little calmer and a bit more centered and the tears started to dry 

up, it was time for your next test – this one was an EKG. I had to put you on another bed 
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and another nurse started to put all these stickers on you, attached to what seemed like 

hundreds of wires. You started to cry and it just broke my heart. My tears started up again, 

and they were streaming down my face. And this new nurse was making the same annoying 

clicking sounds as the other nurse! I would later laugh about this, but at the time I was just 

getting more and more annoyed. 

I wasn’t sure what all of these tests meant, but I did know one thing: I wanted my family 

back together again. The WHOLE family, loving and respecting one another. I wanted all 

of us surrounded in love and light. I wanted you in complete and total well-being. I wanted 

to go home and have you home with us. 

They brought the two of us back into the hallway where we were told to wait for someone 

to come and take you in your crib back to your room. I waited and waited, growing more 

and more upset. I was really in very a dark place. It felt like I had been budgeting my energy 

for this marathon, and that I had begun the day thinking that the end was so close. Then 

just when I was about to reach the finish line, I was told that I have a few more miles to 

go. I honestly did not know where I was going to get the strength or the energy to see this 

through. 

I saw Heidi, the social worker, in the hall and asked her to please come and talk with me 

when she had a chance.  She could tell I was having a really rough day because it was all 

over my face. She had something to do and then assured me that she would be back to talk 

with me. 

Eventually, I was so tired of waiting for someone to arrive that I just wheeled your crib 

back to your room myself. 

Daddy finally arrived at the hospital and he was amazing. He was in a state of complete 

acceptance of what was happening, whereas I was in total resistance.

Maxim’s Story
48



The surgeon came in and explained that you needed either a surgery where an incision 

would be made in your side (so now you would have two major scars) or a procedure that 

would be done with a catheter, like before. Either way, they told us, it would be scheduled 

for the coming weekend or the following Monday. 

Daddy and I were trying to determine what would be the best scenario for you so we 

could set forth our intentions and hope and pray for that. We honestly couldn’t figure out 

which one would be better. The procedure would allow you to come home sooner, but then 

we would have to take you back to the hospital for several follow-up appointments. The 

surgery would correct the problem right away, but would be a lot more invasive, and would 

require general anesthesia, intubation, ICU, and recovery time. We were glad that we did 

not have to make this decision, and that we had a team of very capable doctors to make it 

for us. 

They had to do an x-ray on you, and only one person could go with you into the room. 

After the day I already had, I was so relieved that Daddy was there to go in with you. Heidi 

ended up walking with us to the x-ray room, and I sat out in the hallway talking with her 

while you were getting your x-ray. I just vented about how upset I was, not only that you 

couldn’t come home, but also that you now had to have another surgery and that I did 

not understand why. It felt good to get out my emotions, and I was grateful to Heidi for 

listening. It really did help, even though I still could not accept the fact that I couldn’t take 

you home. 

I remembered a session I’d had with Karen in which we spoke about the distinction between 

approving and accepting. During that session, I saw that I would never approve of what was 

happening with you, but I could learn to accept it. On this particular day, however, I was 

far from accepting the fact that you were not coming home. 
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As I was leaving the hospital, I called your Grandpa Buddy and vented 

my frustrations to him. “He was supposed to come home tomorrow 

and now he has to have another surgery...” He tried to reassure me by 

telling me that and he and my mom were there to support me. I 

immediately cut him off and told him, “I don’t need support. I need to 

have my f-ing son home.” 

I also called Dawn and vented to her. I was so angry. The ride home 

was not pleasant. I would get upset at any car that got in my way. I was 

a mad woman that day (literally and figuratively). 

The rest of the day was a total blank for me. When 

I got home, I asked Francine if she could stay with 

Alex and me. I was in no position to be alone and 

take care of a toddler; I just wanted to numb myself. 

I needed support. I went upstairs to take a shower, 

and I just cried and cried. I really didn’t know how 

much more of this I could take. Even though you 

were the one going through all of this, I felt every 

bit of it as if it were happening to me. It was my 

experience as well. 

December 10th 

Daddy dropped me off in front of the hospital because the parking lot 

was full. I went upstairs to your room right away. Isabelle met me in 

the room, and you were not there. You were getting tests done on the 

first floor of the hospital. She was trying to describe to me how to go 

and meet up with you. Again, she did not speak English well and I did 

not speak French well. She was acting like a mime trying to motion 

TEXT MESSAGE TO 

EVERYONE: One step 

forward and 2 steps back. 

Max has to have another 

surgery because one of 

his arteries is not flowing 

enough. Not sure when but 

back 2 ICU etc. This bites!
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to me. It was like we were playing charades. “First floor” down the hall became “premier 

floor” and “all the way back.” I had no idea what she was talking about. She even asked 

another nurse how to say “all the way down the hall.” By the time she got back to me, it had 

morphed into “back all the way.” I had no idea where to go or how to find you. I just opted 

to stay in your room and wait for you. 

The previous day, when I had been alone at the hospital while they did all those tests on 

you, was bad enough. Now, I was informed that they had to do a brain scan because of the 

seizures that they thought you had. They brought Daddy and me into a small room and 

put you on this long bed. They put cream on your head and started to attach electrodes to 

you. All the while, everything was being spoken in French. The language barrier had been 

tough at times, and on this particular day, it was too much to take. I was having a hard time 

finding anything positive to cling to – such as the reassuring sound of the doctor’s voice as 

he explained what was happening or how it was going.  All I could hear was the sound of 

you crying, and it was breaking my heart. You were so small and I just couldn’t watch or 

even hear this anymore. I had to leave the room.

