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Dear Friends,  
 

Spring is definitely in full bloom here in the St. Louis area.  Although we continue 

to have our share of frosty mornings, the trees and flowers are staking their claim 

and revealing their beauty to our world.  It is always such a reminder of renewal, 

of hope in newness and hope for our healing. 

Here in the National Office, we are basking the glow of another beautiful and 

successful Angel Ball.  The theme was appropriately ñLet it Glowò, and I believe 

we did just that.  We had a record 282 Share friends gather to celebrate the bonds 

of our community while raising money to further support our mission.   

In this season of renewal and growth, we also find some changes in our staff at the 

National Share Office.  Our dear Jenn Stachula, who has shared her beautiful gifts 

and talents with Share for the past four years is relinquishing her role as Share 

Chapter Coordinator to take on a new one as nanny to her newborn nephew.  As 

we celebrate that gift in her family, we also celebrate the addition of Annie Horton 

to our staff, who has stepped into the Chapter Coordinator role in the National 

Office.  Annie has much experience serving others and is diving in to her new role, 

learning from Jenn and ready to serve our Share community.  Please join me in 

welcoming Annie!  

Spring is also the season we have set aside those special days to honor Mothers 

and Fathers, Grandmothers and Grandfathers.  While it is a lovely yearly 

tradition, it is often one of significant struggle for our families suffering after the 

loss of their baby, who are often questioning their roles as mother or father, as 

they grieve.  Days that are intended to recognize and honor often highlight the 

emptiness and pain we feel as we mourn our precious babies.   

One of the great hopes we foster for all of our parents here at Share is that we  

honor ourselves as mothers and fathers, even though our losses require us to 

parent differently than we ever intended. We foster hope that at this time of year, 

on Motherôs Day and Fatherôs Day, we can honor and be recognized as the parents 

we are to all of our children, the ones held in arms and the ones held in hearts.  In 

this issue there are stories from those who lovingly share their thoughts and 

experiences with the desire to help those who may be struggling in these days, 

Motherôs Day, Fatherôs Day, or in this season in general.  

Our hope, as always, is that you will encounter those special moments where you 

begin to feel that flicker of renewal, hope and healing.  We at Share acknowledge 

and honor all of the parents we serve and are here for you during this time and 

whenever you need us.  Thank you for allowing us the privilege of walking 

alongside you on your journey. 

 

Blessings to you and your family,  
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Honoring your Parenthood  
By: Rose Carlson, Program Director, National Share Office  

I had my fourth miscarriage in April 
1993; it rocked me to my core and 
brought me to my knees. That loss, 
more so than the previous three, left 
my heart completely shattered, and 
my hope, well, gone. Gone forever, I 
thought back then.  
 
Motherôs Day that year, just a few 
weeks later, was so incredibly 
painful, and I had not been expecting 
that. I had a living child at the time, 
my sweet little boy who was almost 
two. I loved him fiercely, but it was 
impossible for me to not think of my 
losses, the last two of which had 
happened only three months apart. It 
was impossible for me not to think 
that I should be celebrating 
motherhood not only as a mom to my 
son, but also as an expectant mom 
glowing and full of a new life after 
experiencing heartache and loss. It 
was impossible for me not think 
about how I should be spending that 
Motherôs Day filled with excitement 
about my growing family.  
 
Instead, I was a mom who could not 
get through a day without crying. I 
was a mom who had to force herself 
to leave town to visit her own mom 
on Motherôs Day. Even though I 
really did not want to, I went to 
church that Motherôs Day with my 
mom and my aunt. My faith, just as 
my heart, was tattered and torn, and 
I hadnôt been to church since the 
miscarriage. But, church was 
important to my mom and my aunt, 
so I put my anger at God aside, and I 
went. And then came that inevitable 
moment that grieving parents know 
so wellðthe moment when the priest 
invited all the mothers to stand. 
While I was already brokenhearted 
and sad, I wasnôt prepared for the 
tears that began to flow as I stood in 
the church where just a few years 
before, I had stood full of joy, hope 
and promise as my husband and I 
exchanged our wedding vows. I 
didnôt have to wonder if I should 
stand as a mother like those who 

donôt have a living child often 
wonder, and yes, it was a day I was 
celebrated as a mother, but it was 
also a day woven through with 
sadness and grief as I was no longer 
the mother I wished to be. I hadnôt 
yet fully recovered physically, much 
less emotionally, and that Motherôs 
Day was a wistful reminder of all I 
had lost. It was a day of confusing 
mixed emotions that I did not know 
how to deal with. That day, I 
remember feeling so envious of all 
the smiling moms in church, sure I 
was the only one who was feeling so 
heavy-hearted; with the perspective 
of time, I know now there must have 
been others just like meémoms 
missing children who were no longer 
with them.  
 
Neither my mom or aunt asked why I 
had cried in church.  Back then, I had 
no one to tell me what I was feeling 
was completely normal; no one 
acknowledged the deep sense of grief 
I was feeling, and I kept my thoughts 
to myself.  I felt rather silly, even a 
bit crazy, to be honest. Who was I to 
cry and be sad? I had a precious little 
boy sitting on my lap. I should be 
feeling happy, right? I wondered 
what was wrong with me, why I 
couldnôt just be happy for the child I 
did have rather than focus on the 
ones who werenôt there with me. 
Unfortunately, once you have 
experienced the loss of a baby, 
nothing is as it should be, and 
feelings are not so black and white. 
 
If this is your first Motherôs or 
Fatherôs Day since the death of your 
beloved baby, or even if it is not, 
whether you have living children or 
not, you may be dreading the 
holiday. You may have very jumbled 
up emotions and wonder how you 
can possibly celebrate as a mother, or 
even celebrate your own mother, 
when you are feeling devastated and 
heartbroken. However, with some 
planning in advance, it may be 
possible for you to find a peaceful 

way to spend these painful  days. 
Hopefully, some of the following 
stories from other Share parents will 
give you ideas for ways you can 
comfort and honor yourselves as the 
very special parents you are.   
 
