
 a

New HOPE
   A bi-annual Publication for Pregnancy and Infant Loss Support                                                                                             http://rindyshope.org

   The HOPE Group                                                                                                                                                    Volume 30  Issue 1 - Spring 2012

To Our Little Prince 
Colin Shayne

The world may never notice if a rosebud doesn’t bloom 
Or even pause to wonder if the petals fall too soon
but every life that ever forms or ever comes to be

touches the world in some small way for all eternity
the little one we longed for was swiftly here and gone

but the love that was then planted 
is a light that still shines on

and though our arms are empty 
our hearts know what to do

every beating of our heart says we will remember you!
Love, Mommy, Daddy, Wrigs, & Lillie

Submitted by Colin’s Parents, Kelly and Chris Jenke

Thought of You Today
Thought of you today, but that is nothing new.

I thought about you yesterday, and days before that too.
I think of you in silence, I often speak your name.
All I have are memories and a picture in a frame.

Your memory is a keepsake, from which I’ll never part.
God has you in His arms.  
I have you in my heart.

Submitted in memory of Gordon Grein
by his mother, Kristen Grein; and

Submitted in memory of Nicholas Murphy
by his mother, Lisa Murphy

We love and miss you sweet baby boy
Mommy, Daddy, & Leah

In Memory of My Son
Two tiny feet, were meant to dance and play

Under the stars at night time, and in the light of day
Two tiny feet, I was meant to kiss all toes

kiss from the little one right up to your nose
Two Tiny feet, await for me up hight

Where we will Dance, kiss, and rest a while but
never say goodbye

Submitted in memory of Jonathan Moran
by his mother, Mia Moran

Two Years?
Two years huh?  Two years?

First year not so much,
Maybe I was just too stuck in the clouds.

Two years though. That’s when the realization sunk in, 
or at least did for me today.

When you’re supposed to hear the pitter-patter 
of feet running from room to room.

Or to hear the angelic laughter coming from smiles 
and chubby cheeks giggling.

To see my baby girl being chased by her big brother
 in her roller chair on his 2nd birthday.
Or to do the same on her 1st birthday.

Two years though, huh?  What can I say?
It doesn’t get better as people say.

It honestly gets worse but easier to hide 
to the people who say that.

You see I found that…
There is no getting over it, but only 

learning how to console it, or control it.
And to surround yourself with people 

who can relate and support it.
I know he hears me, I know he feels me; 

I know he is with me.
Everyday as I walk and exist, he lives with me.

I will survive because of him, and so will my family.
But two years huh?  Wow!
I think the two year marker 

just helped us become stronger now.
This is the year we came out the clouds 
and chose to rejoice in his memories.

Five weeks here,
Two years gone.

My aching heart bleeds for my 1st  Born Prince
The child I lost.

His spirit lives on and builds strong bonds
 in our family tied of knots.

But this year,
As he turns two,
Jamison John

You will never be forgotten.

Submitted in memory of Jamison John Riggio
by	  his father, John Paul (J.P.) Riggio
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Pinwheels in the Earth by Eric Lichtenfeld 
For Father’s Day, there are two things M. has decided she wants to do.  She wants to buy me dinner, and she wants to 
visit Gus and Zoey. 

Zoey and Gus were born on the first full day of spring in 2009.  They died that day, too.  A week earlier, M.’s pregnancy 
suffered “a sudden, severe complication,” as I called it in message after message sent from our hospital  room.  We buried 
them in a section of the cemetery near my friend, Harold.  He had been like a grandfather to me, and his widow said she 
would like to believe he would be a good grandfather to them.  These days, when I picture his funeral, I have to adjust the 
image because the camera is facing the wrong way.  It is not trained on his grave, but on the empty spot up the hill  that 
will be my son’s and my daughter’s—but not for another three years.  That’s memory for you, I suppose.

Getting to the cemetery takes about 35 minutes and four freeways: the 90 to the 405 to the 101 to the 134.  We exit at 
Forest Lawn Drive—named, I presume, after the cemetery of which our cemetery, Mount Sinai, used to be a part.  Since 
burying Gus and Zoey, we have come to the cemetery many times.  Just a few visits ago, M. suggested that by getting off 
one exit sooner (Buena Vista Street), we would actually get to the cemetery faster.  And M. is often right about these 
things.  Still, I have never gotten off at that exit.  Because this is how we go to the cemetery. 

Today, the drive from our house to the exit ramp takes its 35 minutes, but working our way down the exit ramp takes 
another fifteen.  Cars are backed up from the ramp onto the freeway.  “What the hell’s going on?” I mutter. 

“It’s Father’s Day.  Other people are probably thinking the same thing we are,” M. says. 

The ‘80s station plays some Billy Joel.  Through the staccato-heartbeat rhythm of the intro, and even through 
“Whatsamatter with the clothes I’m wear-in,’” I don’t realize the song is “It’s Still Rock and Roll to Me.”   For another few 
beats, I still think it’s “Only the Good Die Young.”

Then I realize something else: M. meant children are visiting the graves of their fathers.  I thought she meant fathers are 
visiting the graves of their sons and daughters.  Because isn’t that what fathers do on Father’s Day?

