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We Remember Our Children

Kashif Johnson Derrick V. James
March 15, 1987 ~ May 1, 2007 June 1, 1974 ~ May 28, 2005
Brian Brumbaugh Charles A. (CJ) Angelos, Jr.
November 9, 1983 ~ May 2, 2007 7 May 28, 1985 ~ November 18, 2006
| Donnie Barrett | Ryan Stevens
May 14, 1976 ~ May 3, 2002 July 7, 1986 ~ May 30, 2007 _
Kimberly Ann Barrett Christopher Andre' Waters, Jr.
September 8, 1986 ~ May 4, 2002 o May 31, 1997 ~ December 23, 2007

James "Jimmy'' Barnette
July 11, 1998 ~ June 3, 2006

Christian Paul Norman
February 4, 1985 ~ June 3, 2001

Stephanie Dawn Kirpes
May 6, 1985 ~ July 6, 2008
Kevin Michael Stanphill
March 12, 1980 ~ May 9, 2009

Matthew Miguel Ortiz Parker Evan Boyd
April 23, 1984 ~ May 13, 2008 September 15, 1998 ~ June 4, 2008
Courtney Sharee Shelby Mielen Garlet Arquines
November 23, 1993 ~ May 14, 2001 December 1, 1968 ~ June 4, 2008
~ James "Bear" Parker Jessica Leigh Charlton
May 15, 1985 ~ March 28, 2003 ‘ July 1, 1981 ~ June 7, 2001
- Franklin Conner Woodward Tommie J. Wonnum, 111
May 15, 2008 ~ May 17, 2008 June 14, 1984 ~ June 30, 2003
Brandon Bundy Nicole Michelle Lee
May 19, 1984 ~ August 24, 2008 June 22, 1989 ~ January 26, 2008
Kyle Robert Wilson Adrienne Ingram
May 25, 1982 ~ April 16, 2007 June 25, 1979 ~ December 2, 2007
Robert Loiseau Elisha Joseph McLain
August 22, 1972 ~ May 27, 1993 - February 22, 2008 ~ June 25, 2008

Gabrielle Nicole Henderson
May 28, 1986 ~ June 17, 1999

Beginning in June, monthly » This Issue of the *
meetings are on the Caring and Sharing News

2nd Tuesday of each Month is printed in loving memory of:

at 7 p.m. Kevin Michael Stanphill
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Mother's Tears

Claire Ann Stevenson

Fredericksburg, VA

http:/famotherstears.blogspot.com/

For as long as I can remember, I wanted to be a mother. I was so happy to have a daughter and a son. They were
the focus of my life. On Sept. 22, 2007, my 22 year old college senior son died in a tragic accident. The shock and
trauma has sent me into a search for meaning. In February 2009 poetry started flowing through me. I believe that
the poems are meant to be shared. They are helping me to heal. I hope that they might help others also.

I See You

I see you when I close my eyes,
Or with my eyes open wide,
Whether I am awake or asleep,
When I laugh or when I weep.

I see you in a baby’s smile,
And in the laughter of a child,
‘When watching boys play and run,
With sticks and toys having fun.

I see you in my dreams at night,
And with the early morning light,
In a lovely pale blue sky,
Watching clouds floating by.

I see you in the twinkling stars,
Gazing upward from afar,
When I look at your apple trees,
And in the gentle morning breeze.

I see you in every change of season,
Or for no specific reason,
In a song that will play,
You are with me every day.

I see you in funny stories,
Crazy movies and artistic glory,
‘When visiting with your friends,
Everything reminds me of you again.

I see you with all the love I have to give,

Your body died but you still live,
My dearest son and dream come true,
1 see you.
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Unintentional Hurt

It’s almost unbearable to have your child pass away,
IY's excruciating to get through each day,

‘When so much reason for living is gone,

It’s all we can do just to hold on.

Well meaning relatives and friends,
Often times unknowingly offend,
With things that they say or don’t do,
With insensitivity dealing with you.