What most all parents want and need 
is to simply be acknowledged as a 
heartbroken parent, whether or not 
they have living children, and several 
moms shared meaningful ways they 
have celebrated and been honored as 
parents. Robyn, a mom whose first 
baby, Grace, was born still eight 
years ago, clearly remembers her first 
Motherôs Day. ñI dreaded the day for 
weeks. I knew I was a mom, but I 
worried that no one else would 
remember me on Motherôs Day. I 
think I dreaded that more than 
anything! I wanted everyone to 
embrace me as a heartbroken mama 
who was desperately missing her 
girl.ò  Some of Robynôs friends and 
family members did reach out to her, 
and she is grateful for that. ñI will 
never forget the touching messages I 
got that day. It made my heart swell 
to know that other people looked 
upon me as a mother, even though 
my baby was not here.ò 
 
Another mom, Holly, expressed a 
similar sentiment. ñWhat meant the 
most to me on that first Motherôs Day 
was knowing that I was not the only 
one who thought of me as a mother.ò  
Both Robyn and Holly, along with 
other moms, agree that the touching 
gifts they have received over the 
years mean the world to them. Lucy, 
who experienced a stillbirth and an 
early pregnancy loss before giving 
birth to her healthy son in 2013, will 
never forget her group of close 
friends who sent her drawings, cards, 
photos and other images of 
butterflies on the first Motherôs Day 
after her first loss. ñThey planned it 
so I received something in the mail 
every day of the week leading up to 
Motherôs Day. I cried every day, but 
they were good, healing tears, and as 
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Honoring your Parenthood cont...  

long as I live, I will never forget the 
love and gratitude I felt for my 
friends during that horrible time.ò 
Robyn cherishes the letters her mom 
writes to her each year on Motherôs 
Day, letters that start out, ñDear 
Mommyò and end with, ñLove you 
forever, your darling Grace.ò Robyn 
also received a Motherôs Day gift she 
treasures from her husband on her 
first Motherôs Day after their second 
daughter was bornða necklace with 
both of their daughterôs birthstones. 
What makes it extra-special for her is 
that both of their daughters were 
born in the same month. ñIt would 
have been easy for him to only put 
one stone in the necklace to 
represent both girls, but I love that 
he put two.ò  
 
Not everyone has family and friends 
who honor and recognize them as 
parents on these difficult days, which 
can feel like salt in your wound. They 
may think that sending you a card or 
doing something for you on Motherôs 
or Fatherôs Day will make you too 
sad, so they avoid reaching out to 
you. While it can be hard to not take 
this personally, try not to. Most 
people who love and care about you 
simply do not know what they should 
do or say. Do something memorable 
for yourselves, even if others do not.  
 
 ̈ If you are spending the day with 

others, find a way to include your 
baby. Bring a bouquet of your 
favorite flowers or a candle to 
light during the meal.  

 ̈ Find a meaningful way to honor 
your baby. Spend the weekend 
performing random acts of 
kindness or make a donation to 
your favorite charity in your 
babyôs name. 

 ̈Write a letter to your baby telling 
him or her how becoming a 

mother or father felt along with 
all of the things you wish you 
were doing on Motherôs/Fatherôs 
Day. It can be very healing to get 
your thoughts and emotions 
down on paper, and if you make 
it a yearly tradition, you will have 
a treasured keepsake.  

 ̈ If you attend a church that 
honors parents in a special way, 
take part in the celebration 
because you are most definitely 
parents! Sari, mom of twin boys 
who died, recalled, ñI went to 
church with my family and when 
they asked for all the moms to 
stand, I stood up, crying the 
whole time, but I was a mom, I 
am  a mom, and just because I 
wasn't carrying my babies in my 
arms, I was/am still their 
mother!ò 

 ̈ Plant a garden in your yard using 
colors you love or plants that 
have special meaning. Add to 
your garden each year, and donôt 
forget to take photos! 

 ̈ If you enjoy being outdoors, plan 
a hike, picnic or other outing to 
either your favorite place or one 
you have not been to before.  

 ̈Make or purchase a piece of 
jewelry. Give a duplicate to your 
own mom in honor of her 
grandchild.  

 ̈ If you have other children, set 
aside some quiet time by yourself 
early Motherôs and Fatherôs Day 
morning to remember, reflect 
and think about your baby before 
moving into the happy 
celebrations later in the day.  

 ̈ Prepare your heart for others to 
not acknowledge how painful 
these days can be for you. If you 
have had another baby since your 
loss, you may feel hurt if 
someone sends you a card 
congratulating you on your first 

Motherôs and Fatherôs Day.  
 ̈If you are like Ashley and ñjust 
want to disappear through Mayò 
and do not feel up to celebrating 
these two days, that is okay. Give 
yourself permission to do 
whatever feels right to you, even 
if that means staying close to 
home or taking a trip away.  

 ̈ Do not hesitate to tell others 
what you need. As already 
mentioned, most of your loved 
ones will be unsure as to how to 
best support you, and it is 
perfectly fine to tell your friends 
and family members how you 
want to acknowledge these days. 
Sometimes, just knowing that 
you want to be honored and 
celebrated on Motherôs and 
Fatherôs Day is all that others 
need to know to tell them you 
want them to celebrate you as 
well.  

Perhaps the most important thing of 
all that you can do on Motherôs Day 
and Fatherôs Day is to find a special 
way honor your parenthood.  Take 
Myaôs advice: ñThis year would be 
my official Mother's Day. It's kind of 
sad, but when I think about it I am 
still a mother. I plan on doing little 
things to pamper myself and make 
me feel good. Get a new outfit and 
get my nails done. We are still moms 
even though our child isn't with us 
physically. Our babies are still with 
us and would want us to enjoy and be 
recognized like everyone else.ò 
 
Make it your priority to tenderly care 
for your grieving hearts in the same 
loving way you care for your babyôs 
memory. Embrace the day and 
celebrate yourselves as parents. 
Bridgetôs mom, Laura, sums it up 
perfectly. ñI just hope everyone 
remembers that they are a mommy. 
Please don't forget that.ò 

ƩDFK?<IƩ@JƩEFKƩ;<RE<;Ʃ9PƩK?<ƩELD9<IƩF=Ʃ:?@C;I<EƩPFLƩ:8EƩJ<<ƄƩ9LKƩ9PƩK?<ƩCFM<Ʃ
J?<Ʃ?FC;JƩ@EƩ?<IƩ?<8IKƃƩ~Francesca  Cox 
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Dear Charlie*, 

Although last week was nothing but 
dreary skies and on and off rain, it 
was officially Spring Break for us 
Texans.  With spring comes holidays 
that never made me think twice 
before.  Now, I canôt even fathom 
Easter, normally an easy, happy 
holiday full of Easter egg hunts and 
church.  You should be here, in a 
matching dress with your sister, an 
Easter basket full of goodies that are 
lost on you, considering you are a 
mere three months old.  Motherôs 
Day will follow shortly, and my dear 
love, I have no idea how I will 
endure.  

