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To my mom, I miss you, lady. I can’t write too much more or I’ll be 
in tears and never finish this section. Rest in peace, pretty lady. I will 
forever love and cherish memories of  you in my heart.  



To my dad, you are much appreciated. I admire the way you stay active 
and hope that we have many more years together. 

To my mother-in-law, your insights are valuable. I’m grateful to have 
you in my life. I appreciate our relationship. 

To Obie, you have been an asset to Yo Productions. I thank God for 
our partnership. I pray that I am even half  as much of  a blessing to 
you as you are to me. 

To Nick, thank you for your time. You didn’t have to invest in me in 
this manner, but you did. 

To my family, friends, and others, thank you. If  I have neglected to 
mention anyone by name, please charge it to my head and not my 
heart. 

To all readers, I hope you enjoy this short story, and that it is a blessing 
to you. 

Much Love and Many Blessings, 

Yolonda Tonette Sanders  



The Protector

Seven Years Ago . . . 

“Breathe, honey!” Niles encouraged his wife, Yvonne, as she 
lay on the birthing table clutching his hand, draining it of  all 

blood and circulation. 
“Push!” the doctor instructed. 
Breathe. Push. Yvonne didn’t know if  she could do both simultaneously. 

The pain was excruciating, and it was too late to request an epidural. So 
much for wanting to do this the “natural” way. Now she wished she’d 
heeded the words of  her grandmother. “Girl, you’re crazy! I wish epidurals 
were around when I gave birth.” Nana had been right! She was crazy, and 
her insanity had been confirmed that very moment!

As Niles and Dr. Panton continued their directions, Yvonne pushed 
and pushed and pushed some more until finally, she succeeded. The 
new mom had expended all her energy. Exhausted, she passed out. 

When Yvonne came to, the room was quiet. She spotted Niles and 
Dr. Panton in the corner whispering. She looked around the room, 
disappointed that she didn’t see the bassinet. During their birthing 
classes, they were encouraged to keep the baby in the nursery as much 
as possible. “You’ll have plenty of  nights to spend with the baby when 
he or she comes home. Some nights you are going to wish the baby 
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could sleep elsewhere,” the birthing coach had said. 
While Yvonne hadn’t yet been sold on the idea, she understood the 

logic behind it. Nevertheless, though her throat felt scratchy and dry, 
she conjured up enough energy to speak. “I want to see my baby.” 

Niles and Dr. Panton both rushed to her side. “How do you feel, 
honey?” Niles gently brushed hair out of  her face. 

“You gave us quite a scare,” noted Dr. Panton. “I’m glad to see 
you’re alert. Your vitals are strong.” He looked at Niles. “I’m going 
to give you two time alone. Have one of  the nurses page me when 
you’re ready for me to come back.” Dr. Panton patted her leg. His hand 
lingered for a moment as if  he wanted to say something more. Instead, 
he patted her leg again. “Call me when you need me,” he said to Niles 
who nodded. Dr. Panton then took a deep breath and walked away. 

Yvonne looked at Niles. Something wasn’t right. “Where’s our 
baby?”

A tear made its way down one side of  his cheek as he came closer to 
her. Yvonne found herself  welling up with tears and taking several deep 
breaths. They had prayed for a healthy baby. Despite preeclampsia, 
gestational diabetes, and bed rest for the last nine weeks, they had 
made it to delivery. As Niles struggled to speak, Yvonne braced herself  
for the news of  whatever imperfections their child would have. Mental 
disability, missing limb, Down’s Syndrome . . . it didn’t matter that their 
baby wasn’t perfect. Their love was, and that was what counted most. 

“Tell me,” she urged. The quicker she knew the diagnosis, the 
sooner she could prepare. 

“She, um . . .”
It’s a girl! A slight smile formed. They had decided not to find out the 

baby’s sex beforehand. Equipped with this new knowledge, Yvonne 
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now had a name to associate with her child. “Isabella.” She said the 
name for the first time with certainty now that she knew she’d given 
birth to a baby girl.  

Niles nodded. “Yes, Isabella was seven pounds, three point five 
ounces.” He blew out a deep breath. “Honey, I’m so sorry.” Tears 
raced down both cheeks. Yvonne felt nervous. Niles wasn’t a crier. 
“She . . . she didn’t make it.”

As her husband’s words sunk in, Yvonne let out a gut-wrenching 
scream. The precious child they’d struggled to conceive was gone. 
Yvonne had not even gotten a chance to hold her. 

 