Just under the surface always are tears,
We never know when they’ll appear

It’s alright for us to cry,

Or if others don’t understand why

People are uncomfortable thinking about our walk,
So they don’t want to have any talk,

Not realizing acting as if our child didn’t exist,

Is like having our heart hit by a fist.

Without experiencing a child’s loss yourself,
Most people don’t know how to help,

They think we should go on as before, .

Our children walked through Heaven’s door.

They question our focus on our departed ones,
Becaise they have no comprehension,

Of how our world has profoundly changed,
And that we can never be the same.

For the rest of our lives we will live with sorrow,
For the loss of our children and the dreams of
tomorrow,

‘We want to keep their memory alive,

It’s what helps us to survive,

People need to learn to be more forgiving,
There’s no less love for the Living,

Love is not finite, it goes on forever,

And as parents we will always remember.
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Touched by Heart of Gold

| First and most important of all, | or we would like to thank you for your generosity,
your kindness and giving person that you were. You always cared for others and
put them before yourself. Thank you my Angel for taking care of me when | was
sick. Also thank you so kindly for being the best big brother anyone could have. |
will cherish every day we got to spend together form the moment you were born.

The last few months | have been thinking how different life is for me and for all of
us that love you. About the things that will never be. We will not see you grow
from a fine young beautiful man inside and out to an older man. Dad and | will not
have the pleasure to have a grandchild from you sweet Kevin. Michael should he have children, they will
not get to play with you Kevin and get to know your playful spirit. Let it be known though, that they will -
know all about you and how much you love them despite your departure from this earth. Every day | realize
our life will never be the same without you. Even though we have to carry on with life and the little games
that come with it, | can’t go back to where | was before, that part of my life is now closed.

In spite of the pain, sorrow | must endure, | want you to know my sweet heart of gold, one thing is for sure,
| wouldn’t trade piaces with any other Mother on this earth, as | am the woman that gave birth to such a
beautiful son inside and out. | am so proud my darling child to be your Mama.

| live with tragedy and sorrow as long as | shall live, that's true, but | also shared a great friendship and
most of all a great love with you my sweet child.

You always touched my heart, soul and mind like no other could, with one exception and that is your little
brother Michael. In your Memory their will come some good, at least ! hope so. We will let others know of -
the son we had here on this earth and the son we have for all eternity. | want you to know Kevin your story
will be told, and others will know that | and we were touched by a Heart of Gold. -

When you walked into a room, it lit up a like a shining star. Your smile was just beautiful and your beautiful
blue eyes sparkied just like the ocean that you loved so very much my darling child. You always made
everyone feel like they're important and you made them feel special.

Kevin, we love you more and miss you more than any words could ever express.

Ich bin gut, es ist ein schoener Tag! Which translates, “| am fine, it is a beautiful day.” Sometimes even on
your worst days of your life you would say it out loud my sweet Angel Kevin.

Ich liebe Dich mein Knoepfle, my son, and best friend, Mama

We love you Kevin our sweet heart of Gold and we all miss you more than any words could ever express.
| Gone-from.this-beautiful-earth, but surly my Angel Kevin you will never be forgotten.

Loyalty, Duty, Respect, Selfless Service, Honor, integrity, Personal Courage. SPC Kevin Michael Stanphill,
Ret. USA Army, October, 25th, 2006. Disabled Veteran! Hooah Kevin!

Du lebst immer in unseren Herzen Kevin.
Kevin’'s Mama, Heide Stanphill




My Mom is a Survivor
Dedicated to the mothers.
Who have Jost a child
And have somehow survived

My mom is a survivor, or so I've heard it said.

But I hear her crying at night when all others are in bed.

| 1 watch her lay awake at night and go to hold her hand.

She doesn't know I'm with her to help her understand.

But like the sands on the beach that never wash away . . .

I watch over my surviving mom, who thinks of me each day,

She wears a smile for others . . . a smile of disguise.

But through Heaven's door | see tears flowing from her eyes.

My mom tries to cope with death to keep my memory alive.

But anyone who knows her knows it is her way to survive.

