NEW YEAR

The New Year comes when all the world is ready for changes,
resolutions, great ﬁeginnings.
For us, to whom that stroke of miafnigﬁt means a missing child remembered.
For us the New Year comes more [ike another darkness.

But let us not forget that this may be the year when love and ﬁqpe and courage ﬁnaf each

other somewhere in the darkness to ﬁft their voices and S}Jeaé
Let there be figﬁt

Written Ey Sascha Wagner
The Com}mssionaw Friends

A RIPPLE
We do not afways realize the impact we may have on total strangers.
We may never know how many [ives we have cﬁangec[ Ey a kind word or gesture.
We are like that of a }Je%(e tossed into still waters.
Our “rt’}:}afe” may travel a great distance.

CLOSING REMARKS

%cfy Huebner
foumfing Member of HOPE since 1980

Please join us for reﬁesﬁments and conversation at the conclusion of this service.

SPECIAL THANKS to:

@V. T mynﬁam Q’rintmg Com})cmy, Billerica, MA
Winchester Q—(osyiml;
Mcfy Huebner
"Martha Lcmg for the Eeaunﬁtf music
Sue Powers
Christine Boudreaw
Donna McDonnell
And all HOPE members who helped make this service so special year after year
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We Remember We Celebrate

.that their [igﬁt may a[ways shine-

-

) ¥ Welcome and O})em‘ng Ceremony_

X *Poems and ‘Reacﬁngs
xCandle Ligﬁﬁng and Remembrance Service

*%(ﬂng “We Remember Them”

v *(losing Remarks
< -~ )
*&ﬁesﬁmem’s and Conversation.

’J-[cyoe is the ﬂower that rises ﬁom SOrTrow.
The seed that sows peace which will blossom tomorrow.
Ey ginny Earle, A HOPE member

We figﬁt these ﬁve candles in honor of our precious babies. The ﬁrst candle represents
our 5m'ef. There are cfa}/s when our grief is overwﬁefming. ’Jf we take it SQJW@,
moment ﬁy moment, Jay Ey tfay, we learn to handle the sad afays, We are not alone
in our gm'ef. We have HOPE.

‘Tﬁe seconcf C(lﬂ(ﬂé rgpresents our courage. Coumge to COHﬁOHl’ our sorrow tm(fface

each tfay with the memory of our children within our hearts.

The next candle represents our memories. ‘Memovries of fife inside of us, (f dreams we
all shared of }Jarent'ﬁoo«f, and of new memories soon to be created.

The fourtﬁ candle is the [igﬁt qf love. As we enter this ﬁoﬁ’c{ay season, cfay Ey day, we
cherish the syecia( }J(ace in our hearts that will a(ways be reserved for our children.
The [igﬁt (f love shines on within us.

The last candle is the [igﬁt cf HOPE. It reminds us that we are not alone. There are
Women, men, and fami(ies that have walked in our shoes and fee[ the power that the
HOPE Group 6rings. We remember our children each c[ay and build (asn’ng bonds
With others who share our }Jm’n. May the g(ow of HOPE shine on in all that we do as
We remember our precious children.

The light of a flame has always been symbolic to the human world. The eternal flame
stands for the remembrance of those gone before; the [ight of a candle has come to
Tepresent rebirth and renewal. These two meanings are incoryomteof int he ﬁ’gﬁt cf
~these candles as we remember our babies. Let the light signify the ever present love
and memory of our babies that will abways [ive on in our hearts. At the same time, let
it symbolize [ife without our beloved babies as we strive to walk on with others.

