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Foreword 

For centuries scholars, literary critics and poets have wrestled with the question “what is 

poetry?”  While various terms and phrases have been proposed as an all-encompassing 

definition of poetry, the one concept that is consistent and included in most definitions is the 

notion of “experience”:  Poetry speaks to us in the special language of experience, usually 

about some aspect of the human condition. 

Families of infants and children with the medical conditions of trisomy 18, trisomy 13 and 

related chromosome disorders certainly relate to this concept of “experience.”  They speak as 

human beings who have experienced the pregnancy, birth, and life of a person who often 

lives for a brief period of time or who lives with the challenge of significant motor and 

developmental disability.  Trisomy 18 and 13 syndromes together occur in about 1 in 3,000 

infants.  This figure reflects not only the births of children who are live-born but also infants 

who die inside their mother’s womb.  When one adds to this figure the many other 

chromosome syndromes and related medically serious syndromes, the actual frequency of 

SOFT conditions goes up and approaches more commonly known genetic conditions, such as 

cystic fibrosis and Down syndrome.  In trisomy 18 and 13, over half of all infants die before 

they are born and of those who come to birth, about half die in the first 7 days of life.  The 

conditions are obviously of significant medical importance.  Older infants and children not 

only have developmental disability, but also have an increased occurrence of various medical 

difficulties.  Families who have a child with trisomy 18 and 13 struggle with overwhelming 

themes of death and disability.  Their plight is particularly unique because a family has to rise 

to the occasion of both the prospect of the loss of their infant and the challenges of a child 

with disability and chronic illness. 

As suggested by the title, the works here are meant to be read and spoken.  The poems 

honor not only the author but also the person who inspired them.  They are the experiences 

of mothers, fathers, brothers, sisters, grandparents, doctors, nurses and friends of children 

with these conditions. 

Most of the poetics works in this anthology were submitted to the SOFT newsletter, The SOFT 

Touch, over the years.  Some of the works were sent to me because of our interest in this 

collection.  On some occasions, the work was published in a newsletter and the author is 

unknown.  Whether the author is recognized or not by our printed acknowledgement, there 

is no question that they are recognized by us.  The Muses herein are the children for whom 

these works are written.  Immortalizing the experience in print simply puts into words, letters 

and sounds what is already immortalized in the minds and souls and lives of the authors and 

the families 

John C. Carey, M.D. 

Salt Lake City, Utah 
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Dedication 

 

 

This book is lovingly dedicated to the many children and their families impacted 

by Trisomy 13 and 18.  This is also specially dedicated to my beautiful Taylor 

James, “my littlest guy,” who came into my life so briefly and yet touched my 

heart and my soul so completely.  You are in my thoughts every minute of every 

day.  Thank you for letting me know you, hold you, love you.  I am eternally 

grateful for every moment we had together. 

-Lisa Hooper 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

MORGANNE 

Mother, can it be? 

A baby sister just for me 

But Mother, will she ever know 

How much I love her and want to see her grow 

Almost sixteen years younger than I 

How much will I see her smile and cry 

July came, and we were half way there 

There was preparing to do but we didn’t care 

Crib, clothes, and toys galore 

Everything a baby would need and more 

School was in, she was almost here 

Before we knew it the day was near 

And then one day, things weren’t right 

I came home and no one was in sight 

A message revealed that something might be wrong 

The wait for my parents to come home was long 

Something was wrong but to find out what would take two days 

During that time, my mind was a maze 

The news was bad 

It meant the loss of all the hopes we had 

The doctor said the baby would die 

With the thoughts of this all I could do was cry 



 

 

My sister, my flesh and blood 

Would never have the chance to be physically loved 

A week later, my sister was born 

All we were ready to do was mourn 

The day went on, and she was still here 

It was a blessing to have our Morganne near 

“She can go home,” the doctor said 

“Her color looks good, see, her cheeks are red.” 

Having her home was going to be rough 

It would require my help; I had to be tough 

For seven months she did great 

I enjoyed the smiles, crying and even staying up late 

From this experience, I have come to know 

Look for the high point instead of the low 

-Chelsea Dye 

 

SOFT KIDS 

To all of the children down here and above, 

You are given to us to nurture and love. 

For however long you stay down here, 

You’re in our hearts; you’re very near. 

And when it’s time for you to go, 

We’ll light the path for you to know. 

That those of us down here on Earth 

Will come home to you – a special rebirth. 

-Author Unknown 



 

 

 

 

 

MEMORIES OF MEGAN 

Only memories remain 

of our lovely Megan 

we savor the good ones 

Only memories remain 

of dark auburn hair 

the ladies loved it 

Only memories remain 

green eyes, long lashes 

how pretty she was 

Only memories remain  

expressive eyes 

said what her voice could not 

Only memories remain 

of her sweet disposition 

we miss it 

Only memories remain 

these last forever 

they will have to do 

-Frank Barnes 

 

 

 



 

 

MEMORIES 

They say memories are golden, 

Well, maybe that is true; 

But we never wanted memories, 

We only wanted you. 

A million times we’ve needed you, 

A million times we’ve cried. 

If love alone could have saved you, 

You never would have died. 

In life we loved you dearly, 

In death we love you still. 

In our hearts you hold a special place 

No one else could ever fill. 

If years could build a staircase, 

And heartache build a lane, 

We’d walk the path to heaven 

And bring you back again. 

Our family chain is broken 

And nothing seems the same, 

But God calls us one by one, 

The chain will link again. 

-Jennifer Graham 

 

FOR NOAH AND NATHAN 

I never heard you laugh or cry, 

Or held you while you slept. 

When you were born so still and small 

I rocked you and I wept. 



 

 

But even now as I look back 

And count your days with me, 

I know that God ordained each one 

And through you let me see: 

Live is something that He gives 

And only He should take 

Each one is precious in His sight, 

And you were no mistake 

For even now my life is changed 

In many, many ways, 

These changes came from you so small 

Where lives spanned so few days 

So for a time you’re gone from me, 

And though I don’t know when, 

A day will come I’ll hold you close 

And rock you both again. 

-Phyllis Shoemaker 

 

PERSPECTIVES ON GRIEF – ONE YEAR LATER 

I save my crying for the dark; 

I save my tears for the night; 

When the whole house is asleep 

I sit and rock and weep. 

You seem to be doing fine they say, 

It looks like you’re coping well; 

But looks can be deceiving and you can never tell 

When someone saves their crying for the dark, 



 

 

So now I put one foot in front of the other, 

Some days it’s a really steep climb; 

Living with a void that can never be filled, 

Waiting for the healing of time. 

And when my tears are spent, 

I can sit back and smile, 

For I know I’ve been blessed despite the pain 

Because I had you to love for a while. 

-Linda Gentile 

 

IN MEMORIAM 

To say goodbye 

To losing you 

Will never seem 

Quite right. 

We’ll always miss 

And cherish you 

And love you with all our might. 

-Author Unknown 

 

ELLEN ROSE 

She was born, she died. 

How strange that my life just goes on. 

Is her life a dream I have wakened from? 

A nightmare? 

It is a dream so indescribably sweet 

I long to be asleep again, 

To have it continue, 

Just to be there, 



 

 

Just to hold her gain in my body, 

Again in my arms. 

My sweet baby!  Are you only in my heart? 

-Suki Boydston 

 

 

COMFORT FOR THE MOURNING 

God saw you getting tired 

When a cure was not to be 

So He closed His arms around you 

And whispered “Come to Me” 

You didn’t deserve what you went through, 

And so He gave you rest, 

God’s garden must be beautiful 

For He only takes the best. 

And when we saw you sleeping 

So peaceful and free from pain, 

We could not wish you back 

To suffer that again. 

-Derek Shea’s Grandmother 

 

GABRIELLE 

I held a Christmas angel 

Her hair was downy soft 

And in her eyes there was a light 

A simple message taught; 

Love me just for who I am 

Accept my imperfection 

I can help you know the Lord 



 

 

My soul was made for Heaven. 

I won’t be here for very long 

So love me while you can 

Touch my cheek, hold me tight, 

And let me take your hand. 

I held the angel Gabrielle 

And let her take my hand 

This Christmas I will think of her 

And try to understand. 

-Joan Harper 

 

AARON 

Aaron’s eye 

gleamed wisdom 

without words 

Something taught- 

beyond his years 

of teaching. 

-John Carey 

 

SHAYNA LYNN 

Baby, how can we possibly tell you all we feel? 

This all seems so unreal, 

We miss you more than you’ll ever know, 

And the pain we feel will never go. 

You were our life, love, and will to go on. 

But how can we be with you gone? 

We hurt so much and can’t understand, 

Why we have to be far apart and not hand in hand. 

Someday we hope we do figure out 



 

 

Why our baby girl was taken about. 

Now we see you as our little angel in the sky 

Looking down at us and never saying goodbye 

Because that’s how we feel in our heart and in our soul 

Never letting go of our pot of gold. 

You’re always with us honey- 

Forever and Always, 

And eventually, it will be our wonderful day, 

To be together forever and ever. 

We love you more than all the raindrops and forever and a day, honey. 

-Kim Cross 

 

“MISS ME, BUT LET ME GO” 

When I come to the end of the road 

And the Sun has set for me 

I want no rites in a gloom filled room. 

Why cry for a soul set free? 

Miss me a little, but not too long, 

And not with your head bowed low, 

Remember the love that we once shared. 

Miss me, but let me go. 

This is a journey that we all must take, 

And each must go alone. 

It’s all a part of the Master’s plan 

A step on the road to home. 

When you are lonely and sick of heart, 

Go to the friends we know 

And bury your sorrow in doing good deeds. 

Miss me…but let me go. 

-Author Unknown 

 



 

 

MY LITTLE ANGEL 

Upon the eighteenth day of February 

A great gift was given to me 

Although the passing time went slowly 

My eyes, they never grew weary 

And at the hour of five thirty-five, 

My heart jumped and I wanted to sing 

As I saw my first sister, my precious Jenny Marie. 

I held her close, I knew nothing was the matter, 

Until that day, all my hopes, my dreams did shatter 

That day her little heart stopped beating and my heart broke. 

And when I look up in the sky I’ll always know she’ll be my little angel. 

-Brittany Alioto 

 

THE BOTTOM OF MY BABY’S FEET 

 

My son, the bottom of your feet 

Was what I longed to touch 

I dreamt about them much. 

To rub your tiny heel and tickle those precious toes 

And kiss those crinkly lines on the bottom of your feet 

The image was so sweet. 

To feel how soft your skin would be 

For nine months I couldn’t wait to see 

Those innocent little feet that were kicking me. 

But when I finally got to kiss those feet 

And rub that tiny heel 

And love those precious toes… 

You didn’t even know. 

-Suzanne Windland 



 

 

THE “MARK” OF AN ANGEL  

When down to Earth I came one day, 

I love you both, but I can’t stay. 

For back to Heaven I surely must go, 

The time, the place I do not know. 

While I’m here with you just keep that smile, 

For God wanted you to go that extra mile. 

And give me a home, a place to be, 

‘Cuz I’ll be an angel one day, you see. 

So when it comes time for me to leave, 

Please don’t continue to cry and grieve, 

I made my MARK on the world; I’m free, 

To welcome the angels who are just like me. 

-Karen Dewey 

 

MY PRAYER FOR JOSEPH 

Give him special wings, Lord, 

To help him as he flies. 

He’s so tiny and helpless, Lord, 

Like a leaf blowing in the sky. 

Give him a halo of gold, Lord, 

And his tiny smile we’ll miss. 

You gave him to us a Gift, Lord, 

This tiny child of yours. 

And decided too soon for us, Lord, 

That you must take him home. 

So turn his cries into songs, Lord, 

And with his special wings 

I’ll picture him in his halo, Lord, 

Each time a sparrow sings. 

-Kim Zunbach 



 

 

 

AARON’S EYES 

Eyes are windows of the soul 

I look at yours and somehow know 

Those crystal clear pools of green 

Reflect a Heaven, sight unseen. 

If I had wings so I could fly, 

I’d be an angel in disguise 

And walk behind those pools of green 

Where you know more than I could dream. 

Mortals seldom have the chance 

To see God’s heaven in a glance 

That vision often is denied 

Until it’s been in Aaron’s eyes! 

-Penny Swinea 

 

TO EMILY 

You spent some time here on earth, 

Our every wish fulfilled to see you at birth, 

We were told you would not live, but we had to try, 

So with a prayer in our hearts and tears in our eyes, 

We pressed forward and took a chance hoping to beat the odds, 

For the choice to take your life lies only in the hands of God. 

A beautiful head full of hair, tiny hands and feet, 

Every detail about you was so delicate and sweet. 

With each breath you took we held ours, hoping it was not your last, 

For we knew our time with you would be gone far too fast. 



 

 

You had amazing strength for someone so small, 

You overcame so many challenges, you surprised us all. 

We were so thankful to see your first birthday. 

You have changed our lives in so many ways. 

Every kiss Sean gave you was a source of pride, 

You’ve left us precious memories; you’ll always be by our side. 

It broke our hearts to lose you, but you did not go alone, 

For a part of us went with you the day God called you home. 

Some spirits are so perfect that an imperfect body is all they need, 

Your place in heaven is waiting for all eternity. 

Oh angel gone before us, you taught us perfect love. 

May God in heaven embrace you in his home above. 

-Cindee Alexander, Emily’s aunt 

 

DOG KISSES 

Abby gives dog kisses, or perhaps she just wants a taste; 

She grabs my hair and pulls me close, and licks me on the face. 

How I wish she could do more, though this trick is cute, it’s true. 

But Abby can do only baby things, even though she’s almost two. 

People ask, “Can she reach for toys, or sit up by herself?” 

“Not yet, but she will someday,” I tell them and myself. 

Friends, doctors, and therapists all ask, “What can she do?” 

If I said, “She gives dog kisses,” they might think I’d gone cuckoo. 

I wish she could do more, and be more like other kids. 

But would I then appreciate every single thing she did? 

I wonder if I’ve missed the point of just what she can do. 

But now I think I understand, and so I’m telling you: 



 

 

For better than sitting up alone, or reaching for things above, 

Abby’s best accomplished is her way of showing love. 

Now when I get those dog kisses, I wish that I could save them, 

For they might be my happiest memory of the little girl who gave them. 

-Laura Knoll 

 

THESE TINY LITTLE FEET 

These tiny, precious little feet. 

One day the Lord they did meet. 

Don’t weep for me, now they say 

For I can run, dance and play. 

And when you’re ready to meet Him too 

I’ll be there to walk with you. 

-Darlene Domanski 

 

MY DARLING CLAIRE ELIZABETH 

My heart is broken, 

I don’t understand. 

Please don’t take my darling away. 

My darling was named after a Great Aunt, 

A caring and dear woman who lived life to its fullest. 

But my darling will not be able to. 

She’ll never know kindergarten or high school or college 

Or strawberries or trees or flowers 

Or grasshoppers or butterflies or sparrows 

Or Beethoven or Bach or beaus. 

God, it isn’t fair. 



 

 

But she will know love. 

All her life she will be surrounded by love. 

All her life she will be held and caressed by love. 

All her life she will receive more love from her mother and father 

Than either of them thought they were capable of giving. 

God in His Wisdom, 

Her life will be full…full of love 

It’s all of value we have to give. 

Thy will be done. 

Amen. 

-Grandpa Freeman 

 

ANNA’S DAY 

The Heavens rang with happiness 

Joy was in the air 

A tiny cake and candle 

For an angel small and fair. 