As | watch over my surviving mom . . .through Heaven's opeh door.
| try to tell her that angels protect me forever more.

But | know that doesn't help her or ease the burden she bears.

So if you get a chance go visit her . . . And show her that you care.
For no matter what she says . . .no matter what she feels. '

My surviving mom has a broken-heart that time won't ever heal!

Kaye DesOrmeaux
Copyright 2008. All rights reserved.

| know for certain that we never lose the people we love, even
to death. They continue to participate in every act, thought
and decision we make. Their love leaves an indelible imprint
in our memories. We find comfort in knowing that our lives

have been enriched by having shared their love.
~Leo Buscagila

My Dad is a Survivor
Dedicated to any man
who has lost a child. . .

My dad is a survivor too . . .

which is no surprise to me.

He's always been like a lighthouse
that helps you cross a stormy sea.
But, | walk with my dad each day

to lift him when he's down.

| wipe the tears he hides from others.
He cries when no one's around.

| watch him sit up late at night,

with my picture in his hand.

He cries as he tries to grieve alone,
and wishes he could understand.

My dad is like a tower of strength.
He's the greatest of them all!

But there's times when he needsto cry . ..
Please be there when he falls. v
Hold his hand or pat his shoulder . . .
and tell him it's okay.

Be his strength when he's sad,

Help him mourn in his own way.
Now, as | watch over my precious dad
from the Heaven's up above . . .

I'm so proud that he's a survivor . . .

And, | can stili feel his love!

Kaye DesOrmeaux
Copyright 2008. All rights reserved.

Tears and Flight

‘Why when I cry do people run and hide? Is any emotion other than a false happiness not to be shared? I cry for my daughter
when I speak of her because of both the happiness I felt when she was here and the grief 1 feel because she is gone. If I pretend
to be happy people will talk to me and ask me about her and when I start to cry they take flight.

Is the world such an emotional desert that people are not allowed to show other emotions? Everyone is flying here and there
never stopping to say they love someone or they miss someone. No one hold hands and holds each other anymore. They pat
your back or hug themselves. Are we so engrossed in our own personal space that we cannot break thru to someone else to

share their pain and their happiness too?

I often wonder if my daughter had not died would I still be behind the shell of anonymity that the rest of the world hides

behind....

When you lose someone ybu lose your shell and the world seems harsher and at that time unrealistic but i all reality it’s
just you are outside yourself, your safe zone because you have been forced to admit you are not infallible, and that the world
doesn’t start and stop with you. That there are people in it that you depend upon even if you didn’t know it and that changes

you; you become lost and bereft of what you never even knew you had....

You become a survivor; the one left behind, the lost, the scarred, and the heartbroken and that makes you so very different

than the false happiness shelled in people around you.

SLH...in memory of Sarabeth Cheyenne




"Messages To Heaven"

~ On Sunday, May 23, 2010 join us on our

3rd Annual Memory Walk, Picnic and Balloon Release

to remember all the children who died too soon but

still walk in the hearts of family and friends.

We would like to take this opportunity to unite the

bereaved families of our local area and to raise funds
_to support the mission of the
Bereaved Parents of the USA, Northern Virginia Chapter.

Please join us in helping our chapter in its mission by asking family, friends and
businesses to back you with pledges to support our work.
Whether you walk one mile or a hundred feet, or even make a pledge is
NOT important. What matters is that you have taken the time to join with family
and friends - new and old - who are walking the same journey as you.

Lilac Lodge at Locust Shade Park
4701 Locust Shade Drive

Triangle, VA
Registration begins at 2:00 p.m.
(all walkers must sign a liability waiver before the walk)
*Walk route is wheelchair and stroller accessable*

Balloon Release with Program will take place on the Lake Dock
Picnic to follow Memory Walk/Balloon Release

Meat and Drinks will be provided by the chapter.
~ Please bring a dish (side dish, salad, etc.) to share.

Please RSVP by May 20, 2010 by sending in registration form or
contacting:

Jodi Norman, Chapter Leader at
703-910-6277 or bleachermom2000@aol.com