I decided after a little bit to go back into the testing room and give you your suis (pacifier). 

They were doing an EEG on you – flashing a light at you that almost made me have a 

seizure – and you were crying like crazy. It was horrible. I immediately took you in my 

arms, and you fell asleep.   

Thank God for the Ellen DeGeneres show. Each patient had a remote control that had the 

speakers on the remote. I was able to watch Ellen and she made me laugh. Despite those 

few moments of comic relief, it was still a really hard day and I was in so much resistance 

to the idea that you needed yet another procedure. The worst of it was not knowing when it 

would be or what it would be, because this information would determine how much longer 

you would need to stay in the hospital.   My focus now intensified: I wanted to get you home 

healthy, and get you home soon. 
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Saturday, December 11th 

We arrived at the hospital, and we were greeted with some good news: The part of your 

heart valve that was narrow wasn’t on the rounded area, which meant that it would be 

relatively easy to correct.   The doctors were still undecided as to whether they wanted to 

do a surgery or a procedure.   They were saying the procedure or surgery would be done in 

five days maximum. They were telling us Wednesday or Thursday of that next week. The 

team of doctors would tell us the following Monday what they had determined would be 

the best approach. 

Although I was relieved to find out that it wasn’t as complicated as they initially thought it 

would be, I was still on such an emotional roller coaster ride.    

I just wanted you back home and healthy, before Christmas. I wanted to go back to my 

“normal, happy life.” I was in such resistance, and I just wanted this entire experience to be 

over.  You were about to come home, and the news of another surgery hit me like a bomb.  

I had never felt so depressed in my life. I felt completely lost.
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That same day, while you were sleeping, Daddy and I began discussing the five stages of 

loss. And even though you – our precious little boy – were still very much alive, I had to 

acknowledge the ways in which this experience really felt like a loss for me. I had lost a 

month with you as an infant; a month that I would never get back. Those first months of a 

baby’s life go by so fast, and nearly a third of yours was spent in a hospital. Also, due to a 

combination of stress, sleep deprivation, and not being able to breastfeed you anymore, I 

started to lose my breast milk. 

Over the past couple of weeks, the pumping had become less productive, because I did 

not have the stimulation from you. I was told that even when you did come home, I would 

not be able to breastfeed you the “natural” way, because we had to measure your intake to 

ensure that you were getting at least 2 oz of milk every three hours.  I could give you my 

breast milk, but it would have to be supplemented with formula, so we could “beef you up” 

a bit.  At almost three months of age, you were back to your birth weight of 7 pounds.   You 

really needed to gain a lot of weight.    

At this point, I started feeling really sorry for myself. I went into a major pity party about 

how I was losing so much because of this experience. I had a major decision to make:  I 

could keep pumping despite the fact that my milk was drying up, and continue to feel like a 

victim, or I could just accept that my milk was going away. I could choose to be okay with 

the decision not to continue pumping because it continually brought up feelings of loss and 

stress, and it wasn’t very productive.  Ultimately, I chose the latter and decided that I had 

given you a good two months of solid breastfeeding, and almost three months of breast milk, 

and that measuring your daily intake was more important than breastfeeding you.  

One of the final stages of loss is acceptance, and I admit, I was having a hard time accepting 

this last stage of the process. I was acting like a small child not getting her way. I just 

wanted my boys all together in one room!  That was all I was focused on and because it 
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was not happening quickly enough, I was throwing a fit. My lack of acceptance caused me 

to feel sad, angry, frustrated, and totally disconnected. 

The next session I had with Karen, my coach/therapist, was focused entirely on the topic of 

approval and acceptance. This was not an easy concept for me to come to terms with – at 

least not in your situation. 

On Sunday, December 12th, I took the day off because I had lost my footing – physically, 

emotionally, and energetically – and I just couldn’t spend one more consecutive day at 

the hospital.  I had to come back to myself, rebuild my own energy, and spend time with 

Alex. I also knew being a Universal Law coach, that self-pity is the lowest vibration in the 

Universe. I needed to reclaim my own sense of connection with my inner self and return 

to a place of well-being. This was my time to take care of me and do my inner work. I had 

to take responsibility for my attitude, feelings and thoughts. If this marathon really was 

going to last another week, I needed to rest. I also needed to start vibrating in a higher 

space, because I wanted only positive energy around you. Daddy and I had been holding 

the space of miracle energy for so long. After you were taken out of the ICU, that energy 

gained momentum and everything started to shift. Yesterday I hit an all-time low.  I could 

no longer connect with or feel the miracle energy – either at the hospital or at home.  I was 

lost. I really did feel torn because my energy was spread all over the place. I had to get back 

in alignment before I could successfully navigate another week. In order to take good care 

of my husband and my boys, I needed to take care of myself. 

This is a concept that Rebecca (your godmother) and I have been talking to women about 

for years: self-love and self-care. I had to take my own advice – even though it went against 

all my mothering instincts – especially in this situation where I could not find myself.  In a 

way, I had no choice.  I had to reconnect.  
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I had a great talk with Rebecca while Alex was napping, and was reminded that the most 

important thing I could do to contribute to this situation was to bring myself back into my 

power. 