All the angels sang in harmony 

Rejoicing Anna’s day 

But a mother’s heart was heavy 

Her little girl had passed away. 

That dear, sweet little baby 

With a smile so full of love 

Had to leave Luke and her parents 

For God’s kingdom up above. 

The presents and the laughter 

Were dreams that had passed by 

For Anna’s stay on earth was short 

And that made her mother cry. 



 

 

That mother never got to see 

Her daughter in birthday clothes 

Instead she saw a tombstone 

Adorned with a small pink rose. 

We’ll never know the reason 

Anna Shorey had to depart 

But the love and memories she lfte 

Will keep burning in our hearts. 

-Mary Shorey Parker 

 

HUG ME CLOSER 

Hug me closer, Mommy, closer 

Put your arms around me tight, 

For I’m cold and tired Mommy, 

And I feel so strange tonight. 

 

Something hurts me here, Mommy 

Like a stone upon my breast, 

And I wonder, Mommy, 

Why it is I cannot rest. 

All day I hurt so much, Mommy 

As I lay in my little bed. 

I was trying to be patient, 

And to think of what you said. 

Then just before dark, 

Just as evening came, 

When my room was very quiet, 

I heard someone call my name. 

Come up her, My little Nickki 

Come up here with me, 

Where no children ever suffer 



 

 

Through a long eternity. 

Oh, I wonder Dear Mommy 

Who so bright upon me smiled, 

But I knew it must be Jesus 

When he whispered, come, my child. 

Oh, at first I felt so sorry, 

He had called and I must go 

To go to sleep, no more to suffer, 

Mommy, don’t be crying so 

All at once the windows opened, 

In the fields were lambs and sheep. 

Some were drinking from the brook 

Others lying fast asleep. 

There were little children singing, 

Sweeter songs I never heard. 

They were sweeter, Mommy, sweeter 

Than the sweetest singing bird. 

 

Hug me closer Mommy 

Put your arms around me tight, 

Oh, how much I love you Mommy, 

But I feel so strange tonight. 

Then her Mommy hugged her closer, 

To her ever burning breast, 

Her heart was nearly breaking, 

As she laid Nickkis’ little head to rest. 

In the solemn hour of midnight, 

In the silence calm and deep, 

Lying on her mother’s bosom, 

Little Nickki fell asleep. 

In the quiet little graveyard, 

There is now a new-made mound, 

And the form that was so cherished, 



 

 

 

 

Has been laid beneath the ground. 

But up yonder in the portals, 

That are shining very fair, 

Little Nickki, now is sheltered, 

By the Saviour’s loving care. 

-Author Unknown 

 

IN LOVING MEMORY OF  

HILARY ELLIZABETH HORSLEY 

There are times when my arms ache 

As I think of the hours I held you in them 

There are times when my eyes burn 

As I remember how precious you appeared through them 

There are times when my ears sting 

As I recall your fate that was too often spoken 

There are times when my heart races 

As I question why God has taken you from us - 

You were our innocent little Hilary. 

Sometimes it’s all too much for us, 

The family you left behind, 

And we wonder if the pain will ever subside. 

 

I guess we’ll just have to be thankful 

For what brief time you were with us. 

But, oh, how we yearn for the glistening sunshine 

That you had brought our way. 

 

 



 

 

There are times when I close my eyes and see you 

In that warm, ever peaceful land - 

No longer as the Hilary with tubes running through her 

But as an angel looking down upon us 

From God’s most gracious and living hand. 

-Amy Horsley 

 

GO OUT IN JOY 

My name is Mark 

When you look at me 

You will measure me 

…by my awareness 

…by my response 

…by my age 

…by my development 

And you will shake your head 

And find me lacking 

But, for me, you are measuring 

With the wrong cup 

For I have one possession 

Which burns and overflows 

Beyond all others 

I have My Parent’s Love 

This cup they give holds also their 

…agony and helplessness 

…waiting and hoping 

…tears and pain 

…aloneness and fear 

 

But in the end, all these are swallowed up 

In the deepness of their love 

Which now, in each same moment, 



 

 

Both let go 

And will never let me go. 

So measure me, if you must… 

But measure me, to, with my cup 

And you will find me full 

-Nina Herrmann 

 

IT’S CHRISTMAS TIME AGAIN 

It’s Christmas time again 

I can hardly believe it 

We are approaching our second year 

Without Becky 

We’ve been through all the firsts… 

At least I think we have 

Who can know what’s ahead 

Only God Himself. 

I’ve heard that grief is hard work 

Living can be harder still 

Not necessarily the ‘special’ dates 

Just these little moments in time 

That take my breath away. 

She’s really gone. 

No more long soul-filled hugs 

No more innocent, impish smiles 

No more giggles 

No more meeting of our eyes across a room 

No more wordless conversations. 

She’s really gone. 



 

 

I know I have lived through this year 

Because my Lord and my God loves me. 

 

He has enabled me to make it through each day… 

Even to laugh again. 

But still, she’s really gone. 

And, oh, as I see Christmas approaching 

And I think of all it really means 

I know I have learned many deeper things of God 

Because of Becky… 

And I know I will never be quite as satisfied with 

Earthly things… 

I yearn for those yet intangible wonders of Heaven 

Of seeing my Lord 

Of holding my child again… 

Of meeting someday face-to-face ‘between the wings of the Cherubim’ 

When I will finally behold Him and again behold my Becky’s face. 

-Pat O’Toole 

 

LYNDSEY ELIZABETH 

She couldn’t talk but she spoke to me of love, kindness and compassion.  She 

couldn’t walk but she left her footprints from one end of my soul to the 

other.  She couldn’t feed herself but she fed me and filled me with patience, 

perseverance and courage. 

She could see – see my smiles and the adoring love that shown through my  

eyes for her.  She could hear – hear the thousandth time I told her how much 

I loved her.  She could feel – feel my arms wrapped around her…my head 

next to hers as she lay on my shoulder…the warmth of my body as we’d rock 

in the chair…the coolness of my hand as I would stroke her forehead…the 



 

 

softness of my lips as I would kiss her from the tip of her head to the ends 

of her toes. 

I think, not everyone knows such a love that we shared for three years and 

seven months.  Could it ever have been long enough?  I think that it could 

never be.  For Lyndsey was a child only to love and to be loved.  To me she 

was the Perfect Child 

-Betty Jane St. Jean 

 

 

TO MY GRANDMOTHER NANCY - 

NOW I KNOW 

At your dining room table we sat once more, 

Grandmother to granddaughter, I wanted to know 

So you told me again of your painful past - 

Your mother, your sister – in your childhood lost. 

But by far the worst was your firstborn child 

Delivered by forceps from which he died. 

With each retelling, from out of your soul 

Your tears flowed fresh – as if for the first time. 

Let’s sit at your dining room table again 

As mother to mother, I want you to know 

About the birth of my firstborn child 

Delivered by forceps – from a syndrome she died. 

Now tell me again about your son, 

Though now you’ve been gone for a number of years 

Please tell me again about your boy 

And I’ll share all about my little girl. 

-Carolyn Stearns Dubie 

 



 

 

OUR BEAUTIFUL BABY BOY 

Our beautiful baby boy 

Was God’s blessing to us. 

Our time with him was too short, 

But our love for Eric 

Will forever be in our hearts. 

-Author Unknown 

 

A CHRISTMAS POEM FOR JESSICA 

The twinkling of the Christmas lights 

Your eyes will never see. 

The ornament of “Baby’s First” 

For you will never be. 

“Away in a Manger,” so soft and sweet 

Will never reach your ears, 

And Christmas for your Mom and Dad 

Will bring sad, silent tears. 

The pretty presents all wrapped up, 

Not one will be for you. 

The stockings by the fireplace 

Will just be one, not two. 

The wonder of each Christmas morn 

You’ll never really know 

And every year we’ll stop and ask, 

“Why did she have to go?” 

But you will see the shining star 

That led the Three Wise Kings 

And you will know the peace and love 

That baby Jesus brings. 



 

 

And you will hear the angels’ song 

The shepherds heard that night. 

And we will know that you are home 

In God’s great heavenly Light. 

-Joan Graves 

 

CHRISTMAS EVE, A REMEMBRANCE, 1985 

The presents are wrapped 

The stocking is filled 

The cookies are warm 

And the candy is chilled 

The cards are sent out 

The bills have been paid 

Our bags are all packed 

All the food has been made 

We’ve given some gifts 

And gone to church, too 

And heard of Christ’s birth 

As we sat in our pew. 

The Carols were sung 

By our voices so sweet 

And the last candles lit 

On our own Advent Wreath. 

We ate tonight’s meal 

In a hurry at best 

So we’d finish our work  

And get plenty of rest. 

The kisses were given 

The goodnights were all said 



 

 

And I finally laid down 

In my warm cozy bed. 

My mind has been whirling 

My body had too 

But at last with closed eyes 

My mind focused on you. 

My heart grew so heavy 

The tears slowly fell 

The pain and the sorrow 

I knew it too well. 

In the quiet of the darkness 

I saw your sweet face 

Surrounded by the brightness 

Of God’s heavenly grace. 

And my sadness was lifted 

My lips voiced praise 

As I knew I would see you 

At the end of my days. 

So sing choir of angels 

And sing my dear child 

Sing your praises in heaven 

For the Babe, meek and mild. 

-Joan Graves 

 

ANGELS 

Angels came from God above 

He sends them down for us to love. 

They fly and float, they smile and cry, 

The months, the days, the years go by. 



 

 

And when our Lord, our God on high, 

Sends down a message from the sky, 

We hug, we hold, and then let go, 

To see our angels, only He will know. 

-Author Unknown 

 

 

THIS TIME LAST YEAR 

My sleeping angel, though not yet born 

I finally allowed myself to purchase some baby items. 

Because we’d known for quite some time you wouldn’t be like the others. 

Not quite like your sister 

Not quite like your brothers. 

So…this time last year, 

With apprehensive anticipation and underlying fear, 

We set up your bassinet, filled it with blankets, 

Folded new clothes that we hoped you would wear. 

Grandma and Grandpa arrived from New York, 

To help us, physically, emotionally, spiritually 

Because you see, 

My sleeping angel, your arrival was so near, this time last year. 

They came with open arms and smiling faces - 

Faces shielding so desperately their pain 

So with open arms they too awaited you, 

This time last year. 

The morning arrived; a cool misty Monday 

We all kissed good-bye, drove on to the ferry; 

Commuters pushed waiting aside 

They put us right up front 

We almost looked merry, 

Later that morning, when your birth became imminent, 

Daddy and I braced ourselves for the worst. 

The possibility that you’d never draw that first breath! 



 

 

My, alas, my sleeping angel, this time last year, 

We heard a faint cry, and at your tiny face we did peer. 

Our ecstasy was unbound, as we cradled you, 

hugged you and almost forgot… 

This little boy is Trisomy 18! 

So for a fleeting few weeks, 

We embraced your life, knowing we may have but a very brief time. 

So it came upon us, my dear sleeping angel 

That this time last year, you joined us; then left us. 

It’s now become clear, that this time each year 

I’ll smile through a tear. 

-Christine Toglia 

 

 

LEAH ABIGAIL JENKINS 

All I have are memories 

I keep them in my heart 

All I have are memories 

Only time keeps us apart 

Once you were here with us, 

It seems so long ago 

We touched your hair  

And kissed your cheek, 

Oh, how we loved you so. 

We gently rocked, to and fro, 

And sang a quiet song 

Silently we hoped and prayed 

What the doctors said was wrong. 

But, alas, you were too pure, too frail 

To linger long on earth. 



 

 

And so we said our last good-byes and you returned 

To that spirit world, where we all lived before our birth. 

Misty-eyed, we gaze at photographs 

And dream of days to come, 

When we will be reunited with those we love 

Especially you, Leah, our little one. 

-Rita Jenkins 

 

TESTAMENT 

“But how can I live without you?” she cried. 

“I left all the world to you when I died. 

Beauty of earth and air and sea 

Leap of a swallow on a rose 

Kiss of rain and wind’s embrace 

Passion of story and winter’s face 

Touch of feather, flower and stone 

Chiseled line of branch or bone 

Flight of stars, night’s caravan 

 

Song of crickets and of man 

All these things I put in my testament. 

All these things I bequeathe you when I went.” 

“But how can I see them without your eyes 

Or touch then without your hand? 

How can I hear them without your ear? 

Without your heart, understand?” 

“These too, these too 

I leave to you.” 

-Betty Jane St. Jean 

 



 

 

A TINY ANGEL 

A tiny angel came to visit us one day. 

Remained with us so short a time, and then she went away. 

This angel represented hope, hope for a new tomorrow. 

This angel represented love, her love was ours to borrow. 

She stayed for just a little while but memories last forever. 

And yet as tiny as she was, she brought us all together. 

She gave us hope; she gave us love – a gift that’s hard to find. 

Then Jesus took her home to heaver but He left her love behind. 

-Robert & Chris Flynn 

 

MATT’S MESSAGE 

God seldom sends a messenger 

From Heaven to the Earth, 

But He did this year on Easter Day 

In the form of a human birth. 

The baby was flawed, not perfect 

Right from the very start, 

His family knew he wouldn’t live… 

Could our God have a heart? 

But onward it went slowly - 

The great struggle to understand 

The upcoming birth of a little boy 

Who would never become a man. 

God sent the baby briefly 

To his family on Easter Day 

He named him, blessed him, loved him 

And gently carried him away. 



 

 

Why? Why? Why? 

A question you’d hear resound. 

The answer was right in front of us -  

Although not easily found. 

Matt’s message was pure and simple. 

As his tiny face would convey; 

“ Your home isn’t here, but with God 

I came to show you the way.” 

-Julie & Bill Sadler 

 

PAIGE 

A little girl with bright red hair 

She entered the world without a care 

She gave us joy that lifetime could bring 

She never learned talk or sing 

But she was always a precious little thing. 

 

She came and she left in such a short time 

Now she is in heaven with wings 

That will turn on a dime 

We will never forget her and all her strength 

For now she has grown greatly in length. 

Her heart is filled with happiness 

No pain will she feel 

For she is in the arms of God 

With a halo that is real. 

-Jodi Wilson 

 



 

 

GOD’S GIFT JUST FOR A DAY 

 

A little piece of Heaven 

I hold now in my arms 

Her sweet little baby scent 

I will smell my whole life long 

And one day when God takes me 

I will surely see her play 

As I behold his gates so glorious 

She will meet me on that day. 

Mom 

-Author Unknown 

 

I’M SPENDING CHRISTMAS WITH JESUS CHRIST THIS YEAR!! 

I see the countless Christmas trees 

Around the world below, 

With tiny lights, 

Like heaven’s stars 

Reflecting on the snow 

The sight is so spectacular, 

Please wipe away the tear, 

For I’m spending Christmas 

With Jesus Christ this year. 

I hear the many Christmas songs 

That people hold so dear, 

But the sounds of music can’t compare 

With the Christmas choir up here. 

For I have no words to tell you 

The joy their voices bring. 



 

 

For it is beyond description 

To hear as angels sing. 

I know how much you miss me, 

I see the pain inside your heart. 

For I’m spending Christmas 

With Jesus Christ this year. 

I can’t tell you of the splendor 

Or the peace here in this place. 

Can you just imagine Christmas? 

With our Savior, face to face? 

I’ll ask Him to light your spirit 

As I tell Him of your love. 

So then pray one for another 

As you lift your eyes above 

So please let your hearts be joyful 

And let your spirit sing. 

For I’m spending Christmas in heaven 

And I’m walking with the King! 

