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Dear Dinah and Jim,  

     Just wanted to let you know we are thinking of you both today and 

remembering young Jim.  My Grandchildren; Calaeb, Wyatt and Madilyn 

over heard Mom and I speak of our friends' son, Jim's Birthday today.  So 

they wanted to sing ñHappy Birthdayò to him the best way they knew how.  

We bought some balloons, went to their Uncle George's grave and released 

them while singing Happy Birthday to Jim.  They said now he was Uncle 

George's new friend too, so they knew their Uncle George would get him the 

message.  Balloons have been their way of communication for a long time 

now with George.  Every time we get balloons for ANY reason they have to 

let them off for him.  Most children want to keep balloons, but not mineé 

They look for any reason to carry a message to George on a string of a 

balloon to Heaven.  I just wanted you to know that many small messages of 

love was sent to Jim today by those strings on those balloons from the hearts 

of my grandchildren, Mom, Dad and I.   

  

Love,  

Nina Everman, Betty and George Neal 

 

 Their son, George, II (5-29-64), was killed in an auto accident, 2-24-

97.  His symbols are an angel, fish & ball. 

 

 I guess you know how thrilled we were to hear that others were 

celebrating young Jimôs birthday.  We must do this for each other.  I hope 

that each day, you will look at the web site under ñBirth and Angel Datesò 

and remember those children and their families on that date, and if they have 

a web site, visit it and leave a message so the parents know that they are 

being remembered.  Our biggest fear is that our children will be forgotten.   

 

 What have you done in remembrance of your child on his/her 

birthdays and angel dates?  I love to hear the stories from you and share 

them with our fellow travelers.  Hope to hear from you! 
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Grief Grafts 
 

 

Nick & Janette Smithôs son, Nathan (4-12-84) died from a drug 

overdose, 1-13-07. 
  

            

 Janette tells of her transformation: 

 

Thank you for helping me understand that where I am emotionally is 

all right. I do understand what you say about Jim living through you 

because that is exactly how I feel. Since I came back to work in January I 

dedicated my real estate career to Nathan - he was such a charmer and 

could sell ice to Eskimos! I, on the other hand, never had the confidence I 

needed to be able to walk up to a stranger and start talking like he could. 

And, he always told me how good I would be in the real estate profession. 

Well, since January, a transformation has taken over me - I truly 

believe he is living thru me. As a matter of fact, I had said that to someone 

just the other day. My career is going great; I can talk to a brick wall and 

keep the conversation going . . . it's is undoubtedly my Nathan working thru 

me. That does bring me some comfort. 

Anyway thank you for your words of encouragement. I really needed 

them and I don't feel so crazy. 

Nathanôs name means "Gift from God." 

 

 

Nathanôs symbol is a GOP Elephant. 
 

 

Robert & Jackie Searlôs sons, Woody (4-6-61), died from an 

inoperable tumor brain, 4-30-00.   Their son, Alex (10-13-65) 

died from a heart arrhythmia, 6-7-96. 
 

Dinah, 

When your lovely card was received on June 7th the day our precious 

Alex passed in 1996, your message said may something happen that makes 

Alex feel close to us...well it did that day before we got back home to receive 

your card in the mail. 
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Robert and I had signed up for a knife skills and cooking class at 

Whole Foods in our area and once we had chopped, cut, diced and sliced all 

the foods for the cooking part of the class, we cooked then sat down to eat 

our creations. The chef suggested a particular pepper sauce "Pickappea," 

which was the favorite of all sauces for Alex...he ate this on 

everything...when we got home and read your card...well, I had to let you 

know this. God send us gifts all the time and you are indeed such a gift to all 

of us you reach out to......bless you. 

I have added and adjusted the attachment and I am sharing this with 

you in case you may find it helpful for others. 

Peace & Serenity, 

Jackie Searl 

  

No matter where life takes you. 

It's special when a bulldog is beside you! 

Life isn't about waiting for the storm to pass. It's about learning to dance in 

the rain. 

 

 ~ Hebrews 13:8 

Home of the free because of the brave... 

 

Grief Recovery 
Ministry.doc  

 

 

Danôs symbol is his dog, Buddy, and Alexôs symbols are deer 

and fish. 

 
 

 

Larry & Karen Cantrell ôs son, Jacob (11-10-85) died in an 

accidental shooting, 10-25-02. 
 

 An ñahaò moment: 

 

Dinah, if you will indulge me for a moment, I would like to share something 

with you.  
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On May 23rd my husband Larry and I traveled to Cape May, New 

Jersey to see our oldest son (Jacob's brother) graduate from the Coast 

Guard Training Camp. It was quite emotional, not just because we were 

bursting with pride for our son, but also because Jed was doing something 

Jacob, who died 5 yrs ago, would have loved to have been able to do. Jacob 

was talking with Marine recruiters before his death and had hopes of 

serving our country.  

After Jed's USCG graduation, Jed shared with us an experience of 

having lunch the day before with the top ranking officials of the USCG 

training camp due to him receiving an award for his service in boot camp. 

The Captain, when shaking Jed's hand, presented to him in a handshake, a 

coin, commonly referred to as a "Challenge Coin." Jed was so very proud of 

this coin and has kept it in his pocket ever since. As he shared his experience 

with us it was very evident how much this coin meant to him.  