 This will be my first Motherôs Day 
with your sister by my side, and you 
in my memories.  Your father, being 
the amazing man he is, will bring me 
breakfast in bed and a small, 
meaningful gift that will probably 
make me cry.   He wonôt know how to 
stop the tears, how to fill the hole in 

my heart, because, letôs face it, it just 
isnôt possible.  Instead, I must 
remain steadfast in my promise to 
honor you by living.   

To be true, my dear Charlie, some 
days I am merely breathing and 
going through the motions of living.  
I wear my pjs all day and pretend to 
work from home while crying into 
my coffee and begging your father to 
come home to hold me.  But other 
days, my love, I soar.   

I traveled to the mountains of Utah 
and hiked in unfamiliar territory 
with your aunts by my side.  I took in 
beautiful scenery and breathed the 
freshest of air.  I did it for you.   

Back at home and with butterflies in 
my stomach, I signed up for a road 
bike class.  I spent two hours on a 
rented bike, huffing and puffing 
through the streets of Richardson, 
TX.  I felt alive.  I did it for you.  With 
shaky hands and much trepidation, I 
walked alone into an art class, and 

walked out three hours later with a 
creation I was proud enough to hang 
on my wall.  I did it for you.  And 
soon, I will fulfill my lifelong passion 
and take a Creative Writing 
workshop at a local university.   

My love, my sweet, beautiful love, I 
do it all for you.  So while, yes, 
Motherôs Days will never be the same 
and tears will be shed and the pain 
will be enormous, I am so thankful to 
be your mother.  You are teaching me 
to live, to feel immense pain and 
carry on in the most amazing way 
possible. 

I love you always and forever.   

Mommy  

*Charlotte Elizabeth Umali was 
born still December 10, 2015. She 
was carried for 39 weeks in an 
otherwise healthy and uneventful 
pregnancy.  She is survived by her 
mother, father and older sister, 
Lucille.  

I Do it For You, My Love  
By: Deborah Umali  

On Saturday, April 16, 2016, hundreds of 
Share supporters gathered for the Star 
Trek-themed annual Share Trivia Night. 
With 74 tables present and battling over 
mindless trivia, the goal of the evening 

was met: to have a great time, and support 
an incredible cause! Thank you to the 
amazing Trivia committee for organizing 
such a wonderful and memorable evening, 
and all who came out to support Share! 

Share Your Knowledge Trivia Night  

giveSTLday - May 3rd - One Day. One Gift. One Community.  

Will you please join us for  # GiveSTLday  on May 3rd? 

Give STL Day is a big, bold opportunity for us and for our 
community. A partnership between the St. Louis Commu-
nity Foundation and nonprofits from across the area, Give 
STL Day is an online day of giving where nonprofits like 
ours will be reaching out to our donors ï and looking for 
new ones ï as we educate them about our mission and 
raise operating funds. 

Local impact with a national twist. Like last year, we will 

be joining more than 100 communities across the country 
to raise millions of dollars for the greater 
goodðall on a single day. 

Please consider supporting Share on this 
day of giving!  

https://givestlday.org/npo/share -
pregnancy-infant -loss-support   

 

https://givestlday.org/npo/share-pregnancy-infant-loss-support
https://givestlday.org/npo/share-pregnancy-infant-loss-support
https://givestlday.org/npo/share-pregnancy-infant-loss-support
https://givestlday.org/npo/share-pregnancy-infant-loss-support
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The morning after Motherôs Day 
was harder than Motherôs Day 
itself . Thatôs a surprise. Maybe 
thatôs because Motherôs Day itself 
was a Sunday. That means Ryan 
was home, and we took Ruby out 
for some tennis balls in the 
backyard, and we ate all three of 
our meals together, and we called 
our moms and heard their voices, 
and reflected out loud about 
Lorenzo.  

Last year on Motherôs Day, I was 
home in California, celebrating 
with my mom and Ryanôs mom as 
well as my aunt and uncle who 
were in town for one of my baby 
showers. Imagine! How different 
the world was! Ryanôs mom gave 
me a sweet book of poetry about 
motherhood. Right now, that book 
is in a shopping bag with other 
baby-related reading in a closet I 
very rarely open.  

But I am a mother. How to square 
this with our cultureôs typical 
interpretation and projected 
imagery of ñmotherhoodò? Iôm 
trying to write an entire book to 
square it, but yesterday I wasnôt 
concerned with that. I stayed 
offline. I got a haircut from a friend 
who makes me laugh. I finished 
ñSwimming with Maya,ò by Eleanor 
Vincent, who lost her 19-year-old 
daughter after a freak fall from a 
horse. Last week, I finished 
ñHolding Silvan,ò by Monica 
Wesolowska about letting go of her 
beautiful infant son. Last month, I 
finished ñThe Still Point of the 
Turning World ,ò by Emily Rapp 
about parenting her terminally -ill 
child. Last year, I read ñAn Exact 
Replica of a Figment of My 
Imagination ,ò by Elizabeth 
McCracken about her stillborn 
baby. Are we mothers ever really in 
control? 

Mostly, I thought about Lorenzo. I 
kept thinking over and over: I hope 
I was the mother Lorenzo needed 
me to be. I pray with all my heart 
and will that he senses that. It is all 
that matters at this point: that he 
somehow feels the love Ryan and I 
have for him. Itôs the same love out 
of which we made our decision. 
The thoughts arrived with a clarity 
that hasnôt settled so close to me 
since those first days without him. 
Maybe that was my Motherôs Day 
gift.  

Motherôs Day happens in autumn 
here. There are fallen leaves all 
over the groundé again. They tell 
me without my having to think that 
itôs almost been a year. On May 28, 
we received the diagnosis. On June 
2, I saw my sonôs beautiful face. 
Those days are right around the 
corner. Motherôs Day, always in 

May, was yesterday. Itôs a vortex of 
time and loss and love. 

Iôve joined a professional support 
group for moms like me, and itôs 
helping. We speak over the phone 
when itôs late in Santiago and Iôm 
the only one in the house still 
awake. When I mentioned the 
impact of the leaves on the ground, 
the leader said that our memoryð
and its weather, smells, etc.ðcan 
put us in a completely different 
place with our loss. She also told us 
to prepare for these anniversaries, 
to ask ourselves whatôs the best way 
to spend the day? Where? With 
whom? Weôre supposed to have a 
Plan A and a Plan B in case we 
need to be flexible. Weôre supposed 
to let others know we may need 
extra support.  