-Author Unknown 

 

IF I HAD A WISH 

I would wish that my best friend, Greta, 

could take a walk with me. 

We would take a long walk beside the water. 

 

We would walk and talk and laugh with each other. 

We would throw stones into the water. 

We would feed the ducks. 

We would talk about horses, school, books 

we read, and our other friends. 

On the way home we would stop at the park and play 



 

 

and climb the monkey bars. 

Then we would go home and call each other on the telephone. 

But Greta and I don’t take long walks. 

We don’t talk on the telephone, or slide, or run. 

We take short walks and I push her wheelchair. 

I talk to Greta but she doesn’t talk back. 

Sometimes she laughs at me. 

Greta and I play games and watch movies together. 

We have lots of fun. 

I don’t care if Greta never talks or walks. 

She is still my best friend. 

I love Greta. 

-Aubrey Hale 

 

A PRAYER FOR CHILDREN 

We pray for children 

…who put chocolate fingers everywhere, 

…who like to be tickled, 

…who stomp in puddles and ruin their new pants, 

…who sneak Popsicle’s before supper, 

…who erase holes in math workbooks, 

…who can never find their shoes. 

And we pray for those 

…who stare at photographers from behind barbed wire, 

…who’ve never squeaked across the floor in new sneakers, 

…who never “counted potatoes,” 

…who are born in places we wouldn’t be caught dead, 

…who never go to the circus, 

…who live in an x-rated world. 

 

 



 

 

We pray for children 

…who bring us sticky kisses and fistfuls of dandelions, 

…who sleep with the dog and bury the goldfish, 

…who hug us in a hurry and forget their lunch money, 

…who cover themselves with Band-Aids and sing off key, 

…who squeeze toothpaste all over the sink, 

…who slurp their soup. 

And we pray for those 

…who never get dessert, 

…who watch their parents watch them die, 

…who have no safe blanket to drag behind, 

…who can’t find any bread to steal, 

…who don’t have any rooms to clean up, 

…whose pictures aren’t on anybody’s dresser, 

…whose monsters are real. 

We pray for children 

…who spend all their allowance before Tuesday, 

…who throw tantrums in the grocery store, 

…and pick at their food, 

…who like ghost stories, 

…who shove dirty clothes under the bed, 

…and who never rinse out the tub, 

…who get visits from the tooth fairy, 

…who squirm in church and scream in the phone, 

…whose tears we sometimes laugh at, 

…and whose smiles can make us cry. 

And we pray for those 

…whose nightmares come in the daytime, 

…who will eat anything, 

…who will never see a dentist, 

…who aren’t spoiled by anybody, 

…who go to bed hungry and cry themselves to sleep, 

…who live and move, but have no being. 



 

 

We pray for children 

…who want to be carried, 

…and for those who must, 

…for those we never give up on, 

 

…and for those who don’t get a chance, 

…for those we smother, 

…and for those that will grab the hand of anybody kind enough to offer. 

We pray for family and friends 

…so that they know people with disabilities are people first, 

…so that they remember the beauty of Emily’s life and not the burden of her 

care, 

…so that they never forget her memory and always talk of her presence, 

…and so that they think about the ways she has touched their lives. 

We pray for thanks 

…for those who have touched her, 

…for the circle of friends she brought into our family, 

…for the people that are in wonder of her beauty, 

…and for our family that was made strong and closer because of her. 

We pray for those 

…who will go home tonight and hug their children and see how lucky they are, 

…for those that will never understand how lucky we were because we had 

Emily, 

…and for those who might never know that anything worth having is a struggle. 

And, finally, we pray for Emily 

…so that she finds many friends, 

…so that she can run talk and swing herself content, 

…and so that she always knows how much we love her and how hard it will be 

to go on without her. 

-Ina Hughes 

 



 

 

 

A GENTLE SPIRIT 

A gentle spirit has come into my life 

To make me see things I did not want to see, 

To make me feel things I did not want to feel, 

To teach me things I did not want to learn. 

This gentle spirit has hurricane force 

That picks me up, turns me this way and that, 

And puts me down softly in a new place, always a new place. 

I cannot return to the safe warmth I once knew, it is gone forever. 

 

Because of this fragile, gentle spirit, 

Joy and sorrow have become intertwined in a fiber of life that few can 

comprehend. 

Because of this sweet, gentle spirit, 

I can appreciate what is often assumed. 

-Jan King 

 

JOEY  
Once a long, long time ago, 

An angel swooped down in Idaho. 

He came with wings well folded under, 

To return to Heaven from a world of wonder. 

His name was Joey, he gave me love. 

My life was full from God above. 

 

 



 

 

As years went by both Joey and I, 

Grew strong together and saw eye to eye. 

The time came soon that his winds unfolded, 

And my hold on him was only molded. 

Through tears of loss, and tears of pain 

For that special day we’d be together again. 

-Karen Dewey 

 

WHY  
Now I know why the world travailed 

Why men sought and struggled and failed 

And tried again, now I comprehend 

What was the purpose and end 

Of life upon this star 

Where all longings and heartaches are. 

It was that I might for an hour possess  

That exquisite joy and happiness, 

That beautiful rapture that I knew 

When I walked a mile of the road with you. 

-Author Unknown 

 

AMANDA’S PRAYER 

In a land far, far away, 

Amanda goes to laugh and play. 

Along with her goes lots of love, 

To keep and share with those above. 

You gave your all for nine short years, 

So many joys, so many tears. 

 



 

 

 

 

And when life’s breath she drew no more, 

You gave her to God to love and adore. 

Look back on the days, they are so dear, 

And go toward tomorrow, but have no fear. 

Amanda is safe – she’s happy and free. 

To be with the angels, looking down on thee. 

-Author Unknown 

 

MY SISTER 

My sister’s name is Stace. 

I think she has a cute face. 

She’s little and small, 

And does not like going to the mall. 

She likes to play ball, 

And drives us up the wall. 

She is nine and has a crooked spine. 

She can not walk, 

She can not talk. 

She loves her dad. 

Even when he gets mad. 

I love her with all my heart, 

And wish that we would never part. 

-Michelle Brooke Newman 

 

 

 



 

 

I AM THE CHILD 

I am the child who cannot talk.  You often pity me; I see it in your eyes.  You 

wonder how much I am aware of…I see that as well.  I am aware of 

much…whether you are happy or sad or fearful, patient or impatient, full of 

love and desire, or if you are just doing your duty by me.  I marvel at your 

frustration, knowing mine to be far greater; for I cannot express myself nor my 

needs as you do.  You cannot conceive my isolation, so complete at times.  I do 

not give you clever conversation, cute remarks to be laughed over and 

repeated.  I do not give you answers to your everyday questions, 

responsibilities over my well-being, sharing my needs, or comments about the 

world around me.  I do not give you rewards as defined by the world’s 

standards…great strides in development that you can credit yourself, I do not 

give you understanding, as you know it. 

What I give you is so much more valuable…I give you instead opportunities.  

Opportunities to discover the depth of your character, not mine; the depth of 

your love, your commitment, your patience, your abilities; the opportunity to 

explore your spirit more deeply than you imagined possible.  I drive you further 

than you would ever go on your own, working harder, seeking answers to your 

many questions, creating questions with no answers.     I am the child who 

cannot talk. 

I am the child who cannot walk.  The world sometimes seems to pass me by.  

You see the longing in my eyes to get out of this chair; to run and play like 

other children.  There is much you take for granted.  I want the toys on the 

shelf, I need to go to the bathroom, oh, I’ve dropped my fork again.  I am 

dependent on you in these ways.  My gift to you is to make you aware of your 

great fortune, your healthy back and legs, your ability to do for yourself.  

Sometimes people appear not to notice me; I always notice them.  I feel not so 

much envy as desire, desire to stand upright, to put one foot in fron of the 

other, to be independent.  I give you awareness.  I am the child who cannot 

walk. 

I am the child who is mentally impaired.  I don’t learn easily, if you judge me by 

the world’s measuring stick.  What I do know is infinite joy in the simple things.  

I am not burdened as you are with the strifes and conflicts of a more 



 

 

complicated life.  My gift to you is to grant you the freedom to enjoy thins as a 

child, to teach you how much your arms around me mean, to give you love.  I 

give you the gift of simplicity.  I am the child who is mentally impaired.  I am the 

disabled child.  I am your teacher.  If you allow me, I will teach you what is 

really important in life.  I will give you and teach you unconditional love.  I give 

you with my innocent trust, my dependency upon you.  I teach you of respect 

for others and their uniqueness. 

I teach you about the sanctity of life.  I teach you about how very precious this 

life is and about not taking things for granted.  I teach you about forgetting 

your own needs and desires and dreams.  I teach you giving.  Most of all, I 

teach you hope and faith.  I am the disabled child. 

-Ohio Coalition for the Education of Handicapped Children 

-Dedicated to Daryl Hayes, Jr. The little Boy Who Cannot Talk 

 

 

LITTLE FLOWER 

It stands smaller than the other flowers in the rock garden.  Growing among 

the stones, it has fought harder to reach the sun.  Even now it struggles to feed 

on beams that slip between the shadows of strong, larger blooms.  Its stature is 

by far more fragile than all the rest.  Pastel shades with fern-like leaves 

accentuate its delicateness.  The weight of the morning dew easily bends the 

perfect petals.  Its misshapen form gives way to reveal an interior rich with 

intricate detail.  As the wind blows, the other flowers sway in unison.  The little 

flower bows lower to the ground, perhaps because it is nearer to its source, the 

soil.  If the richness of color and complexity of nature draws me to the garden, 

surely it is also the heartiness of spirit I see in this unique creation.  With 

perseverance and inner strength, the fragile flower has survived the odds of a 

hostile environment.  I would have wished differently for my little flower; but 

because of its day in the sun, there has been joy and beauty.   

 



 

 

 

 

 

Only those who have gazed upon its serenity have shared its lesson:  to not pity 

uniqueness, but rather to recognize the worth of individuality.  How sad some 

shall pass the rock garden never touched by the beauty therein.  So it is with 

my fragile flower, my handicapped daughter. 

-Eleanor Stevens 

 

ETERNALLY 

He took her hand and walked away. 

I cried, “Dear Lord, Please let her stay!” 

He turned and sweetly smiled at me - 

He gently spoke “It’s time you see.” 

“I brought her here for you to love, 

A little rose bud from above. 

Her time on earth was truly well spent 

She accomplished her task; that’s why she was sent! 

She taught you faith and courage too, 

And all things on earth that you must do. 

But do not grieve or have great sorrow 

For see her again, you will some tomorrow.” 

After words spoken they ascended on high 

With dancing angels disappeared in the sky. 

We’ll love her forever, but happy we’ll be, 

For such joy she has given lasts Eternally. 

-Author Unknown 

 

 



 

 

 

KIMBER RENEE 

A tiny, long-awaited jewel 

Is now in Jesus’s crown 

She tried her best to stay with us, 

But left without a frown. 

She knew she’d be immortal, 

She was needed more up there. 

To help with other babies, 

Whose parents didn’t care. 

I know you grieve, I’m sure you do. 

But God put out His hand, 

And safely took her with Him 

To His most heavenly land. 

-W.G. Trauschke 

 

THE ANGEL FOR AARON MICHAEL 

Little angel, unaware ... 

You are pure, beyond compare.  

Heaven shines within your eyes  

Proving God is not a lie. 

I thought all angels flew with wings 

In the: presence of God, where the Beautiful sing  

But you dispel the sweetest myth 

And what I see ... 1 can't resist 

Angels come in baby hearts 

Which are perfect from the start 

My son, what you do not have here  

Awaits you where there are no tears  



 

 

 

Heaven calls their angels home 

For God can't bear to be alone  

The pure of heart are needed there  

I send you back on wings of prayer. 

-Penny Swinea 

 

SLEEP 

Sleep, my child, and peace attend thee  

All through the night;  

Guardian angels God will send thee  

All through the night. 

Soft the sleepy hours are creeping,  

Hill and vale in slumber steeping,  

I my loving vigil keeping 

All through the night. 

-Author Unknown 

 

FOR CLAIRE 

From the moment we became aware 

A parent’s love for you we shared, 

With hopes and dreams of a lifetime planed 

For our daughter whose name was Claire. 

How fragile is life, designed to cheat 

Through birth and death – so bittersweet, 

Those hopes and dreams that remain incomplete, 

Though, Claire, your heart taught us love only begins with a beat. 

 



 

 

 

The reason why escapes us not, 

And sometimes life seems hardly fair, 

But faith in God and a greater plan 

Helps ease the pain like comfort care. 

We love you and miss you and await the day 

When we are reunited with our Angel Claire 

-Michael Shawn Cookson 

 

TOMMY MILLER DEMANDO 

A POEM FOR TOMMY 

I was brought into this world for more than one reason. 

For many people, their lives I touched., 

Even those who didn’t know me very much. 

Not every part of me worked just right, 

But I did my best and put up a fight. 

For those who go and on my grave will stand, 

I am with God, how better off I am! 

It broke our hearts to lose you, 

But you did not go alone. 

A part of us went with you 

The day God took you home. 

A million times we’ve needed you 

A million times we’ve cried. 

If love could have saved you, 

You never would have died. 

To the grave each day we travel, 

The flowers are placed with care. 

But no one knows the heartache 

As we turn and leave you there. 



 

 

 

Our farewells were spoken and 

We said our sad goodbye, 

But you were gone before we knew it 

And only God knows where and why. 

If tears could build a staircase 

And heartaches make a lane, 

We would walk the path to heaven 

And bring you back again! 

We love you Tommy! 

Mommy & Daddy 

-Tommy and Debbie DeMando 

 

TO MOMMY AND DADDY 

Today is my birthday 

Please don’t cry 

Believe that I’m happy, 

But don’t ask why! 

If I were there I’d thank you 

For all the things you’ve done, 

I’d tell you that “I love you,” 

And I’m proud to be your son. 

I know you’re feeling so much sorrow, 

I watch you every day. 

But I promise you dear parents, 

The pain will go away. 

On this 14th day of April, 

I dedicate my life. 

I promise to watch over you 

And keep you happy 



 

 

 

As you have done for me. 

I will be in your lives forever, 

This is my gift to you. 

From your son, Tommy. 

I love you! 

-Paul Ritucci 

 

SPRING ‘94 

Spring is but a month away, though 

Winter’s icy fingers tenaciously hold on. 

Oh, how I love for spring 

…new life everywhere… 

a warm world of anticipation and joy! 

But can I stand the fear of feelings it awakens? 

…a time so filled with nostalgia for other glorious springs. 

And, once again, the tears; how can she really be gone? 

This beautiful, charming, child of mine… 

So filled with grace and innocence. 

All things were new with her. 

I want to again be refreshed by her beauty 

Touched by her innocence 

Warmed by her smile 

Loved by her 

Loving her. 

As I am cleansed again by this fresh flow of tears. 

As I sit before my Lord – My God – the very One who gave her to us 

If only for a while 



 

 

 

I am renewed in my spirit, reminded of our destiny, 

And somehow able to face another spring 

with anticipation and joy. 

Bur surely this will now always be tempered by tears… 

Yet enriched by memories… 

And heightened by our expectations… 

Of his very precious gift to us -  

Eternity with HIM…and… 

With our daughter Becky 

-Pat O’Toole 

 

BREANNE 

I will cherish the memories of you like precious jewels 

held close to my heart. 

Remembering you always in everything I do and everywhere I go. 

To my life you have been such a very special part. 

My heart lay in shattered pieces of all the hopes and dreams I wished for 

you, my beautiful Breanne Lee. 