When I arrived at J.I.M.'s Commons for the rededication of the bricks 

(during J.I.M.ôs Conference), I approached the servicemen to thank them for 

serving their country and as I shook one of the soldier's hand, he slipped a 

coin in mine much like Jed described had been done to him. I was so 

touched by it all, and just knew that Jacob had a hand in it, knowing how 

significant this coin and way of receiving it would be. I couldn't wait to 

share it with Jed over the telephone in Alaska! Jed is serving on the Coast 

Guard Cutter the Acushnet since graduation and I am planning on sending 

the coin to him for his collection. It was just a very special moment as 

sometimes those "aha" moments are :) 

Karen 

 

 

Jacobôs symbol is a 4-wheeler. 
 

 

Joni Greeverôs son, Preston Marquard (5-6-76) completed 

suicide, 6-6-07. 
 

 Joni wrote this tribute to Preston:  

 

In Loving Memory of "Angel Preston" ~ My son, Preston, was 31 and 

could've been a star, but suffered from depression for years. Preston was a 

victim of suicide. He truly was in far too much pain, but I know Heaven has 

him 'cocooned' to heal his wounded psyche. His Mama, Joni Greever  
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A Loving Tribute to Preston ~ June 4th 2008 

 

Preston was a funny, happy, really smart kid. At two, he knew all the 

Bob Seger songs and loved to sing Macho Man to anyone who'd listen. 

When he was four, he saw the moon partially full and asked if they sent 

space ships up to fill it with milk.  

I think his depression began in his early teens. I was just so ignorant 

of it. His ultra-sensitivity should have been a clue, but I didn't know.  

He loved teasing his younger brother, Lukas, and could set him into a 

rage yelling, "Baaarrrrbequuuue!" I still haven't figured where THAT came 

from!  

Preston was one of those people that had an affinity for animals and 

babies. They all loved him. He also seemed to attract older women, which 

really embarrassed him.  

His main trade was hardwood floors and he was a rarity (it seems 

these days) as he took extreme pride in his work. He loved computers and 

taking apart anything electronic. His lifelong friend, Jon, worked since a 

teen for Hewlett-Packard and he told me Preston taught him things about 

computers he didn't even know. He could have gone so far if it weren't for 

this horrid disease that left him feeling so scared, unloved, worthless, and 

hopeless.  

 If you know anyone that seems down for any length of time, reach out 

and help them. Don't let them become one of the 30,000 completed suicides 

each year. Besides losing my son in such a shocking, abrupt manner, I live 

knowing he was in such pain and I couldn't save him. I know he's Home 

where I'll see him again, it's missing them so much that's the worst, isn't it?  

 

With Love,  

Preston's Mama, Joni 
 

Why I Left, Mom 

 

Utterly hopeless You're nothing! screamed my mind 

I sought escape I couldn't run 

No place to hide 

From demons in my head! 

 

My life before this moment 

Had been nothing but a waste 
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They'll be better off without me 

Another moment I can't face. 

 

I hesitated briefly 

As my brain screamed on and on 

To end the torture that was my life 

I'm at the end. It hurts. I'm gone. 

 

Eyes wide open to the wonder 

Of the Love that wrapped me close 

And gently held me Loving, Loving 

I'd found my way back Home. 

 

Only after healing 

Did I finally realize 

How much my passing caused in you 

Pain I thought was only mine? 

 

Let go, forgive, and from the Light 

With just a thought I'll be 

Instantly beside you 

I Love you, trust in me. 

 

As you continue on Life's path, 

At times you'll still despair, 

And miss me, crying out my name, 

Wishing I was there. 

 

Reach out to all the others 

Entrapped by their own minds 

Help them to remember 

Their God-Self deep inside. 

 

Declare for all the world to hear: 

"I Am!" 

Remind them God, Himself, cannot be whole 

Without your missing piece! 

 

Banish the fear that fuels the dark 

Light sparklers in your mind  
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Send them out to cover Earth 

The dark fear cannot hide. 

 

When a dragonfly seems to linger 

Just a second long; 

Or the osprey gazes down on you 

And seems to say, "Look what I can do!" 

That's me; I'm having fun. 

 

Smile through your tears and please forgive 

I never meant to hurt 

When this chapter of your journey ends 

And you find yourself back Home, 

I'll once again walk through the door 

"Hey, Mom!" you'll hear me say. 

Time is now forgotten 

Like I never went away. 

 

2007 © Joni Greever - Preston's Mom 

 

 

http://www.geocities.com/angelsofhearttoheart/Preston.html 
 

 

Prestonôs symbol is a dragon. 
 

 

Dwight and Judy Trewôs daughter, Heather (6-17-87) died E-

coli resulting in kidney failure, 5-8-07. 
 

 

 This was part of Heatherôs obituary: 

 

Heather attended Sea Pines Montessori School, Hilton Head 

Preparatory School and Heritage Academy. Heather developed an early 

childhood love of music and dance and performed in various venues that 

would one day prepare her to share her passion through music. Her dream 

was to encourage sick children and promote faith and hope in their 

challenging moments. She began studying music on Hilton Head, which led 

http://www.geocities.com/angelsofhearttoheart/Preston.html
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her to Jan Smith Productions in Atlanta, Georgia where she recorded her 

first song. She had a lifelong desire to sing and was invited to perform solos 

at her schools, churches, birthdays, weddings, funerals, and other special 

events. She competed in beauty pageants primarily to perform her music, 

and after winning numerous talent, photo and modeling divisions was 

selected to sign a contract with John Robert Powers Talent Agency. Heather 

also loved her years as a student of the Hilton Head Dance School. In 

addition, she was a member of the Low Country Warriors Competitive 

Cheerleading Squad and competed both individually and as a team member. 