I began by acknowledging that I am a powerful creator and that I set the tone for all that I 

experience in my life. I recognized that I had lost this innate sense of power in my business, 

I had lost it in my household, and I had lost it at the hospital. In that moment, I chose to 

reclaim it.  I reclaimed it in my business. I reclaimed it in the hospital. And I reclaimed it 

in my household. 

I also had a session with Karen on this particular day. 

When I just started to accept, not approve of, what was happening with you is when I 

stopped being so negative and depressed. It was not easy, but I had to keep repeating “It 

is what it is.” I was trying to come up with all the answers as to why this happened. I was 

trying to control the manifestation of the experience instead of influencing it. It was a good 

lesson in humility - that I don’t control the Universe. 

The biggest gift that resulted from taking the time I needed to reconnect is the realization 

that this entire situation was calling for the warrior in me to come out. Your daddy and I 

met at a personal development conference. I think that happened for a really good reason.  

Although we were completely unaware of it at the time, that week helped us prepare for 

this situation. 

I realized that I had never put into writing the story of how your daddy and I met, and I 

thought that now would be a good time to do it.   
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Meeting Your Daddy
Your daddy lived in Montreal, Canada. I lived in Philadelphia, PA. The conference took 

place in Ellenville, NY. 

The conference began on a Sunday night. The first time I set eyes on your daddy, I remember 

thinking, “Wow. He is hot.” I also noticed him talking with a very pretty, tall, slender Asian 

woman who had long, straight dark hair. They appeared to be a couple, so I had no hopes of 

anything happening with him. My intention in being there wasn’t to meet anyone anyway, 

but I did have a strong desire to meet the man of my dreams, and I had a premonition that 

I would meet him during this particular week. 

That first night, we were asked to stand and introduce ourselves, and when your daddy 

stood up and said his name, he did it with such strength and power. I remember thinking, 

that’s the kind of man I want to be with - powerful and strong.

The next day was the first official day of the retreat. I had started hanging out with two 

guys, Heath and Kevin. They were from the area and were really fun. As we drove along 

with two other people in the car to the first event, we were chatting about our shared 

commitment to working out and staying in shape. 

The first event turned out to be a hike. The instructors asked us to rate ourselves as a 

beginner, intermediate or advanced hiker. I stood in the intermediate line and Heath and 

Kevin stood in the advanced. When I got into the line, I had no idea who was around me, 

in part because Kevin and Heath were teasing me about the line I had chosen – and they 

almost pulled me out of the intermediate line into the advanced line. They couldn’t believe 

that someone with my level of fitness would classify herself as “intermediate.”   
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The instructor then asked us to pair up and find a partner. The next thing I know, your 

daddy, standing directly in front of me wearing a baseball cap, turned to me and asked me 

to be his partner. I was so excited. I said very casually, “Yes.” In my head, I was thinking 

“Oh hell yes!”

We had to do an amazing challenge, which was a very intense hike up a mountain, during 

which we were asked to remain completely silent. That did not work too well for your 

mom, who – as I’m sure you know by now – is not exactly the quiet type (which is why 

my being unable to speak when I saw you on the operating table was such a shock to me). 

Your Grandpa Buddy used to tell me he’d give me a quarter if I could stop talking for one 

minute. After ten seconds I would invariably ask him, “Is the minute up yet?” Some things 

never change.  Here I was with the hot guy in the group and he wanted to talk, so we did. 

We kept getting yelled at by the instructors: “Essential Silence!” they would say, and then 

we would continue to talk. I felt a connection that was unexplainable; it was bigger than 

me. I felt I was home. 

As we talked, your daddy made it VERY clear that the woman he was with was his “business 

partner.” The door I thought was closed was actually wide open. 

Another man, Bill, who was also from Montreal, was paired up with Kevin. Daddy and Bill 

started talking about buying and selling houses. Bill had a house to sell, and Daddy wanted 

to buy a house. He started asking him the selling price and other details about the house 

for sale. I hadn’t known your daddy for an hour, and I heard a voice inside my head say, 

“No. Wait for me.” It shocked me to hear that. I had always been a woman that went after 

what she wanted with full passion and enthusiasm, and apparently being with your daddy 

was one of those moments. 

I really loved his energy, and I really enjoyed his conversation. I thought he was so funny 

too. We were literally in the middle of a forest, surrounded by trees. I happened to look 

up, and I saw one red leaf on a tree surrounded by green leaves. I pointed up and said to 
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Daddy, “Look at that leaf.” And in such a sarcastic tone he said, “Which one?” It made me 

laugh. It wasn’t just a giggle; it was a full belly laugh.

Later that day, I found out that he was French. I had not been around a lot of French-

speaking people before this trip. There were several people that were from Montreal who 

had very heavy accents. Your dad spoke perfect English - without an accent. When he told 

me he spoke French, I did not believe him. I asked him to say something in French and he 

said, “Voulez-vous coucher avec moi ce soir?” I knew what that meant and still was not 

convinced that he could speak French.

The next day brought another challenge that took both of us to our limits. This was the day 

that I began to realize the amount of strength that I really had – strength which I drew upon 

when you had to have your final procedure. I thought of this day often and reminded myself 

that if I could make it through that challenge, I could make it through this one. 

During this challenge, the instructors asked us to think of someone that we would die for. 