So, here I am, letting you know. To 
those of you who remembered me 
yesterday and acknowledged 
Lorenzo and my form of 
motherhood, I canôt tell you how 
much that means. Frankly, on a 
morning like this one, it means I 
have soft spots to go back to and 
rest upon. 

I want to extend the same courtesy. 
To everyone who is a mom in a way 
she didnôt expect, who wants to be 
a mom, who is struggling to 
become a mom, who has lost a 
mom, who needs a mom, who has 
accepted she wonôt be a mom, I 
wish you strength and peace and 
solidarity this morning after 
Motherôs Day. On whichever day 
thatôs harder than the one before, I 
hope I can provide a soft spot for 
you when you need a rest. 

 

  
Visit Jenniferôs blog at: 
www.jennifermassonipardini.com  

The Morning After Motherõs Day 
By: Jennifer Massoni Pardini   

http://www.jennifermassoni.com/2012/06/i-feel-like-real-mom.html
http://www.amazon.com/Swimming-With-Maya-Mothers-Discovery/dp/1931868344
http://www.amazon.com/Holding-Silvan-Brief-Monica-Wesolowska/dp/098600071X/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1368451035&sr=1-1&keywords=holding+silvan
http://www.amazon.com/Still-Point-Turning-World/dp/1594205124/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1368451016&sr=1-1&keywords=the+still+point
http://www.amazon.com/Still-Point-Turning-World/dp/1594205124/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1368451016&sr=1-1&keywords=the+still+point
http://www.amazon.com/Exact-Replica-Figment-My-Imagination/dp/B004WB19VC/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1368451132&sr=1-1&keywords=an+exact+replica+of+a+figment+of+my+imagination
http://www.amazon.com/Exact-Replica-Figment-My-Imagination/dp/B004WB19VC/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1368451132&sr=1-1&keywords=an+exact+replica+of+a+figment+of+my+imagination
http://www.amazon.com/Exact-Replica-Figment-My-Imagination/dp/B004WB19VC/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1368451132&sr=1-1&keywords=an+exact+replica+of+a+figment+of+my+imagination
http://www.jennifermassoni.com/2012/07/what-i-know-now.html?q=fallen+leaf
http://www.jennifermassoni.com/2012/09/the-due-date-is-on-horizon-in-yet.html?q=HLhs
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In Memory ofé 
Sarah Blanchard  
Our loving and sweet GrandDaughter.  
Love and prayers, Grandma and 
Grandpa 
By: Linda & Ron Blanchard 
 
Emma Elizabeth Cloherty  
By: Maureen Moran & Kevin Cloherty
  
Theodore John Dahm  
In remembrance of baby Teddy. His 
presence in this world will be missed 
and never forgotten. 
By: James Leonard 
 
Angel O'Minee Elliott  
By: Taryn Foster  
 
Faith Fagan  
By: John Kitchens  
 
Patrick James Gannon  
By: Cindy & Gene Gannon  
 
Eugene Lee Haeffner  
We love you 
By: Christine Haeffner  
 
Cian Zhenyu Harrison -Hsiung  
By: Catherine & Chuck Lammert  
 
Baby Angel Hirst  
"Forever in our Hearts!  We love you 
baby!" 
By: Becca Hirst  
 
Audrey Hope Keinrath  
By: Connie & Richard Pirtle   
By: Tracy Keinrath  
 
Josephine LaFata  
In memory of Josephine LaFata, a 
beautiful baby girl gone far too soon 
and loved and missed so very much by 
her sweet family. 
By: Christine Ommen 
 
Emily Grace Lilley  
Raymond & Nancy, we love you! You 
are in our thoughts and prayers. May 
the Lord's loving peace, grace and light 
comfort you. Emily is a special little 
girl and is now able to rejoice with 
HIM and all HIS glory.  
By: John, Angel & Lacy Lumpkin  
 
Hi Nancy. Sorry to hear about your 
loss. My prayers are with you and your 
family.  
By: Phil Plunkett  

Logan Alexander Merkle   
In loving memory of beautiful baby 
Logan, who left us far too soon and 
who is missed and loved beyond words. 
By: Nora LaFata 
 
Donovan Mielke  
By: Dana L. Thul  
 
Braxson Amar  
In memory of Braxson Amar Monroe 
on 7/9/2014.  
By: Denisha Hudgins 
 
Hope Elizabeth Moriarty  
By: Kathy Scruggs  
 
Owen Paganini  
By: Mary Ann Mansker  
 
Addyson Peach  
From Jaclyn Peach and the Staff at 
William B. Morgan Elementary School: 
in memory of Addyson and all of our 
angel babies at William B. Morgan 
Elementary School 
By: Jackie & Ryan Peach 
 
Samuel and Peyton Peacock  
By: Laurie & Josiah Peacock  
 
Nara Running  
By: James Running  
 
Mathilda Hap Saulmon  
By: Ann-Marie Messbauer  
By: Becky Brown  
By: David Perlman  
By: Meghan Lynn Allen  
By: Rita & Ron Cote 
 
In memory of Mathilda, who was taken 
too soon. 
By: Benjamin Dick  
 
Sweet baby girl, you are in our hearts! 
By: Martha Turner  
 
Alyse Schroeder   
Happy third birthday Alyse! We're 
remembering you today and you're 
always in our hearts.  Love,  Uncle Dan, 
Aunt Biz, George & Phinnie 
By: Elizabeth Hill   
 
Baby Skaggs  
By: Katherine Ottens  
 
 
 

John and Rhiannon Warren  With 
Deepest Condolences,  Craig, Alysa, 
Ben and Mason Brown 
By: Craig Brown  
 
John Warren, Jr.  
With love and prayers for healing.  The 
Newman, Brown, Tell, Tauber, 
Goldstein, Austin and Kaplan Families  
By: Deborah Kaplan  
 
John & Rhiannon's child  
We are so sorry for your loss.  There 
are no words to express any of this.  
Wishing you strength in this difficult 
time.  Lisa, Andy, Justin & Charlie 
Kaplowitz  
By: Lisa Kaplowitz  
 
Hunter Charles Webb  
By: Stephanie Peel  
 
Tess Welker  
By: Brian Welker   
 
Michael Paul Anthony and 
Thomas Michael Bernard  
God is holding them today.  
By: Beth Tittl   
 