My life seems so empty now.  A void exists that only you could fill, with the 

love, smiles and joy you gave so unconditionally. 

Thought I believe you’re in God’s tender care now, 

able to walk and sing and dance. 

I can’t help wishing you were here, to hug you close and kiss your cheeks 

and have that one last chance. 

To tell you just how much your Mommy loves her sweet little Weenie Girl. 

-Lori Darling 



 

 

 

RAINBOWS 

Rainbows would never be rainbows 

If sunshine had never met rain. 

No one would ever need comfort, 

If there were no sadness and pain. 

But life holds both sunshine and showers 

The days aren’t all bright and fair - 

So look through the showers for the rainbows 

you’ll always find hope shining there. 

-Author Unknown 

 

IN LOVING MEMORY OF OUR LITTLE 

BREANNE LEE DARLING 

Our little angel lay in Heaven’s lap today. 

Breanne Lee was called away, one sad year ago this day. 

A special little girl like you were, 

Gave us so many sweet memories to treasure. 

We’ve learned to cope the best we could, 

And went on in life the way we should. 

You’re in our thought many times each day, 

The tears have lessened, but won’t go away. 

You may be with the angels now, 

But your presence still remains somehow. 

The sound of your voice still echoes in my head, 

At times I can hear the rattling of your bed. 



 

 

Arms that long to hold you tight, 

No precious face to kiss goodnight. 

We all miss you so very much, 

And can almost feel your gentle touch. 

Without our beautiful girl, life will never be the same, 

It’s hard to snuggle up to a picture in a frame. 

You taught us many lessons in your seven years on earth, 

The true meaning of love and just how much it’s worth. 

To say good-bye to you, ur little one, 

Is by far the hardest thing we’ve ever done! 

Very sadly missed by your Ever-loving Family 

-Lori Darling 

 

TRISOMY 18 CHILDREN 

Our “transient treasures” who wait for us in eternity. 

Fragile little elfin children 

Delicate, breathtaking fairies, 

Captivating us for a moment 

With their beauty, 

Then waving their magical wands, 

They disappear into 

A cloud of pixie dust 

And fade from the land 

Of the living. 

Their life is like a dream 

That we awaken from 

 



 

 

 

 

And when we awaken 

The dream crumbles. 

They are indeed as beautiful 

As in our fantasies. 

Tiny, wide eyed angels 

With long, lovely lashes, 

Beautiful – but born dying. 

Normal looking 

Or so they say. 

A cruel, frustrating illusion! 

Transient treasures, 

Bringing both joy and pain, 

Teaching us to cherish 

Each moment -  

For tomorrow they may fly away. 

Sweet Jessica 

I’m not sorry that you came 

I thank God for the precious, 

Fleeting moments we spent together. 

Never have I experienced a tragedy 

As bittersweet! 

I don’t regret our decision 

To let you live. 

Someday, my angel, 

When I too fade into 

Eternity, I will 

Again behold your beauty. 

I will embrace you forever 

In a land where sorrow and weeping 

Are no more. 

A place where children never face away, 

And our every longing 

 



 

 

 

 

 

And heart’s desire is fulfilled. 

There, we will rejoice 

Around the throne of God, 

Where there is no more sickness, 

And in whose right hand 

Are pleasures forevermore. 

-Carol Golden 

 

A DREAM COME TRUE 

You’re on in a million, 

A real dream come true, 

Your cheeks are like cherries, 

Your eyes baby blue. 

But now you’re in heaven, 

On the day of your birth, 

I hope God gives you a party, 

For all that you’re worth. 

I miss you, dear Sara. 

And hope that you see, 

I cherish the memories, 

That you gave to me. 

Happy 2nd Birthday, Sweet Sara! 

-Kelly Kyzer Huss 

 

 



 

 

 

LET US HOLD FAST 

Was it just coincidence, 

Or part of a well-laid plan? 

I search in vain for answers 

To help me understand. 

It all seems so mysterious, 

The ways of God unknown. 

I struggle for my footing 

On this journey back to home. 

Will I grow to love Him more? 

Or will I turn away? 

The tragedy that scarred my soul 

Was hardly child’s play! 

So cruel and disappointing, 

The grief that I have known. 

Yet in my heart I feel his love 

In times when I’m alone. 

Such moments I hold on to 

Like a raft and a drowning man. 

His arms He wraps around me 

When I can’t understand. 

For every tear that fell 

And those I’ve kept inside, 

I must believe He’s seen them all 

And with me He has cried. 

So let us hold fast 

To the love of God, 

And man of sorrows, too. 

For every pain He allows us to hear 

is one He has suffered, too. 

-Carol Golden 

 



 

 

SO LIKE A PRECIOUS ROSE 

Before a petal from a lovely rose 

Falls softly to the ground, 

It touches lives and hearts of those 

Who in it beauty found. 

The passion felt is strong indeed, 

Caused by this delicate flower. 

Let it remind us of our need 

To feel Jehovah’s power. 

You, dear one, have touched our hearts, 

Tho with us a short while. 

Soon the resurrection starts 

And we’ll see your happy smile. 

Like you, we’ll strive to do our best 

To be there on that day. 

We trust Jehovah to do the rest, 

And to keep us in The Way. 

Our eyes are on forever, yet 

Today our hearts feel sadness, 

Thru Jehovah’s love he’ll let 

That be replaced with gladness. 

Then you’ll see the very best 

Of life for which all should yearn, 

And now, in peace, we know you rest, 

But soon God’s love you’ll learn. 

Until that time we must be strong 

Like the love we feel for you. 

Remembering a rose doesn’t die for long 

And will return, with life anew. 

-Betty Bounds 



 

 

 

CONSTANT THOUGHTS 

Dear A.J., since you’ve been gone, my life just isn’t the same.   

Daddy has tried to make it better by planting the rosebush in your name. 

When the rose blooms, it’s so pretty and pink. 

I just look at it and it makes me think. 

I think of your kicks in my belly and when you were born, 

It was the best time of year; yet I never knew I would mourn. 

All the hopes and dreams we had for you are shattered, 

Sometimes I feel there is no hope and nothing else matters. 

But then I realize how lucky I was to be able to have held you. 

And you were my little guy – a dream come true. 

You were my first child and the closest to my heart. 

Your absence in my life is what’s tearning me apart. 

I worry every day about any more sadness the future will bring, 

Sometimes I don’t want to get out of bed and do a single thig. 

I know someday when I am gone and we once again meet, 

I will be able to touch and kiss your cute little feet. 

So, now you are gone and are somewhere above, 

Please remember, my precious A.J., you are so deeply loved. 

Forever…Your Momma 

-Bridgette Retzler 

 

LIFE TO DEATH 

When you see someone first come into this world 

It is like seeing a flower slowly open its first bud… 

Or watching the sun peek over the hilltop… 

But with life there is death. 

 



 

 

 

So one day the flower will wilt away. 

And the sun will set, 

But after death there is heaven… 

And with heaven there is life. 

-Caitlin O’Toole 

 

A NEW STAR 

(A Song for Claire) 

When I was just a child, 

I looked up to the stars and I believed, 

When someone went away, 

Their spirit lived in each new star I’d see. 

A new star is gonna shine tonight, 

And watch over me. 

That new star will be my guiding light, 

Wherever I may be. 

When darkness starts to fall, 

And it seems the dawn will never come around, 

I know that star is there, 

But it can’t shine until the sun goes down. 

A new star is gonna shine tonight, 

And watch over me. 

That new star will be my guiding light, 

Wherever I may be. 

I know this is not good-bye. 

Love will never go that far away. 

This world’s not ours to keep, 

I’ll be up with that little star someday. 



 

 

 

A new star is gonna shine tonight, 

And watch over me. 

That new star will be my guiding light, 

Wherever I may be. 

-Mike Muldoon 

 

POEM TO RYAN CANTRELL 

It wasn’t very long ago the good Lord up above 

In all His wisdom sent to you a son for you to love. 

A precious bundle pink and white, angry, cold and cryin’ 

But beautiful to Peg and Steve, their long-awaiting Ryan. 

A special child was this wee babe bringing problems by the score 

Trisomy?  What difference that?  No child could be loved more. 

So home he went in loving arms, the king of Cantrell’s world, 

Mom and Dad to do his bidding brought on the dancing girls. 

No toy store was better equipped to brighten up a place 

With eye-catching devices to bring a smile to Ryan’s face. 

And what a wardrobe this child had complete from head-to-toe, 

In all the colors of the spectrum, but what, no tuxedo? 

Time flew by as all time will when watching babies grow, 

Then winter came and look outside, oh, Ryan, see the snow! 

Christmas with a baby brings joy to everyone, 

Like the first one so long ago when Mary bore her son. 

But something’s wrong in Ryan’s home, they’ve rushed him miles away, 

Intensive care, the doctors say is where he needs to stay. 



 

 

He looks so helpless lying there with tubes and wires all around, 

There’s lights and warning bells, the vent makes an unnerving sound. 

The hours and days all flow together, crises leave us weak when passed. 

“No temp today,” “his I.V.’s out,” we’ve weaned his IMV at last. 

As feeds were started round the clock he headed West to get stronger. 

Despite “blue poos” and mucus plugs we knew it wouldn’t be much longer. 

Then came the day we’d all worked for through tech problems and much delay 

With power plants and renovations arranged, Ryan’s going home today. 

How can another day so happy make a lot of us feel blue? 

We’ve grown attached to the little guy, Ryan; we love you too! 

We avoid his deserted bed space.  Who’d have thought we’d care so much? 

At least with Kathy, Karen and Kelly we’ll somehow keep in touch. 

We kept informed of his progress, grasping hands and social smiles, 

Weight put on and new outfits, it seemed only a little while. 

Sunday morning he slipped away ‘tho we all tried to keep him here. 

His time had come to leave us behind and go to Him who calls us near. 

Now up in heaven he knows no bounds, wings to carry him, 

no hunger or pain 

So wait in peace for us, little angel, until the day we meet again. 

-Author Unknown 

 

SEPTEMBER’S LAMENT 

Already the chill lingers well past dawn, 

The rose has dropped its last bloom; 

The hopes of a season have come and gone 

And draped my days in gloom. 



 

 

 

Too soon, too soon the summer died 

That took my little son. 

Come then, grief, and where tears hide 

Let sorrow’s work be done. 

-Ann Price 

 

RYAN’S LOVE CONNECTION 

Everything was so nice and warm in there; it really did feel yummy.  I swayed 

from side to side to a lullaby I heard as I rested in Mama’s tummy. 

She sang to me with a voice that sounded 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 of 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 a 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 my 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 you parents will say.  Just tell them 

in no uncertain terms that for each of you there will be another new day. 

I said my good-byes and sent kisses to all my dear loves, I stepped easily 

through the misty veil and flew away with angel doves. 

I followed a light so bright and as 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 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 around to those remembered tunes sung 

from the start. 



 

 

There, love was fashioned in ribbon made of gold and precious jewels, we 

gave to each other just that; love, fashioned 

by using life as our only heart tools. 

-Steve & Peggy Cantrell 

 

LITTLE ANGELS 

 

When God calls little children 

To dwell with Him above, 

We mortals sometimes question 

The wisdom of His Love, 

For no heartache compares with 

The death of one small child, 

Who does so much to make our world 

Seem wonderful and mild. 

Perhaps God tires of calling 

The aged to his fold, 

So He picks a rosebud 

Before it can grow old. 

God knows how much we need them, 

And so He takes but few, 

To make the land of Heaven 

More beautiful to view. 

Believing this is difficult, 

Still somehow we must try; 

The saddest word mankind knows 

Will always be ‘good-bye,’ 

So when a little child departs, 

We who are left behind 

Must realize God loves children, 

Angels are hard to find. 

-Author Unknown 

 



 

 

DIVINE PROVIDENCE 

If we could have chosen  

If we had any say… 

We wouldn’t have asked for her 

We wouldn’t have wished for her 

We wouldn’t have wanted her 

The very idea! 

But… 

She’s all we could want 

She’s just what we needed 

She’s touched something better 

In the depths of us all… 

How could we have known 

Who would have guessed 

Our ultimate fear 

Was a consummate blessing… 

For Becky, thank you lord. 

I bow my head and heart to your will 

And acknowledge that the servant 

Still does ot fully understand 

The Wisdom and Majesty of the Master. 

-Pat O’Toole 

 

PORTRAIT OF AN ANGEL 

Most never see in their days on this earth 

An angel born of human birth, 

A spirit sent from Heaven above 

To radiate joy and peace and love. 



 

 

With eyes of blue, and a crooked smile 

And eyelashes that went on for a mile, 

Sensitivity to those around her was sincere, 

She was tender, funny – even grumpy, 

But always dear. 

She stole our hearts, 

Won our devotion too, 

She made us laugh 

And when she was through, 

She showed us courage 

Knew her mission was complete, 

Then exited quietly 

To sit at Jesus’ feet, 

To laugh and run and sing and play 

And wait until that happy day 

When we will see her once again 

And walk beside our gentle friend, 

No wings were there, 

No halo did I see, 

But I’ve met an angel 

Her name? Brandy 

-Jane Fredberg 

 

A VISITOR FROM HEAVEN 

A visitor from heaven, if only for a while - 

The gift of love to be returned, 

We think of you and smile. 

A visitor from heaven, accompanied by grace - 

Reminding of a better love, 

and of a better place. 

 



 

 

 

With aching hearts and empty arms 

We send you with a name, 

It hurts so much to let you go, 

But we’re so glad you came. 

A visitor from heaven, if only for a day - 

We thank Him for that time He gave; 

And now it’s time to say, 

“We trust you to our Father’s love 

And to His tender care, 

Held in the everlasting arms; 

And we’re so glad you’re there.” 

With breaking hearts and open hands, 

We send you with a name. 

It hurts so much to let you go, 

But we’re so glad you came. 

-Twyla Paris 

 

LITTLE A.J. 

It’s a boy! 

Andrew James 

How I loved the sound of your name 

My first grandchild 

To play, laugh with 

And to stroll through the park 

And when I first saw you in the hospital 

I kissed your toes 

 



 

 

 

And touched your fingers, 

For little guy, cute little nose, 

Hands and feet 

We finally meet. 

But I only knew you for a short while, 

Cause I was told you were sick and 

Wouldn’t be with us very much longer. 

I watched your mommy and daddy 

Look at you with all their love. 

Your mommy held you in her arms, 

Covered you with the blanket she made 

And put Mickey Mouse in your bed. 

Your daddy called you his little Bozo 

Tears came to my eyes 

Knowing they couldn’t take you home. 

My precious little A.J. 

How I long to hold you - 

Have your sweet face next to mine 

To hear you call me Grandma. 

Your little life was too short 

So much here for you to do, to see 

And I had a lot of love to give you. 

A part of me will never be the same 

Now that you are gone. 

So, A.J., in my heart, in my mind, 

You’ll always be – just you and me. 

Love, Grandma 

-Mary Lou McGee 

 



 

 

FELICIA 

Like the wind she blew in, 

Like a wave she sailed out. 

In a whisper we learned what God meant by love - 

The ultimate passion 

How much we had left to know, 

We crumbled at her genius 

We followed her breath, her heart, her love, 

She had so much to teach us – just watching was enough 

To know all she wanted to share. 

At first we needed her, she knew we did and she stayed strong. 

Slowly she began needing us more and more. 

We held her and protected her with our tears. 

Finally she knew it was her time to sail. 

-she found her wave- 

Like the wind she blew in, 

Like a wave she sailed out. 