WE REMEMBER THEM
At the rising of the sun and it’s going down.
We remember them.
At the Efowing cf the wind and in the chill of winter
We remember thenL
At the @eniﬂg of the buds and in the rebirth of s’pring\
We remember thenL
At the blueness (f the skies and in the warmth (f summer
We remember thenL
At the mstﬁ’ng qf the leaves and the Eeauty of autummn
We remember thenL
At the Beginning of the year and when it ends
We remember then
When we are weary and in need of srrengrﬁ
We remember thenL
When we are lost and sick at heart’
We remember then
When we have joy we crave to share
We remember then
When we have decisions that are difficult to make-
We remember then
When we have achievements that are based on theirs
We remember them
As (ong as we [ive
As we remember thenw

From the Gates of Prayer
%ormed' Judaism ﬂ’myerﬁooE

Please extinguisﬁ all candles once the candle figﬁt ceremony is com})fet@dj
Thank you.
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“HOPE” 1S THE THING WITH FEATHERS
ﬁy fmi(y DickinsorL
Submitted ﬁy Michelle and Ken Kingrfon in memory cf their 'Kingcfon babies

“Hope” is the thing with feathers
That yercﬁes 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 (ittle bird.
That Eq)t S0 many warn.
Tve heard it in the chillest land.
And on the strangest Sea.
Wet, never, in fxnfemiri_

Tt asked a crumb qf ‘Me

"My dear nephew John,

As the Vears pass, 7 want you to know that Yyou are not forgotten.fl believe you know
this as we commune (fm’fy tﬁrougﬁ prayer you and 1. As you are close Ey your
"Mom,Dad]] and now Yyounger siﬁ(ings, a[ways ﬁefping them here and there tﬁrougﬁ
the struggfes of ﬁfe, 7 believe Yyou stay near to me as well alive in Sj)irit,watcﬁing your
aunt and her fami(y,worﬁmﬁ n’re[essfy, guitﬁng us all to the figﬁt. Merry Christmas
joﬁn. We love you, Aunt Marisa, Uncle Carmine, Michael and Christina

IN BLACKWATER WOODS by Mary Oliver
in 601101’ cfour dhugﬁt‘er Cf\/i'na.

@oé, the trees are turning their own bodies into Joiﬂhrs qf (igﬁt,
are giving off the rich fragrance of cinnamon and fulfillment,
~the long tapers of cattails are bursting and floating away over
~the blue shoulders of the ponds, and every pond,

Mo matter what its name is, is nameless now.

EEvery year everytﬁing 7 have ever learned in my ftfeﬁme leads back to this:
“the ﬁres and the black river cf loss whose other side is salvation,
Whose meaning none of us will ever know.

To live in this world you must be able to do three rﬁings:
to love what is mortal; to hold it agm’nst your bones
&wwing your own (ife dé})emfs on it;
and, when the time comes to let it go, o let it go.

We love and miss you Nina. Andrea ’Meyer and Harlan ‘.Bosmajiam
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1F TOMORROW NEVER COMES By Norma Marek
Submitted 6y 9.P. and Jaime Riggio in memory qf their son, Jamisor.

ﬂf 9 knew it would be the last time that 7'd see you fa[f as[eg),
7 would tuck you in more tightly, and pray the Lord your soul to keep.
f 1 knew it would be the last time that Td see you walk out the door,
7 would give you a hug and kiss, and call you back for just one more.
f 1 knew it would be the last time Td hear your voice [ifted up in praise,
7 would tape each word and action, and Jofay them back tﬁraugﬁout my Jays
’Jf 7 knew it would be the last time, 7 would spare an extra minute or two,
To stop and say “7 [ove you,” instead of assuming you know 1 do.
So, just in case tomorrow never comes, and wc[ay is all 1 get,
7d like to say how much 1 love you, and 1 ﬁope we never will forget
Tomorrow is not yromisecf to anyone, young or old alike,
And twfay may be the last chance you get to fold your loved one a’gﬁt
So, 1f you’re wain’ng for tomorrow, wﬁy not do it mcfay?
For 1f tomorrow never comes, you’[f sure(y regret the (fay
That you didw’t take that extra time for a smile, a ﬁug, or a kiss,
And you were too Eusy to grant someone, what turned out to be their one last wish.
So hold your loved ones close todhy, and wﬁisyer in their ear,
That you love them very much, and you’[f a(ways hold them dear.
Take time to say “I'm SOTTY, ” “Please forgive me,” “thank you” or “it’s oﬁay”.
And y[ tomorrow never comes, you’[r have no regrets about tozfay,

TO LOVE, SHARE, GRIEVE
Submitted ﬁy Sarah & Mike gamgﬁ’ano
in memory qf their twins Luke Blais & Jack Michael.