She recently began a thriving jewelry design business with plans to resume 

her music pursuits when her health permitted. 

Heather suffered an acute illness at age 7, then at age 12 received a 

kidney transplant at MUSC donated from her aunt, Christina Perkins. The 

Trew family requests that you honor Heatherôs memory by signing your 

organ donor card on your driverôs license. 

 

Judy tells of her many plans to remember Heather 

 

Dear Dinah, 

Thanks for your lovely notes! 

I love the idea that our children are together and orchestrating our 

interactions. They would do that for sure!!! They were, as you said, all very 

busy and I know they still are. I also believe they knew their lives would be 

short.  That was the message from one of my friends who spoke at Heather's 

service ... She told me from the time Heather was a baby (our daughters 

were born on the same day), that she saw Heather was in a big hurry, so it 

was spotted by others even as a small baby. Heather walked at 7 months and 

spoke in 5 syllable words before 3. Her pediatrician thought it was 

hilarious, I did too, but it was very busy trying to keep up with her. 

I would love for you to use Heathers story in your newsletter. Thank 

you for asking. I also have a number of plans in Heather's memory and I will 

share some of the ideas as I know you would have lots of ideas of how I can 

put them to good use. Rosemary has given me ideas and resources and I am 

now getting to a place emotionally to be ready to get things moving. 

The memorials given to Med University of SC in Heather's memory 

were enough to consider restarting some very important research there re: 

transplants (the number who will receive them ....and less side effects.... 

because less immunosuppression will need be needed). If the research works 

as they anticipate, not only will it improve transplants, but if these drugs had 

been available when Heather first got sick, she prob. would not have lost her 
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kidneys. There are many promising parts to this research so it is very 

inspiring.  We are so excited about it so Dwight and I have added our 

support and plan to be involved for a number of years in this effort. To raise 

further awareness, in the fall or spring at the latest, we are going to have an 

opera/dinner at our house and look for donors to also help in this effort. We 

have a wonderful friend who is a world renowned opera singer from NY 

(Gregory Turay) who has agreed to sing for us. It's all very exciting. 

 

As you read in the obituary, Heather was working on jewelry and one 

of my favorite pieces is what she called her "Guardian Angel bracelet." I 

need to make a picture of the bracelet, and I will get that to you. It is made 

with Swarvarski crystals and has a guardian angel as the clasp. It makes 

rainbows when you wear it in the sunlight. I found a lovely woman in 

Jacksonville Fla. (her name is Dreama....is that great) who is reproducing 

them for me now. She has a thriving custom jewelry business with designs 

very much like Heathers'. She does a lot of charity work so she has a great 

heart for the effort. I had thought they could be sold in hospital gift shops 

with Heather's story. Because of the quality of the materials and the labor 

involved, Dreama thinks they should be sold for around $100.... as I would 

use the bracelets as a fundraiser and raising awareness for the organ donor 

program.  I think that is too much for Children's hospital gift shops, I am 

unsure about the pricing but I understand where she arrived at the number. I 

would also love to give them to families who donate organs and perhaps 

other outreach efforts as well. 

 I took one to Emory's Children's Hospital this week to see if the 

woman who does the purchasing there thought they would be good in the 

gift shop.... She agreed they are too expensive for most people in the hospital 

setting, but felt they were very special, loved the mission and thought that 

was a fair price for the bracelet....and she had another great idea!!!! This 

will sound far fetched but maybe it will work. She suggested I contact Oprah 

with the story, the bracelet and Heather's few songs we have recorded. She 

said Oprah might buy thousands and promote organ donation through the 

story. What is so interesting about this is when Heather started working on 

her music, we hired a publicist who loved her story and wanted to take it to 

Oprah. He heard about Heather's death recently and called with such a 

compassionate message. We haven't talked directly, but I returned a 

message and thanked him for his call and told him about my desire to do 

something with her music etc. to complete her mission to encourage others. 

He called back with another message on Motherôs day (how 

thoughtful) and wanted to talk more about the ideas. He would be the best 
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resource I know to Oprah! I hope to connect directly with him over the 

summer and see what he thinks. 

Thank you for letting me share more of the mission and Heather's life 

with you. 

 

Please give my best to your Taylor! 

Many, many thanks, 

Judy Trew 

 

Heatherôs symbols are a rainbow and a pink butterfly. 

 

 

Joe & Gail Friedmannôs daughter, Jaci (4-10-85) was hit by a 

school bus, 6-8-95. 
 