-Tara Ward 

 

LIVING SACRIFICE 

My eyes caressed my Michelle Marie 

As I held her to my breast 

A vision of what this world would be, 

Since she my life had blessed 

Danced on the mirrors on my mind 

Creating a maze of cherubic scenes 

Where she would romp and she would find 

The fulfilled promises of my dreams. 

My lips caressed my Michelle Marie 

And tears fell in my heart 

 



 

 

 

As they spoke the devastating truth to me 

That set my child apart, 

Robbing her of those joys, that I 

Had pledged would fill her days. 

Who then would blame my anguished cry 

As I questioned the severity of God’s way? 

My fingers caressed my Michelle Marie 

And by her love my soul was swept. 

I then knew that His instrument was she, 

As in my arms she slept. 

To give full meaning to my days 

This God for me had willed, 

That I might ever sing His praise, 

For Michelle Marie, love’s promised dream is being fulfilled. 

-Victoria G. Matthews 

 

THERE IS A LAMB 

There is a new lamb cradled on Thy breast tonight, 

A sweet small lamb, so lately mine 

I scarce can keep my arms from reaching out 

As thought to snatch her back from Thine. 

These arms of mine are wanted so to her, dear Lord 

They curved about her little form 

So sweetly, and from dawn of time my breast was meant  

To be her pillow, soft and warm. 

What does one do with aching arms and empty hours, 

With silent rooms, and dragging days? 

The thngs I know before will not avail me now - 

Teach me new lessons and new ways. 



 

 

 

 

Take Thou, I pray, these idle folded hands of mine 

Which can no longer busied be 

With dear, familiar tasks for her…In mercy, Lord 

Fill hands and hearts with tasks for Thee! 

-Martha Snell Nicholson 

 

FOR NAOMI 

Your space between us on the bed 

Is bridged by Mommy and me 

For the first time in years 

Your extra medical supplies have brought 

Life and healing through missionaries 

Serving in Africa. 

Hanna’s hands grow bigger 

Than yours ever were; 

Her compassion for the hurting and lost 

Grows, too, because of 

Your lingering influence 

You were God’s Gift - 

To open my eyes to better see 

My sin and His grace. 

By faith, we face tomorrow. 

May the Lords’ name be praised forever. 

-Richard Ross 

 

 

 



 

 

 

THE SPECIAL CHILD 

The child, yet unborn, spoke with the Father, 

“Lord, how will I survive in the world?  I will not be like 

other children.  My walk may be slower, my speech hard to 

understand.  I may look different.  What is to become of me?” 

The Lord replied to the child, 

“My precious one, have no fear.  I will give you exceptional 

parents.  They will love you because you are special, not in 

spite of it.  Though your path through life will be difficult, 

your reward will be greater.  You have been blessed with a 

special ability to love, and those whose lives you touch 

will be blessed because you are special.” 

-Author Unknown 

 

CHILDREN ARE LIKE BALLOONS 

Children are like balloons with a message inside. 

They start out small and we inflate them with something of 

Ourselves.  As we pour our lives into them - 

They spread sunshine, give joy and brighten the days 

Of grandmas and grandpas and cheer up the sick. 

They remind us of being young and that life is fragile. 

They celebrate living! 

When discouraged, they are like a balloon that deflates. 

A simple operation allows us to refill them… 

With hope for the future, 

A feeling that they are special 

And that God loves them. 

 



 

 

Their enthusiasm is like a balloon 

Carried on the wind with never-ending energy. 

They sway and drift. 

It’s then that they need our prayers and loving guidance, 

Without too much pressure 

That would cause them to burst. 

The time comes, sprinkled with tears and joy, 

When others are able to read the message 

We have written on their hearts. 

So we let go and let God have his way 

With our precious balloons… 

Not the end…but truly the beginning! 

-Author Unknown 

 

DEAR JO-JO 

On your birthday and all days 

You are a special child - 

God’s gift to our family. 

We all cherish your smile. 

We adore all your laughter, 

We pray when you’re ill - 

We are blessed by your presence - 

So often tender and still. 

On your twenty-first birthday 

I would just like to say 

Today is your birthday 

But the gift is YOU this day! 

With Much love 

-Aunt Margareta 



 

 

 

 

CRY OF BIRTH 

Thunder of thoughts in my head 

I await the cry of birth 

Cry of birth so soothing 

“It’s a girl” 

Silence in depth of sorrow, 

Moment of truth 

I long for the cry of birth so soothing 

Bond of Life so dear at heart. 

God’s call in time, 

I long for that cry of birth. 

-Author Unknown 

 

TAYLOR RYAN STEGMANN 

In a heartbeat, our Son was given the miracle of life, and so we were told he 

would not live to be very old. 

 

Taylor would laugh, he would smile, he would kick and he would play.  He 

taught us how to enjoy every precious day. 

Some times were tough, some times were sad, some days were long and 

nights were short.  Taylor never minded; he was always such a good sport! 

Just a click of his toes, a twinkle in his eye made us glad he was our  

own little guy 

 



 

 

 

All the family and friends and people he would meet had a special place in 

their heart for our special little boy.  Taylor was smart, he was wise, he was 

strong and he was brave…what a grown up way for a child to behave. 

With all our love and hope we would pray that Taylor would make it another 

birthday.  He was our “Punky,” our “Buddy,” our light of our life.  Two 

was too short; I know we would all agree, but that was not a decision for his 

Mother, Krista or me. 

So when the time arrived for Taylor to go off to a better place, I took his 

small hand and gave him a kiss on the face. 

He was gone, in a heartbeat… 

-Rob Stegmann 

 

BRANDY’S CHRISTMAS 

A brand new “Special Angel” is happy as can be, 

Our very special angel can decorate a tree. 

An ornament for Andy, and one for Daddy Ted, and one 

That’s made from moonbeams for my special Mommy Deb. 

Come and watch me everyone and listen to me sing, 

Grandpa, Bill and Grandma, Cydney and Pauline. 

I can sing and I can dance, and I can even whistle! 

Grandpa says that I’ve become his little Woodcox pistol. 

I know you miss me mommy, and you cry most every day, but 

Please don’t do that mommy, I’m never far away. 

I’m with you every minute of every night and day, 

I know how much you love me, but now it’s time to play. 

You were my Guardian Angel, but now I will be yours, 

I want you to be happy; it would make my spirit soar. 



 

 

 

Please think about me dancing, and you go dancing too. 

Think about me singing and you start singing too. 

We’ll be back together, but until then please remember 

I want you to be happy cause I’m your “Little Guardian Angel.” 

-Sandy Woodcox 

 

MY BABY GIRL 

One bright summer’s day I had a baby girl 

The doctors told me she wouldn’t live to see another day 

The day she died so many tears - 

We didn’t know what to say 

Just sat and cried, I could’ve died to give my girl more years 

Some days I sit and look at her but only through some glass 

My baby girl is buried now, beneath a stone and grass 

My Mandie such a pretty girl can never run and play 

But if I had her back again, I know just what I’d say… 

I love you my baby girl.  Love, Mommy 

-Debbie Curtis 

 

HE GATHERS EVERY TEAR DROP 

Regardless of the Circumstances, 

Regardless of the Fear, 

Regardless of the pain we bear, 

Regardless of the tear, 

Our God is ever in control, 

Performing as He should, 

And He has promised in His Word, 

To work things for our good. 



 

 

 

 

But as a loving Father would, 

He sometimes lets us cry. 

To cleanse the hurt out of our heart, 

To wash it from our eye. 

Yet gently gathers He the fears, 

Within His hands to stay. 

Until He turns them into pearls 

And gives them back someday. 

“Put thou my tears into thy bottle; are they not in thy book” 

-Psalm 56:8 

 

I LOVE HER 

That sweet loving face that touched my heart 

The moment I saw her. 

The long pretty eyelashes that sparkled my eyes, 

That sweet loving day I saw her. 

And the most adorable smile and her loving heart 

That loved me the day I was born. 

…and still that doesn’t tell how much I love her. 

-Caitlin Rose O’Toole 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

BROTHER 

A new baby brother 

I couldn’t ask for another. 

On March ninth 1987, 

I knew he was a gift from heaven 

Stonybrook Hospital he was born in, 

Without a single sin. 

Sick he was born, 

But there was no reason to mourn 

Trisomy 13 he had, 

And it was really bad. 

With his family standing by, 

There was no reason to sigh. 

The new baby boy 

Was a bundle of joy. 

On his Christening day, 

There he lay. 

Nine days had past, 

And he was home at last! 

I loved him with all my heart, 

And I thought we would never part. 

Together we had good times, 

I told him stories and rhymes. 

Then Easter came and a good time we shared, 

I had always cared. 

Then one sad day in July, 

It was time to say goodbye. 

That night he had died 

And he didn’t hide. 

Straight to heaven he went 

Because for him God had sent. 

-Kristen Giunta 



 

 

 

SNAPSHOT OF MY SISTER 

My sister’s name is Stacy 

She’s little and she’s small 

You would never know she was fourteen 

Unless you saw her at the mall. 

She likes to shop until she drops 

Just like teenagers do 

They even know her name 

When she rolls into “Limited Too.” 

She cannot talk or even walk 

She’s in a cool wheelchair 

She puts her finger in her mouth 

While mom braids her long brown hair. 

She likes to sing and smile at things 

I love her with all my heart 

She loves our dad and is never sad 

And I hope we never part. 

-Andy VanHerreweghe 

 

UP UP IN THE SKY 

Someone that I love and know is 

Up up in the sky 

She is flying around like  

An Angel with wings taking her 

Up up in the sky 

She is a wonderful girl that is 

Up up in the sky 

 



 

 

 

She is safe with God in her bed 

Up up in the sky. 

-Lauren Clarke 

 

MY SON – MY SON 

God tells me you’ve my Grandson, 

And I have a dozen more - 

They are all my Grandchildren 

From wonderful daughters – four! 

You’r eborn on May twenty-six 

In year nineteen ninety two 

In a very trying time 

Only an hour we knew you! 

God sent you for a purpose 

It has taken us a year 

To serve Him here on earth 

As we shed many a tear. 

A purpose to share God’s comfort 

To those all we now do meet 

To lead them to where you are 

To worship at Jesus’ feet! 

He died on that wooden cross 

He died for you and for me 

Your living in His mansion 

That we’re all waiting to see! 

“come son – take me by my hand,” 

My heart now is feeling this 

As I wish I could hold you 

And give your cheek a kiss. 

I want to lead you to all those 



 

 

 

To all I so dearly love - 

In S.O.F.T. and in Pen Paarents 

Who cry to our God above, 

We wonder “why” babies die 

Why do our hearts ache so - 

Our loved ones taken away (Becky) 

Sometime “Lord” – let us know! 

I’ll try to give comfort until 

In Heaven you’ll welcome me 

For I long to hear you say 

To me “Hi-Granpa Ernie!” 

-Grandpa Ernie 

 

A SPECIAL PRAYER 

I have a very special little girl, 

The good Lord sent me in this old world, 

Why she cries we do not know, 

But God in Heaven looks down below. 

We do not know why but God has a reason 

Just as he changes from season to season. 

Lord help me and my Mom be strong 

For we know you do nothing wrong 

hear our prayers Oh Lord we pray 

Keep us safe by night and day 

Lord, please help us to keep our faith in you 

We know you are so good and very true. 

We ask you now Dear Lord please make me well 

For there are so many I’d love to tell 

How precious you are and how much you care 

 



 

 

 

People tell me I’m so sweet 

But Lord you’re the one who’s wise and meek 

Dear Lord I put all my trust in you 

That soon I’ll be well and able to coo 

There’s so much I want to do 

But nothing’s possible without the help of you 

I want to go home with Mom and Dad 

Lord you know they would be so very glad 

No more suffering, no more pain 

Just a happy little girl in a big beautiful world. 

Now as I close my eyes to sleep 

I pray the Lord my soul to keep. 

-Author Unknown 

 

“I LOVE YOU SCOTT!” FROM MOMMY 

Today, as you go to be with our Lord, 

your Dad and Mom can only ask how this could happen. 

We had a loving family for you to be a part of, two sisters and a brother 

anxiously awaiting your arrival. 

Dad and Mom wonder why you had to be His chosen one?  We had plans 

and dreams for you.  They were shattered when we were given the news.  It 

was best for you to be His angel now instead of you suffering. 

We can only wonder and grieve for you now. 

Grandpa Alfredo and Grandma Margaret 

will watch over you for us until we can be with you forever. 

We never got to say Hello to you Scott, but today we have to say Goodbye. 

Rest assured you will never be forgotten. 



 

 

 

We love you and miss you and always will. 

Until we meet again – so long. 

Your loving family! 

-Generoso & Colleen Tandiama 

 

ROCKABYE 

Rockabye, my precious child 

God keep you in His care. 

His arms will have to rock you now, 

Mine cannot reach from here. 

Such tiny feet such large imprints 

To make upon our hearts. 

Although you were not with us long, 

The gift you gave goes on. 

Although right now I cannot see 

The sunshine through the tears, 

I know that someday I will smile 

Each time I think of you. 

And so for now I’ll picture you 

Safe in God’s loving arms. 

I know He’ll keep watch over you 

As if you were His own. 

 

And someday son, we’ll meet up there 

in Heaven’s promised land. 

And I will take you in my arms 

And rock you once again. 

-Author unknown 



 

 

 

THE MISSION 

When you sent Kelly down to earth 

You had a plan, I know. 

For you’re the Master planner 

Your Word, it tells us so. 

We sit and we wonder 

Lord what was your plan? 

And we ask for wisdom 

That we might understand. 

And as we sit and we ponder, 

A bright holy light goes on. 

You sent your love for us to see 

In this sweet little precious one. 

You had a mission for her to do 

That we might get a better glimpse of you. 

That our eyes would be opened 

To just who you are 

And would see you up close 

And not from afar. 

Hard hearts needed softened, 

Prayer lives needed repair, 

You sketched out a plan 

From your throne room up there. 

Your heart full of compassion, 

Of love and of concern, 

Saw how we lacked 

What we needed to learn 

 



 

 

 

These things needed fixing 

Who could get the job done? 

You looked all through heaven 

And found just the right one. 

Kelly Calahan! 

That’s who I’ll send. 

She’s small but she’s mighty 

On her I can depend. 

Some who have known me 

Have fallen far away 

She’ll bring them back 

From their folly and their play. 

Others who are strangers 

Not knowing me at all 

Will through the help of this child 

Come running when I call. 

They’ll bow their knees before me 

And say the sinner’s prayer 

Angels will be rejoicing 

In the heavens way up there. 

The Lord will say to Kelly 

Your mission you have done 

You’ve been my faithful servant 

And the crown of life you’ve worn. 

I knew I could depend on you 

I knew it from the start 

You were my chosen vessel 

Created from my own heart. 

 



 

 

And now he says to each of us, 

Are you following your life’s plan? 

Follow me, I’ll be your guide 

Take hold of my unchanging hand. 

-Marilyn Healy 

 

WITH FINGER POINTED UPWARD 

My precious, precious child 

Sheltered safe from the cares of this life 

Floating freely like a miniature astronaut 

In your warm, amniotic world. 

You see no evil, know no pain 

You’ll return to the Lord 

Your soul to reclaim. 

God in her mercy will take you home 

Never to suffer or be alone. 

With finger pointed upward you long to be there 

A place in heaven free from despair. 

Gazing lovingly into Jesus’ eyes 

Free from defect of body and mind 

And one glad day we’ll be united again 

With joy unspeakable, never to end. 