Our lost baby  
By: Rachel M. Berlin   
 

Friends of Shareé  
Laura Adams  

Wayne Alexander  

James Alverson  

Ethel & Mike Backer  

Lauren Beigle  

Cathy & Gene Boettler  

Jon Bonds  

Carol & Allen Boschert  

Cary Boschert  

Krystal Boschert  

Jaclyn & Greg Bovinett  

Michael Bowlan  

Lana Brashears  

Teresa Brassfield  

Lisa Bridgewater  

Don Broadway  

Ryan Bromberger  

Sara Brothers  

Patti Budnik   

Elizabeth Burke  

Meredith & Derek Byers  

Debbie & Jim Cochran  

Miranda Coker   
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Thank You for Your Gifts!  
Mike Cole  

Lori E Collins   

Bryan Daniels  

Raymond D'Auria   

Heather & Cory Davenport  

Janis & Joe Dittmeier   

Mary Ellen & Eugene Doyle  

Carol & Terry Elmendorf   

Jeremy Elmendorf   

Megan Elmendorf   

Nancy & Jim Erlinger   

Kathryn Fischer   

Michelle Foster  

Molly Freely   

Valerie Freistein  

Justine Froelker   

Mark & Betty Fuller   

Wendy E. Garcia-Mercado  

Crystal & Jason Gatewood  

Steven Ginsberg  

Susan & John Gloss  

Stephanie Gram  

Shirley & Ron Haake  

Lisa & John Hamilton  

Sara & Tom Hayes  

Richard Hecht   

Matthew & Carol Hemker   

Brian & Julia Henry   

Mary Jo Henry   

Becky Hinkel   

Trudy & Christopher Hoey   

Lisa Holt   

Melanie Horton   

Thomas Hutchison  

Steve & Carol Jasper 

Tangie Jenkins  

Jan & Bob Jerden  

Leigh Jolley  

Karen & Joe Kahn  

Kelly Karavousanos  

Dawn Kay  

Tanya Kenton  

David Kiefer   

Vicki & Mike Kiefer   

Andrea Kintz   

Karen Klohr   

Jessica Knott  

Morris A Knutsen   

Tracy Koenig  

Amber Kraus  

Michelle & Mark Kraus  
Paul & Fran Kravitz   

Andrea & Adam Kroll   

Susan Krupa  

Aaron Lamper  

Lori Lang   

Sarah Lawrenz  

Linda Legg  

Linda & Bill Levin   

Kayla & Chad Lewis  

Steven Light  

Sharon Lowenthal  

Mike Margherio   

Jane & Stanley Marschner  

Janeese Martin  

Michelle & Rick Martin   

Jeff Mason  

Jennifer McCara  

Janice McKie-Maxwell   

Diane McKillip   

Francine & Michael McVey  

Jill Mechler   

Cassandra Merrell  

Sandra & Craig Miller   

Cheryl & Al Moellenhoff   

April & Jason Newell   

Megan & Dave Nichols  

Tammy and Brian L Olson/Thileneis  

Cassandra Beshears Orellana  

Francis Pennington  

Susan Petzel  

Sue Pliske  

Judith Prather   

Joan Provaznik  

Sharon & Larry Rathsam  

David J. Reinhart   

Chris & Shelby Roberdeau  

Don and Donna Roettger  

Vanessa Rogers  

Anne Ross-Weldy  

Megan Rowekamp  

Roxann Ryan  

David and Jamie Sauerburger  

Seth Schaeperkoetter  

Lindsay Schartzer  

Beth & Stuart Schneider  

Janet Schneider  

Melanie Schwob  

Shannon & Wally Sebastian  

Sharon Sharp  

Mary J. Shelley  

Alexander Sheridan  

Emily & Barrett Sill   

Crystal Smith  

Kelly & Kevin Smith   

Stephanie Smith 

Stephen Smith  

Jennifer Stachula  

Amanda Standish  

Shari & Raymond Steege  

Grace Stoltz  

Denise & Scott Stouffer  

Valerie Sturm  

Don Suftko  

Lori Taber   

Thomas Tegethoff  

Brenna Thornton   

Betsy Webb  

Gary Wellman  

Anna Welsch  

Deb & Dean Welsch  

Amanda Jo Whann  

Dan & Lauren Williams   

Jonathan Wiltsie   

Lynne Wuelling   

Jessica Zerr  

Julie Zerr   

Karen & Jack Zerr  

Lisa & Butch Zorn  

Bravelets  

Southeast Health Foundation  

Women's Care Consultants Ziegler 

Richard Zuch  

 

 

 

We are so  

grateful for your donations, 
and for the sharing of your 

memories of your babies loved 
and missed.  

 

Thank you!  

To donate, please visit 
www.nationalshare.org.  

https://www.z2systems.com/np/clients/share/donation.jsp
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Are you aware of Share's closed Facebook groups for 
bereaved parents? 

These groups are a safe place to share your feelings and 
experiences as well as find support with other bereaved 
parents. You must request membership to participate in 
these groups, and posts are only visible to other group 
members. 

Share Bereaved Families Peer Support  
https://www.facebook.com/groups/319028378113275/  

Share Subsequent Pregnancy Peer Support  
https://www.facebook.com/groups/319028378113275/  

Share Español: Esperanza  
https://www.facebook.com/groups/
EspanolEsperanza/ 
 
 

Please feel free to pass along this support information 
to anyone you feel would benefit from its contents. 

Find Share Support Online  

Oh.  Hey spring. 
 
Unlike practically everyone in the 
universe, I'm not all that happy to see 
you. (gasp!)  
 
Don't get me wrong, you're kind of 
awesome.  I mean I love all the 
flowers.  And I actually  prefer the 
rain.   I was born in the spring for 
sobbing out loud.   
 
You know who wasn't, though?  My 
daughter.  
 
She died during  winter's death 
rattle.  She died and you arrived 
like, the very next day.  Or at least it 
felt like you did, and I've never 
forgiven you. 
 
So this is for you, Spring.  Whatever 
this is, between us...it's over.   
 
Spring, you're a tease.   
 
Must you mock me, with all your 
collaborations?  All of  your ginghams 
and greens and growth?  Try and 
tempt me.  Go ahead.  I think you're 
really pretty, but we can't be friends. 
 
All  that sun is blinding, you 
know?  And all that promise..     
You see Spring, your blooms remind 
me of the one that never was.  Never 

opened her eyes to see.  Never 
stretched her beauty to the skies, 
watched the sun dance it back on 
black pavement.  Never did.  Never 
knew.  Never will.  
 
Try as I might I can't welcome 
you.  Rays through windows onto 
skin and still, this preference for the 
cold.  For the heavy layers that 
warmed her.  Such a failed 
incubation.   Such a joke.  And you're 
laughing.  Aren't you, Spring? 

 
I need space.  
We're moving too fast.   
It's not me, it's you.  
Take your things and go.   
 