At the time, I had people in my life that I deeply cared for, but no one who evoked that 

depth of devotion. As I write this story now, of course, I have three amazing men in my life 

for whom I would do anything. 

The power of intention and desire is so great. When that question was first posed to me, 

I remember feeling the deep desire to have people in my life who were so important to 

me that I would put myself in danger to ensure their well-being. Four years later, I have 

Daddy, Alex, and you. And once again, I was reminded of how I needed to be that warrior 

because I needed to go the distance for you, my precious son, so that I could be there to 

support you through your journey. 

I realized that the moment I chose to become a conscious parent, my life was really not just 

about me anymore. Sometimes there are things that I may not feel like doing, but I do them 

anyway because I want to contribute to the well-being of my children. Spending time at the 

hospital for yet another week was one of those things. 
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The challenge that day also put me in direct contact with my Goddess at a deeper level 

than ever before. I had been doing Goddess work with Rebecca for over a decade, but this 

challenge really opened up a great healing for me. 

At the end of the day, as I was walking through the hall of the hotel on my way back to my 

room, your daddy was walking towards me and said, “There’s the Goddess.” I just said, 

“Hi,” in return. In reality, I was about to pass out because I was so attracted to him and 

moved by him. I felt seen by him.

Later that night at dinner, I sat with your daddy and his “business partner.” They were 

talking about who was going to take a shower first. That totally threw me off. We all had 

roommates, but that was just weird to me. So I thought, They must be more than business 

partners. I was disappointed, but again, I was not there to meet someone. I was there for me 

and my empowerment. I just thought that door was closed (again). 

Later that night, we did a group activity where we went in a circle, from person to person, 

saying a mantra. When I got to your daddy, he said, “Now I am with the right partner.” My 

heart just jumped. I felt total butterflies. Again I was so excited, but then totally confused. 

Was he with this woman or not?

I was receiving a lot of attention from a couple of other men at the event. Men love Goddess 

energy, and I was running it big time. I did not have any attraction toward these other men. 

When I was single, I got really clear about the type of man that I wanted. Reflecting on 

all the things I did not want in a man, based on my past relationships, helped me get really 

clear about what I did want.  I then wrote out a scroll of all the qualities that I wanted in a 

partner, and I was very clear that I would rather be with myself than settle for a man that 

did not fit these traits. Your daddy did – at least what I knew of him at that point. The other 

men at the retreat didn’t even come close. 
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I finally asked him about the relationship between him and Anna (Daddy’s former business 

partner) and he told me they were just business partners, but they had been together in the 

past. They had been in a five-year relationship when they decided to start their business 

together. He assured me that there was nothing between them. They attended programs 

like these to help them in their business, and they chose to share a room so they wouldn’t 

have to share a room with strangers. 

There was hope again. 

Each morning we did yoga and danced. On one particular morning, the women were asked 

to move to one side of the room and the men to the other. Then, we were to dance toward 

the center and over to the other side of the room. By some amazing chance (actually, it was 

the Law of Attraction) your daddy ended up right in front of me.  The moment we were in 

each other’s energy fields, we started to dance together. We got so into harmonizing with 

the music and with one another that when I finally looked up from this vortex of energy 

that we were dancing in, all the women were already on the other side of the room; the 

men were on the other. We were alone in the middle of the room, and all eyes were on us. 

Daddy was celebrated when he got back to the men’s side and the women were asking me, 

“How did you do that?”

People were coming up to us and asking us how long we had been together. Several people 

thought we were married. Other people were trying to get us together, giving us sales 

pitches on why we should be together because of the undeniable chemistry between us. 

The couple of guys that were interested in me tried extra hard to get my attention after 

seeing that dance with your daddy, but I was not the least bit interested in them. 

The next day, as we walked to another event called a sweat lodge, we were asked to pair 

up and hold hands. Your daddy and I immediately sought each other out. The minute he 

touched my hand, something happened to me. I felt an amazing connection and blending 

with him. The sweat lodge was an emotional and very spiritual experience for me. I 
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remember looking at your daddy in the lodge and thinking, “I am in love with this man. I 

have never even kissed him, and I am in love with him.” It is one of those moments in my 

life that I will never forget. Thinking about it brings me right back there, and I can feel the 

experience of it all over again.

Later that day, he asked me to take a walk with him after the seminar ended. The seminar 

schedule was crazy: yoga started at 6am, and the last event of the day didn’t end until 11pm 

or 12am. We were only getting a few hours of sleep. I didn’t care. A walk alone with him 

sounded amazing.  

After the event ended that night, we walked outside. It was an old hotel, something from the 

50s. It was in a wooded area with lots of trees and walkways. We decided to sit on a very 

large rock. That was one of the most romantic moments of my life. 

We both leaned in toward one another and before we actually kissed, we paused; our lips 

were so close that we could feel each other’s breath. I felt your dad trembling in my arms. 

And then he kissed me. Without going into too much detail . . . it was the most amazing kiss 

ever. My stomach was full of butterflies and kept turning over and over because I was so 

attracted to this man.

We stayed up kissing and talking until about 2am that morning. Because of the adrenaline 

of being in love, waking up at 5:30am was no big deal. I couldn’t wait to wake up and see 

him again.

I saw him the next morning at yoga, and I couldn’t wait to talk with him. I couldn’t wait to 

touch him. I couldn’t wait to kiss him. 

