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A Word from the Author
Key to any journey in life is to not go it alone. The wisdom of the ages reflects the
importance of friends on the rough road each of us walks in this world.
Two are better than one…
If one falls down,
his friend can help him up….
Also, if two lie down together, they will keep warm.
But how can one keep warm alone.
Though one may be overpowered,
two can defend themselves.
Ecclesiastes 4:9-12 NIV
There is nothing like being overpowered by the loss of a loved one, especially the loss of
a child. If you’re hurting because of the loss of someone you love, I’m glad you picked
up this book. You are not alone. You will find in these pages assurance that others have
felt pain like you’re feeling and that others have found hope despite its often suffocating
stranglehold.
In the appendices at the end of the book, you will find more company—more words of
hope as well as tested truths that have helped people walk the difficult path we find
ourselves treading when a loved one passes on.
Our Web site is another source of company for your painful journey. You’ll find many
resources and the ability to connect with people who know something of your pain
because they have walked a similar path.
Finally, you may have found company in the Lord Jesus Christ. He has definitely been
key to my journey. Even if you haven’t introduced yourself to Him yet, keep reading
anyway. What you find in these pages will only help you keep putting one foot in front
of the other.
Don’t travel this road alone! And please contact me if I can come alongside you in any
way.
Mark Canfora
January 2010
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AT THE PARK
“Daddy, Marky’s dead.”
The impact of these words from Carly, my sixteen-year-old daughter, nearly stopped
my heart. As life seemed to drain from my body, I gasped for a breath. All I could say
was a whispered, “No, no…. Oh, God, no….”
As I sat motionless on the edge of the bed, the phone still pressed to my ear, my mind
reeled, and I struggled to breathe. It was as if I had awakened from a horrible, terrible
dream. But this was no dream—it was the nightmare that was now my life.
This call is real. I’m not imagining it, I thought, as the chilling words echoed in my
ears…. “Daddy, Marky’s dead.”
“How?” I managed to ask.
Having received a phone call from one of Marky’s friends, Carly explained between
her sobs. “He hanged himself, Daddy . . . in the pavilion at Edgewood Park. The police
and ambulance are here now . . . but they are taking him away.”
Dena—my wife, Marky and Carly’s stepmother—had awakened. Panicked by the
middle-of-the-night phone call and the pain she immediately sensed in me, she cried out,
“What happened?” Having helped me raise Mark Jr. since he was five years old, she
truly had been like a mother to him.
“Marky’s dead,” I replied. She sat straight up in bed, and I heard her talking, trying
desperately to grasp what I had said. But her words faded as my head spun and I
continued to gasp for breath.
WHY?
Picturesque and serene, Edgewood Park is a beautiful twenty-acre park located in
Barberton, Ohio. Eighty- to one-hundred-year-old trees line the park, which is spotted
with baseball fields, basketball courts, and children’s play areas. This lovely place had
been the scene of special times and cherished memories. We had shared countless good
times of fun and laughter as the children were growing up. We had also enjoyed the
peace and tranquility that Edgewood offered.
But now, as I began to live this nightmare, I knew that I would always think of the
park—Mark and his friends had called it “The Wood”—as my son’s final resting place
before he went home to heaven.
I rose to my feet to get dressed and make my way to the park to see my son—or so I
thought. In shock, I stumbled out of our bedroom to go be with my son and to comfort
my daughter. What pain she must be in, I thought. No sixteen-year-old should ever have
to make that kind of phone call to her father.
Making my way to the car, I began what I thought would be a twenty-minute drive to
the park. But the only thing I remember about that drive was my asking God, “Why?
Why, God? Why? I’ve done the things You’ve asked me to do. I’ve obeyed You, Lord!

I’ve been obedient to the best of my limited ability, and I’ve listened to You. Why, Lord?
Why?”
What did I do wrong? What did I do to deserve this? Was Marky’s suicide somehow
my fault? I don’t understand.
As I made my way to the highway, I suddenly realized that I was driving at a
dangerous speed and was pretty much out of control. Slowing down a bit, I thought, What
if I go to the park and they’re gone? Where would they take Marky?
I slammed on the brakes and came to a screeching halt. I had stopped in the middle of
the highway. It was about three o’clock in the morning, and I felt as if the whole world
had stopped and I was the only one out there. Sitting in my car at the intersection of the I77 Akron South and I-21 Barberton South split and sobbing uncontrollably, I called the
Barberton Police Department.