T0 love is to [iver
To share is to give-

To grieve is to feel.
To hope is to heal.

‘Tbﬁurtistocrl
To fight is to try_

T0 lose is to know
To ﬁmf is to grow

13



THE LIFE OF A GRIEVING MOTHER, Author Unknown
Submitted By Donna McDonnell
in foving memory qf fer c{augﬁter, Julia Marie

To those who ook away when 1 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 1 speak my daughter, Julia’s name,
cﬁange your way of tﬁinéing. It fjust migﬁt cﬁange your whole @Ce.

To those who roll their eyes and say that we ﬁarefy had her at all,
how could we miss her so much,
in our hearts we have seen her [ive a thousand times.
We have seen her ﬁrst steps, ﬁrst cfay of school, her wed'cﬁ'ng, and her children.
We have had her forever in our minds.
To those who say we can have another, my husband Steve and 1 did.
9 thank God for our son, Matthew everytfay.

But even 1f 7 have twenty more babies,
7 will forever have one in the grave;
and that is one too many.

To those who say to get on with my ﬁfe, 7 have.
Ttisa Lﬁﬁ[erent ﬁfe, the ﬁfe of a grieving mother.
One with a tremendous amount to be rﬁankﬁd' for,
but also one with a (ot to mourn the loss of.’

Do not J’udge the bereaved mother. She comes in many forms.
She is Brearﬁing, but she is c[ying.
She may look younyg, but inside she has become ancient.
She smiles, but her heart sobs. She walks, she talks, she cooks, she cleans, she works.
She 1S, but she 1S NOT, all at once.

She is here, but part of her is elsewhere for eternity.

Do not dismiss us; we have sfmped’ more than just the ﬁture generation.
We have released all the tiny ange(s who are watcﬁing over you.

Oyen your eyes to Uus, and you j’ust migﬁt see THEM.

%y Eeaunﬂ[ ju(ia ‘Marie, ﬂfayyy 13th fBirtﬁd’ay [ittle girﬁ
7 love you up to the moon and back! Love, ‘Mommyq
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DEAR DAKOT A, Love Auntie Francine and Uncle Bill

“You would have been eigﬁt soon. So much has cﬁangeoﬁ Yet so much is still the same. 1
have spent the years wondering what our [ives would have been like if you were still
here. 1 have wondered what you would have looked [ike and what your personality
Would be like. 1 have wondered, ‘how n’gﬁt would you have wmy}aeaf mommy and
daddy around your beautiful (ittle fingers’. How tight would you have wrapped the rest

of us?

7 know you would have been Eeauuﬂ[ on the outside. But there is no d’egper Eeaut}/
~than the Eeamy that someone has on the inside. 1 know how Beaunﬁ( Yyou are on the
inside because 1 saw a gﬁm}ose cf yeifection and grace when 1 held you in my arms. 1
still remember that cold Teﬁmary moming as 1 held you in my arms. 9 remember
5tamﬁ'ng in fnmt of the ﬁosyimf window as the sun was m’sing. at enguﬁfetf me as ‘1
stood there ﬁoftfing You. 9 remember how increfiﬁfy warm and comfom'ng that it fe[t. 1
Temember feeﬁ’ng bad that 1 was feefing such peace at such a sad time. 1 still believe
the warmth and peace that 1 feﬁ“ was your love. That moment in time is forever in
my soul. That one moment with you will be with me for the rest qf my ﬁfe. 1
Femember not wanting to walk away from the window, because once 1 did, 1 tﬁougﬁr
You would be gone forever,.... 1 was wrong, you have never [eft us.

“Your short time with us Erougﬁt more to us, than some can Ering to us in a ﬁfen’me.
The lessons 1 have learned ﬁom you cannot be taugﬁt in books. You have shown me
What is important. You have mugﬁt me how _precious fife is. You have soﬁ’ene(f me. You
have mugﬁt me that the “What 1)[5” in ﬁfe don’t matter. Qﬁey are onfy unanswered
quesu’ons to uncermimy. You have mugﬁt me that what is imjoormnt is the “what is”.
7 have learned 1 cannot cﬁange the “What ffs”. 7 have been [earm’ng to accept the
“What is”. It is more comforﬁng to accept what 1 know for sure than to a[ways quesn’on
What 1 may never know.