At the event the next day, we were placed in different groups, so I didn’t see him much. 

But that night, I picked him to catch me while I did a fire walk, which was the final event 

of the conference. 
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Everyone was leaving the next day.  The conference was over. 

After the fire walk celebration, we went on another walk. This time we walked to my 

convertible Audi and climbed into the backseat like two high school kids. I felt so safe in 

his arms. 

On the day we were all leaving the event, we spent more time together in the morning.  

When we finally said goodbye and he left the room, I fell to my knees and started to cry. 

I didn’t feel sad because he lived in a different country. I didn’t feel worried about when I 

was going to see him again. I wasn’t thinking about how this would work out. I just felt so 

grateful that I had this time with him. It was so magical and I would never, ever forget the 

experience.
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As I was leaving the parking lot and driving off in my car, he walked in front of my car and 

planted the biggest kiss on my lips. The same song was playing on the radio that we had 

been kissing to the night before. I never heard the song again, but I remember the words 

were “I will be there for you.” As the song was playing on the radio, he showed up and 

kissed me. It was so amazing.

After an hour on the road, your daddy called me. The next day, he asked to come and see 

me in PA. Two weeks later, he came and visited me and we had the most wonderful time 

together. 

We would see each other every two weeks: he would come to PA, I would go to Montreal, 

or we would meet halfway in between. 

I then decided to go full-time into my coaching business, which gave me the freedom to 

leave PA and move to Montreal. And the rest, as they say, is history. 

In addition to finding the love of our lives during that weekend conference, Daddy and I 

learned how to tap into our power.  Each exercise asked us to find and use strength that 

we didn’t even know we had. The situation of having you in the hospital for a month was 

asking the very same thing of me – only now the stakes were infinitely higher because I did 

have people in my life who meant so much to me. This is part of what I realized the day I 

stayed home from the hospital.

Although I really wanted to just numb myself, I also knew that if I closed off from the lower 

level emotions that I was afraid to feel, I would also close myself off from the great joy and 

abundance that would help pull us through this experience. Whenever we shut off our 

emotions, we shut off all of them, even the good ones. 

Even knowing all of that, it was really difficult for me to fully feel my emotions, and I was 

especially afraid to feel compassion for myself because I did not want to spiral once again 

into self-pity. I wanted to be so strong for you, Alex, and Daddy. I wanted to be strong for 
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my students who were watching to see how I handled this situation. I wanted to be strong 

so that everyone else would have hope and feel better. But, I wasn’t truly honoring myself 

because I would not let myself feel compassion.

As I was flipping through a magazine, trying to keep my mind occupied, a quote from 

Winston Churchill jumped off the page and practically hit me between the eyes:  “If you 

are going through hell…,” it read, “Keep going.” Wow. That really hit home.

The next day I returned to the hospital, refreshed from 

my break. Something had shifted within me. I was 

more detached than before, and also emboldened by 

the experience of reconnecting with my inner warrior.   

I walked back into the same situation where I had 

previously withdrawn because being there was just too 

painful, with newfound certainty that I had what it took 

to “pull it all together.” It was time to face the other 

procedure or surgery, depending on what the doctors 

had decided was best for you. 

This same day, Daddy woke up with a major revelation about his life. During the time he 

took off work to be with you in the hospital, he came to the decision that he was not going 

to return to the company where he worked at the time, but would instead take advantage of 

the paternal leave offered by the Canadian government. He applied, and he was approved 

to be off work for 34 weeks. This would mean he would not have to return to work until 

August (it was now December). 

This decision was born from the realization that he wanted to win in all aspects of his life, 

and was no longer willing to tolerate mediocrity in his career.   He had created an amazing 

life outside of his career, and he wanted this area of his life to be like the rest of it. That 

really awakened something within him. Seeing you go through what you went through 

made him take a long, hard look at what was – and was not - working for him.  
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Your Second Procedure
The team of doctors decided that since your 

coarctation was not on a surface that was round but 

straight, that they would try the least invasive route, 

which was the catheter procedure. This was good 

news because you would stay just one night in the 

ICU, and then you would be able to come home. 

December 15th – Your Final Procedure (Or So 

We Thought – Again)

This time Daddy and I were the ones taking you into 

the waiting room until the medical team came to get 

you for the surgery. We watched as other young 

children waited in their hospital beds to be taken to 

their surgeries or procedures. 

The doctors came out to talk to us and told us what 

to expect from the procedure. They were going to 

insert a catheter through an artery in your leg in 

order to expand the valve that goes into your heart. 

We understood.  

Then the nurse took your tiny little body in her 

arms and carried you into the operating room. I had 

to sit for a minute and allow myself to cry. I knew 

you would be just fine. This was nothing like your 

surgery, but I was still so upset that you had to have anything else done. 

Your procedure took a few hours. Daddy and I went to lunch at Baton Rouge and had 

a really great talk. We talked about Daddy’s recent revelation to win at life. I felt very 

connected to Daddy and very hopeful about you and your procedure. That lunch shifted 
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something within me that I couldn’t explain at the time.  I later understood that the process 

of supporting you through this experience had deepened the strength of the bond that your 

daddy and I shared.   

When we arrived back at the hospital, you were already in ICU, and I was able to hold you. 

You did great. We left for the night to spend a little time with Alex before he went to bed. 

We were in the middle of a snowstorm, and it took us over two hours to get home. It was 

10 degrees below centigrade; it was cold!