"Welcome, Spring!"   and "Spring has 
sprung!"  
 
Spring break and box springs and 
springing  in the rain.   But what if the 

rain never stops? 
 
Spring, have you ever watched them 
die?   
 
All of your pretty blooms, watched 
them grow and sway with your soft 
breezes.  Watched them move 
beneath your skin, be still your 
heart.  Too still.  
 
And Spring, do the colors ever slay 
you?  Make you wish it all gray.  Will 
you back to bed.  Back to 
dreams.  Back to her.   
 
Oh Spring I wish it weren't so.  I wish 
you shone like before.   I wish I knew 
you like the others.  I wish you were a 
friend.    
 
But Spring, it cannot be.  She left me 
in the frost.    
 
Must you?   
 
Must you pull me from it?  

 

 

You can read more from Nora in 
memory of her daughter Josie on her 
blog, Here Comes the Sun, http://
noralafata.blogspot.com/  

An Open Letter To The Spring  
By: Nora LaFata  

https://www.facebook.com/groups/319028378113275/
https://www.facebook.com/groups/319028378113275/
https://www.facebook.com/groups/EspanolEsperanza/
https://www.facebook.com/groups/EspanolEsperanza/
http://noralafata.blogspot.com/
http://noralafata.blogspot.com/
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When Kate Polley first shared her gentle childrenôs book 

with the staff at Share, we were all touched by the simple 

but powerful words, tender sentiments, and soft illustra-

tions accompanying the story written about her son, Sam. 

Kate wrote The Story of...Sam Polley as a way to share with 

Samôs surviving twin, Finn, and their older siblings the 

many ways that their brother would always be a part of 

their lives. The book gently reminds those who are grieving 

that our loved ones can be found in the world around us, in 

the little moments of our everyday lives, and in the love that 

remains even after life ends.  

As you can imagine, the message of Sam and Finn resonates 

with so many bereaved families, and Kate quickly realized 

that families suffering the loss of their child would deeply 

benefit from having a story as personalized to their loved 

one as Samôs was to their family.  And so The Story ofé se-

ries was created. This book is now available to be personal-

ized to your family, with your childôs name, as well as the 

illustrations within to reflect the characteristics of your 

loved one. This book can become a truly personalized me-

mento for your family to be cherished by parents and sib-

lings, grandparents and friends.  

Kateôs personalized The Story of...series, while originally 

designed to provide families with a keepsake after the loss 

of a baby, has expanded to address loss of all kinds. This 

series includes a version of the story for families who have 

lost more than one child, one or both twins, a parent, 

grandparent, or even a special person, such as an aunt, un-

cle or friend. It is a beautiful tool for parents to teach young 

children to seek the ways love can be found and fostered 

even after the life of our loved one ends. And truthfully, it is 

a powerful and needed message for adults, too, and would 

be a lovely gift for anyone who is grieving and in need of a 

gentle reminder of the love that surrounds us.  

Please take a look at this gorgeous book and learn more 

about the options you have for your own personalized book 

on Kateôs website, www.thestoryof -books.com.  

Share Pregnancy & Infant Loss Support would like to 
introduce a new chapter:  
 

Share Español: Esperanza  
 

This Share group is intended to serve Spanish-speaking 
families along their grief journey of losing a baby 
through pregnancy loss, stillbirth, or in the first few 
months of life. We often serve parents, grandparents, 
siblings, and others in the family unit, as well as the 
professionals who care for grieving families.  

Our current services for Share Español: 
Esperanza  include a webpage - http://
nationalshare.org/share -espanolesperanza/, an online 

community ( Facebook page), resource packets and 
brochures, and a support contact at the National Share 
Office.  

We will continue to update  our resources and will keep 
you posted as that happens. In the meantime, we invite 
you to visit the Facebook Page:  
https://www.facebook.com/groups/
EspanolEsperanza/ and to download any of the below 
support brochures.  
  

The Story ofé a personalized book for your family   

New Share Chapter: Share Español Esperanza   

As the newest member of the National 
Share Office, Annie Horton joins Share in 
the role of Chapter Coordinator.  Annie 
brings over six years of volunteering and 
coordination experience which she gained 
working with various chemical dependency 
and family counseling non-profit 

organizations in Indiana. She came to know 
of Share following the loss of her son, 
Isaiah.  

Annie received a BA in Psychology from 
Purdue University.  

Welcome Shareõs New Chapter Coordinator 

Would%20you%20like%20to%20find%20an%20Angel%20of%20Hope%20near%20you?%20For%20a%20listing%20of%20Angel%20of%20Hope%20sites%20worldwide,%20please%20visit%20http://www.richardpaulevans.com/index.php/angel-locations/
https://www.z2systems.com/nps/servlet/DisplayLink?orgId=share&emailId=adbd639ba7ac1dc41d6899fbf69cfce6am120709adb&secureId=HUPCVNDERKuwBoMD%2FIzEMg%3D%3D&linkId=1491&targetUrl=http://nationalshare.org/share-espanolesperanza/
https://www.z2systems.com/nps/servlet/DisplayLink?orgId=share&emailId=adbd639ba7ac1dc41d6899fbf69cfce6am120709adb&secureId=HUPCVNDERKuwBoMD%2FIzEMg%3D%3D&linkId=1491&targetUrl=http://nationalshare.org/share-espanolesperanza/
https://www.z2systems.com/nps/servlet/DisplayLink?orgId=share&emailId=adbd639ba7ac1dc41d6899fbf69cfce6am120709adb&secureId=HUPCVNDERKuwBoMD%2FIzEMg%3D%3D&linkId=1493&targetUrl=https://www.facebook.com/groups/EspanolEsperanza/
https://www.z2systems.com/nps/servlet/DisplayLink?orgId=share&emailId=adbd639ba7ac1dc41d6899fbf69cfce6am120709adb&secureId=HUPCVNDERKuwBoMD%2FIzEMg%3D%3D&linkId=1493&targetUrl=https://www.facebook.com/groups/EspanolEsperanza/
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Sitting over tea in a dimly lit coffee 
shop she asks, ñHow often do you 

think of them?ò 

I shift my eyes to notice how many 
moms and babies are in the bustling 
shop. ñEvery day,ò I respond. 

ñHow?ò she asks. 

ñI wonder how different our lives 
would be. I wonder what they would 

be learning and what we could be 
teaching them. I wonder who they 
would have been and who we could 

have been.ò 

She looks down into her steaming 
cup of tea and she adjusts her body 
as if feeling uncomfortable in the 
booth. ñIt lasts forever doesnôt it?ò 

ñI think so.ò 

ñDoes it get better?ò she asks. I 
know sheôs hoping I will say that it 

does. 