For many vears, 1 wondered what you would have been (ike? What would you have
looked  [ike? 1 have started to realize it doesn’t matter. 1 would love you no matter what
You looked (ike. 7 would love you no matter what your personality was (ike? 7 would
love you no matter what your religious or political views were. None of that matters.
What 1 know for sure, is that what matters is that Erief yem’orf of time that you ﬁuggedr
my soul. 1 also know for sure that 1 will never et go-

“Turn, Turn, Turn”
A musical selection sung Ey Martha Lang\



DAKOTA
Submitted By Christine Boudreau in memory qf fer cfaugﬁter

“You my (ittle ange( are in everytﬁing 7 see.
1 think of you Jai[}/, you are in my every tﬁougﬁt
It seems we lost the battle that we so desperately fought.

“Now the months 1 carried you seems like no time at all.
It seems 1 only had you a moment before you heard God’s call.
“You were born with out a cry, without a singﬁe sound.
It seems 1 lost the treasure that 1 have on[_y founa[
7 know that your in heaven, and there for me you’(f wait.
One sweet dby, ﬁoney, P meet you at the gate.
Until that tfay comes we still are not apart,

because my little Dakota, you are a[ways in my feart.
Pl Hold You in Heaver

rMy arms are empty, but my feart is fu[f
It was hard to let you go, for you are such a precious jewe[
“You my Eeauuﬁ( (faugﬁter [éﬁ a hole that can’t be ﬁﬂétf
At ﬁrst 7 tﬁougﬁt the }Jain alone would be enougﬁ to kill.
To most you are forgotten, tﬁey never say your name,
but the love 1 have for you aﬁways remains the same.
“You are with me a[ways, in my fieart and mind.

Some})ecy[a say you never ﬁvedj Oﬁ, But HOW tﬁey are WVOTlg.

'Jﬁougﬁ your déafﬁ Erougﬁt great]min, your 61’16][ [lf-e ﬁrougﬁt us a ﬁeauuﬂ(song.

“Your life had meaning and value and as great was the pain.

7 would not have missed it, because ﬁaving Yyou was my greatest gm’n.
1 loved you before you were born, and today 17 love you still.
And no matter how much time passes 1 know 1 always will

“You touched me in away that no one else could.
And no matter how short your [ife, your light shined bright and good.
The years since Tve held you have now been almost seven.
But what has Egﬂt me going is 1 GCNOW,
P hold you again in Heaver.
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1 THOUGHT OF YOU, Author Unknown
Poem submitted 6y Julie Richardson.
"Mother of Chase David and Ken(ey Blake

1 thought of you and closed my eyes, And prayed to God today.
1 asked what makes a Mother, And 1 know 1 heard him say:
A mother has a baby, This we know is true.
But, God, can you be a mother, When your baby’s not with you?
r)”es, you can he rgpfier{, With conﬁzﬂznce in his voice.
1] give many women babies, When tﬁey leave is not their choice.
Some 1 send for a fifeﬁme, And others for a (fay.
And some 1 send to fee[ your womb, But there’s no need to stay.
7 just don’t understand this God, 1 want my ﬁaﬁy here.
He took a breath and cleared his throat, And then 1 saw a tear.
7 wish that 1 could show you, What your child is (foing wcfay,
flf you could see your child smile, With other children who say:
We goto earth and learn our lessons,
Of love and ﬁfe and fear. My mommy loved me oh so much,
1] got to come st‘migﬁt fiere. 1 fee( S0 ﬁtcléy to have a mom,
Who had so much love for me. 1 learned my lessons very quickfy,
fMy mommy set me free. 1 miss my mommy oh so much,
But 1 visit her each Jay. When she goes o sﬁaqo,
On her Joi(fow’s where 1 fay, q stroke her hair and kiss her cheek,
And wﬁisper in her ear. “‘Mommy don’t be sad ’roafay, Tm your Eaﬁy and Tm here.”
So You see my dear sweet one, Your children are Ok.
“Your babies are here in My home, ﬂﬁey’(f be at heavens gate for You.
So now you see what makes a mother. t’s the feeling in your heart.
1t’s the love you had so much of, Right from the very start.
Though some on earth may not realize you are a mother, until their time is done.

