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(How The Children’s Memorial and Garden Came into Being) 
Located at St. Joseph’s Catholic Church in Bradenton, Florida 

Welcome to St. Joseph’s Catholic Church and the Children’s Memorial and Garden of Peace 

Service. Our group of dedicated volunteers have been offering this way to comfort families and 

loved ones who have lost a child (no matter the age) for the past 22 years. In that time we have 

formed close friendships and worked though out the year, side-by-side with men and women 

across all ecumenical lines, pastors and priests, and even with those who struggle with their 

relationship to God. Why? Because we too have lost a child or grandchild, sister or brother and 

know how important it is to remember them by name for the love and mischief they brought to 

our lives and imprinted on our hearts even if only for a brief moment here on this earth. Even 

though our experiences that brought us here are different, the pain we feel, the questioning we 

may have, and the hope and faith we cling to are universal to us all.  

What I’m about to tell you, is something not many people know about the sculpture in the 

garden but I’m probably the best one to fill in the details. My name is Jo Ann Glim. I’m co-

Founder of the Children’s Memorial and Garden. And this is how it came to be.  

First, let me ask you . . . do you believe in miracles? If you didn’t when you walked through our 

doors, I hope you will by the time you leave because they are all around us and touch each of us 

in our daily lives whether we recognize them or not. Many of them are born through tragedy 

and it may be years before they fully reveal their message. 

This garden came into being in such a way as my husband and I stood on a small bluff in the 

cemetery overlooking McHenry valley about 50 miles northwest of Chicago. It was a bitterly 

cold and windy November morning. The temperature was near zero and matched the numbing 

cold in my heart. I was consumed by anger, doubt, and grief, and numbed by the “what ifs” that 

whirled through my mind for all that had happened. 

Even though our stories are different, our grief: yours and mine; the families who have sat here 

before us; and those who will follow; have a personal story of their own to tell. Our paths are all 



different. We may never see each other again, and yet, because of this brief encounter, we 

have the opportunity to find comfort and strength from strangers who truly understand our 

pain without saying a word. 

Little did I know what happened back in Illinois in 1995 would be fulfilled in Bradenton, Florida.  

You see, as we stood graveside saying our final prayers, I made a vow from the core of my soul 

to God that no parent would find themselves without a place to gather their thoughts, and 

spend time with the spirit of their child in peace. 

I no sooner thought those words and the whole world around me turned blizzard-white. I could 

hear nothing or feel nothing and the only thing I saw was a vision of a beautiful garden with a 

majestic tree in the center. Scattered throughout the branches of the tree were tiny 

crystal/glass tears and as a gentle breeze blew, they touched and whispered the most melodic 

sound . . . and then it was gone. 

I knew exactly what had happened and I got scared. This was the beginning of a two year 

conversation between me and God. My response was always . . . but you don’t understand. I 

don’t have the skills to do what you’re asking. He never pushed or demanded but throughout 

that time, He would gently lead me towards another piece of the puzzle, but my response was 

always the same.  

In the meantime, Bill retired and we moved to Bradenton, eight months prior to the Easter 

season. We loved our new church and as we waited for the 3-Day Lenten mission service to 

begin, I was overcome by the feeling of love within these walls. 

The keynote speaker was a gentleman by the name of Vince Ambrosetti. He stood right here 

and said, “Think of me as a spoon, I’ve come here to stir things up.” 

I listened intently to all that was said and on the last night before I went to bed, I promised I 

would try but with a caveat, “you better hold my hand because I don’t know what I’m doing.” 

The following morning I began to write up a plan but once again by Monday, it was dashed. 

That Monday I endured a hemorrhagic stroke that left me fighting for my life. I was totally 



paralyzed on my right side, I couldn’t walk, or talk, or see straight. I spent a week in ICU, three 

months in a rehab center learning how to do everything all over again and another year 

regaining my strength. 

By the six month mark, all eighty-nine pounds of me sat in Father Cadarso’s office reliving what 

had happened and what I believed to be my calling until the promise was fulfilled. As any good 

pastor would do, he said, “form a committee. We’ll see what happens.” 

Twelve people joined us at the first meeting. When we could not agree as to where the garden 

would be built, we walked the grounds until we came to a forgotten piece of land right outside 

the church’s backdoor. The plot was overrun with weeds and had what was left of an 

abandoned driveway. We looked at the land and then at each other and in unison said,  

“This is it.” 

About two months later, Bill and I hosted a small dinner party at our home. A gentleman by the 

name of Normand Poirier was one of our guests. When the vision of the garden was mentioned 

during dinner, he dropped his fork. We didn’t know until that night he had lost two children, 

nor did we know that he was a renowned liturgical artist with sculptures all over our nation. 

The dove over our baptismal font is one of his pieces. So is the sculpture in the Children’s 

Memorial Garden. Normand had drawn this design when he was home from school recovering 

from a cold when he was 10-years-old. Even at that early age, he knew this piece was 

something special and carried it in his portfolio for sixty some years. 

That night at our house, the meaning of this massive piece of art had become abundantly clear. 

The two stanchions, one on each side of the walk represent the two parents, their heads bowed 

towards each other for comfort and support. The corona in the center holds the tears the 

family shares. The concrete foundation signifies our foundation with Christ. The bare wooden 

branches reveal the beginning of a life not yet matured, and the points of the wooden beams 

facing upward represent our prayers piercing the heavens. 



There is another item in the garden that you cannot see but is filled with the love of children. 

The first-grade students of St. Joseph’s school, and the young children from an orphanage in 

Haiti drew pictures and wrote poems that are buried under the sidewalk, our walk of life. 

But one of the greatest gifts we received came from the older children at the school. They 

raised funds by holding a plant sale with plants they’d raised themselves in the school’s 

greenhouse. Nothing sold for more than a quarter. The note that accompanied the check went 

something like this: Here is our donation for $85.60 from the plant sale. We kept $10 for pizza.  

Our service today begins here in the church, spills into the garden, and continues with a 

wonderful luncheon at the parish center.  

I’d like to close by paraphrasing what we hear every Sunday before we leave church. Our love 

and dedication to others does not end here but continues as we live our lives in the service of 

others no matter where our gifts lead us. As you leave today after the memorial service, we 

hope you will take this blessing with you as a gift from all of us. 