ñIt gets different,ò I respond. 

I glance down at her very pregnant 
belly and ask what must become the 

most annoying question for 
pregnant women, ñHow are you 

feeling?ò 

ñIôm getting tired and 
uncomfortable but good!ò she 
exclaims, being careful to not 

complain too much.  

ñHow does it feel after everything?ò 
I ask her no longer being able to not 

show her the compassionate 
therapist side of me. 

ñBeing pregnant after loss is so 
hard,ò she says, barely getting the 

words out as her eyes fill with tears. 

ñI know. It can feel so impossible,ò I 
assure her with the knowing 

knowledge of suffering loss myself 
but most especially as a mental 
health therapist who has walked 

alongside many women through the 
infertility, loss and pregnancy after 

loss journey. 

I lean forward and make sure to 
exude the love and empathy I have 
with her. She takes a sip of her tea 

and sets the cup down a bit 
forcefully startling both of us, ñWhy 
doesnôt anyone talk about this or 

warn us about it?ò 

ñI am trying to change that, I 
promise.ò 

é 

The only evidence I have of my 
three children are black and white 
pictures from our infertility clinic. 
The photos show three blobs of 8 
cells; and they are my children. 

My children I parent from afar.  

A grief journey that many will never 
understand or even try to 

understand. 

A journey that has changed my life 
so much I can say I am actually 

learning to trust it. I am honored 
God chose my husband and  me to 
be their parents, if only in so much 
as forever wondering about them 
and getting that one grainy black 

and white picture.  

Because so much has been born of 
them. 

Without them I would not have 
fought my way out of darkness. 
Without them I would not have 

changed my entire life to become 
the incredible woman living the life 

I never dreamed today. Without 
them, my legacy would have been 

much different.  

Because God chose me to be their 
mother, I found my place in His 

story. 

Because I am their mother, I 
defined my own happy ending 

through my longing joy, in what I 
call the complicated gray. 

The complicated gray is the muck 
we must walk into, the space 

between the happiness and the 
anger, the trust and the loss, the 
worry and the acceptance, the joy 
and the longing. Because when I 

give myself permission to feel it all, 
to walk into the complicated gray, 

life awakens in color. 

And in that color I have painted a 
life redefined, a life of coming alive. 

Alive in creativity of writing and 
shining my light through darkness.  

Alive in creating life in monarch 
farming.  

Alive in fighting for my joy.  

Alive in advocating for self-care. 

Alive in deeper and healthier 
relationships.  

Alive in breaking the silence. 

Alive in changing the conversations. 

Alive in helping others.  

Alive in birthing a rare kind of 
parenthood. 

é 

We sip our tea in a bit of silence. 
She rubs her hand over her smooth 
belly and I listen to the giggles of 

the babies and their moms enjoying 
a snack at the coffee shop. 

ñYou are a gift,ò she finally breaks 
the silence. 

ñI have become a gift because of 
them.ò 

 

Justineôs article was originally 
published on the blog Scribbles & 

Crumbs.  
http://oncomingalive.com/posts/

becoming-a-gift/   

Becoming a Gift  
By: Justine Brooks Froelker  

http://oncomingalive.com/posts/becoming-a-gift/
http://oncomingalive.com/posts/becoming-a-gift/
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òLet It Glowó, Angel Ball 2016  

A huge thank you to everyone who 
supported this yearôs Angel Ball. 
What a lovely evening we  had! 

Over 280 people gathered for Share's 
14th annual Angel Ball. They shared 
conversation, wine, hors d'oeuvres 
and dinner while visiting with old 
friends and making new ones. The 
evidence of the months of planning, 
creating, and assembling both 
decorations and auction items was 
abundantly clear.

 

The Live auction included everything 
from Cardinal green seats to condos 
and cabins to a trip to Disney World! 
Following the Live Auction, the 
partying kicked up a notch thanks to 

Chris Tierney, our DJ, who provided 
the music that kept the dance floor 
hopping till midnight. There are so 
many people that deserve a thank 
you! 

¶ Those who gave a cash gift or 
donation, we thank you!  

¶ Those wo served on the auction 
committee, we thank you !  Your 
hard work is greatly appreciated. 

¶ Those who volunteered, we are 
most grateful for your time and 
energy. We thank you!  

¶ Those who attended the ball and 
enjoyed the evening, we are so 
grateful for your support.   We 
thank you!  
 

Everyone who contributed to the 
success of our Angel Ball is making a 
difference in the lives of grieving 
families. If you would like to support 
our families by making a donation, 
please click here. 

A special thank you to our sponsors, 

we couldn't have done it without you!  

Belden Inc.,  Centric Group, 
Dillard's, LifeTime Fitness, Barnes 
Jewish Hospital, Baue Funeral 
Home, Centaur Building Services, 
Missouri Foundation for Health, 
SSM Healthcare and author Justine 
Froelker.  

Watch a video recapping the 
evening of fun, energy and hope 
here!  
 
Next year we will be celebrating our 
40th  anniversary and 15th Angel 
Ball! Please stay tuned for details! 

 

Sharing & Caring Perinatal Bereavement Training  
A message from Shareôs 
Bereavement Care Manager, 
Patti Budnik, RN, BSN:            
The Sharing and Caring training is 
always true to it's name.  The topic of 
Perinatal Bereavement can be 
both intimidating and emotional. The 
Share educators strive to make the 
training a relaxed learning 
environment, to foster an atmosphere 
which combines the sharing of stories 
with a solid educational experience.  

With  every training  I am always 
excited to meet the compassionate 
group of caregivers that are 
attending.  We have been blessed to 
have amazing groups of nurses, 
counselors, social workers, 
physicians,  first responders, funeral 
directors, chaplains,  and clergy.  The 
diversity of the attendees makes for an 
incredible and rich learning 
experience.  

Please join us for our next 
Sharing & Caring:       
September 6, 7 & 8, 2016  
This training provides individuals 
with the tools needed to work with 
families who have experienced the 
heartbreaking death of a baby 
through early pregnancy loss, 
stillbirth, or within the first few 
months of life.  

The training sessions explore 
pertinent topics such as the rights of 
parents, understanding the unique 
grief of perinatal loss, how to run a 
support group effectively, and how to 
gain the support of hospital staff in 
building a perinatal bereavement 
program.  

