
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

In 1987, Steve and Peggy Cantrell stood at 

the First SOFT conference held in Salt Lake 

City and shared the life of their son Ryan 

with those in attendance. They read a poem 

and described how, at his funeral, they chose 

to celebrate his life by releasing balloons for 

him. In honor of Ryan and the other children 

who are no longer with us, we celebrate and 

honor them today. It is with great love that 

we have chosen to remember our children at 

the Ryan Cantrell Memorial Balloon 

Celebration. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In celebration of Our Beloved Children 

 

 

July, 2009 

 

23rd Annual Conference of the 

Support Organization for Trisomy 

18, 13, and Related Disorders 

 

 

 

 
 

Opening Remarks 
Steve, Peggy and Lauren Cantrell, Wildwood, MO 

 

Opening Prayer 
Hal Holladay,  Mesa AZ 

 

Two Poems 
Dr.  John Carey, Salt Lake City, UT 

 

“Somewhere Out There” 

“Amazing Grace” 
Lauren Cantrell – Flute, Wildwood, MO 

 

Balloon Release 

 

Closing Prayer 

Vivian Showalter, Denver, CO

Ryan’s Love Connection 
 

Everything was so nice in there it really did feel 

yummy, 

I swayed from side to side with a lullaby I heard as I 

rested in Mama’s tummy. 

 

She sang to me with a voice that sounded to me like 

the tinkling of a bell, 

I danced to the rhythm of the words that echoed like 

vibrations in a wishing well. 

 

When I was in there, Mama, I heard your call 

whenever you spoke to me, 

Daddy answered with a laugh and I wondered who 

was more excited, both of you, or me. 

 

Finally, after so long a wait, it was time to make my 

debut, 

Out I came, hoping you would be happy with this 

baby boy who had come to you. 

 

The first time I looked deep into Mama’s eyes I felt 

my freedom to be without strings or ties. 

Her face said, “Welcome, little son, all wrapped in 

bunting and looking with blue saucer eyes. 

 

She was gentle and loving, full of bubbles and  

bliss, 

 I wanted to throw my arms around her and give her a 

kiss. 

 

My daddy stood by with his face beaming with pride 

all the while, 

I looked up at him, blinked twice, and gave him my 

very best smile. 

 

I wanted to tell them I was in transit and could only 

stay for just a bit, 

But I knew that time would show them I had come 

for just a whit. 

 

But OH!!, We made such a connection that time 

could never erase. 

It was worth every minute that each of us was to face. 

 

They would do their part and I would certainly try to 

do mine, 

We would tie it all together with memory skeins 

wrapped in time. 



 

We lived, we laughed and we loved, I could 

not have asked for anything more, 

They gave their all to me, pure heaven on earth that 

made my happiness soar. 
 

I really stayed as long as I could, then an angel came 

by and stood by my side, 

He said, “Ryan, it is time to go, little one, there are 

friends waiting outside. 
 

You have fulfilled your earthly mission quite 

superbly this time. 

All was accomplished that you came to do and 

everything is fine.” 
 

You can leave without worry about what your parents 

will say; 

Just tell them in no uncertain terms that for each of 

you there will be another day. 
 

I said my good-bye and sent kisses to all my dear 

loves, 

I stepped easily through the misty veil and flew away 

with the angel doves. 
 

I followed a light so bright and so radiant as could be, 

I was not frightened at all, it was so perfect, everyone 

there was waiting for me. 
 

After I had adjusted to my new place in space and 

time, 

I saw many colored bubbles over me and friends said 

they were mine. 
 

They were big and beautiful balloons and on each 

was a face, 

The faces were those of my earth friends and loves, 

come to me through space. 
 

My Mom and my Dad stood there in the center of 

things, 

I was surrounded by love and many wispy angel 

wings. 
 

I remembered the songs my Mama sang to me when I 

was inside near her heart, 

And we all danced ’round and ’round to these 

remembered tunes sung from the start. 
 

There, love was fashioned in ribbons made of gold 

and precious jewels. 

We gave to each other just that; Love, fashioned by 

using life as our only heart tools. 
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