At Zoey and Gus’s graves, I do not say anything.  I do not pray.  I do not talk to them.  I do not tell them that we will always 
be their parents but that we also want to be parents to children in this world.  I had planned on saying this, on explaining 
ourselves, as M. is now very pregnant with their brother and sister and it might be awhile before our next visit.  But I have 
told Gus and Zoey this already—from this same spot.  On their due date, in fact, when M. and I came to the cemetery 
straight from our first consultation with the perinatologist about trying again. 

Instead, I sit down at Zoey’s grave, with M. sitting at Gus’s, and we clean.  I wipe the dirt off Zoey’s gravestone.  I scrub 
the grit out of the engraved letters of her name.  It is Father’s Day, and this is how I talk to my children: in solvent and 
cotton swabs.

After our visit and throughout the day, I talk with some of the fathers in my life.  I wish them a happy Father’s Day.  Few, if 
any, wish me one.  I’m sure it’s innocuous.  I’m sure they don’t see the greeting as a badge they are withholding from me.  
I do, but at the same time, I understand.  After all, my weeks are not structured around play dates and check ups.  My 
days are not punctuated by fevers and falls and scraped elbows and bruised feelings.  I do not live with worry for Gus and 
Zoey’s futures or under the shadow of losing them a second time.  And unlike some of the bereaved parents I have come 
to know, I do not have other, living children for whom I had to be brave today.  And the day before that.  And the one 
before that…

On any random day—no, on every single day—I don’t do the work.  So should I really be seen as part of the club? 

Those friends who are where M. and I are (the enlisted, as opposed to the civilians) say so.  So when I email them about 
this facet of Father’s Day, it brings them to a boil even though I can only manage a simmer. 

But our friends may be right.  What fathering I can give, that club cannot.   Other parents clean their children’s rooms and 
wounds, not their graves.  Other parents have children whom they trumpet, not ones to whom every reference must be 
measured: firm enough to give their memory substance and to add to its length, airy enough to signal  that it’s alright, that 
their presence in our lives is an everyday thing—just like that of everyone else’s children.  That can be the trickiest part.  
While other parents manage their children’s experiences of the world (or want to, or try to, or try to when they shouldn’t), 
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we have to manage the world’s experience of our children. 

So we mention their names.  We put pinwheels in the earth where they are buried.  We protect their place in the world.   
We do what fathers do.  We give them what home we can.

Reprint permission granted by author.  Article originally published online on Glow in the Woods, June 2010
http://www.glowinthewoods.com/home/2010/6/24/a-fathers-day-visit.html

A HOPE Personal Story - Angel Love
by Nadia Purifory

Nadia	  and	  Kevin	  Purifory,	  HOPE	  members,	  lost	  their	  son	  John	  Kevin	  in	  January	  of	  2004.	   	  This	  past	  March,	  Nadia	  suffered	  
another	  loss,	  a	  baby	  they	  lovingly	  call	  Angel	  Love.	  	  We	  send	  Nadia,	  Kevin,	  and	  their	  family	  our	  hearHelt	  condolences	  and	  
much	  love.	  	  May	  Angel	  Love	  rest	  in	  peace	  and	  watch	  over	  the	  Purifory	  family.	  	  

Below	  are	  the	  family’s	  words	  spoken	  at	  a	  ceremony	  in	  Angel	  Love’s	  memory.

“We want to thank all of you for being here with us today. We appreciate all of the cards, phone calls, emails, flowers and 
meals...but most importantly all  of the love and support.  When I went to the doctor’s a week ago today it was for my first 
OB appointment.  

It felt truly like a nightmare while I was waiting for my lovely Dr. Hardiman.  He tried with no success to find the heartbeat.  
The next dreaded step, which I was all  too familiar with, was to confirm the loss with an ultrasound.  Suddenly flashbacks 
of the horrific experience of losing John all  came back.  As I sat weeping by myself I kept begging God to please make 
this baby’s heart beat again.  I also asked why could this be happening.  The kids and I prayed every night for the baby to 
be okay.  

One thing I truly believe is God sends angels in our lives to handle tough situations.  My angel is Maria.  She came down 
from work and was there with me when they told me the news I was expecting to hear, “Sorry no heartbeat, no fetal 
activity, it is a fetal  demise”.  Thank God I had her there with me and she stayed with me while I spoke to my Doctor who 
thankfully truly ‘gets it” and is so compassionate.  Maria also was with me the whole procedure pre-op, in the O.R. and 
Recovery for the doctor to remove the baby.  Even though our baby was only here for ten weeks our child was wanted 
and instantly loved.  We were and already envisioning the future.  All  the kids were looking forward to the first Halloween 
since the baby was due to arrive one week before the holiday.  

You were real, I watched my stomach grow, I saw the pregnancy test and was overjoyed.  I had the cravings for citrus fruit 
and slushes.  You existed and you will not be forgotten.  We are once again shown how precious life is.  For now until 
further tests determine the sex of our baby we think of our child as Angel Love.  One comfort we have is the baby will be 
buried with Baby John and we feel confident that the two of them are together in Heaven watching over us.”