They'll be up here with Me one day, And yow'll know that yow're the best one!
A musical selection sung Ey Martha Ltmg\

THE SOCIAL CONTRACT

50£iety says that 1 don”t get to talk about my child.

Society says that 71 need to get over this. Society says that we can just try again.
7 don’t want your Societ}/. 7 will not stop ta(Eing about my child, because that talk is
all 1 have. 71 will not get over this, you can not make me forget about my child.
7 will not }mmsz that another child will re})face the child 1 have lost.

%gerﬁer we can write a new social contract.

Listen to me talk about my child, it is ok for YOu to miss fim too.
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DEAR A7,
Submitted By Jeana Catarino in memory of her son, A4.9.

Another Christmas is upon us, and Boy do 1 miss you more than ever... It’s ?\/lommy’s
most favorite time of year; the crisp winter air is filled with magic! The buzz of the
season, the jolly Christmas carols, the inherent smile in your soul and the time spent
With beloved family and friends. 1 especially love watching the wonder of the season
through your little sisters’ eyes, it’s truly enchanting and it’s one of the most joyous
gycrs Tve ever veceived. 4 see you in her eyes every tfay, and 1 want to thank you for
~that. You sent our famify an em’(y Christmas gift this Year; it didn’t go unnoticed,
my love. You delivered your little brother, ﬂngel’o, safe and sound to Mommy’s arms.
He is so Eeauuﬂ[ and }Jmfect and he looks so much [like you...yjou’re both so handsome.
“You would have been such a great Eig brother. We “went to Santa’s house” (as
ézlnge[ina says) for a very gpecia( Visit just a few weeks ago, and for the ﬁrst time 1
ftﬁougﬁt about how much you would love that! It was so surreal, as 1f you were
actua(ry fiere. You were there, rﬁougﬁ, weren’t you? Did you [ike Santa’s house? We
ﬁung your Smcﬁing on the mantle this year, [ike we aﬁvays do...the onfy tﬁing missing
is You. You are in line with ?lngeﬁ’na and ?lngefo, and man, is it bittersweet. 1 fong
j‘or the cfay your siﬁﬁngs ask about you so that 1 can tell them how amazing you are,
and how much you’ve given to our fami(y and to me. 1 love you. 1 miss you. 1 feef
You every c(ay. You are my sﬁoon’ng star, you are my ray (f sunshine, you are the
Warm breeze that enguﬁfs me, you are my ﬁ'gﬁtﬁouse and my fome, you're the
melodious cmsﬁing qf the waves at shore, you are the smile from a stranger and the
cmge[ atop our tree...you are the Beginning and you are my Christmas. You ﬁ[f my
soul with love and ﬁﬁz and the wi[fingness and desire to go on to be my best until we
“Tneet agm’n in heaven. Merry Christmas my ange[ ﬁaﬁy, 7 miss you more mc{ay
~than 1 ever thought imaginable. All my love, Mama_

THESE SHOES

1 wear a pair of shoes. They are ugly shoes, uncomfortable shoes. 1 hate my shoes.
Fach day 1 wear them and each day 1 wish 1 had another pair. Some days my shoes
fiurt so bad that 1 do not think 1 can take another step. Yet, 1 continue to wear them.
1 get ﬁmny [ooks wearing these shoes. f]'ﬁey are looks of symyatﬁy. 7 can tell in others
eyes that rﬁey are gﬁwf tﬁey are my shoes and not theirs. Tﬁey never talk about my
shoes. To learn how awﬁf my shoes are migﬁt make them uncomfortaﬁ[é. To tru(y
understand these shoes you must walk in them. But, once you put them on, you can
mever take them (ﬁ 7 now realize 1 am not the onl'y one who wears these shoes.
There are many }mirs in this world. Some women are [ike me and ache cfzu’fy as rﬁey
try and walk in them. Some have learned how to walk in them so tﬁey dow’t hurt quite
as much. Some have worn the shoes so fong that cfays will go Ey Eefore tﬁey think
about how much tﬁey furt. No woman deserves to wear these shoes. f]ﬁey have made
me who 1 am. 1 will foreve‘r walk in the shoes of a woman who has lost a child.