“My son, Mark Jr., just died in the Edgewood Park pavilion. Can you tell me if he is
still there?” I murmured.
There was a brief pause on the line. “No, sir, he isn’t. They are transporting him to
the Summit County coroner’s facility.” The morgue.
ALL THINGS?
I turned the car toward downtown Akron to go be with my son. During that tenminute drive, I received the first of God’s many responses to my desperate cries for an
answer, cries that began early that morning and continued in the months that followed. As
various thoughts raced through my mind, I cried out loud to God: “Why? I need to know
why! I’ve given my life to You. I’ve obeyed Your call on my life. I’ve done the best I
can. How is this ever going be a good thing, God? How?”
I continued my frantic conversation with God. “You said all things work together for
good for those that believe. I don’t see it . . . . How can I live with this pain? . . . I want to
die too…. God, help me! Help me, please. . . .”
My eyes filled with tears, and I could not see the road. As the flood of tears rolled
down my cheeks, everything was blurred—every physical object before me and every
thought and emotion that raced through my mind and heart. “I can’t do this. I can’t.”
I heard the Lord say, “I am with you. I am your strength.”
“I’M NOT ALONE”
Then I thought of my elderly parents. This is going to devastate them. Oh no! What if
they hear this on their police scanner? They always have it on. I don’t want them to hear
about Marky on the scanner, and I don’t want anyone else to tell them. The shock could
kill them.
I reached for my cell phone, found my sister Chic’s number, and dialed. “Chicky,” I
cried, waking her from her sleep.
“What? What is it?”

“Marky is dead.”
She screamed, “Oh no, Mark! Oh no! What happened?”
“They said he hanged himself at Edgewood Park. He’s on his way to the coroner’s
right now.” I asked her to call Alan, our oldest brother. I wanted the two of them to go to
Mom and Dad and let them know.
“Where are you?” she shouted.
“I’m on my way to the coroner’s to be with Marky.”
“No, Marky! Don’t go.” Even though I was forty-seven years old, I was still Marky to
my older sister. “You can’t do this alone. Wait for me.”
“I’m not alone, Chicky,” I struggled to say between sobs. “Jesus is with me.”
Even in the suffocating pain, I knew God’s voice when He spoke, “I am your
strength.” And even in the darkness of unimaginable grief, I knew God’s Son, Jesus
Christ. I felt His strength at that moment.
“Please, just go to Mom and Dad’s, and I’ll be there later,” I told my sister.
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AT THE CORONER’S OFFICE
As I drove down the street to the coroner’s office, I could see an ambulance in the
parking lot. I parked my car on the street and ran toward the vehicle. The paramedics,
lowering the gurney from the back, were startled when I cried out, “I think that’s my
son—Mark Canfora.”
They looked at me with heartfelt compassion in their eyes and said, “Yes. Yes, this is
your son. But, sir, are you sure you want to do this?”
“Yes,” I said softly as I looked at the outline of my son’s body inside the body bag. “I
have to be with my son.”
The medical examiner came from the building and asked the same question: “Sir, are
you sure you want to do this?”
“Yes,” I said adamantly. “I have to be with my child.”
I walked beside them as they wheeled my son into the building. Once inside, I stood
there silently, motionless, staring at this black body bag where my child, my little boy,
my Marky now lay.
ALONE WITH MY SON
“I’ll get you a chair,” I heard someone say.
Then, alone with my son, I quickly unzipped the body bag. There, lying before me,
was my son… in basketball shorts and socks. No shirt. But resting gently on his chest
were Mom and Dad’s WWII dog tags that he’d always worn around his neck.
Then I saw the rope burn, scarred onto his neck, and he looked as if he were sleeping.
With my finger, I traced the outside of the burn on his neck, the exact place where the

rope had squeezed the life out of him. Marky’s eyes were half open, just as I had seen
them many other times when he slept. This can’t be real, I thought. This is my baby, my
son. He had been so full of life one moment… and utterly lifeless the next.
Almost automatically, I placed my hands on his chest. “Jesus, I want my son back.
Please breathe life back into him.”
“He’s not here.” I heard a voice I had never heard before. It was not audible to the
world. Only in my Spirit and in my mind.
With tears, I quickly responded, “I know he’s not here, but I want him back, Jesus!”
I know this body is his earthly tent, I thought. I again laid my hands firmly on
Marky’s chest and prayed, “Lord, breathe life into my son. Please let him live.”