This training is open to caregivers of 
all kinds, those working with 
bereaved families, anyone who wants 
to start their own Share Chapter, 

chaplains, social workers, 
counselors, genetic counselors, 
doulas, midwives, nurses, and parent 
advocates and other community 
caregivers.  

This workshop has been approved by 
the Missouri Nurses Association and 
the National Association of Social 
Workers (NASW) to grant 17.75 
contact hours to those who attend.  

Costs  
$500 per registrant; 2 or more 
registrants: $400 each  
 

Workshop Location  
Spencer Road Community Commons 
St. Peters, MO 63376 

For more information, please visit 
http://nationalshare.org/act/attend -
training/sharing -caring/  

https://www.z2systems.com/nps/servlet/DisplayLink?orgId=share&emailId=5ae077e1e0e7d908058508682723e6175m3195795ae&secureId=HUPCVNDERKu4qIMG423BIQ%3D%3D&linkId=1682&targetUrl=http://https://www.z2systems.com/np/clients/share/donation.jsp?campaign=86&amp;
https://www.z2systems.com/nps/servlet/DisplayLink?orgId=share&emailId=5ae077e1e0e7d908058508682723e6175m3195795ae&secureId=HUPCVNDERKu4qIMG423BIQ%3D%3D&linkId=1681&targetUrl=https://youtu.be/hklQI5lDKQg
https://www.z2systems.com/nps/servlet/DisplayLink?orgId=share&emailId=5ae077e1e0e7d908058508682723e6175m3195795ae&secureId=HUPCVNDERKu4qIMG423BIQ%3D%3D&linkId=1681&targetUrl=https://youtu.be/hklQI5lDKQg
https://www.z2systems.com/nps/servlet/DisplayLink?orgId=share&emailId=5ae077e1e0e7d908058508682723e6175m3195795ae&secureId=HUPCVNDERKu4qIMG423BIQ%3D%3D&linkId=1681&targetUrl=https://youtu.be/hklQI5lDKQg
https://www.z2systems.com/nps/servlet/DisplayLink?orgId=share&emailId=5ae077e1e0e7d908058508682723e6175m3195795ae&secureId=HUPCVNDERKu4qIMG423BIQ%3D%3D&linkId=1679&targetUrl=https://youtu.be/hklQI5lDKQg
http://nationalshare.org/act/attend-training/sharing-caring/
http://nationalshare.org/act/attend-training/sharing-caring/
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Celebrations are lighthearted, joy-
filled, carefree occasions where 
smiles are shining, the energy is 
booming, rooms are full of 
contented people gathered 
together, hugging and laughingé
but your heart is heavy.  Your joy is 
gone.  Your cares are not free.  Your 
smile and energy have faded.  Hugs 
and laughter bring you to tears, 
because your celebration is missing 
a person.  Your person.  Your child.   

Two of the most painful 
celebrations are looming; Motherôs 
and Fatherôs Day are just around 
the corner, stalking the bereaved 
parent like a thief in the night.  But 
we will not be unprepared.  We will 
not be blindsided and completely 
broken. We will arm ourselves with 
healing strategies and have a plan 
in place for the joy-stealing thief 
that is grief.   
 
Plan for the grief, plan for the joy.  
When planning for Motherôs and 
Fatherôs Day, plan for sadness.  
Consider it to be on the menu for 
the day.  Eat a small portion, or 
stuff yourself with grief.  Please 
remember to nibble some organic, 
wholesome healing after gorging on 
the junk -filled grief. It is your 
choice.  Keep in mind itôs best to eat 
in moderation.  It takes longer to 
recover when you stuff yourself.   
 
Plan to protect your heart.  Protect 
your fragile heart by celebrating the 
love between you and your child in 
your own special way, and without 
expectations from others.  If you 
donôt receive the Hallmark words 
that you were hoping for then go 
read some Scribbles & Crumbs or 
visit the On Coming Alive website 
after you finish finding hope within 
the articles of the latest Still 
Standing or National Share issues 
of Sharing .  Search for the heart-
wrenching yet hopeful words that 

you long to hear.  Read them aloud.  
Speak them to yourself.  Ultimately, 
Motherôs and Fatherôs Day is about 
the intimate, forever bond between 
you and your child, souls linked by 
DNA, blood and heart.  Your 
heart is even more sacred a 
space than the womb, for it is 
there that your child will be 
carried, not for nine months, 
but for an eternity.  

Plan to pay it forward when your 
spirits are lagging behind.  Search 
for someone or some cause to help 
when you cannot even seem to help 
yourself.  Think beyond your pain 
and bring someone else pleasure.  A 
Gift from Emma  has free random 
acts of kindness cards and 
encourages families to perform 
small acts of generosity daily.  A 
mother at The Love Elijah Project 
and her kids are performing such 
acts of love daily and are raising 
money for an art therapy room in 
their local town.  There are sure to 
be groups in your area that are in 
need of hearts like yours; full of 
pain, tears, love, and longing.  
Reach out to others.  Extend your 
hand when your heart is heavy.   

Plan to create meaning and 
memories in honor of your child.  
Buy yourself a gift or take a walk 
and pick some flowers.  Create your 
childôs name using the whole flower 
or just the petals.  Take a photo, 
print and frame your childôs floral 
name art.  Use pine needles, 
acorns, blades of grass, or rocks if 
flowers are out of season.  Connect 
with your child in nature when you 
feel a strong need to nurture.   
 
Plan to be creative when you feel 
uninspired and dull.  Use 
photography as therapy; participate 
in creative healing projects such as 
May We All Heal .  Find your heart 
in art and ask a few friends to color, 

paint, or create with you.  Share 
your story with a group like Kaleôs 
Kisses, and type the tears away 
before the next Motherôs Day, 
Fatherôs Day, or Siblingôs Day 
appears on the calendar.  When 
those days arrive, plan to sit a while 
and cry a while.  Then plan to 
regain your strength and keep 
celebrating, even through the grief. 

  

Ginny Limer is a mama, teacher, 
writer, and photographer from Ft. 
Worth, Texas.  She and her family 
fundraise throughout the year for a 
healing camp for kids and their 
families.  Camp Cullin, a Retreat 
from Grief is the main initiative of 
their family -run nonprofit.  Scared 
Sidless was created in 2012 when 
her six month old son passed away 
from S.I.D.S. Find Ginny on 

Facebook or on  Instagram . 

"Brooke" spelled with sunflowers for 

Brooke Hester of Brooke's Blossoming 

Hope for Childhood Cancer when she 

passed just after Father's Day 2015.  

A 'C' created with flower petals in 

honor of Ginnyôs son Cullin  
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