On December 16th, Alex turned 19 months old. Daddy and I went to the hospital and 

waited and waited for your doctor to come and give us some news. You had another echo, 

and the cardiologist who performed your most recent procedure said you did really well. If 

it were up to him, he told us, you would be going home that day. But that decision was in 

the hands of Dr. Vobecky, your surgeon. 

I was going crazy waiting for the news that told us when we could bring you home. The 

following day would mark your three-month birthday, and I wanted nothing more than to 

have you at home. I envisioned us putting you in your car seat and driving home with you, 

and also the look of delight on Alex’s face when he saw you again after a month of being 

away from you. 

The next day, you were back in your room and you 

were awake and really alert. You were grabbing my 

finger and smiling at Daddy and me. All the nurses 

were just crazy about you. There was a look of 

wisdom and strength in your eyes for having gone 

through all that you did. 

Friday, December 17th (3 months old)

When we arrived at the hospital, we received the 

news that we could take you home that very day – 

right after seeing the surgeon, the hospital 
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administrator, the nutritionist, and the pharmacist, that is.  One by one, 

the members of your medical team came into your room to give us 

instructions about caring for you at home. We listened, jotted notes, 

expressed gratitude… and I couldn’t pack up your things fast enough. 

As Daddy and I walked with you in your car seat down 

the hallway toward the exit of the hospital, I just wept 

with happiness.  Finally, my family would soon be all 

together again.

When we walked into the house, Nana was there with Alex. We did not 

tell her that you were coming home that day because we wanted it to be 

a surprise. When she saw that you were with us, she was so excited. To 

say that she was happy to see you would be a huge understatement.  Alex 

was excited, too. This was the Friday before Christmas and Nana had 

gifts for both of you. We opened up your gifts, and then she went home to 

get some much-needed rest. She took a week off during Christmas time. 

It was such a relief to have you back home. There were moments when 

I would just look at you, Alex, and Daddy, and I felt like the most 

abundant woman on Earth. I really allowed myself to feel the deep 

gratitude of having all my men back in one room. It was surreal. 

Your homecoming, while 

joyous, was also a bit 

overwhelming because 

Daddy and I were now 

your full-time caregivers 

once again. It was like 

having a newborn all over 

again, but one that required 

TEXT MESSAGE TO ALL: We  

are on our way home. 

WITH MAX!!! 
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even more care and attention. Formula had to be closely monitored, as did your regime 

of vitamins and medications.   You had to take Phenobaritol for your “seizures,” Lasix, 

Vitamin D, and Tylenol. You also had to be woken up every three hours so that you could 

eat. Getting weight on you was a big priority. 

We were scheduled to bring you back to the hospital in two weeks’ time so that the doctors 

could assess your progress. If things were not going well (if you were not gaining weight, 

breathing better, etc.), then they would have to keep you in the hospital again. We were so 

happy to have you back home with us, and we did not want that to happen. 

When we brought you back in January for your follow-up appointment, the tests started 

all over again. This time they were happy with what they found; the procedure had held 

and you were doing great. 

Your next appointment was scheduled for two weeks later so that the doctors could check 

your brain scans again to see if you still needed to take the seizure medication. That was 

also a success. We had the green light to start weaning you off of the Phenobaritol.

At the very end of this long day of testing (Friday, January 28th), your cardiologist ran 

some heart tests, and it felt like he was taking forever to give us the exam results. We, of 

course, thought that everything would be great, just like your last checkup, and we started 

to get impatient. Daddy went to get the car. The moment he left, Dr. Miro came to see me 

and dropped another bomb: You would have to have another procedure or even surgery; 

the coarctation had come back. Even though we knew from the beginning that there was a 

possibility that you would need another procedure, the news took us completely by surprise. 

We really thought everything was fine. And once again, we were both in a state of shock.   

At least we were getting used to it. 

I explained to your doctor that we had plans to travel to Arizona to visit family on the 18th 

of February. He said we needed to wait a week after the procedure before you could fly, 
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and he assured us that he would schedule the procedure right away. 

On the way home, I made my intentions regarding this situation known by expressing them 

out loud to Daddy.  This is what I told him: I want to find out today when the surgery or 

procedure will be, and what you would actually need to have done. I wanted it to happen 

soon so that you could recover in time to go on this much-anticipated trip to visit our family. 

In saying this, I was applying the power of intention. 

Further, I told him, you would do extremely well and everything would go perfectly.  You 

would spend only one night at the hospital, and you would be back home on the next day. 

Later that same day, the hospital called and said that you needed only the procedure, 

not the surgery. The procedure was scheduled for the following Monday.  The following 

Monday, we brought you back in for the procedure, and you stayed exactly one night in 

the hospital.  My intention was fulfilled.

A big lesson that I have learned many times throughout my life was now even more deeply 

ingrained within me:  It’s easy to feel abundant when our outer reality shows us evidence 

of it. But life is give and take, ebb and flow, change and expansion – and it is precisely at 

those times when we do not have outer evidence of our abundance and well-being that we 

need to focus most intently upon our inner connection to it.  We need to be so certain in our 

inner connection, in fact, that this continues to be our primary vibration, regardless of whether 

things in our lives show up differently.

When we had you home and happy, it was easy to be in a state of love and joy – and we 

were. But when the news came that you needed another procedure, we allowed this to 

knock us off balance and separate us from this connection and set-point – what I call our 

“vortex of well-being.”  And once that happened, we placed more attention on the problem 

than on the solution. 