Love, Nadia, Kevin, JJ, Sophia, Anthony, Carissa, Gianna, and Nadia Purifory

When Mother’s Day Feels Empty

by Clara Hinton
There are no words to completely describe what a mother feels when her child has died. She feels lost, abandoned, 
afraid, lonely, forgotten, and most of all empty. The emptiness is like none other because it is an emptiness of the heart. 
When a child dies, part of a mother’s heart also dies. 
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Mauris egestas lacus sit ame
Vivamus pulvinar, purus ultricies ultrices ullamcorper, dolor diam euismod 
nisl, vel consectetuer eros mi sit amet lorem.

— Quisque Massa

Mother’s Day is a traditional holiday that has grown bigger and bigger throughout the years. We are bombarded with 
advertisements to take out mothers for a special dinner or buy Mother’s Day flowers. For more than a month before 
Mother’s Day, reminders are placed everywhere. It’s impossible to pick up a newspaper, listen to the radio, or turn on the 
television without some kind of reminder of Mother’s Day. 

There are Mother’s Day banquets, Mother’s Day baby dedications at church, and special family gatherings to honor 
mothers. All of this is wonderful except for the mother that is grieving the loss of her child. For the grieving mother, every 
reminder of Mother’s Day is like another wound to the heart. The hole in her heart caused by grief grows larger and larger 
with each reminder, and the emptiness feels darker and colder than she ever imagined possible. What is a grieving 
mother to do when there are so many reminders of the precious child she has lost? 

Mother’s Day is the only holiday that specifically uses the word mother, so there is no real way of avoiding this day. A 
grieving mother can, however, prepare for Mother’s Day well  in advance so that she knows how to avoid placing additional 
pain in her life. 

Remember that Mother’s Day is not a holiday that has to be celebrated. If a grieving mother does not want to attend a 
banquet, or watch baby dedications at church, or see special family gatherings at restaurants, then she has the right to 
choose not to participate in these events without feeling guilty. Many mothers choose to stay home and do nothing special 
at all on Mother’s Day, and that is fine. Grief follows no rules and there is no right or wrong way to grieve. 

Explain to others that this day is painful. Giving yourself permission to grieve in your own way is very healing and helpful, 
especially during such a difficult day as Mother’s Day. 

Do what feels right for you. Maybe that means taking a mini  trip away where nobody knows you. Maybe it is staying at 
home. Perhaps a walk in the woods or a walk along the sandy beach would help you during this empty time. Journal your 
thoughts. Release a balloon. Or, maybe you want to avoid Mother’s Day altogether. You know what feels best for your 
heart, and giving yourself permission to do what is right for you can be the most healing thing of all. 

Lastly, remind yourself often that you will not always feel this empty. With each passing day new hope will enter your 
empty heart until one day you will  wake up to realize that the empty hole is beginning to fill with some joy. Mother’s Day is 
only one day. With a little bit of preparation you can make it through, and you will  have walked one more step in your 
journey of healing!

Article found online http://www.silentgrief.com/articles/index.cgi?view_records=1&Category=For+Mothers&ID=106 April 
2007

Handling Insensitive Comments

By Krissi Danielsson
As we approach Mothers’  and Fathers’ Day, those newly bereaved may find it difficult navigating the holiday.  Are you still 
a mother/father on this day?  We say ABSOLUTELY!  So when family and/or friends share insensitive comments about a 
miscarriage or another type of pregnancy loss, here are a few hints to deflect them.  

Practically everyone who has ever had a miscarriage has heard numerous insensitive, thoughtless comments from 
friends, coworkers, and relatives. It can be frustrating to be constantly hearing things like, "It was for the best," or "The 
baby would have been deformed anyway."

Most of the time, people who say things like this do not know that their words are hurtful. When people have no personal 
experience with pregnancy loss, they may have no idea what to say to someone who has had a miscarriage. Of course, 
knowing that others usually mean well  may not make it hurt any less to hear these things. Here are some tips to keep in 
mind when your friends or relatives say something that bothers you:

Gently educate the person. If your friend or relative says something to you that isn't true or accurate, let that person 
know. Try to keep a cool head in correcting misinformation. Remember that by educating someone about pregnancy loss, 
you may prevent that person from making hurtful comments to someone else in the future. Most people mean well  and will 
probably be glad to know that what they are saying isn't helpful as long as you are gentle.
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Because most people respect physicians, be sure to reference your doctor when correcting medical information (such as if 
someone tries to tell you that your miscarriage happened because of something you did).

Tell people how  you feel. If you feel that a comment is hurtful, try to explain why -- again, staying as diplomatic as 
possible. By letting people know how you feel, you may help them avoid saying similar things to others who have had a 
pregnancy loss.

Change the subject. The above strategies work best when someone is receptive, but sometimes you might not feel like 
spending the energy to correct someone and obviously some people will  resist being corrected. Although it can be helpful 
to talk about your feelings after a pregnancy loss, you probably want to stick to discussing the matter with people who 
listen. Don't be afraid to tell someone, "I'm sorry, but I just don't want to talk about this right now."

Smile and nod. Depending on the situation, sometimes using the tried and true "smile and nod" strategy is the best way 
to handle comments. If you don't feel the energy to correct someone (or if you know your efforts would be futile), just don't 
respond to the person's comments in a way that will encourage that person to keep talking about the subject. After a 
minute or two, the person will probably switch the subject and talk about something else.

Avoid people who just don't "get it." It's not always possible to avoid people, but try to choose your company when you 
can. If, for example, you know that your obtuse sister-in-law is going to insist on giving you an hour-long speech about 
why your miscarriage was your fault and sharing her unhelpful advice on what you should do differently next time, 
consider steering clear of her in the aftermath of your pregnancy loss -- at least until you're feeling up to the task.