Truly believing that Jesus was going to raise my child, I watched for breath to reenter his body. With great anticipation, I watched for Marky to breathe again. I stood
there—motionless, believing, watching. After all, the Bible says that if we have the faith
of a mustard seed, we can move mountains—and this was the greatest mountain of my
life. So I asked God once again to raise him.
I searched for Scripture verses to pray. “You raised Lazarus, You raised the
centurion’s servant, You raised Jairus’s little girl from the dead. Marky is surely as
worthy as the centurion’s servant, Lord. Please raise him, God. Please.”
And then God answered. “You asked for his life, and I gave it to you. Now he is with
me.”
BY GOD’S GRACE
What happened at that moment was like nothing I had ever before experienced… I
was taken back eighteen-and-a-half years to 1986 and the day Marky was born. Akron
General Hospital was only blocks from where I presently stood, and I clearly saw myself
kneeling on a hallway floor there, begging God and praying with everything in me to let
my baby son live.
Marky had almost died in the hospital the day he was born. It was just after 4:30 a.m.,
and Marky was coming too fast. The charts, fetal monitor, and other machines screamed,
“Trauma!” The umbilical cord was wrapped around his neck. The neonatal nurse had run
into our birthing room and begun trying to prevent his birth by placing her hand on top of
his crowning head. When the doctors arrived, they put Marky’s mom to sleep to keep her
from pushing. My wife was in trouble, and my baby was choking and unable to breathe.
The doctors and nurse ordered me to stay put as they wheeled my now unconscious
wife and unborn child to a different room, but I didn’t stay put. Our baby was lodged in
the birth canal, and nothing—no one—could keep me from following my wife and my
baby!
I watched the doctors bolt through two large double doors that swung back and forth
vigorously after they passed. I wedged my foot between the doors so I could hear what
was being said, and I looked through the small panes of glass as they desperately tried to
save our child’s life. After a few seconds passed, I eased into the room. Standing some
thirty feet away from the unfolding drama, I watched, prayed, and begged God to let
my baby live.

Marky was delivered several minutes later at 4:56 a.m. He was somewhat motionless
after the umbilical cord was removed from around his neck, and he didn’t cry
immediately as newborns usually do. Marky had been delivered with forceps, and they
had given him oxygen right away. Then the nurse screamed, “He’s not moving!” They
suctioned his mouth and nose and gave him oxygen. Then, within moments after the
oxygen mask was removed from his little face, Marky began to cry. By God’s grace, I
had my son.
I HAD A SON!
“It’s a boy,” the nurse said quietly.
But the drama wasn’t over. Another nurse frantically shouted, “His left side isn’t
moving, Doctor. His left side!”
The doctor shouted an order, and the nurse rubbed his body vigorously. Marky let out
another cry, and this one rocked the entire hospital. Still, my desperate prayers continued:
this father begged his heavenly Father to allow his son to live.
The nurse looked my way and gently asked, “Doctor, do you think it’s all right if the
father comes over to see his son now?”
I know none of them had seen me standing there until the emergency procedure was
over. And, gracious, kind, and relieved that our baby lived, they said nothing about the
fact that I had disobeyed their order to stay put.
I was in awe, overwhelmed with thanks and appreciation. I had a son. I thanked God,
the doctors, and the nurses. I cried as I held my Marky.
BEFORE…AND AFTER
Before September 8, 1986, I was self-centered and immature. I had felt no need for
God in most areas of my life. Only occasionally, when I wanted something or when I was
in trouble, would I turn to Him. I was like most people who don’t have a relationship
with God. I talked to Him when I wanted something from Him.
I was so undeserving of a loving God, but He answered my prayers when I cried out
to Him in those early-morning hours. This twenty-eight-year-old husband and, now, new
father didn’t know God, but He knew me. And He answered my desperate cry and let
Marky live. God blessed me with what turned out to be 6,870 precious days with my
child, my son.
As Marky’s birth day unfolded, his mother Gina soon awoke from the anesthetics to
discover we had a son. In fact, she was the last member of the family to find out that
good news. Her parents, my parents, aunts, uncles, and the rest of the family all heard my
exuberant shouts of “It’s a boy, it’s a boy! I have my Marky! It’s a boy!”

Mark Vincent Canfora II
Born September 8, 1986, 4:56 A.M.
IN A NEW PLACE
On the evening of September 8, as I drove home to our apartment… located right
across the street from Edgewood Park… I was thanking God and crying with joy. The
closer I got to the apartment, the more I cried. I felt drained and completely alone. I
wanted my wife… I wanted my son….