 I hadnôt heard from them in several years, but found their new address 

and sent a card to them on Jaciôs angel date.  Gail responded: 

 

Dearest Dinah, 

 How I was blessed to receive your card this past weekend.  Youôll 

never know.  It was the 3
rd

 message I believe from God on the 7
th
 of June, the 

1
st
 was my devotion in the daily bread on how God never leaves us in a 

disaster.  The 2
nd

 was later that morning when Joe and I decided to go 

shopping to get out and as we approached the local hospital, a medi-vac 

helicopter came out from the trees in front of our truck and proceeded to 

land at the hospital.   In the 5 years of living here, we had never seen that 

helicopter at that smaller hospital.  It was a scene like 13 years prior with 

Jaci in that same type of helicopter.  It felt like she was saying to us, "Donôt 

forget me.ò  Then we came home; I opened your card and couldnôt believe I 

had heard from you after all this time.  I was amazed that you located our 

address.  Like my devotion said, I felt the loving arms of God!  We moved to 

S.C. in 2002.  We quit our jobs and found new ones here and built a home by 

the ocean.  We have been blessed with many new dear friends and we go 

home to Michigan several times a year to see family and friends there. 

 I hope and pray all is well with you.  I see that caring for others is still 

important. 

 

Warmest regards and love, 

Gail 
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 I asked Gail if I could use her letter and told her about my 

Fibromyalgia.  She responded: 

 

Dear Dinah, 

I am sorry to hear about your health problems, I hope nothing very 

serious. I am so glad to hear that you stay busy with the newsletter and by 

all means please feel free to share that with other parents. It truly was 

amazing. It was like Jaci was asking us to please remember me. Even after 

13 years it never leaves my heart, that feeling of loss. We thought about 

moving down south after vacationing in South Carolina a couple of years 

after Jaci died. We took the plunge in 2002, after I quit my job of almost 20 

years, and Joe quit his a little over 2 years ago. I came down first and Joe 

commuted back and forth. I love being at the ocean. It has been a very happy 

place for us and healing as well. The most important thing is the wonderful 

sunshine esp. during the winter months. We have a wonderful circle of 

friends here, but I am sometimes very homesick for Michigan because of my 

2 grown children and now 2 grandsons there. I have a daughter and 3 

grandkids in Florida too. I spend a lot of time traveling during the year to 

see them. The kids come down a couple of times a year to the beach as well. 

I am doing battle with rheumatoid arthritis and don't have the stamina that I 

once did. I am staying very positive and I know that God will make 

everything just fine. We are all where we are suppose to be right now and 

you are such a blessing to sooo many grieving parents. It warms my heart to 

know that there are people in the world like esp. in these troubled times. I 

hope to here from you soon, and God bless you.  

Warm Regards,  

Gail Friedmann 

 

Jaciôs symbol is Mickey Mouse. 

 

 

Bob & Carol Eilertsô son, Aaron was killed when a tornado hit 

the Boy Scout Camp, 6-11-08. 
 

 

 

Perry Beeman at  DesMoinesRegister.com  
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Aaron Eilerts, 14, the only child of Bob and Carol Eilerts of Eagle 

Grove, played flute, liked to sew, was closing in on his Eagle Scout rank and 

was a philanthropist who practically everyone knew, his school principal 

said.  

Dawn Sievertsen, principal at Robert Blue Middle School, where 

Aaron had just finished eighth grade, said Eilerts quietly led through his 

actions. He was a runner up in a statewide character competition. A member 

of Boy Scout Troop 108 in Humboldt, he died at a Boy Scout ranch holding 

leadership training. 

ñThis is a devastating loss for the whole community,ò Sievertsen said. 

ñHe was one fantastic young man.ò 

Just short of the beginning of high school, Eilerts died when a tornado 

ripped through the Little Sioux Boy Scout camp Wednesday night. Three 

other youths from Nebraska died, and 48 youths and adults were injured. 

Eilertsô moved to Eagle Grove from Nebraska in sixth grade. He spent 

much of his time in Eagle Grove helping others. He sewed colorful 

pillowcases for many hospitals, including St. Jude Childrenôs Hospital in 

Memphis, Tennessee, where he enjoyed taking vacation trips to see Elvisô 

mansion, Graceland. When heôd had enough of that, he made blankets for 

dogs at shelters so the animals wouldnôt have to sleep on cold concrete 

floors. He sewed scarves and ties for teachers. 

ñHe loved to sew,ò Sievertsen said. ñHis mother taught him.ò 

Eilertsô was an avid fan of the Nebraska Cornhuskers, played football, 

ran cross country and track, and sang the national anthem at sports events. 

He played a townsperson on the ñWizard of Oz,ò one of many drama 

productions on his list of achievements.  

ñIt was kind of comical the first year he played football because he 

was so small in stature,ò Sievertsen said. ñBut he put on the pads. I think he 

participated in sports as a way to make friends. His dad is very athletic. I 

imagine thatôs where that came from.ò 

ñThis is going to be very tough,ò Sievertsen said. ñItôs a very 

devastating loss for the community. There arenôt very many people who 

donôt know Aaron.ò 

 

 

Marilyn Magnetôs daughter, Jennifer (11-9-70) died from 

complications from child birth , 6-23-07.  Her husband, Melvin, 

died 6-24-08. 
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This was given by Marilyn at Melôs funeral: 

 

 To those of you I havenôt formally been introduced to yet, Iôm ñMrs. 

Mel,ò also known as Marilyn. 

 Itôs difficult to try to limit my talk ï thereôs so much to say about this 

person, Mel Magnet.  Mel not only believed in but personified the Masonic 

principles of  people helping people,   acting with honor, integrity, and 

dignity, being tolerant and considerate in all realms of life, and leaving the 

world a better place.  That is my Mel. 