6

JUST THOSE FEW WEEKS
ﬁy Susan Erlin
Submitted Ey Michelle and Ken C’(ingo(on for their Kingafon babies
For those few weeks 1 had you to myself”

And that seems too short of time-
To be cﬁangea( 50 ymfouna@.
In those few weeks 1 came to know you

And to love you.
“You came to trust me with your ﬁfe,
Oh, what a fife 7 had f(anne(f for you.’
Just those few weeks
When 1 lost you, 7 lost a ﬁfea’me (f ﬁqpes,
‘ffans, dreams and agpimu’ons,
A slice of my ﬁmmz sim}yfy vanished overnigﬁt.
Just those few weeks
It wasn’t enougﬁ time to convince others
How syecia( and impormm' you were.
How odd, a tru[y unique person has recent[y died
And no one is mourning the Jaassing.
Just a mere few weeks
And no “normal” _person would cry all m’gﬁf
Over a n’ny unﬁnisﬁeaf Baﬁy,
Or get cfejgressea( and withdraw c[ay afrzr endless cfay,
“No one would, so wﬁy am 17

1WI1LL BE THERE FOR YOU
Submitted Ey Christine Boudreau in memory (y( her c{augﬁter, Dakota
When 1 have no one to turn to and 1 am fee[ing kind of [ow,
When there is no one to talk to and nowhere 1 want to g0
q search cﬁze}) within myseg[. It is the love inside my heart
That lets me know my EZlnge[s are there even tﬁougﬁ we are miles apart.
A smile then appears upon my face and the sun Begins to shine.

7 hear a voice, so soft and sweet saying, ‘fverytﬁing will be just ﬁne’
It may seem that 7 am alone but 7 am never by myself at all
Whenever 1 need my Angels near all 1 have to do is call.

An Angel’s love is always true on that you can depend.

They will always stand behind you and will abways be your friend.
’Tﬁraugﬁ darkest hours and Brigﬁt@st d'ays our ’Ange(s see us tﬁrougﬁ
Tﬁey smile when we are ﬁapyy, and will cry when we are blue.
Thanks for Eeing my ’Ange( my ﬁiend
7 will be there for you until the end.
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%y neygﬁew...joﬁn Kevin. Rﬁymes S0 wonﬁzrfu[@ with Heaven. 1 dream cf Heaven as

Eeing this rea@ cool and womferfu[ };face. Full qf ﬂuﬁy clouds and pretty waﬂéways
and streams, and cﬁir}amg birds. And all kinds of }Jecyo(e, our fami(y and ﬁ’iemfs
milling about. 1 would much rather have you, John Kevin, sitting with us and
playing with us in song and laughter. Do you see the pretty stars shining at night?
1 do. And 1 think of you, so far away. The darkness of the night always makes them
shine so bright. Little pathways to Heaven. This makes it all real to me now, 1 can
Walk the }Jatﬁ to you. But, a dream is all it is. The [ittle ﬁugs and kisses 1 fong for
Will have to wait. But for now, when you want to reach us too, Ja[ease shine your (igﬁt
to our awaiu’ng fiearts. So, 1 will know to cherish the feaf that fa[fs and (ingers, the
“Snow star” that Warmfy melts upon me, and, of course, the soﬁ rain that nourishes
but esyecia[fy the one g(irtem’ng star, its brilliance remim{ing me (f You.

Your Auntie, with love.