-Carol Golden 

 

TO MY BEAUTIFUL BABY JESSE 

I felt your life inside me 

Then came our special day 

Your family was there to greet you in each one’s special way 



 

 

They said you had many problems 

But I didn’t want to hear 

I needed to hold and cuddle you 

To assure you with love, “Mommy’s here.” 

You’ve gone to be with your grandpa 

And the angels who love up above 

But until that day that I see you again 

With all my heart, Mommy sends her love. 

I miss you – Mommy 

-Author Unknown 

 

FRAGILE BUTTERFLY 

Fragile butterfly fly toward home 

And bring all our fears to God’s heavenly throne. 

For perplexed and confused and bewildered are we, 

Facing our own Gethsemane. 

The ultimate hour will soon be at hand. 

Please honor us Lord for taking a stand. 

We come before you humble and meek. 

In sobering reverence your wisdom we seek. 

For life and death are held in your hands. 

Please give us a heart for what you command. 

Let us not be shipwrecked through the storm. 

But through it all keep us safe and warm. 

For lessons you’ve taught us we’ve paid a high price. 

We offer our lives now a sacrifice. 

And as we watch our butterfly fade from view, 

May many be born in the likeness of you. 

-Carol Golden 

 



 

 

 

 

FOR SELINA (WHO HAS TRISOMY 18) 

For nine months I have felt you growing inside me, just waiting with antici- 

pation for the days that God would bless you with a soul. 

Finally, the day had come, our eyes met, but something was wrong.  I 

 could feel your pain.  I could feel your desperate life grasping through your  

innocent soul, in your aching newborn eyes.  Tender little twisted hands  

reaching out for me.  I felt helpless.  I held you so tight, trying to give you  

my strength to fight, but you had strength, didn’t you my angel? 

You gave it everything you had, just to roll over.  Taking you home would  

be my life’s greatest challenge.  Never knowing how long you can hold on. 

I made you, so I can be strong for both of us.  Hold on angel. 

-Author Unknown 

 

JOANNA AND BROOKE 

For a brief time, I held her in my arms. 

You answered my fears about myself Lord 

And taught me how to love her for herself 

And not for what she could or couldn’t do. 

You gave me the wisdom to put aside the overwhelming  

grief and fear that her time with me would be short 

In order that I not miss one precious moment with her. 

You gave me the courage and strength to stand 

Up to authorities that I was in awe of and fight 

 



 

 

 

 

For her life – her right to treatment – her 

Right to as much life as she could have. 

I came to love – her quiet gentle spirit, the 

Twinkle of humor and mischief that sometimes lit 

Her beautiful eyes; her incredible courage and long suffering strength. 

I watched this tiny quiet child profoundly affect 

And inspire those who came in contact with her. 

And my world was dark when she left - 

But you reached down and held me up when I could 

No longer bear it. 

Now Lord, You have blessed me with a new treasure. 

You know Lord, that I did not receive the news 

That she was special with gratitude – but you 

Told me to wait and see… 

Her smile lights up my world. 

She brings such joy and I savor and appreciate 

Each of her accomplishments. 

She fills my arms with her snugly little body. 

I have confidence that I can be her advocate as 

She finds her place in this world that will not value her. 

And I know I can love her for who she is. 

 

Thank you Lord! 

-Janice Ayers 

 

 

 



 

 

WELCOME TO HOLLAND 

(Reprinted from an article from a Dear Abby Column) 

I am often asked to describe the experience of raising a child with a disability 

-to try to help people who have not shared that unique experience to 

understand it, to imagine how it would feel.  It’s like this… 

When you’re going to have a baby, it’s like planning a fabulous vacation trip 

-to Italy.  You buy a bunch of guidebooks and make your wonderful plans –the 

Coliseum, the Michelangelo, David, the gondolas in Venice.  You may learn 

some handy phrases in Italian.  It’s all very exciting. 

After months of eager anticipation, the day finally arrives.  You pack your 

bags and off you go.  Several hours later, the plane lands.  The stewardess 

comes in and says, “Welcome to Holland!” 

“Holland?” you say, “What do you mean, Holland?  I signed up for Italy!  All my 

life I’ve dreamed of going to Italy.” 

But there’s been a change in the flight plan.  They’ve landed in Holland and  

there you must stay.  The important thing is that they haven’t taken you to a 

horrible, disgusting, filthy place, full of pestilence, famine and disease.  It’s 

just a different place. 

So you must go out and buy new guidebooks.  And you must learn a whole 

new language.  And you will meet a whole new group of people you would 

never have met. 

It’s just a different place.  It’s slower-paced than Italy, less flashy than Italy. 

But after you’ve been there for a while and you catch your breath, you look 

around and you begin to notice that Holland has windmills, Holland has 

tulips, Holland even has Rembrandts. 

But everyone is busy coming and going from Italy, and they’re all bragging 

about what a wonderful time they had there.  And for the rest of your life, 

you will say, “Yes, that’s where I was supposed to go.  That’s what I had 



 

 

 

planned.”  The pain of that will never, ever go away, because the loss of that 

dream is a very significant loss.  But if you spend your life mourning the fact 

that you didn’t get to Italy, you may never be free to enjoy the very special, 

the very lovely things… about Holland. 

-Author Unknown 

 

TRISOMY 13 AND 18 

You come to us in disguises of angel bodies 

Who we’ve waited for an eternity sometimes 

You don’t play fair 

For you are the silent thief no one warned us about 

You enter our lives, no matter the time of day or night 

You have no shame 

Gladly you steal from the rich in love and give it to the poor 

It’s not material things which you take 

For they can be replaced 

It is angel bodies you seek and rob 

Many pots of gold have disappeared 

And been spotted on your mantle 

Once a thief, always a thief 

You leave us with the pain and laugh about it 

And just a few memories and you are proud about it 

You have no remorse of what you have done 

Cause into the future you will seek and rob again 

Babies are innocent and totally helpless without us 

But you insist on interfering 

Breaking us up, making us cry 

But we persist through the end 

You are a coward thief I know, as many do also 

For you come to us in disguises of angel bodies 

And the keys for locking you out are are obsolete 



 

 

 

But we will keep looking towards the heavens 

Till you are punished as you deserve 

And return to us what is rightfully ours 

Then we will be the silent thieves 

Receiving back all the pots of gold that have disappeared 

We will laugh about it 

And also like you, we will proud about it. 

I love you baby! Mom 

-Amalia Bibbsons 

 

JONATHAN ERNEST 

God’s precious angel was with us only a while 

Though only for moments he gave us a precious smile 

His name Jonathan means He was God’s gift 

Through his life was brief, he gave our spirits a lift 

To me he’s precious; his middle name is mine 

I gave him a kiss and held him a time 

 

Tears overflowed from every eye around 

Doctors, nurses, visitors, parents…no dry eye was found 

In this very sorrow there is special joy 

He is God’s special angel, yet a tiny boy 

On his mother’s life support, nine months plus he lived for a time 

Praise God for our Father’s life support 

Eternal life is yours and mine… 

-Grandpa Ernie 

 



 

 

SPLASH 

Lyndsey I miss when 

You’re in the bath 

Pedaling farther and farther away. 

Splishing and splashing. 

Lyndsey I miss when 

You do the bicycle in the bath 

Now when I stand near the sink 

I picture you pedaling away. 

-Lauren Clarke 

 

THE PERFECT IMPERFECTION 

Have you ever seen a sequoia tree that has split off into two trees way up 

high?  They look like “one” at the base – then they are grown apart up top. 

Each a separate tree in one.   Just before the split, the tree looks sort of abnor- 

mal.  Some people would say – “It’s an imperfect tree.”  God would say “It’s 

my creation, see the beauty?” 

Have you ever watched a potter molding his clay?  His whole heart is poured 

out through his arms, and the clay is an extension of his fingers.  He places 

the finished masterpiece in the kiln.  While “firing” a chip cracks off and falls 

to the side of the once “perfect” mold and sticks there.  Does the potter 

throw it away because it’s imperfect?  Some would.  Others would see the 

beauty in that “special” piece. 

So this baby Kristen.  When we look at her do we see imperfections?  Her 

heart is so “imperfect” with its “big” hole, and its “too small” ventricles - 

that just enough blood flows through each one to give her oxygen –  

to give her life. 

If either of these abnormalities were “alone” (according to the doctors) she 

would be dead already. 



 

 

Both “imperfections” perfectly balance out her heart activity.  It is –  

the “perfect imperfection.” 

Should I have discarded her because she’s not whole?  No – because like the 

tree, it appears abnormal to some, but others are blessed by her presence. 

And like the chipped pot – beauty is in the eye of the beholder.  God would say 

– I am the potter and you are the clay – “Behold, I have created all things 

for a purpose, for a “blessing” and not a curse! 

Love Mommy 

-Cori Iacovelli 

 

BECKY – GOD’S ANGEL 

Becky is a sweet little girl 

Yet God’s angel she really is - 

Through she can’t understand the Gospel 

Created by God, she is really – HIS! 

She was given by our Lord - 

To a nice family of eight - 

Though she can’t yet speak a word 

We who know her, think she’s Great! 

Sometimes we laugh, sometimes we have tears 

And we’re thankful when she has a smile 

Though she takes a lot of love and care 

We who know her are thankful all the while. 

We all think God gives Special Children 

To us Special People, I know it’s true 

Though I read it in “The SOFT Touch” 

It’s given me Blessed “Hope,” and to you! 

-Ernie Albers 



 

 

 

 

TYLER 

Three hours of life was all he received 

Three hours of prayer, hope and love. 

But a lifetime of memories were made on that day. 

To treasure like pure white doves. 

He wasn’t perfect in body or mind 

But this didn’t matter at all 

Tyler was loved for the person inside - 

Valued just as he was. 

His body was cold the day we met, 

But his spirit was warm and free. 

He died, it’s true but he died in love - 

This baby so dear to me. 

We released balloons to say goodbye, 

To show how much we care. 

It may take a lifetime to answer “why” 

So for now we will cling to this prayer: 

Lord, give us strength to cope and understand. 

Lord, let us remember the feel of his hand. 

Don’t let us forget such a special love - 

Or the courage that took them through. 

Thank you, Lord, for touching our hearts. 

With a tiny boy all dressed in blue. 

-Joan and John Harper 

 

 



 

 

 

JOEY 

My arms ache to hold you 

My eyes long to watch you grow 

I will never hear your first word 

I will never see your first step 

So many dreams shattered 

So many plans left unfulfilled 

How joyous we were at your birth 

How devastated we became when you died 

I must say “Good-bye” 

But the time seemed too short 

The yearning seems still so strong 

I will always love you my special son Joey 

Until we meet again 

Love, Your Mom 

-Author Unknown 

 

TO JUSTIN 

You know I’ll always love you. 

Even though I didn’t have you for very long. 

But I know one day I’ll hold and cuddle you 

While we sit around that big throne. 

I decided I wasn’t going to hold you. 

Because I knew you’d be leaving soon 

Starting your journey to heaven 

Going home real soon. 



 

 

I didn’t want to get “attached” 

Little did I know, I already was 

And I couldn’t help but let it show. 

I know you’re well taken care of 

And I don’t worry now 

Because Grandma’s got you 

At least until I get there. 

Your Mom 

-Dee Amos 

 

GOD’S GIFT 

The most precious creature this world can see, 

Was sent by faith from God to me. 

Special children from the heavens above 

A beautiful child that will endure our LOVE 

What a wonderful treasure that here has been made, 

Everlasting love, for our gift won’t fade. 

-Samantha 

 

KENNETH CARROLL 

On April seven, nineteen ninety in Frankfurt, Germany, 

a blonde-haired boy was born. 

Even though he has many problems, we all pray his life will carry on. 

His mom and dad stay by his side, all alone in this foreign land. 

But the rest of his family all across the world hopes and prays for him. 

They long for the day they can hold and love him and just to let him know 

How much he’s loved and cared for through his troubled way. 

He’s a fighter, that’s for sure and for that we are all glad, 



 

 

But for all his pain and suffering, now that makes us sad. 

His name is Kenneth Carroll, 

But we would like to call him our miracle child. 

Now what will happen only God knows. 

It’s all in God’s hands; that we know. 

We put our faith and trust in Him, 

And if He chooses to take our Little One, 

Then that’s what will be, 

At least we know God has put him in a painless place and put him to ease. 

Little Kenneth Carroll, be assured and glad to know 

We put all our prayers and love for you 

And placed them in God’s hand. 

We love you always – your family 

-Terri 

 

FOR LEAH FROM MOM 

I go to your room and sit in your rocker, 

I hug your little stuffed cat to my chest. 

I look in your closet at clothes you never got to wear, 

I want to hold you in my arms but you’re not there. 

I wait by the window for a bus that doesn’t come, 

The yellow van that took you to school. 

The bus driver and monitor who with you took such care, 

I want to hold you in my arms but you’re not there. 

I go to your grave and sit by your marker, 

Just a number without a name. 

I put down my flowers with more sadness than I can bear, 

I want to hold you in my arms but you’re not there. 

 



 

 

 

 

I feel you all around me and think; what I wouldn’t give to hold you once 

more, 

But once more would never be enough. 

I’ll never hold you in my arms again but we shall never be apart 

For forever shall I hold you in my heart. 

-Linda Gentile 

 

LYNDSEY RADIN ST. JEAN 

Today you would have been five years old 

But today you are not here 

Today we would have danced in circles together 

But today you are not here 

Today I would have held you high and professed my love for you 

But today you are not here 

I am here and today I imagine a cake with five candles 

While today you are there 

I am free and today through eyes that are not open, 

I see us dancing together 

While today you are there 

I am here and today my heart holds you and whispers 

of how much I love you 

Knowing that one-day, today will be here and there. 

Happy 5th birthday my sweet Lyndsey From Mom 

-Betty Jane St. Jean 

 

 



 

 

 

LYNDSEY…WHY? 

As I sit here I wonder why isn’t my baby sister alive?  Is it because God needs 

a girl that was brighter than the sun and sweeter than a rose and softer than 

a baby dove?  I don’t know why He took her, but I know that for everyone 

that knew her she made some difference in their life.  I miss my sister.  Next 

time I try to do something wrong I will say “Hey, no way…because I love 

Lyndsey!” 

-Andrea 

 

CORINA 

Carefully chosen for parents like us 

Our own little angel from heavens above 

Right into our hearts to cherish and love 

Inspiration from you to carry us through 

Now and forever you will remain in our heart 

Angel of ours from the Lord up above 

Miracles do happen we know this to be 

Under God’s watchful eyes angels sent you to me 

Rare as you are and special to be 

Perhaps this was how it was meant to be 

Heaven knows how special 

You are to me. 

Love, Mom and Dad 

-Shawn & Trudy Murphy 

 

 



 

 

 

A CHILD WAS BORN 

A child was born 

How we were pulled together 

A child was not breathing at birth 

How we were pulled together 

A child needing so much care 

How we were pulled together 

A child dies we are left in mid-air 

We tried to pull together 

A child we shared and loved 

We tried to pull together 

a child made us look at us 

And say if we don’t pull together 

we will end apart. 

Thank you Kimberly! 

-Rita Bondura 

 

CODY 

We have an angel Cody 

We let him steal our hearts 

We can’t stop thinking of him 

Now that we’re apart 

We learned his lesson well 

He made us see the Light 

Now that he’s in Heaven 

He doesn’t have to fight 

He showed us how to love him: 

“Just love me with your heart 



 

 

 

Love me for who I am 

‘Cause soon we’ll be apart 

I can’t be here for very long 

So love me all you can 

I’m on my way to heaven 

Where I can go to be a man 

Now it’s time for me to go 

Heaven’s lights are shining bright 

Mom and Dad, I love you so 

It’s going to be alright.” 