  Mel Magnet was a born entrepreneur.  Eleanor Roosevelt could have 

been speaking of Mel when she said, ñIn the long run we shape ourselves 

and we shape our future.ò  At ten years old he plucked chickens in exchange 

for driving lessons ï the beginning of his love affair with cars and bikes.  

Then there was the Navy at 17 - his mom had to sign for him ï where he 

spent nine months in an internment camp in Guam.   He often said that his 

four years in the Navy were some of his best.  His various endeavors ï too 

numerous to recount here - continued until he met John Ventriglio, and you 

know the rest.  We are all here in Melôs ñshop,ò as he called it, to honor his 

successes as a human being.  To Mel, success was measured by how much 

he could help others.  The people he helped are too numerous to mention 

and his help was often offered anonymously.  

 Mel has always valued family.  He lovingly cared for his mother and 

his brother until the day they died.  When Mel and I decided to join our lives 

together, little did he realize how his life would change.   Along with a wife 

came four children, grandchildren, and lots of love.  He developed 

relationships with each of them, and during this past year fully shared our 

grief at the loss of our daughter Jennifer.  Amber and Moose arrived, our 

two Labrador Retrievers, were a source of joy and constant companionship.    

Mel and I had 15 years of friendship, love, and many memories.   

 Melôs work was a daily part of his life. He always considered his 

devoted partner, John, as a son.  He opened his heart to his employees, 

whom he considered family as well, and treated them with the utmost 

respect.   The love, respect, and loyalty he was shown in return speaks for 

itself.  Over the past year, John and Ben Kudon, whom Mel also loved and 

trusted implicitly, were the backbone of the business.  They also have, and I 

know will continue to be, a tremendous support to me.  Finally, Mel had 

many friends over the course of his life, and over the past few years has 

greatly missed his dear friend Jim McClure.  I am so happy that his 

wonderful wife Phyllis is here with us today. 
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  In recent years Mel was reunited with his biological son, Jay Edward.  

They got to visit and know one another, along with Jayôs wife, Janet, their 

daughter, Sarah, and two grandsons.  A good closure to a chapter in his life. 

  Last Tuesday Mel embarked upon his next journey.  He died 

peacefully at home, in the arms of his best friend and wife ï whom he always 

referred to as the love of his life.  To me, Mel was ñthe wind beneath my 

wings,ò my hero, and the most extraordinary, ordinary man.  I close with 

one of his pet expressions:  You bet! 

 

 

Pat & Linda Smithôs son, Tommy (12-9-73) died from 

meningitis, 3-18-00. 
 

  

 After reading the 121 newsletter and looking at the pictures from the 

conference, Pat was reminded of two stories about Tommy: 

 

Thank you and Happy Belated Anniversary. Linda and I just 

celebrated our 37
th
 on July 10

th
.  I know our sons where there in spirit, 

congratulating us for staying together and sticking it out through the 

tragedy that we all faced.  I think I read somewhere that the divorce rate for 

parents who bury a child is around 75%.  It is a tribute to both of you for the 

love you have for each other which transcended to the love you had for your 

son. 

Iôll have to relate a little humorous story concerning Tommy.  For our 

25
th
 anniversary, we renewed our vows.  It just so happened that there was 

an evening Mass at Holy Rosary and the priest who celebrated the Mass just 

happened to have gone to college with my father. Tommy, Tonya his 

girlfr iend and another young couple played maid of honor and best man.    

At the little party afterwards Tommy comes up to me and says he canôt 

believe that we had been married for 25 years.   He was 22 at the time so I 

asked him how many sets of parents he has had, he replied only one.  I then 

asked him how old he was and he said 22.  I then asked him what part of this 

couldnôt he figured out?  I asked him if I had wasted all that money on his 

fine education going to 8 years at Holy Rosary, Christian Brothers High 

School and the University of Memphis?  I told him to go have another drink 

and think about it and if he still couldnôt figure it out, come back and see me 

and I would ñdumb it downò for him.   Needless to say, he finally grasped 

the concept. 
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I was looking at the web site and the balloons reminded me of what 

happened at Tommyôs burial.  Unbeknownst to Linda or I one of the parents 

of one of Tommyôs soccer players gathered several hundred blue and white 

balloons, colors of the soccer team he was coaching and after the service at 

the cemetery, they let them all go.  Tied to each balloon was this saying: 

 

ñTommy, be my soccer angel 

Watch me as I play 

Would be nice 

Fair play is what I pray. 

 

If someday I am stretching 

And gazing towards the sky, 

Smile at me 

So I can see 

My angel floating by.ò 

 

Since it was March, it was a little windy and the balloons floated 

toward the sky.  One, however, got caught in a tree, and feel that it was 

Tommy telling us good bye and that everything was ok. 

Pat 

 

 There have been several memorials in Tommyôs memory: 

 

One was a tribute to him at the first banquet the Univ. of Memphis 

named for his memory...it's the annual banquet for the soccer team at the 

end of the yr...And they give a "The Tommy Smith spirit award" to the player 

who was most like our son on and off the field. What an honor. They have 

been so, so wonderful to us...The first yr. the banquet was "packed" and 

when we walked off the elevator...his jersey was framed and on a easel for 

people to see when they walked into the dinner...they presented it to us at the 

last home game (we played St. Louis..) big rival...but what a ceremony...we 

do have a tape someone gave us...the players from both teams were on 

center circle along with all coaches...and Pat, Tonya and I walked up to 

receive his jersey...a lot of people came out for that...It meant so much to 

us...His memory will live on. 