Dear John, Soon it will be another Christmas with all your siﬁﬁngs ﬁdf of excitement
and we will do our tradition Ey }Jurcﬁasing a new ornament for the tree in memory o

You. The kids continue to ask us so many questions about you, what did you look [ike?
Did rﬁey meet you and wﬁy did he leave us?? 1 conn’nua[ry ask similar questions to
fmyseg[ (f what you would look [ike mofay or how your yersonaﬁ’ty would be. My heart
still aches for you and 1 know this will never stop till we meet agm’n. You are a part (f
us in all we do. We are so tﬁanEﬁJ to our Tami(y and friemfs who Iéeega your memory
alive and SUpport us. “fonigﬁt as we take this syecia[ time to rej‘fect on your ﬁfe we also
Temember your Uncle Cﬁristoyﬁer(‘](evin’s Brother) who ‘recent@ yasseo( away. We
take comfort in Enowing he is with you . We Love you.’

Mom, Dad, 29, Sq)ﬁia, ﬂnrﬁony, Carissa, Gianna, and Nadia

Dear John, Another year has gone by so fast. 1 cant believe that you would already be
7 years old. At this point you would be in the ond grade which was one of my favorites
When 1 was in elementary school. Running around the school yard and learning basic
veading and writing. Also at your age is when 1 ﬁrst started sports such as karate,
baseball and basketball. 7 wonder if you would be doing the same sports or something
different. Either way, it would not matter to me what you chose to do as long as you
Were happy doing it. Time seems to go by so much faster as your siblings grow older.
Between Eaﬁy Nadia aﬁ’eatfy communican’ng in her own way all the way to quﬁia
cawying ﬁdr on conversations with }Je(y)(e. 1 can onfy imagine what you would be
cﬁn’ng at this }Joint in flfe. 1 pray that you s})rearf your wings in heaven and safeguanf
cus from any dangers that may come our way. Al of your brothers and sisters love you
and so do mom and dad. Happy holidays.
Love 719
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TO OUR BELOVED CHILDREN
Alexandra fmi[y and William Thomas Crews
Submitted ﬁy Fric and ﬂ[ryson Crews

We thought of you with love today, but that is nothing new,
We thought about you yesterday and days before that too.
We think of you in silence and sometimes speak your names,
Allwe have are memories, no pictures for our frames.
“Your memory is our Eeeipsaée with which we'll never part,
(jozf has you in His Eee}:ing, we have you in our hearts.

“Tears in Heaven”
A musical selection sung Ey Martha Lomg\

ANGEL’S K1SS, Author Unknown
Submitted Ey Mia and Louie Moran in memory of their son, jonatﬁam

We go rﬁrougﬁ ﬁﬁ 50 ofren not sm}a}n’ng to enjoy the (fay,
And we take each one for gmm—ec[ as we travel on our way.
We never stop to measure (myrﬁing we J’ust migﬁt miss,
But y[ the wind should blow Ey soﬁfy you’[f fee( an angef’s kiss.
A kiss that is sent ﬁom Heaven a kiss ﬂom up above,

A kiss that is very specia( ﬁom someone that you [ove.
For in your pain and sorrow an ange[’s kiss will ﬁeﬁa you tﬁrougﬁ,
This kiss is very private for it is meant for on(y You.

So when your hearts are ﬁcavy and ﬁ[ﬁaaf with tears and yain,
And no one can console you remember once again....
About the ones Yyou grieve for because you sadly miss
And the gent(e breeze you took for gmnted’ was just .........
“an ange(’s kiss.”

COLIN, OUR LITTLE ANGEL
Wou areforever in our ﬁearts‘

Submitted Ey Kellie and Chris Jenke-

“Surmy cfa}/s seem to hurt the most. 1 wear the }min like a ﬁeavy coat.
The on(y tﬁing that gives me ﬁq)e,
s 9 know Pl see you again some Jay. ”
Love, Mommy, Dad'cfy, Wm'g[éy and Lillie
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FOR GOOD
A musical selection sung By Kristine and j]eﬁ[ Bucén’c{gtp
in memory qf their son, Nathar.