Article found online at http://miscarriage.about.com/od/copingwithmiscarriages/qt/comments.htm updated March 19, 2009

CHANGES IN LIFE

by Jaime Riggio, in memory of her son, Jamison
Jamison, you’ve changed me as a person several times, and every time has been for the best.

I changed the day I found out I was pregnant with you. I was no longer a selfish, care free kid. I was responsible for 
another human life, a life that I’ve created. I was overjoyed when I touched my stomach and would think of all the 
possibilities growing inside me. I was going to teach you about life ranging from how to talk and walk down to how to be a 
wonderful caring loving soul for your future wife, children and friends. Most of all  my greatest pride was to show you the 
purest love between a mother and child. 

I changed the day you were born on January 27th, 2010. I was no longer just a daughter, sister, and girlfriend I was now a 
mother, a mommy. My own well being wasn’t the most important anymore.  Every moment of everyday of my time was for 
you.  You gave me a new purpose in life. I had a new sense of love for the family I created with your Daddy. I was planning 
on the rest of my life with you. Any decision that was made now was for your best interest from the type of food we would 
feed you up to what potential college would be best for you. Everything in my life was so clear.

I changed the day that you left me oh so quietly in the middle of the night.  In a moment’s notice I went from a happy new 
glowing mother to an angry confused woman. Oddly enough I was ready to take on the world; I was ready for a knock out 
drag out fight with anyone at anytime if it meant I’d have more time with you. I’d do anything to protect you and that’s what 
I felt I was doing. You are my son and now I was making decisions for your best interest in a whole new way. Now I was 
deciding what you would wear during your services and where would be the best and safest place for your little resting 
soul. I was making decisions that no parent should be making for their children. And in this time I became a jaded person, 
I was seeing the world in a whole new way. I questioned everything, how could I ever love again if it just meant that I’d be 
hurt in the end. Why would you leave me, when I wanted you so badly?  Then it dawned on me, I never stopped loving 
you, you never stopped loving me. I was still  your mommy. I was still  feeling you all  around me, you were back where we 
both started our bond, and you were inside me again in my heart, mind and soul. You and I are forever linked as mother 
and son.

New HOPE                                                                                                                                                                                                                    5

http://miscarriage.about.com/od/copingwithmiscarriages/qt/comments.htm
http://miscarriage.about.com/od/copingwithmiscarriages/qt/comments.htm


You changed me for the better. I was not angry because of you, I was not sad because of you, and I was not jaded 
because you. I was all the opposite because of you. I was happy because of you, I was more protective because of you, 
and I was more loving and understanding because of you. It was you Jamison that gave me the most extraordinary gift of 
all, everything I thought I was going to show and teach you, you actually did for me. I now see I wasn’t just here for you, 
but you were here for me as well. And because of this I was able to have your younger sister Melody and continue with 
our growing family. You are and always will be my strength and guider. 

I love you always Jamison John xoxoxo

When Fatherhood is Snatched Away
By Clara Hinton

Ask any man what is going on in his life and he will immediately talk about two things: his job, and his children. Those are 
the two main identifiers in the life of a man. Men are less open to talking about the small, detailed items of everyday life 
that women love to talk about. But, they can talk forever about their jobs and their kids. Those are the things that make 
men tick! 

When a child dies, fathers often grieve in ways that are worlds apart from the way mothers grieve. Mothers will  openly cry 
bitter tears. They will seek out others to talk to about the heartache being felt. Mothers will often wear their emotions on 
the outside allowing others to see and hear their pain, hoping that there will be a circle of family and friends that will stay 
nearby to help during this awful time of loneliness. 

Fathers, on the other hand, will  often turn inward with their pain when fatherhood has been snatched away. Changes will 
occur that are subtler than with a grieving mother. Fathers will lose that enthusiasm they once had of their “bragging 
rights” of being a father. What greater accomplishment is there to a man than to be successful in his business, and more 
so to be successful in his role as a father? To have that role suddenly taken away is a blow to the heart of a father that is 
devastating and leaves lasting imprints of pain upon the heart of a father. 

When a child dies, a father will often feel  like he is a complete failure for not being able to prevent the unthinkable. He not 
only feels like he has failed his family, but most important of all, he feels as though he has failed his child that has been 
taken away by death. 

When fatherhood is snatched away, changes occur in men that are often misunderstood. Men will  often stop talking about 
the “father” part of their lives and act as though it never existed. Talking about lost dreams of days ahead with his child are 
too painful, and remembering times past of warm walks in the park, trips to the store, or drives in the car together are too 
hard to even think about. No more soccer games. No more coaching his son’s little league team. No more working long 
hours on the tedious details of his little girl’s dollhouse. When a child dies, a large part of a man’s identity is suddenly 
taken away and he is left wandering through a heavy fog not knowing who he is any more. 

How can a father get through this loss of his identity as a father? He needs gentle and constant reminders that he will 
always be a father – even if his child is no longer physically here. That’s a hard concept to accept soon after the death of a 
child, but in time it begins to make more sense. Fatherhood can never be taken away! That is a title that will  be worn by a 
father forevermore and he needs reassurance of that! 