Christian Brothers H.S. where he graduated from in 92 put his jerseys 

in the Hall of Fame...They had 3 consecutive State Championships...so it 

meant a lot and there's a garden in the back of the school where 

unfortunately, there's a lot of memorials, mainly Brothers Boys who have 
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died...the last one (no more space) was Tommy's...it's just beyond 

beautiful...we've been very blessed with the tributes and honors in his 

memory...In lieu of flowers, we requested donations be given to Christian 

Brothers H. S...he loved it there and did so well...and it's not cheap...and 

we're just really average income people...it was worth every penny....but 

there were flowers sent too...people were so kind and giving and 

caring...they were devastated based on what they wrote to usé 

Linda 

 

 Pat shared a poem Tommyôs players wrote in his memory: 

 

Tommy was coaching two youth soccer teams at the time of his death. 

After playing in high school and 4 years at the U of M, he wanted to give 

back something to the community.   The older team comprised of boys 14 

and 15 years old, most of whom were sophomores in high school who had 

been coached by Tommy for about 3 years.    Below, is a poem two of his 

players wrote in his memory: 

 

A Friend Forever 

 

When you lose a friend, you feel sadness and pain 

You are covered by sorrow like a cloud heavy with rain 

Then you think of happy memories, darkness starts to end. 

You envision the glorious time, together, in the past which you spent. 

You feel happy inside, itôs a feeling you wonôt forget, never! 

Because the memory of this friend will last forever. 

 

 

Tommyôs symbols are a soccer ball and a smile. 

 

 

David & Peggy Webbôs daughter, Janna (4-6-81) died from a 

brain  hemorrhage, 7-12-93. 
 

 Another story of how our children reveal themselves to us: 

 

Dinah, 

Thank you so much for the card you sent in honor of Janna's birthday 

in heaven.   When the card arrived, David and I had been sitting on our 
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porch, admiring the wonders of God's gifts.  We were attracted to a little 

yellow butterfly, flitting among the flowers and doing tumbles and double 

back handsprings, etc., just like our Janna.  We decided that this little 

creature was a sign to us that Janna still lives and is filled with joy in the 

realization of pure love -- from those she left behind and those she now 

knows.  And, what a blessing, your card was!  You wished us the good 

fortune of seeing a butterfly on Janna's day.  And we had.   

Life is still difficult sometimes.  I think grief can make people 

physically ill, and I have been visited by several ailments in the past two 

years.  However, I cling to these words from an old hymn: "I know whom I 

have believed, and am persuaded that He is able to keep that which I've 

committed unto Him against that day."  

  Thank you so much for the card. 

Peggy Webb 

  

 

Jannaôs symbols are a yellow butterfly and a rainbow. 

 

 

 

Linda Terryôs son, Daniel Hukle, Jr. (Junior) (12-16-96) died 

from a cancer, 3-26-03. 
 

 Linda had sent me this picture of a tattoo and I asked her about the 

symbolism: 

 

Dear Dinah, 

I wrote to you before, about my son Daniel who passed away with 

cancer.  The tattoo is on my daughter's right back shoulder.  It is in memory 

of her brother, he was a volunteer firefighter from the age of fourteen until 

his passing on April 26, 2003.  My daughter Katie has the same birthday as 

does your Jim, July 26.  I will be thinking of you on that day.  

 

 

 

 

 

Juniorôs symbol is a white 

butterfly.  
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Mike & Barbra Bowl ingôs son, Mi chael (10-25-70) died in an 

auto accident, 7-12-98. 
 

 

Barbra and Mike have used their grief journey to help others: 

 

Dinah,  

Early on in our journey a grief counselor who had also lost a child 

told us that someday we would realize gifts had come to us as a result of our 

experience.  Of course, at the time, we could not imagine how that was to 

be.  We remembered those words as the years went on and as we were able 

to reflect, we began to count the gifts.  First and foremost are the fellow 

travelers.  We joined a grief support group of parents like ourselves and 

formed lasting bonds of support and friendship.  After a few years, my 

husband and I ended up facilitating the group.  It was a gift for us to be able 

to witness to others that love and perseverance can get you through.   

It is a gift that our faith has grown stronger and that we have 

experienced the fullness of God's promise to help us through our grief.  It is 

a gift that we are more aware of others' struggles and more compassionate 

and sympathetic than before.   

It is a gift to be able to laugh again and to experience life amid the 

bittersweet joy of our memories.  We have moved to our dream home in the 

hills of southern Indiana, the place where we spent our last weekend 

together as a family in 1998.  We feel Michael's spirit blessing us as we walk 

in the woods and reflect at the memory spot we created beside a little 

creek.  We know he is happy we finally made it here.  It is a gift to realize he 

really is still with us.  For years now I have described my experience as 

being blessed and broken.  Sometimes I dwell in the brokenness and 

sometimes I dwell in the blessedness.  Counting my blessings brings me back 

when I'm feeling down and sad.  This is what my heart wants to say about 

the gifts. 

Sincerely, 

Barbra 

 

Michaelôs symbol is an eagle in flight. 

 

 

Rose Hannahôs son, Trey (7-24-90) died in an auto accident,  

2-29-04. 
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Trey Hannah was born on July 24, 1990, to Rose and Cliff Hannah.  