As God would have it, I reached out to Him that evening. Oh, I had reached out to
Him earlier in the day, and He had revealed Himself to me in a most miraculous way.
God had created life in my son: I had witnessed the miracle of Marky’s birth and God’s
powerful answer to my prayers for his life to be spared.
God continued to reveal His love for me while I sat in my car in the lot sandwiched
between our apartment—Marky’s first home—and the park where he would later take his
last breath.
And, oddly, a message on the Christian radio station was playing in the background
that night. I usually listened to rock and roll, not anything Christian. I don’t recall
specifics about the message, but I do remember hearing about the loving sacrifice of
Christ and how much God loves us. I cried as I sat behind the wheel of my car. I was in a
new place, even though it had lasted for only a moment in time. I finished listening to the
message and went to bed.

GOD KNEW
In His infinite knowledge and wisdom, God knew what was ahead of me. He knew
that the next eighteen-and-a-half years would be but a vapor, a mist in God’s eternity.
He knows the end from the beginning and the beginning from the end. God truly
knows all—past, present, and future.
And when I asked this all-knowing God for my baby son’s life, He gave it to me. But
now Marky was with the Lord in heaven. I knew at that moment Marky was not coming
back, and a peace that passes all human understanding filled me that early morning as I
experienced a profound gratitude that God had already answered my prayer to let Marky
live. Marky now lived with God Himself in heaven, and he would be there for eternity.
Now, in the coroner’s office, I had some precious minutes to say good-bye to Marky.
Good-bye for now, but not forever.
TOTAL RELIANCE ON GOD
My life would be different from this point on. Why? Because I was—at last—in the
place where God wants us to all to live: in total reliance on Him.
I now knew that I needed God more than I needed anything or anyone else in the
world. I knew I could not live or survive this onslaught of hopelessness, fear, bitterness,
and pain without God. These indescribable and excruciating emotions were not of God.
Tragedy had brought me to this crossroads, and I was choosing—and I would continue to
choose—to live and abide in Christ, to walk out my life spiritually. The alternative was to
suffer through the rest of my days on this earth in the worst pain and agony imaginable.
To be honest, over the next several days, I journeyed back and forth between these
two realities—God’s peace and suffocating pain—and I did so from moment to moment,
from hour to hour.
The battle was on, though, and many lives were at stake—spiritually as well as
literally.
God answered the cry of a twenty-eight-year-old father that September morning in
1986 at Akron General Hospital and his son would live.
God knew the day Marky was born, and, at the same time, God knew the day
Marky would be taken home to heaven. What I didn’t know then, but now know
to be true, is this: God loves us unconditionally. He knows the hairs numbered on
our heads. He knows us all by name. He knows the day we are born and the day
we will die.
Standing there in the coroner’s building, I knew my son was not coming back to life
on this earth. I knew, though, that he was very much alive in heaven with his Lord.
Reaching deep into my memory, I thought back to October 7, 2000, the day fourteenyear-old Marky came to me and said, “Daddy, I’m ready to accept Jesus as my Savior.”
And we prayed. I was at peace and very glad as I praised and thanked God. Marky was
saved. My family was saved.
Now, as I stood there in the coroner’s office, I clung to the hope and promise from
God that Marky was in heaven.
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AT THE PARK WITH CARLY
I called Carly after I left the coroner’s office and told her I was on my way to
Edgewood. In tears, she said, “Daddy, about twenty of our friends are here, and they’re
all upset and crying.” She continued, “And, Daddy, I’m worried about Mom. And
somebody said God must hate us.”
“Oh no, Carly,” I replied. “I’ll tell you when I get there—and I’ll tell your mom and
the others, too—that we are truly loved by God. And we were blessed to have Marky for
the time God gave us.”
As I drove to the park, I was praising and thanking God for the precious gift of my
children. I continued that line of thought with Carly: “We are going to celebrate Marky’s
life. We will celebrate how much God loved us and how He showed that love by letting
us have Marky for the time we had with him here on earth. And God will show us His
love by letting us have time with Marky in heaven for eternity.”
I was excited about sharing this new revelation about how much God really does love
us. He is a loving God. When tragic events happen and when we find ourselves walking
in the valley, God doesn’t hate us, and neither are we cursed by Him. God gives us the
precious gift of life. God is the ultimate Gift-Giver. He gives for a season, and
sometimes, for unknown reasons, He takes away.