Fathers need space and time to readjust their thinking. Women are by nature more verbal, so it is often difficult for a man 
to explain his feelings to his wife or others when a child dies. Men can often work through this part of grief by building 
something in memory of his child – a garden, a memorial bench, a special display case in the home that holds photos, and 
other treasures of times spent together as a family, and especially as father and child. Lastly, remember that you are never 
alone in this walk! Every step taken is a step closer in this journey of grief to healing!

Article found online at Silent Grief http://www.silentgrief.com/articles/index.cgi?view_records=1&Category=For
+Fathers&ID=113  
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THE LIFE OF A GRIEVING MOTHER
Author Unknown

To those who look away when I grow teary-eyed in the baby department,
look a little deeper. Surely you have some compassion in your heart. 

To those who change the subject when I speak my daughter, Julia’s name, 
change your way of thinking.  It just might change your whole life. 

To those who roll their eyes and say that we barely had her at all, 
how could we miss her so much, 

in our hearts we have seen her live a thousand times. 
We have seen her first steps, first day of school, her wedding, and her children. 

We have had her forever in our minds. 
To those who say we can have another, my husband Steve and I did. 

I thank God for our son, Matthew everyday. 

But even if I have twenty more babies, 
I will forever have one in the grave; 

and that is one too many. 

To those who say to get on with my life, I have. 
It is a different life, the life of a grieving mother. 

One with a tremendous amount to be thankful for, 
but also one with a lot to mourn the loss of! 

Do not judge the bereaved mother. She comes in many forms. 
She is breathing, but she is dying. 

She may look young, but inside she has become ancient. 
She smiles, but her heart sobs. She walks, she talks, she cooks, she cleans, she works. 

She IS, but she IS NOT, all at once. 

She is here, but part of her is elsewhere for eternity. 
Do not dismiss us; we have shaped more than just the future generation. 

We have released all the tiny angels who are watching over you.

Open your eyes to US, and you just might see THEM. 

My beautiful Julia Marie, Happy 13th Birthday little girl!
 I love you up to the moon and back! 

Give Daddy a kiss from Matthew and me.
Love, Mommy

Submitted in memory of Julia Marie McDonnell
by her mother, Donna McDonnell

 

I Will Be There For You
When I have no one to turn to and I am feeling kind of low,
When there is no one to talk to and nowhere I want to go,
I search deep within myself.  It is the love inside my heart

That lets me know my Angels are there even though we are miles apart.

A smile then appears upon my face and the sun begins to shine.
I hear a voice, so soft and sweet saying, 'Everything will be just fine'

It may seem that I am alone but I am never by myself at all.
Whenever I need my Angels near all I have to do is call.
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An Angel's love is always true on that you can depend.
They will always stand behind you and will always be your friend.

Through darkest hours and brightest days our Angels see us through
They smile when we are happy, and will cry when we are blue.

Thanks for being my Angel my friend
I will be there for you until the end.

Submitted in memory of Dakota Catherine Boudreau
by her mother, Christine Boudreau

“HOPE” IS THE THING WITH FEATHERS
By Emily Dickinson

"Hope" is the thing with feathers 
that perches in the soul

And sings the tune without words 
and never stops at all

And sweetest in the Gale is heard 
and sore must be the storm

That could abash the little bird 
that kept so many warm

I've heard it in the chillest land 
and on the strangest Sea
Yet, never, in Extremity
It asked a crumb of Me

Submitted by Michelle and Ken Kingdon in memory of their Kingdon babies

Dear HOPE Friends
Thank you so much for the beautiful  “welcome home” flowers and ice cream gift certificate.  Most of all I appreciate your 
thoughts and prayers.  It was a terrible time for me but I am slowly recovering and plan to see you soon at our meeting.  
Thanks again for all, YOU are special friends.

Love, Rindy

Announcements
• The A.C.D.K. Foundation has scheduled their next fundraiser for October 13, 2012.  Please mark your calendars!  The 

fundraiser will take place at the Billerica Elks Club from 7 to 11 p.m.  More details to follow.

• Mia Moran, a HOPE member, will  be walking in this year’s Preeclampsia Walk in Boston on May 6, 2012.  If you’d like to 
support Mia and/or donate to the cause, please contact her at plakbusta@aol.com

Welcome HOPE Miracles - Congratulations!!!
• Ella Hope, daughter of Sarah and Mike Garagliano was born on March 29, 2012
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Parent to Parent Hotline
Please feel free to reach out to another member if you are having a bad day or just need to talk. Many of us have walked 
in your shoes at one time or another and have felt the same way as you are feeling now.