Daddy and I are forever grateful to you, Maxim, for reinforcing this message and for 

showing us the places where we needed to grow stronger in our ability to be deliberate 
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creators and remain connected to the love and joy that still exists inside of us, even when 

you were in the hospital, lying on a bed, and having a procedure done. We are human, 

yes. So we can’t beat ourselves up for those slips, but can we become stronger with this 

awareness? Yes, we can, and we did. 

We have chosen to remain connected to the feeling of love, joy, and abundance – regardless 

of what happens with you or Alex, now or in the future. 

Something really hit me during your final stay at the hospital. I really reached a place of 

acceptance and detachment. I truly felt that whatever was necessary to make your heart 

100% healthy would be 100% okay. Whether I liked it or not, this was your body and your 

creation, and my role in this was simply to support you. I also got very clear, as did your 

dad, that we would no longer allow this situation to take us away from our joy. To do so 

would be to take ourselves out of the vortex of well-being that is life-giving and healing.  

We would no longer use your healing process as an excuse to take us out of our vortex. 

Affirming that, I felt a peace wash over me. I truly enjoyed being with you in the hospital, 

and I just kissed you as much as I possibly could. You were so affectionate, and you loved 

every kiss I gave you. You soaked them up. 

It then hit me why you, as a spirit, would create this situation. You and Alex were born 

just 16 months apart. And Alex, like you, has that special something about him. But he also 

commands a lot of attention. He is the life of the party and wants all eyes to be on him. I 

intuitively felt that you created this so you could have Daddy and me alone and get your 

“share” of our attention. 

We began talking to you about choices that you will face throughout your life. We told you 

that who you are at your essence is pure abundance and well-being, and it is up to you to 

choose if you will vibrate in that space. As your parents, we would support you as best as 

we could, while remaining very clear in our vision to have two happy and healthy children. 

We were both healthy and happy adults, and wanted this to be our reality.
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Once again we brought you home. 

Our focus now was simply on loving you and doing everything in our power – including 

getting up in the middle of the night to make sure you were eating – to ensure that you kept 

gaining weight.   

Daddy was able to stay home with us because he took that leave of absence from work. It 

was great having his help.

We took our Arizona trip, which had some nice moments, but for the most part, would be 

referred to as “The Trip From Hell.” I got sick. Alex got sick. Daddy got sick. I got better. 

Alex got better. Daddy got better. Grandpapa got sick. Then I got sick again, and so did 

Alex. You remained happy throughout the entire experience. You would just smile and 

light up the room.

Your baptism – the event which gave birth to the Enlightened Kid Program – took place 

among family and friends the last day we were in Arizona. When the minister brought the 

rose to your heart, both Daddy and I got choked up thinking about the significance of this 

simple gesture, and felt tremendous gratitude.  You weren’t just alive, you were that thriving 

– and after all that you had been through. 

During your one month stay in the hospital, we were visited by volunteers from many 

wonderful organizations, including  En Coeur. In addition to providing information and 

hope to the families, these individuals would always bring along a toy or a stuffed animal 

to give to the kids.  

The one you loved the most was given to you by a woman from the En Coeur Foundation 

during your first stay in the ICU; it was a little brown bear with a big heart on his chest.  

This little guy accompanied you at every step along your healing journey, and it wasn’t long 

before Daddy and I had given him a name: Hearty Bear.  

To us, Hearty Bear was a symbol of your strength, and the miracle energy that surrounds 

you always.  It also came to represent the state of connection that every one of us can 
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access by turning our attention inward and allowing our emotions to guide us back to the 

vortex of well-being that exists at our core.  In this state of being, we are filled from the 

inside out, and our connection with source energy broadcasts a vibration of well-being that 

is then returned to us in all areas of our lives.  The idea occurred to Daddy and me that 

Hearty Bear would make a perfect mascot for the Enlightened Kid Program, because he 

symbolizes the essence of what we teach: a healthy mind, a happy heart, and a joyful soul. 

Hearty Bear serves as a reminder that as parents that we have two jobs. The first is to love 

you; the second is to teach you. And we couldn’t teach you without loving you first. We 

acknowledged ourselves for doing a great job of loving and teaching both you and Alex, 

while also humbly recognizing the fact that both of you are our teachers as well. 

You are the one who went through open heart surgery, 

but in the process, my heart cracked wide open. Staying 

with you through this experience, while being committed 

to maintaining a vibration of abundance and well-being 

was like open heart surgery for me on an energetic level. 

Suppressing and withdrawing from my feelings was not 

serving you or me.  In order to be the Goddess and loving 

mother that I wanted to be, I needed to open up and be 

present with all of my emotions. 

When we took you to your next follow-up appointment in 

March of 2011, the doctors were thrilled with your progress 

and told us that we would not have to go back for two more 

months – great news. I sang to you while we were at the hospital, and that would just 

mesmerize you. You are the only person on the planet that enjoys my singing, by the 

way. Either that, or you were simply in shock that a human being is actually capable of 

producing those notes. 
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May 27, 2015 – Follow Up Testing
When the doctors performed your first procedure, they carefully explained that because 

you were so small at the time of the surgery, you would need to be re-tested at around age 

four or five, in order to ensure that the procedure was accommodating your growth.   Since 

the day we brought you home from the hospital all those years ago, the evidence of your 

vitality, curiosity and well-being has been so clear and abundant that we’d almost forgotten 

this minor detail.  But in October of 2014, during your annual routine check-up, the doctor 

reminded us that the time for your follow up test was quickly approaching.   Hearing this, 

your daddy and I were not exactly excited.