NO ONE’S FAULT
As I arrived at Edgewood Park around 5:00 a.m., I found a large gathering of young
people, but at that moment the only person I wanted to see was Carly. I hugged her, and
she hugged me harder than I had ever been hugged before. She was scared, hurting,
confused, and crying—as were all of Carly and Marky’s friends.
We stood under the streetlights in the park where all of us had experienced so much
joy and fun; it was the site of such good times and great memories. I gathered the kids
around and inwardly asked God for the right words to say to them. Marky’s girlfriend,
Kristina, and his best friend, Jason, were there, along with many more friends.
I asked everyone to join hands and, before I prayed, I spoke gently: “There will be no
finger-pointing. This is nobody’s fault. God knew the day Marky would be born—and the
day Marky would go home to heaven. Again, this is no one’s fault.”
Then I prayed and thanked God for the gift of life in Mark, Jr., and how God had
saved his life at birth. I thanked Him for Marky’s new life in Christ when, at age
fourteen, he named Jesus as his Savior and Lord. And I acknowledged that the timing of
Marky’s death truly was God’s will: He planned the day when Marky would be born, and
He planned the day when Marky would be at peace in heaven. Marky’s death was not the
result of a fight with his girlfriend or a misunderstanding with a friend: nobody caused

this. I wanted everyone there to know freedom from guilt as well as freedom from
Satan’s lies and accusations.
I then spent time with Marky’s mom and pointed out the love that God had shown us
when He blessed us with Marky’s life that day in Akron General Hospital. I reminded her
that Marky was a precious gift from a loving God, and she agreed. She knew that Marky
had loved her with all his heart. Her son always greeted her with a kiss and an “I love
you.”
A MEASURE OF GOD’S LOVE
But how do we measure God’s love when we don’t understand why He has allowed
something difficult—a tragedy or pain beyond description—to happen to us? I found it
helpful to look at the precious gift of life, of love, that God has given each of us in our
children. The miracle of birth is a gift of love.
Still, what would any parents give to have just one more day with a child who has
passed away before they did! What would they give? Ask any one of them; ask me; ask
yourself. What would we give? Anything! And everything! We would give everything
we own, all that we have, and anything we ever would own for just one more day, one
more hour, or even one more minute to hold our child once again! Anything and
everything in order to hug and kiss, to hear the words “I love you, Daddy” or “I love you,
Mommy,” or to say, “I love you, son.”
I saw real evidence of God’s love for me in the 6,870 days God let Marky live after I
cried out to Him for Marky’s life that early September morning in 1986. He could have
died on that birthing table, but God let him live those precious days we were blessed
with. Marky’s life was indeed a measure of God’s love for me.
After all, for those of us who believe that Jesus is God’s Son and who have accepted
Him as our Lord and Savior, God promises everlasting life in heaven with our children
who pass on before us.
ALL CHILDREN GO TO HEAVEN
Our children in heaven are part of our future, not our past.
And you can be confident of that. After all, God is a God of justice, love, and mercy.
Knowing Him, I believe that when children die before reaching an age of
accountability—an age when they are mentally and psychologically able to choose to
name Jesus as their Savior—then God will, out of His abundant grace and mercy,
welcome those children into heaven for eternity (see 2 Samuel 12:23 and Matthew 18:3-6
and 19:14). It doesn’t matter if the child was raised as a Muslim, Hindu, Buddhist, or
atheist. Angels take all children who die too soon into Jesus’ arms upon their death.
In Marky’s case, he went home to the Lord at eighteen-and-a-half years of age. I was
confident that he was with Jesus because Marky had freely and willingly given his life to
the Lord when he was fourteen; it had been his choice, his own decision. He is saved, so
he is in my eternal future. The Bible says it, and that is the final word for me and for
those who know God and know He never lies. God is faithful and His promises are true.

But there’s more. Our children already in heaven want one thing—and one thing
only: for their parents, siblings, family members, and friends to join them there. That’s it.
Their desire is that everyone they know and love comes to know Jesus Christ as their
Lord and Savior and, in God’s time, to have their family and friends join them in heaven.
This is my message to parents who survive the death of a child. I reaffirm for these
hurting moms and dads what we believers know to be true: our children await us in
heaven.
And what a hope-filled message for unbelievers as well as believers! For unbelievers
to hear that their child is alive in heaven and can be a part of their future should they
choose to accept Jesus Christ as their Lord and Savior—these words of healing and hope
seem too good to be true to grieving parents. But that is the truth: God has prepared a
place for our children and for us. If our children pass before we do, they want nothing
else but for us to join them in heaven… by God’s grace and in His appointed time.
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