We love you so much Cody 

We try hard to understand 

When will we hold you close again 

And kiss your little hands 

When will we see your smile 

And kiss your little toes 

Cody, when will that be? 

“Heaven only knows” 

-Debbie McCright 

 

LLANA PIERSON … OUR EASTER LILY 

Llana was an Easter Lily, 

Captured in her budding. 

Through blight denied her blooming. 

Her fragrance filtered through our lives, 

Teaching new dimensions 

Of faith and trust in God; 

Enriching each of us. 

 



 

 

 

 

Like the lovely Easter Lily, 

Llana’s time on earth was short, 

We loved her; she was a part of us. 

Then we loved her for herself, 

A gift from God 

What special joy. 

Now Llana is in Heaven 

Handicapped no longer. 

No need for glasses, hearing aid; 

No more struggle just to eat and breathe. 

In place of outgrown baby clothes, 

She’s dressed in robes of white. 

She’s our Easter Lily, 

A flower in full bloom. 

-Lois Dunwoody 

 

A TRIBUTE TO LITTLE THOMAS 

The roses welcomed the newborn bud 

That arrived in the garden bed 

Foreseeing the charm and attraction 

This adorable rosebud could spread. 

We observed the dew-laden sepals, 

Curling down to unwrap the rose; 

Whose delicate petals unfolding, 

A glory began to expose. 

 



 

 

 

We nodded and viewed the fresh luster, 

He possessed that none had before; 

And breathing the fragrance regarded 

The sweetness of heaven he bore. 

Surrounding we shared mutual concern, 

His green stem was not sturdy and strong, 

We feared that his fragile existence 

Would silence his heartbeat ‘ere long. 

We cherished our moments together, 

We clung to this jewel so rare; 

But slowly we saw the Gardener withdraw 

This treasured one lovely and fair. 

Our fibers are fresh torn and bleeding, 

The vacancy hurts deep inside, 

But the Gardener knows and brings promise 

Of Gilead’s balm to provide. 

We’ll bloom for the good of each other, 

Our weeping will pass with the night, 

And joy will return with the morning, 

When faith and hope burst into the sight. 

-Phebe Rudolph 

 

FLUTTER 

Like a butterfly, 

I fluttered into your life. 

Like a butterfly, 

I knew I didn’t have long. 

 



 

 

 

 

To experience all the love 

You had to offer. 

GOD chose a very special MOM 

For…indeed 

You taught me so much, 

In so short a time. 

And like the butterfly 

GOD has given me wings. 

For now I’m truly an AMGEL, 

Fluttering from cloud to cloud 

Watching over you 

And loving you always. 

Happy Mother’s Day, Love, Ryan 

-Grandmother Pennie 

 

LITTLE GIRL OF MINE 

Little girl of mine 

With your tousled brown hair 

How could they ever know 

How much I cared 

Little girl of mine 

With your crystal blue eyes 

How could they ever know 

How much my heart cried 

 



 

 

 

Little girl of mine 

Wish your body so soft 

How could they ever know 

That why you came was not lost 

Little girl of mine 

With your spirit so pure 

How could they ever know 

How much you endured 

Little girl of mine 

With your aura of love 

How could they ever know 

You touched me from above 

Little girl of mine 

With everything now so straight 

How could they ever know 

How hard it is to wait 

Little girl of mine 

With your magical being 

How could they ever know 

Your music has brought me seeing 

Little girl of mine 

With your ways so free 

How could they ever know 

What your life has meant to me 

Little girl of mine 

With your tousled brown hair 

How could they ever know 

About the love that we share 

-Betty Jane St. Jean 



 

 

 

THE BALLOON LAUNCH 

(Dedicated to the Children who had 

Trisomy 18, 13 & Other Related Disorders) 

In a circle 

With solemn Anticipation, 

Each person holds a symbol  

Of a lost child. 

Then one at a time 

Balloons are set free, 

Red, Yellow, Green and Blue 

Are soaring toward heaven. 

Somehow as they drift upward 

They cluster together 

Becoming one 

United Forever. 

-Paige Barton 

 

A DEDICATION TO MY BROTHER - 

RONALD THOMAS II 

This poem is to my little brother with love, 

He is God’s special child sent from above, 

He may not be like other girls and boys, 

But he brings us our own special joys. 

He may never say my name, 

But he knows who I am just the same. 

I love you, Ron, very much, 

 



 

 

 

 

And I want to let you know my heart you’ve touched. 

His smile brings the morning sun 

And his touch lets you know you’ve won 

And he’s taken control of your life and heart 

And for that he plays the biggest part 

Of tears, joys, sorrows, and happiness 

That cannot be replaced with regrets. 

And he is our special friend 

And always will be with us until the end 

As no home or shelter could take him in 

Because he needs our love and a friend 

So in this home he’ll always stay, 

And I hope you know, brother, I love you forever and a day! 

-Jennifer L. Smith 

 

SEASONS 

You gave me life, you gave me love 

And now I see you from above 

Seasons come and seasons go 

I see them through your eyes, you know. 

Summer is here with flowers and trees 

In their flourishing beauty, you can see me. 

Peace and warmth, wine and song 

I’ll still be here when the summer is gone. 

Autumn is soft with leaves on the ground, 

Through you I see colors all around. 

When the wind finally blows the leaves away, 

I’ll be here in your heart and forever stay. 



 

 

 

Winter days can seem so bleak 

But I see the snowflakes, each one unique. 

The cold and wind can seem so wild 

Yet excitement I see in the eyes of a child. 

It won’t be long ‘till the skies are fair, 

And now that spring is in the air, 

Children are playing everywhere. 

When you see them, I’ll be there. 

-Linda Isham 

 

BY ANNA’S DAD 

My beautiful baby, Anna 

So beautiful while asleep 

She talked to her Daddy often 

But her Daddy couldn’t hear a peep 

She was even beautiful when she had to cry 

When she didn’t feel too well 

She was even Daddy’s beautiful girl 

When she had those terrible spells 

She didn’t have a lot to say 

She never learned to talk 

She never got to run and play 

She never learned to walk 

The thing she learned to tell me though 

That was always my greatest prize 

Was when she said, “I love you, Dad” 

She said it with her eyes. 

-Author Unknown 



 

 

 

RYAN DAVID PAVES 

The time that we were allowed to share with Ryan seemed too short. 

But the love that we bonded is everlasting. 

Ryan was a very special child who was greatly loved. 

Ryan may have been an infant but he was also a wonderful teacher. 

Ryan taught us just how special life really is and how we often take it for 

granted. 

He also taught us how important “Family” is. 

Ryan was a fighter. 

With doctors proclaiming a usual two-month life expectancy, 

Ryan proved them all wrong. 

Ryan blessed us by sharing his first birthday, giving us two beautiful 

Christmases, and allowing us to experience his many wonderful 

achievements, such as the growth of his first tooth. 

When remembering Ryan let us not look at what has been taken away, but 

let us appreciate what we have gained. 

Thank you Ryan, We Love You 

-Uncle Ken 

 

A GIFT FROM GOD 

Little Jamie, cute and sweet 

Tiny hands and tiny feet 

You were with us just a little while 

You made us cry, you made us smile 

We’ll always remember your cute face 

Each tiny feature in its place 

Your darling mouth and button chin 

That beautiful warm glow from within 

We’ll love you forever 



 

 

 

You’re here in our hearts 

Tho we are sad because we had to part 

Still we know you are with us wherever we are 

Jamie our angel, our little star. 

-Cathy Coolin 

 

FORETELLING 

Once it was the gods 

who tested a hero’s mettle 

by showing him the shape 

Of his own death 

but giving him no way  

to change things, 

so that the only variable 

was how he carried himself 

into a future he already knew 

by heart-he wasn’t fighting 

for his life, but to be remembered 

for his manner of dying, 

how he made the inevitable 

his own-now doctors 

interpret the omens and say 

what the future holds, 

delivering the news 

as dispassionately as possible, 

 

 



 

 

 

and those who receive it 

are ordinary citizens 

whose bodies have become 

battlefields-they can’t simply 

withdraw to their tents and wait 

for things to blow over, 

can’t flee the flames- 

those who become heroes 

find a way to go forward 

without hope to propel them, 

but also without despair, 

as if they had entered 

another dimension, a state 

of grace, maybe, except 

that it isn’t conferred 

but requires a continuous act 

of will and concentration- 

though they didn’t choose it, 

they step into the part 

as if they’d been born to it, 

as if the spirit spoke- 

however reluctantly= 

in unforgettable accents 

what the body had written. 

-Sharon Bryan 

Reprinted Tar River Press 

 



 

 

 

 

THINKING OF TYHEEM 

As I sit here in a daze looking up at the sky, 

Many thoughts run through my head 

Many questions linger by. 

I’m thinking of my Precious Son 

Wondering why did he leave 

I can’t forget the happy times 

So, I sit here and grieve 

I used to grieve quite often 

But, now it’s not as much 

I think of his sweet innocent smile 

Which helps to keep me in touch 

I’ll always have the memories 

Of my precious little boy, 

Laughing smiling and playing 

With his favorite little toy. 

-Coleen Frazier 

 

JAMIE MARIE 

Just a sweet little angel 

As strong as she could be 

In this world for a short time 

Making us see life truthfully 

In her presence we found so much love 

Every moment so precious 

 



 

 

 

 

May your beautiful soul rest 

And wait for us in Heaven 

Rosebud lips smile upon us 

In you we have hope 

Eternally in the arms of God 

We love you, Jaimie Marie 

-Lois Irwin 

 

A DAUGHTER RETURNS 

Her voice a happy melody, she approached the throne, 

“Heavenly Father” she sang out, “It’s so good to be home, 

What a blessing I’ve been given, my mortal body gained 

I was held in priesthood arms, and given a new name. 

Best of all I met them – my eternal parents, fair. 

I have sisters, and felt their love, the brief time I was there. 

My father is an Elder, strong and kind and true, 

His voice is full of love – he is much like you. 

My mother dear is beautiful; her faith is very strong, 

I will see them all again, it shan’t be very long. 

I shall live with them one day when Jesus reigns on earth, 

I love my mortal parents so; deep love gave me birth. 

If I could have only spoken things within my heart, 

Bonds of love and promise that never shall depart, 

Heavenly Mother and Father, I shall dwell with Thee, 

In Jesus Christ I do rejoice for my new family.” 

-Anita Maxim 

 



 

 

 

JUST TELL ME WHY 

I saw a baby girl today 

She was so small, as if she could blow away. 

I held her in my arms as she looked at me with bright blue eyes. 

She never did anything wrong, but they say she’s going to die. 

Her heart’s as pure as the new fallen snow. 

I love her so much I don’t want her to go. 

When she leaves this world of ours she’ll be with God. 

Maybe in a field of flowers. 

Why does God take her from this place. 

As she sleeps so silently on a blanket with lace. 

There are only so many tears we can cry. 

Sooner or later we’re all going to die. 

There are only so many ways to say good-bye. 

But why take her…just tell me why. 

-Jeremy Hippenstiel 

 

NICKKI’S LETTER 
Dear Mommy & Daddy 

I just wanted you to let you know that my trip home was wonderful.  I’m going 

to 

miss you, Daddy, and the boys.  I know that you are very sad that I had to 

leave, and that you will miss me too, but don’t be too sad because I’m very 

excited to be here.  I will be watching over you all, just like you did for me 

when I was there, and I will always be with you in your hearts and memories. 

When I got here, there were a lot of beautiful people, and angels here to 

welcome me home.  Then Jesus walked up and picked me up in His arms, 

and told me that I had done many wonderful and special things while I was 

down there, then He put a beautiful crown on my head. 



 

 

 

As Jesus put me down, I noticed that my feet were touching streets of pure 

gold.  I saw an image of myself – I’m perfect.  As I looked around I saw Pop- 

Pop and Sissy (a very dear aunt, more like a grandmother), then I saw this 

beautiful little girl, and right away I knew it was Debbie (Hammond’s little sister 

who died at five days old.  Nickki was named for her).  I think Pop-Pop 

and Sissy were a little disappointed but they were smiling when I ran right past 

them and hugged her. 

Well, I guess I’ll go now cause there are a lot of kids waiting for me to come 

and play, and I can’t wait to try out these new wings. 

Love, Nickki 

-Author Unknown 

 

LYNDSEY 

Lyndsey was a special baby 

Right from the start 

She had a few problems 

A hole in her heart 

The doctors thought she would die 

Boy, was that a sin 

After a few months 

Lyndsey got the win 

Lyndsey was living long 

Her legs and arms were getting very strong 

She loved the water 

It was her favorite thing to do 

Until five months ago 

When she got something worse than the flu 



 

 

I bet now she misses everyone 

Including mom and dad 

But if Lyndsey is up in Heaven 

It’s probably not so bad 

I wish Lyndsey was here on earth 

So we could play again 

But Lyndsey is up in Heaven 

No more suffering and pain. 

-Larry St. Jean 

 

TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN 

Reaardless of what you think 

A child should be 

I’m different from all others 

I’m special, I’m me. 

Not just a small child with 

Sisters and brothers 

There are many more like me 

We bring love to help others. 

I do not expect you 

To burden yourself 

Nor place my needs 

Above all else 

I may not be all you 

Think I could be 

But if you’d just look 

With your heart you could see 

 

 



 

 

 

That just as I am 

I feel I am worth 

The right to be “me” 

For my stay here on earth. 

-Jo Fontaine, R.N. 

 

SIENNA WENT TO HEAVEN 

Sienna went to heaven 

a lesson I surmise 

sienna went to heaven 

she made us feel alive 

sienna went to heaven 

a symbol in disguise 

misshapen hands 

she touched our souls 

she made us see 

yet had no eyes 

a malformed heart 

that reached the skies 

a tiny brain -  

but oh so wise 

sienna went to heaven 

so we might realize 

that life is not the works we do 

but touching other lives… 

-Michael Aufdemberg, MD 

 

 



 

 

 

HEATHER 

Would you run or even walk 

To music pealing, would you? 

If you could only talk 

Of feelings, could you…? 

Then express your sadness 

Tethered in your chair of wheels, 

Your spirit is unfettered, 

Your smile and giggles display the way you feel. 

That universal language, laughter, 

Is understood by all who care. 

The memory of it lingers after 

You’ve gone away, to where…? 

You who hear Angelic sounds, 

That we can only dream of, 

You who see with sight of Angels, 

Things too beautiful to be… 

Perchance you’ll dream, turquoise the water, 

God and family ‘round you. 

Warmth and touch, a happy feeling, 

Loving hands surround you. 

Do you soar in flight of fancy, 

On gossamer wings aflight? 

Do you dip and twirl and see 

Beneath you, mortals such as we? 

Who can only walk and talk. 

Oh girl of endless charm, whose grace 

Is reflected in your face… 

 



 

 

 

 

Whereon’s displayed the smile of joy 

Which lights our world, 

Too brief a time, we have your smile, 

And time’s a thief… 

You make it all worthwhile! 

-Barbara Schaarschmidt 

 

TO STEPHANIE FROM SHILO 

I love her very much 

I want to play with her 

I liked to do exercises with her 

I liked to sing rock-a-bye with Stephanie and hold her by  

myself in the chair. 

I liked to get things for Stephanie 

I liked to help Mommy and Daddy with her 

I could turn up the oxygen,I could tell Mommy and Daddy when she 

pulled her cannula off or threw up and I could get them towels. 

I could program her continuous feeder with instructions from Mom when 

Mom was busy with Stephanie. 