Burlington  Rindy Huebner 1-781-273-2624; dhueb1028@aol.com
Billerica   Donna McDonnell 1-978-376-1559 donnamcd@me.com
Burlington  Dominic Pazzia, Jr. (Bilingual member) 1-781-316-1570 domandjacki@rcn.com 
Winchester   Michelle Kingdon 1-781–756-0517 kgkingdon@yahoo.com
Winchester  Barbara Clarke 1-781-369-1750 BarbaraEClarke@hotmail.com

Memorial Donations - Thank you!
• The A.C.D.K. Foundation in memory of their children Anthony John (A.J.) Catarino, Dakota Catherine Boudreau, Chase 

David Richardson, Kenley Blake Richardson, and all babies not with us
• Gene, Mallory, and Justin Spirko in memory of Mara Victoria
• Susan and Jim Kanak in memory of their nephew Mark Edward Huebner
• Ann, Chuck, and Justin Savas in memory of Alexis who would be 19 years old
• The Gutmann Family in memory of Baby Girl Savas on her 19th birthday
• Ellen and John Zakrezewski in memory of Joseph
• Mary and Jaime Lyman in memory of Emily
• Karen and Joe Calandrelli in memory of Mark Edward Huebner
• Kerry and Paul Sullivan in memory of Katelyn
• Krista and John Condon donated books to the HOPE lending library in memory of Mackenzie
• Kris and Jeff Buckridge donated books to the HOPE lending library in memory of Nathan Christopher
• Marna Rusher 

Local Area Support Groups
• HOPE Group, www.rindyshope.org, Baldwin Park I in Woburn, MA., meets 2nd Wednesday of the month, 7:30 p.m. 

Contact Rindy Huebner at 1-781- 273-2624. 
• The Children's Room, 1210 Mass Avenue, Arlington, MA., Email info@childrensroom.org or call 1-786-641-0012. 
• Medford M.I.S.S. Group, Contact Lynne Barberian at 1-617-877-6970. 
• Lowell General Hospital, Hospital Chapel, Lowell, MA., meets 3rd Tuesday of each month, 6:30 p.m. Contact Linda 

Jezak at 1-978-937-6324. 
• SHARE at Holy Family Hospital, Clemmins Suite, Methuen, MA., meets 1st Wednesday of each month, 6:30 p.m. 

Contact Sue Uzdavanis at 1-978- 687-0151. 
• LOSS at Beverly Hospital, New Kuders Conference Room, Beverly, MA., meets 4th Tuesday of the month, 7:00 p.m. 

Call 1-978-922-3000 ext. 2200. 
• SHARE at Elliot Hospital, Conference Room A, Manchester, N.H., meets 3rd Wednesday of the month, 7:00 p.m. 

Contact Brenda Smith at 1-603- 663-3396. 
• Good Samaritan Medical Center, Board Room Six, Brockton, MA., meets 3rd Tuesday of the month. Contact Trish 

McClain at 1-508-427-3897. 
• HOPE at South Shore Hospital, Weymouth, MA., Pregnancy Loss Group meets 1st Wednesday of the month at 7:00 

p.m.; Pregnancy After a Loss Group meets the 2nd Wednesday of the month at 7:00 p.m.; and a six week closed group 
meets in a time limited format. Call 1-781-340-4177 for more information. 

• Metrowest Medical Center, Framingham, MA., meets in a time limited format. Call Mindy Shuster at 1-508-383-1000 
• SIDS at Children’s Hospital, Seagan 7 Conference Room, Boston, MA., meets 1st Tuesday of the month, 7:30 p.m. Call 

1-800-641-7437. 
• Salem Hospital/North Shore Medical Center, Prenatal Loss Support Group, Davenport Building, Salem, MA, meets 2nd 

Tuesday of the month, 7:00 p.m. Contact Mary Hull at 1-978-745-9000 at ext. 8691. 
• The Compassionate Friends, North Shore, Aldersgate United Methodist Church, 235 Park Street (Route 62), North 

Reading, MA, meets the 1st Monday of the month at 7:30 p.m. More information found online at http://www.tcfnoshore-
boston.org

• Newton Wellesley Hospital, Newton, MA For Support group meetings include:  Childbirth Loss Support Groups for 
families who have suffered the death of a child before birth, at birth or shortly after birth.  The groups, led by a licensed 
social worker, offer comfort and reassurance for both individuals and couples.  For more information call 617-243-6221. 
Contact, Susan Zucker, LICSW
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OUR BABIES REMEMBERED - A Loving Memorial in Print