He was called home in the early morning hours of February 29, 2004.  He 

was 13.  Trey was one of the seven children killed in a tragic car accident in 

Millington.   

  Trey was the only son and the youngest of three children.  His sisters, 

Lisa and Leslie, remember him as being loving, aggravating, silly and the 

best brother they couldôve ever had.  After Lisa married and moved out, 

Leslie and Trey would argue over any little thing.  Each morning, while 

preparing for school, the arguments would begin, usually over the use of 

hair-care products.  You see, Trey was a ñladies man,ò and in order to look 

the part, had to use these products.  Since Leslie owned most of the products 

he needed, he would just ñborrowò them - without her knowledge, of course.  

We still laugh today over the lingering cloud of hairspray heôd leave in the 

bathroom.   

 After school, a new set of arguments would occur; like chores.  Leslie 

and Trey both had assigned chores to be completed before playtime or 

phone time.  Trey would run in from school, throw his things down, and run 

out before Leslie had the chance to stop him.  He was quick enough to get 

out of chores, but charming enough to stay out of trouble. 

 One of the great things about Trey was his easy smile and outgoing 

personality.  His presence just lit up a room, no matter who was in it.  It 

didnôt matter what crowd he was with, he would always make a new friend.  

Whether you were popular or the new kid on the block, Trey would make 

your acquaintance and become your friend. 

 One of the things we treasure the most is that Trey was an active 

member of Crosspointe Baptist Church. Trey loved God.  Just six months 

earlier, he had publicly recommitted his life to Christ.  He was looking 

forward to enrolling in the new discipleship program under the direction of 

his youth minister.   Trey had a very strong faith and love for Jesus. 

We miss Trey so very much, and sometimes we wonder why his life 

had to be so short.  We struggle through the days that overwhelm us with 

grief, and rejoice in the days that fill us with sweet memories. But one thing 

is for sure: Trey is sitting at the feet of Jesus, helping to prepare a place for 

us all. 

 

Trey's passion for his horses grew more and more every day.  He loved to 

ride with his friends and have a good time.  The bond between Trey and his 

2 favorite horses, Cissy and Hey Girl was amazing.  When Trey left us, Jim 

Taber, a very good friend, set up an award for the organization we ride for.  

SASCA (Southern Amatuer Saddle Club Association).  We give an award in 
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honor of Trey Hannah to the overall high point winner (total combined 

points) to a child who rides Pony Flags, Pony Speed and Pony Barrels.  

That is what Trey rode for many years.  This is a way we can keep his 

memory and legacy alive.  Thank you Jim for donating this award in honor 

of  Trey.  I know he is smiling down upon you.   

 

You were the one to run to, for a shoulder to cry on... 

You were the one everyone relied on... 

Any dreams or fears were safe with you... 

I'll admit I ran to you too... 

We used to talk for hours about our futures... 

Now I know none of it will ever happen... 

I know if you were here you would tell me "Be strong"... 

"Don't cry" "I'll be here waiting for you..." 

I just want you to know you will never be far... 

My mind will always be full of memories of you... 

I know there's a time we all must go... 

But how can merely being 13 be the time to do so...  

love u trey..*LaLa* 

 

You were so full of life, 

Always smiling and carefree. 

Life loved you being a part of it, 

And I loved you being a part of me. 

 

You could make anyone laugh, 

If they were having a bad day. 

No matter how sad I was, 

You could take the hurt away 

 

Nothing could ever stop you, 

Or even make you fall. 

You were ready to take on the world, 

Ready to do it all. 

 

But God decided he needed you, 

So from this world you left. 

But you took a piece of all of us, 

Our hearts are what you kept. 
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Your seat is now empty 

And it's hard not to see your face. 

But please always know this, 

No one can ever take your place. 

 

 You left without a warning, 

Not even saying good-bye. 

And I can't seem to stop, 

Asking the question, why. 

 

Nothing will ever be the same, 

The halls are empty without you laughter. 

But I know you're up in heaven, 

Watching over us and looking after. 

 

I didn't see this coming, 

It hit me by surprise. 

And when you left this world, 

A small part of us died. 

 

I remember you swinging from the hayloft ropes, 

When you were just a little boy. 

And the last time I ever saw you, 

You were riding your pride and joy (HEYGIRL) 

 

Your smile could brighten anyoneôs day, 

No matter what they were going through. 

And I know every day for the rest of my life Trey, 

I will be missing you.  

 

http://trey-hannah.memory-of.com/ 

 

 

Treyôs symbols are a dove and an angel. 
 

 

Ali Isabellôs son, Randy Hecox (1-7-69) completed suicide,  

7-23-99. 
 

http://trey-hannah.memory-of.com/
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 Randy came through on his angel date: 

 

 I got your lovely card, thank you for remembering Randy and me. I 

am so bad at that any more. I just canôt seem to keep up with all I need too... 

I did have a sign from Randy. I asked for it while I was at his head stone and 

in no time a butterfly landed on my right hand and stayed there a long time 

and then when it flew away.  As I was closing the gate, it came back and 

landed again on my left hand. My dad and Randyôs bother were there with 

me...  what a blessing. Thank you my dear friend. I know you had Jim's 

birthday today as well. Hope you had a peaceful day of sweet memories.  