I could answer the phone for Mommy and Daddy 

I liked to hold her little rabbit music box 

I liked to play with her stuffed animals 

I liked to kiss her, hug her and pat her on the head (but not too hard) 

I was never mean to her 

She went to live with Jesus. 

After we all die, he’ll fix all of us 

And we’ll all be back “to peace.” 

-Shilo Moulton 

 



 

 

 

TO ERICA 

They say time heals, I guess it’s true 

Yet every day I think of you. 

Sometimes I smile, sometimes I cry, 

At times I sit and wonder why 

When they said you were ill, my heart ached so; 

Since I knew one day you would have to go. 

Through fragile and small I could see from the start 

With people you met you would touch their heart. 

When children’s singing voices I hear, 

I know my special angel is near. 

Although your life on Earth is no more 

I pray you’ve found peace through Heaven’s door 

You’ve enriched my life so many ways. 

I’ll always love you for all of my days. 

-Linda Isham 

 

HEAVEN’S VERY SPECIAL CHILD 

A meeting was held quite far from earth 

It’s time again for another birth. 

Said the Angels to the Lord above 

This Special Child will need much love. 

His progress may be very slow, 

Accomplishment he may not show, 



 

 

 

And he’ll require extra care 

From the folks he meets down there. 

He may not run to laugh or play; 

His thoughts may seem quite far away. 

In many ways he won’t adapt 

And he’ll be known as handicapped. 

So let’s be careful where he’s sent 

We want his life to be content. 

Please Lord find the parents who 

Will do a special job for you. 

They will not realize right away 

The leading role they’re asked to play. 

But with this child sent from above 

Comes stronger faith and richer love. 

And soon they’ll know the privilege given 

In caring for their gift from Heaven. 

Their precious charge so meek and mile 

Is Heaven’s Very Special Child. 

-Edna Massmilla 

 

KIMBERLY ANE 

For everything there is a season 

For everything there is a time - 

We may not see, or find a reason 

Yet we trust in Him who is sublime. 

There’s a time to mourn, a time for goodbye, 

There’s a time to be born, and a time to die - 

 



 

 

 

When these come together; a time to weep, 

A time to let angels, our sweet babies keep. 

While we must grieve, 

The sweet child does not - 

And God will relieve, 

What her frail body forgot. 

The help that she needed 

Could not be found here - 

And will come from above 

When the Lord draws her near. 

Let us then live so, 

That we may see her one day - 

In that land where all tears, 

Shall be wiped away. 

-Scott Smelser 

 

DEAR LYNDSEY 

Dear Lyndsey you are free now, 

Free from the pain, from the doctors, 

from the medicine and the terrible illness. 

You are free now 

Free to run through the fields lit by  

Sunlight 

To smell the flowers 

To dance in the waves. 

Lyndsey you are free to ride the 

Wild horses you have dreamed of. 

To chase the butterflies 



 

 

 

Sing with the birds 

And to walk amongst the tall trees. 

You are finally free 

To live in this world 

A world you have created 

A world of Love - 

Dance Lyndsey 

Dance in the waves 

And dance in the forest 

Across the tundra 

And on the sand. 

You have given us so much 

And this is what we must give to you. 

We will miss your blue eyes 

Sparking like crystals 

And your smiling face. 

But your love still shines with us 

It will never leave us 

Its tingly fingers 

Turn each dark corner 

Into a rainbow of colors. 

And each time the sun disappears 

With an outburst of colors 

Behind the mountain 

We will see your smile shining upon us 

And when we are alone 

Staring into the stars 

Far above us 

We will know 

Those are your sparkling eyes 

Looking down upon us 

And we will smile 

Because we can never be alone. 

-Heather McCausland 



 

 

 

MICHAEL 

Michael was such a little boy 

We thought he had come here to stay 

But before we even got to know him 

God said he must take him away. 

His Mother, Father and Megan 

Along with the test of the clan 

Looked forward to see him become a man. 

I know he loved his family, 

Especially his mother Anne 

But you know when God calls a loved one 

There is not much that we could have done. 

Oh someday we’ll meet our Michael again 

He will be waiting for us I am sure. 

Somehow we must learn to accept God’s plan 

In the meantime we’ll have to endure. 

Michael, my darling, my little angel 

Through we had you such a short while 

When we gather to meet in the hereafter 

Then we all will be able to smile 

God, take care of your Michael. 

-Great Grandmother J. Cappella 

 

IN MEMORY OF MICHAEL 

You didn’t have him very long, 

Your little Gift from God; 

He gave and then he took away 

And doesn’t that seem odd. 



 

 

 

 

You held and rocked your baby 

So very frail and small; 

You gave your love and suddenly 

There was nothing left at all. 

Why, God? Why did you do it? 

It wasn’t very fair… 

To give them such a precious gift, 

And only days to share. 

They really wanted him, you know 

To share their family love; 

And I know we shouldn’t question 

What happens from above 

But God, I hope you realize 

You’ve got a job to do - 

You’ve got their son to care for 

And you will, I know that’s true, 

But You’ve an even bigger task… 

To help them see this through. 

Help them accept this loss of theirs. 

And grow in love for You. 

Help them (it’s very hard you know) 

To carry on again; 

With such an empty feeling, 

When they know what might have been. 

-Aunt Lee Bankovic 

 

 



 

 

 

DEAREST KELLY 

You came to us one summer morn; 

But within days, our dreams were torn. 

They said you were a trisomy; 

But you were “perfect,” that couldn’t be. 

At first all we could do was cry, 

And then we began asking, “Why?” 

We loved you much as we’re sure you knew; 

But your life got tougher as you grew. 

We knew that when you left that night; 

You’d gone to a play where you’d be “right.” 

But now that you have gone away, 

We miss you more than words can say. 

-Tina Zalana 

 

IN MEMORY OF LYNDSEY 

What a special little Angel 

Straight from Heaven above, 

God’s precious little gift 

For us to cherish and to love. 

She was a brightly shining star 

In the hearts and minds of plenty; 

She was the source of joy and happiness 

In the lives of oh so many. 

 



 

 

 

Such a fragile little girl, 

So tiny and so fair; 

Her parents looking over her 

With tender loving care. 

They made her life a cozy one, 

As anyone could see; 

How proud they were of their little one, 

As proud as two parents could be. 

But she has gone to be with Jesus now, 

And all the rest of the little Angels, too; 

And I know she is happy where she is, 

But did she have to go so soon? 

-Christine Kiefer 

 

ARMS OF GOD 

Springtime is soon coming, 

I heard God say today. 

I’ll need another bud 

For in my spring bouquet. 

So early Sunday morning 

Palm Sunday of ‘89 

I’ll make a quick appearance 

For a Special child of mine. 

Her life I know was brief 

Please don’t think ill of me. 

I could see the future 

She needs to be with me. 

 



 

 

 

Your hearts are sad and heavy 

Your arms are empty too. 

Please try to lean on me 

I’ll gladly see you through. 

Dear Lord, my heart is breaking 

I’ll try to be real brave. 

How can I give back to Thee. 

The Special gift you gave? 

Amy, on earth wasn’t perfect 

You gave to her all your love 

You did all you could to help her, 

But now she’s perfect above. 

Never would we call you back 

To travel this path we’ve trod 

You left the arms of your family 

To be in the arms of God. 

-Martha Hege 

 

LOVE ALWAYS 

You were here for what seems a moment now, 

But your suffering has ended and our lives must go on. 

Our hearts are sad, we miss you so 

But the love which you gave has made us stronger. 

We can be at peace with your death. 

We shall not forget our times together, 

They were not always easy times, 

But we would not trade them for all this world might offer, 

 



 

 

 

 

For you brought us a love few will know, 

A love which was without questions 

Because there were o answers, 

A love which was precious 

Because there was so little time, 

A love which shall not die. 

Good-bye sweetheart, we pray we shall one day meet again, 

We thank you for so much, 

You asked us for so little, 

Love always, 

Cad, Mom & Christina 

-Author Unknown 

 

ONCE THERE WAS A LITTLE GIRL 

Once there was a little girl, 

Her name was Katherine A. 

To say the least…she’s quite “unique” 

We love her anyway! 

A different drummer “paced” our Kath, 

She’s a charmer…all the way, 

Her fragile health…and special needs, 

Made Life more Precious…every day. 

Now many times throughout her years, 

She’d need more ‘crisis’ care, 

And, so…we’d move to Butterworth, 

‘cuz all the Pros are there. 

 



 

 

 

…Time…and Time…and Time again, 

she’d frustrate all who shared, 

in checking…prodding…planning, 

besides…(her family’s always there!) 

Now Katherine Ann has Touched more lives, 

Than ever we could count, 

And all the Good that’s come through her, 

Continues yet to mount! 

S’been hard at times…to question “why” 

Such sadness…joy…then pain, 

It’s all of those intangibles, 

Only Love…and…Faith explain! 

Our family could not have come this far, 

If you all had not been there, 

But to make a list of all who care, 

It’s endless…we wouldn’t dare! 

…And as we knew the time drew near, 

For Katherine’s other ‘HOME,’ 

Our Kath was ready…we were not, 

We’d like to keep our ‘Loan.’ 

To You…for having Touched our lives, 

…And to all friends…Everywhere… 

We give much Thanks… 

We Love you all… 

For always being there! 

Gratefully, All the Fischers 

-The Fischers 

 



 

 

 

ANOTHER CHRISTMAS MORNING 

Another Christmas morning, 

And my family is still not complete. 

Not enough stockings on the mantle, 

Not enough toys under the tree. 

Too few little hands helping make cookies, 

Too few tiny ice skates and mittens. 

Too little noise and excitement, 

Too little confusion and commotion. 

Why can’t I just be grateful for the child I have, 

At this sacred time of year? 

Because it’s another Christmas morning, 

Without my baby. 

And I miss him. 

-Marty Heiberg 

 

ROBIN RANDOLPH 

I held a balloon for you last night 

A blue one with ribbons and a tag, 

Which said your name 

And that you had died 

I held a balloon for you last night 

And waited for your name to be read, 

As the rain softly fell 

And mixed with my tears. 



 

 

 

I held a balloon for you last night, 

And then, I let it go 

Funny, it did not soar above 

But gently driftd away 

On currents of love 

As you had done too. 

-Carol Ann Randolph 

 

THIS IS THE HOUSE 

This is the house… 

As she walks up the pathway she looks to the right and sees the ugly bush 

with brown leaves and thinks of how beautiful it is in the summer when it 

has the large, white flowers that have an enticing fragrance.  When she walks 

up the steps of her porch and giggles as she sees her little sister’s name writ- 

ten on the porch in black ink.  As she looks to the right, she sees the porch 

swing and thinks of the secrets she and her older sisters shared while swing- 

ing on the warm summer nights. 

This is the house… 

As she wakes up, she thinks of how lucky she is to have such a wonderful 

house.  She and her sisters often do things together.  And she will remember 

these special moments for the rest of her life.  She and her sisters get along 

very well, and she knows that they will be friends forever.  Her best friend 

often comes over and they have really great times together.  She thinks that 

they will also be friends forever. 

This is the house… 

She and her mother sit in their cozy living room and talk about how each of 

their days went.  When all of her sisters are home from the house no 

longer seems quiet and cozy.  It seems very loud and confusing.  She looks 

down on the floor where her handicapped sister lays; she smiles at her and 

wonders what she would do without her.  When her three younger sisters go 



 

 

 

to bed, and her father also goes to bed, it is just her, her two older sisters 

and her mother and they talk about each of their lives. 

This is the house… 

She loves her mother very much.  Her mother is a very caring and gentle 

person that will always give up her time to help another person.  Her father 

is a very hard worker.  He comes home from a long day at work and still has 

time for his family.  She is very close to her sisters, to her older sisters espe-

cially.  They often go places together on the weekend.  However she feels 

especially close to her handicapped sister.  She feels that without her she 

would be totally lost. 

This is the house… 

In which she and her family members have shared many special moments 

together.  She has had many hard times and many good times, but she would 

not want to change any of it. 

-Kerri Kiefer 

 

MY RAINBOW 

I saw a Rainbow yesterday, 

It shone so bright and clear, 

I thought for just a moment, 

Is that an Angel song I hear? 

It stood proudly there 

In the heavenly skies above, 

Its message very clear just now, 

It was sending our Angel’s love. 

The sight was quite haunting, 

Not grim, nor aching or sad, 

It cautioned me, Be Grateful… 

For the treasures that you’ve had. 



 

 

I felt it tell me a story 

And its moral was to show, 

The love and peace of Heaven, 

In color 

In the beauty of the rainbow. 

-Sue Whitehead 

 

A LETTER TO MY ANGEL 

MY SWEET LITTLE ANGEL KRISTA- 

I just wanted you to know how much I love you – with every fiber of my soul. 

Our family has been so blessed to have you and we know that you are a choice 

spirit of the Heavenly Father’s.  We have enjoyed having your sweet celestial 

spirit in our home and you have touched many hearts and lives.  You are and 

always have been an angel.  Taking care of you has given me purpose in my 

life and I am honored that you chose me for your mother.  You have been such 

a valiant spirit-beating the odds for so long.  You daddy once said that 

you were so strong, yet so frail.  We are pleased with you and your work 

here on Earth and we know that your mission here is complete.  I know that 

Heavenly Father is also pleased.  I only hope that your physical discomfort 

was minimal and that you did not suffer any pain.  It will be so hard to 

on without you-there is such an emptyness with you gone.  You have given us 

a new perspective and much to work for so that our family can be together 

again.  You have also given me a new appreciation for the Atonement of Jesus 

Christ and I am so thankful to Heavenly Father for his wonderful Plan of 

Salvation and that He and Christ made it possible for us to be together 

again. 

I love you, my sweet little angel. 

-Staci Fuller, mother of Krista Leigh Fuller 

 

 



 

 

KRISTA 

Krista was a flower, 

Whose beauty made us sing, 

Of God’s wondrous creations, 

Our sons and daughters bring. 

Krista was a rainbow, 

Here briefly and then gone, 

But whose memory will sustain us, 

Through the darkness to the dawn. 

Krista was the sunlight, 

Beaming from above, 

Showing us God’s promised gifts. 

The greatest, a child’s love. 

Krista is an angel, 

With wings of gossamer white, 

The smallest of the cherubim, 

Who ever did take flight. 

For Staci, in memory of Krista 

-Danni Brenner 

 

OUR ANGEL 

Oh, sweet spirit from within 

Mortality leaves us with Emptiness and Pain 

As unrelenting crystal tears shadow the light that needs to 

Come from within, to 

Heal and Strengthen unanswered Torment. 

We grope to Understand and to Seek Meaning for Loss 

of your Beauty and Love, 



 

 

 

Where now but lies a Shadow of Innocence. 

You will be remembered each day as the sun sends warm 

thoughts and by night as the stars brightly glitter with your 

laughter, because you are not part of the universe of 

Everlasting Light. 

Let us Surrender our Fear of loneliness with Affection 

For we will always see Your Endearing Smile in Our 

Hearts and will Meet Once more n Eternity. 

-Beverly Fanelli 

 

KIMBERLY BONDURA 

As we wait for your name to be called 

I could feel all the hurt I felt before 

With this red balloon in my hand 

As we wait for your name to be called 

All the thoughts and memories come happily 

With this red balloon in my hand 

As we wait for your name to be called 

Thoughts of this little angel come through 

With this red balloon in my hand 

As your name is called 

I let go with my heart and tears 

To see all my fears of you Kimberly 

Disappear with that red balloon 

With Love, Mommy 

-Rita Bondura 
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