03/04/93 Joseph Michael, son of Pat Urick-Zegas and Jeff Zegas; Potter's Syndrome
03/05/98   Baby Hylan, baby of Lise Knakkergaard and Stephen Hylan; Miscarriage
03/06/88 Tabatha Karen, daughter of Charlene and Philippe Michaud; Heart Defect Died 4/26/88 
03/06/98  Caroline Therese, daughter of Ron and Mary Beth Arigo; Prematurity
03/08/93 Joshua Michael, son of Michael and Barbara RigordaEva; Failed C-Section
03/10/05 Eve Valentine, daughter of Patricia and Richard Elliott; Stillborn
03/11/93 Sabina Hueniken, daughter of Henrike and Bill Huntress; Stillborn
03/15/05 Alexandra and William, twins of Allyson and Eric Crews; Stillborn
03/15/11 Ava Mae, daughter of Sarah Keller; Stillborn
03/16/95   Joseph, son of Patti and John Bohling; Stillborn
03/16/09  Braedon John, son of Jennifer and Chris Stover; Stillborn, cord accident 
03/18/08 Anthony John “A.J.”, son of Jeana and Anthony Caterino; Stillborn
03/20/86 Jeffrey, son of Roz Past and Mark O'Brien; Stillborn
03/21/71 Gregg Edward, son of Charlotte Baker
03/22/00 Rachel, daughter of Lynne and Frank Barberian;  Stillborn
03/26/92 John Michael, son of Mary Jean and Charles Lucas;  Infant Death 09/03/92  Neo-Natal  Depression                                                                                                 
03/27/07 Nicholas, son of Lisa and Michael Murphy; Infant Death 03/31/07 
03/29/79 Helen, daughter of Janet and Jim Wander;  Encephalic
03/30/12 Angel Love, daughter of Nadia and Kevin Purifory; Miscarriage
03/31/05 John, son of Bailey and John Paul Magazzu; Stillborn
04/06/59 Patrick, son of Jackie and Don Patterson; Stillborn
04/08/03 Kaitlyn Alexandra, daughter of Maureen and Kevin Kelly; Stillborn
04/11/01 John William, son of Michelle and Bill Heafey; Stillborn                 
04/18/89 Joseph Matthew, son of Linda and Pat Santerelli; Stillborn
04/22/88 Davison Elias (Davey), son of Elizabeth Feuer and David Allain; Prematurity
04/23/99   Baby Barstow, child of Deborah and David Barstow; Miscarriage
04/23/07 Baby Murphy, child of Poppy Hiser and Tim Folland; Stillborn
04/24/06 Baby Boudreau, daughter of Christine and Ernie Boudreau; Miscarriage
04/25/10 Nina Bosmajian, daughter of Andrea Meyer and Harlan Bosmajian; Stillbirth
04/28/00  Katrina Joanne, daughter of Mark and Martha Tubinis; E-coli infection 
04/29/07 MeeLa and EmeeL, twin daughter and son of Jackie and Eric D’Silva 
04/30/06 Mary Alice, twin daughter of Will and Amanda Rogers; Infant death 05/01/06
04/30/06 Gloria Mary, twin daughter of Will and Amanda Rogers; Infant death 05/05/06
05/02/84 Christine Marie, daughter of Michael and Karen Conrad; Trisomy 18  Died 5/12/84 
05/04/88 Michael, son of Maureen and Frank Blake; Stillborn
05/06/78 Brian Jason, son of Art and Pam Bureau;  Birth Defects Died 5/7/78   
05/09/93 Timothy Paul, son of Janice and Tim Coburn; Stillborn
05/12/96   Henry Russell, son of Dayle Ballentine and Larry Kotlikoff; Cord Accident
05/14/91 David Louis, son of David and Pat Rizza; Stillborn

To be added to the following list of Our Babies Remembered and to receive a remembrance card on your baby’s 
birthday, please complete this form and return it to Rindy Huebner, c/o The HOPE Group, Five Liberty Avenue, 
Burlington, MA, 01803. Previously submitted forms will automatically be included.