At the time, we were packed and just about ready to make the trip from Montreal to 

Scottsdale, Arizona, where we live from November through April.   Given that your routine 

exam that day had been unremarkable and that you were doing so great, we asked the 

doctors if we could postpone the testing to the following spring.  Happily, they agreed.

We arrived back in Montreal in early April of 2015, and the follow up appointment was 

scheduled for the end of the month.    The tests 

that would determine whether your surgery would 

continue to be a success were both invasive and 

time-consuming, and required you to be admitted to 

the hospital overnight.   Your daddy and I decided 

that he would spend the night with Alex at home, 

and I would spend the night with you in the hospital 

if you needed another procedure. 

At four and half years of age, you had already 

undergone a handful of invasive procedures and 

dozens of diagnostic tests – but this one was 
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significantly different:  Because you were now old enough to be mindful of your surroundings, 

you were aware of everything that was happening to you.  You winced as the pick line was 

inserted into your skin.  Because the testing needed to be done while you were fasting, you 

were aware of being hungry.  Unlike before when you were just an infant, you were now 

acutely aware, both of yourself and your surroundings.

 Fortunately, the doctors put you to sleep for the main part of the testing, when a catheter 

was inserted into the main vein in your leg to allow doctors to visualize all the different 

aspects of your heart.

After the procedure, when your daddy and I 

went into see you sleeping in the recovery room, 

the doctor approached us and said, “This is the 

best possible outcome we could have expected 

from the surgery he had when he was a baby. 

If there is perfection, this is it.  He is growing 

with the surgery. We won’t need to see him 

for another two years – and after that, not for 

another four years.”

Overwhelming relief washed over Frederic and me as tears of happiness steamed down 

both our faces.   You, our precious baby, were not only okay, you were and are whole, 

perfect, and completely healthy.

The vision we created over four years earlier, when we first received the news that you 

needed immediate heart surgery, had now become a reality:  You were growing into a 

perfectly healthy little boy.   Watching you sleep, tears of release and relief flooded your 

daddy and me both.  We realized in that moment the intention we had been holding all these 

years was now manifested in the vitality of our beautiful baby boy.
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I wondered many times how to end this story, and then I realized that as a deliberate 

creator, I have the power to decide how this story will end. I choose to leave you with the 

vision that I hold for our family – not as some far-out, future possibility, but as a reality that 

has already come to fruition. 

You, Maxim, were a healthy and happy baby, child, adolescent, and young adult. We took 

many wonderful trips and shared many adventures together as a family. I enjoyed watching 

the bond between you and Alex as you both grew up. The two Gobeil boys, Alex and 

Maxim, bonded and connected. We enjoyed taking you both to Disneyland, Sea World, 

and many beautiful islands in the Caribbean. We loved watching you play in the ocean, 

play sports, and ride your bikes. I enjoyed finding two stars in the sky and had them named 

Alexander and Maxim. We enjoyed laughing with you and Alex, knowing that you were so 

empowered and connected to your well-being. We celebrated both of you each day as you 

were growing up and held deep gratitude in our hearts that you both chose us as parents. 

We were present for each day of your life and cherished every smile. We witnessed your 

first tooth come into your mouth, your first attempt at crawling, and your first steps. We 

enjoyed hearing your voice as you spoke your first word, “mama” (Alex said “dada” first, 

so I had always held the vision that your first words would be “mama.”). 

We continued to grow closer as a family, enjoying each other’s company.  As you matured 

into young men, we watched you both stand in your power as deliberate creators and 

manifest abundance, joy, success and happiness in your own lives. 

We stand proud watching you create careers that bring you freedom, abundance, and a 

sense of purpose and passion. We enjoy watching you tap into your abundance and create 

amazing and outrageous experiences. We love the fact that you are always safe, protected 

and watched over by all the angels and guides that are here for you.



We are so happy that you have a support system of conscious and loving friends, and that 

your connection to self and Source is a priority for both of you and a guiding force in your 

lives. 

As we watched you both discovering your life’s purpose and pursuing that purpose with 

passion, we are so proud of who you are. We thank you continuously for the joy you bring 

to our lives. 

At the end of it all, there is only love. You showed us that on so many levels, Max. The 

wisdom that shines through your eyes and the vibration of love that emanates from your 

heart continues to remind me each and every day about what is important. What is real. 

What is true. I will never be able to thank you enough for everything that you have brought 

to me. Thank you for choosing me as your mom. I feel so blessed to have taken on that 

assignment. 

You are a precious being. 
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Always remember …

You are free.

You are powerful.

You are good.

You are love.

You have value.

You have purpose.

All is truly well.

We love you, our precious baby boy.

Mommy and Daddy
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Thank you for taking the time to read about Maxim’s  

story and our personal journey. I hope it has touched  

you, inspired you, and at the very least – has been a 

simple reminder of how precious life is. If you’d like to  

see updated photo’s of Maxim and the whole family,  

video’s, and to learn more about the  

Enlightened Kid program – Go here

www.EnlightenedKid.com