Ali  

 

Randyôs symbol is an eagle. 

 

 

Bill and Carole Kemperôs son, Christopher Schuhmann (6-30-

75) was pinned under a truck  and suffocated, 7-21-93. 
 

Dinah, 

Thanks so much for remembering Chris on his birthday and on the 

anniversary of his death.  On Monday, July 21, we had a storm, and I went 

out afterward to see if there was any damage.  I saw the most beautiful 

scene.  The sun was going down and a cloud was floating just above it and 

the rays of the sun filtered out in a fan shape just above the cloud.  I don't 

think I have ever seen it just that way.  It was comforting just to know that 

maybe Chris was sending me a sign that we will see him again someday.  It's 

been 15 years but I still have moments when I cry to think about him.   

Love, 

Carole 

 

Chrisô symbols are cowboy boots and hat. 

 

 

Sue Matthewsô daughter, Taylor  (11-1-99) died from cancer,  

2-22-08. 
 

 

 Sue tells about what they have done in Taylorôs memory: 
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Hi Dinah,  

I am so sorry to learn about your son, Jim. But it seems out of your 

tragedy that you have helped so many others. It is a road no one ever could 

imagine traveling and I don't see how I can survive life without Taylor. I 

have been to your web site several times and I was very inspired by your 

recent conference.  

Taylor was born 11/1/91 and she passed on 2/22/08. She was such a 

fun and feisty child that it did not surprise anyone that she came into the 

world on 111 and left on 222. I have 3 girls and she was my middle daughter 

and the love of my life. She battled cancer for 5 years. At age 11, with no 

symptoms, she was diagnosed and it was metastasized all over her body. In 

the 5 years, they took out over 100 tumors in about 15 surgeries and she had 

to have massive doses of chemo. She was in remission for two years, but on 

IV maintenance drugs that whole time. So, in those 5 years she went to 

school very little and we spent every minute together. Although she tried to 

be a normal teenager and she had a boyfriend.  

Anyway, my husband searched the world to save her life. We were 

treated in hospitals all over the US and she died in Germany where we were 

seeking different treatments. You can read her story at www.taylors-

homepage.com  Taylor also had her own foundation to raise funds for 

pediatric cancer research. The web site does not reflect this but she just 

exceeded the 1 million mark of funds raised. Her website is 

www.taybandz.org  we will continue to fundraise as Taylor would want us 

to, but we are at a loss for how to continue. Taylorôs favorite symbol in life 

and in death is a ladybug. I am so sorry for your loss but may God bless you 

for all you do to help others.  

With thanks,  

Sue Matthews 

 

Taylorôs symbol is a ladybug. 

 

 

Rob & Faye Martinôs daughter, Lisa Mewbourne (9-23-65) 

died from a self-inflicted gunshot, 4-22-91. 
 

 

 I was telling Faye about my mother seeing young Jim before she 

passed and she shared this story: 

 

http://www.taylors-homepage.com/
http://www.taylors-homepage.com/
http://www.taybandz.org/
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My aunt saw both my mother and Lisa right before she died!!!  She 

was in the hospital dying of cancer.  I took the night shift and stayed every 

night with her.  She had been on morphine to control the pain and had been 

sleeping all the time.  But, the family knew she had not wanted to be heavily 

sedated, so they relented and told the doctors to let up on the drugs.  I was 

with her when she woke up.  She sat straight up in bed, then saw me 

standing beside her.  She said, "Faye, I was just with your mother; and Lisa 

was there, too." 

She said she had "awoke" to find herself standing on the edge of a 

beautiful, grassy meadow.  She looked towards a hill in the distance and saw 

my mother (her favorite sister) standing there.  Mom had both arms open 

towards my Aunt Katherine.  She started running down the hill towards her, 

arms open all the time.  When she got to her, she grabbed her and hugged 

her tight.  She said, "I'm so glad to see you!" 

  I asked what my mother looked like.  She said that she looked young, 

about 30, and that her hair was long and dark brown like when she was 

young.  (My mother was 60 when she died.)  She said she looked very 

beautiful and radiant.  I asked what she was wearing and my aunt said it 

was some kind of long dress.   

That's when she looked at me and said, "I didn't actually see your Lisa 

because she was standing behind me; she was holding me up, helping me to 

stand because I was too weak to stand by myself."  She heard Lisa's voice 

close behind her.  She said that both of them were so happy to see her.  My 

aunt was standing at the gates of heaven when she was at the edge of that 

meadow.  Her earthly body was still tired and aching from her long 

illness....and my angel daughter was there to hold her up! 

I choked back tears and said, "Aunt Kat, do you know what just 

happened to you?"  She said she didn't.  I said, "You just had a "Near Death 

Experience."  My aunt knew she was dying, and she was probably trying to 

balance herself between the two worlds.  I explained what NDE's were and 

she nodded that she understood.  I think knowing who was going to meet her 

in that beautiful meadow in Heaven made it easier for her to pass on 

peacefully.   

 I was with her a couple of days later when she did go to that meadow.  

I wept for her, but it was MY loss -- not hers.  She had won the victory!  I 

thank God that my precious aunt had that experience, and that I was there to 

share it with her.  I'll bet they are having a ball up there together! 

Love, 

Faye, Lisa's mom forever 

www.lisalamb3.com/   

http://www.lisalamb3.com/