Name______________________________________________________Phone____________________________ 
Address_____________________________________________________________________________________
Baby’s name and date of 
birth_______________________________________________________________________ 
Date of death if different________________________________Stillbirth_____Miscarriage_____Infant Death_____ 
Other children and birthdates____________________________________________________________________
How did you learn about the HOPE Group?_________________________________________________________
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05/15/06 Jacob, son of Sarah and Jason Cluggish; Stillborn
05/16/93 Samantha Amanda, daughter of Christine and Tony Silva; Stillborn
05/17/99   Elizabeth Clarke Capeci, daughter of Barbara Clarke and John Capeci; Infant Death due to CMV, 
  died  6/4/99
05/19/10 Mia Rose, daughter of Barbara Rose; Miscarriage
05/20/92 Patrick Charles, son of Sheila and Charles Greathead; Placenta Abruption
05/20/98 Kymberly Elaine, daughter of Kathy and Brian Fuller; Stillborn
05/21/91 Matthew Eric, son of Alyssa Adams and Eric Kryzynski; Stillborn
05/22/97 Meredith, daughter of Craig and Ann Mercier; Stillborn
05/23/95 Charles Patric Koucky, son of Bill and Fran Koucky; E-coli Infection
05/23/06 Madeleine Rae, daughter of Jennifer and David Symmes; Stillborn
05/25/99  Kiersten Bente Hylan, daughter of Lise Knakkergaard and Stephen Hylan;  Prematurity
05/30/58 Robert and David, twin sons of Jackie and Don Patterson; Prematurity, Died 6/1/58 and 6/2/58 
  respectively
06/08/86 Michael Andrew, son of Judi and John Casey;  Prematurity Died 12/30/86 
06/10/93 Victoria Rose, daughter of Claudia and Brad Stearns; Miscarriage
06/13/01 Katherine, daughter of Sherrie and Michael Morey
06/13/05 Gordon David, son of Kristen and David Grein; Stillborn
06/15/89 Emily Anne, daughter of Mary and James Lyman; Stillborn
06/17/99 Matthew David, son of Risa and Albert Sablone; Infant Death, incompetent cervix 
06/22/98  Princess Herre Taylor, daughter of Carol Herre and David Taylor; Premature Birth
06/23/99   Baby Bullion, baby of Lisa Bullion and Jeffrey; Miscarriage
06/24/95   Baby Kryzynski, baby of Shannon and Keith Kryzynski
06/27/06 Jack Andrew, son of Kristine and Neal McCuish; Infant Death 06/28/06, cord accident
07/01/05 Gianna Darlene, daughter of Jackie and Dominic Pazzia; Stillborn
07/02/87 Robin, son of Julie and George McHugh; Stillborn
07/02/88 Katie, daughter of Frank and Carol Ann Morse and triplet sister of Angela and Christina Morse; 
  Infant Death Prematurity
07/02/89 Julie Anne, daughter of Jim and Cindy Kane; Diaphragmatic Hernia
07/04/91 Hannah Niles, daughter of Katrina and Rodney Niles; Stillborn
07/05/79 Adalyn Grace, daughter of Kasandra Nowalk; Stillborn
07/06/11 Andrew Tyler, son of Chad and Chrystal Klaahsen; Neonatal death
07/06/88 Angela and Christina, daughters of Frank and Carol Ann Morse and triplet sisters of Katie Morse
07/07/00  Kamimarie Williams, daughter of Judith Irene Belliveau; Infant Death
07/07/03 Grace Ann, daughter of Sherrie and Michael Morey
07/08/94 Caroline Rachel, daughter of Claudia and Brad Stearns; Trisomy 18
07/08/95 Victoria Rose, daughter of Karen and Jim Hovsepian; Stillborn
07/08/06 Nathan Christopher, son of Kristine and Jeff Buckridge; Died 07/12/06 from a glycogen storage disease 
07/09/83 Alison Doris Marie, daughter of Linda and Paul Giancola; Stillborn
07/12/05 Baby T, baby of Ruth and Chris Honor; Miscarriage
07/16/83 Melissa and Emily, twin daughters of Lisa Rubinstein and Joe Scholl; Stillborn
07/16/11 Colin Shayne, son of Kellie and Chris Jenke; Born Still
07/16/88 Emily Patricia, daughter of Sandra and Paul Larochelle; Stillborn
07/18/89 Grace, daughter of Charlene and Rick Williams; Stillborn
07/19/05 Jonathan, son of Mia and Louie Moran; Hospital negligence
07/20/95 Courtney Elizabeth, daughter of Kerry and Mark Ferreira; Premature
07/21/85 Jeffrey Vincent, son of Diane and Charlie Stefanelli; Died 11/19/85 Complications after Heart Surgery
07/23/92 Joshua David, son of David and Beth Puleo; Stillborn
07/25/05 Silvia and Luca, twins of Monica and Ivan Pedruzzi; Premature 
07/27/90 Stephen James, son of Richard and Elizabeth Sawicki; Placenta Separation
07/28/84 Rebekah Janeen, daughter of David and Janeen Sencabaugh; Stillborn
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08/02/10 James Patrick and Sandy Rose, twins of Janet Thompson; Neonatal Death
08/05/82 Susan, daughter of Ann and Brian Power; Encephalic
08/08/97 Amanda Marie, daughter of Carla and Stephen Muse; Stillborn
08/13/02 Marc Vincent, son of Tracey and Marc Marano; Stillborn, true knot in cord
08/11/09 Conleigh Rose, daughter of Glen and Kristen Sullivan; Died 08/15/09 from delivery complications
08/25/05 Baby Rooney, baby of Beth and Mickey Rooney; Miscarriage, Due Date 3/25/05
08/26/94 Samantha Marie, daughter of Dan and Loretta Ryan; Stillborn
08/27/82 Infant of Carey and Paul Sullivan; Miscarriage
08/28/82 Sara Beth, daughter of Fran and Frank Downing; Infant Death  9/21/82
08/29/99   Allan Thomas, son of Joe-Ann and Tommy Palermo; Miscarriage
08/30/11 Declan Arthur, son of Jo-An and Al Gardner; Infant Death 09/02/11
09/01/01 Casey and Dean, twin sons of Laurie and Larry Sweeney;  Prematurity, cerclage attempt
09/02/82   Justin, son of Nancy and Gary Saffer; Stillborn
09/02/96 Emilee Anne, daughter of Debbie and David Seed; Died 9/20/96
09/06/80 Jonathan, son of Buster and Elsie Sieben; Died 9/7/80
09/11/04  Mackenzie, daughter of Krista & John Condon; Trisomy 13, died 09/24/04
09/11/01 Lucia Francesca Bastable, daughter of Gina Carme; Stillborn
09/15/93   Jonathan Wesley, son of Courtney and Lori Heron; Stillborn
09/19/84 Lowell, son of Charlie and Delores Salerno; Infant Death
09/19/94 Shoshana Rae, daughter of Mona and Ron Tye; Stillborn
09/21/92 Daniel Owen, son of Daniel and Ann Marie Wright; Stillborn
09/22/98   Angeline Kanokporn Lamothe, daughter of Kanokporn and David Lamothe; Stillborn
09/24/93 Kevin Michael Jr., son of Brenda Berube and Kevin McDonough; Potter's Syndrome
09/25/94 Jeffrey Joseph, son of Maryanne and Billy Daniel; Stillborn
09/27/93 Laura Elizabeth, daughter of Billy and Mary  Ann Salvucci; Stillborn
09/27/93 Stephanie Faith, daughter of Debi Austin and Steve Post; Heart Defects Died 10/5/93
09/27/01 Olivia and Nicholas, twins of Lisa and Rick Bowman

The HOPE Group
c/o Rindy Huebner
Five Liberty Avenue
Burlington, MA 01803

"Sometimes love lasts a moment.  Sometimes love lasts a lifetime.  Sometimes a moment is a lifetime."