Tve heard it said that people come into our [ives for a reason
Cgm’nging something we must learn.
And we are led to those who help us most to grow
If we let them and we help them in return.
We((, 7 dow’t know 1f q believe that’s true-
But 1 know T’m who 1 am wc[a_y because of Yyou.
Like a comet }m[(ea[ ﬁom orbit as it basses a sun_

Like a stream that meets a boulder ﬁag[way rﬁrougﬁ the wood_
Who can say 1f Tve been cﬁange(f for the better?
Because 1 knew you 1 have been cﬁange({ for 500&

It well may be that we will never meet agaim
In this ﬁfen’me so let me say ﬁg(ore we part’

So much of me is made of what 1 learned ﬁom you
Yow'll be with me like a ﬁan@‘rl’m’ on my heart
And now whatever way our stories end.

7 know you have rewritten mine Ey Eeing my fn’emﬂ
LIkea sﬁi}) blown ﬁom it’s mooring Ey a wind off the sea_
Like a seed rfnyoyecf Ey a sEy bird in a distant wood_
Who can say ff Tve been cﬁangezf for the better
Because 7 knew you, 1 have been cﬁangea( for 5oocL

LIGHT ONE CANDLE
( ngﬁt one candle, take my fhand,
)) move closer to each other, all who want to smile again.

Come wgetﬁer to remember and (igﬁt one candle.
The [ight is for strength to face the pain welled up inside.
(4t The light reminds us of shattered dreams not to be denied.

@ ‘Tﬁe [lgﬁt iSfOT' coumge to EECEOﬂ 01’661’5 to our sufe

D In this blessed time of year, with your sorrow and tears

For every tear we've cried, we (igﬁt one candle.
We all know the reason that we value so this ﬂame.
It’s a commitment to each other to remember every name.
And a }oromise made that in our hearts forever tﬁey’[r remain.
Out of [ove we came, to figﬁt one candle.

We now ask each fami(y to qp}rmacﬁ the ﬁ’ont table one at a time, figﬁr a candle in

%emory Of'yOUJ" Cﬁi[ﬂ{O‘V Cﬁi[{ﬁ"{?ﬂ. ?lccq)t aﬂower am{announce tﬁeir names.
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HUGS
Submitted By Karen Huebner Calandrelli
in memory qf fer brother Mark Huebner

There’s something in a simple hug that always warms the heart;
Tt welcomes us back home and makes it easier to part.

A hug’s a way to share the joy and sad times we go through,
or just a way for friends to say they like you ‘cause youw’re you.
ﬂ-(ugs are meant for anyone for whom we rea((y care,
from your gmncfma to your neigﬁﬁon ora cur{d’(y dey bear.
A ﬁug is an amazing rﬁing - It’s fust the }7erfect way_
to show the love we’re feefing but can’t ﬁmf the words to say.
It’s ﬁmny fow a [ittle ﬁug makes everyone fee( goozf;

In every }Jface and (anguuge, it’s a(ways understood.
And ﬁugs don’t need new equi})ment, S}Jecia[ batteries or parts -
Just open your arms and open up your fearts.

To my Erorﬁer, Mark &%

7 love Yyou.
“Your sister, Karen.
7 ﬁ(yoe this poem shows you how syecia( ﬁugs are to Joeoy[e.
7 am on(y able to dream of ﬁuggiﬂg my brother.

“The Rose”
A musical selection sung 6y Martha Lang‘

FOR OUR BELOVED SON, Jamison John Riggio

We miss you so much Yyou C/\/lagngﬁcent ﬂnge[ Your Sister stares into
Your pictures as to know that you will aMays be there to protect her
and watch over her. Thank you for always sending us the beautiful
signs of your presence. It was a permanent scar on our hearts when
You left us and we never miss a breath with out remembering your
Wonderful memories we have from those five short weeks. We will
a(ways speaé of your smiles, gigg(es, cuddles, and those ﬁmgﬁt blue eyes
ﬁ(feaf with inﬁniw love. You are forever im]on'nwd in our mind, Bocfy,
and spirit. We [ove you 7.

Momma, Da(fc[y, and ’Me(oc[y, Pork Cﬁfp too.
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