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be supportive.
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Kelli Rose
1-250-379-2465
TCFVernon@hotmail.com

Linda or Glen Woods
250-807-2487
tcfkelown@shaw.ca

Sandy Quinn
250-675-3793

Darlene Augustson
250-558-5026
Vernon@tcfcanada.net
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Linda Lochhead
250-765-8097
lindalocks@hotmail.com

Nellie Rasmussan
250-832-7222

Meetings

Meetings

s.quinn@hotmail.com

Penny Hardie
250- 838-0686

Last Thursday of Each
Month at 7:00 p.m. at
The People Place,
3402-27 Avenue, Vernon.

2nd Thursday of Each
Month at 7pm at First
United Church Hall,
Kelowna.

Meetings

Next Meetings

Next Meetings

Next Meetings

September 24th 2015
October 29th 2015
November 26th 2015
December 31st 2015
January 28th 2016

Last
Thurs

September 10th 2015 2 nd
Thurs
October 8th 2015
November 12th 2015
December 10th 2015
January 14th 2016

The leaders decided to drop the
group meeting format, and
advertise the availability of
individual support. Please call
one of the Chapter contacts if
you want a time to share in an
intimate space for a long chat
over coffee.

It's only when we truly know and understand that we have a limited time on
earth -- and that we have no way of knowing when our time is up, we will then
begin to live each day to the fullest, as if it was the only one we had.

by - Elisabeth Kubler-Ross

“Death is part of life and by averting our gaze we deny ourselves the chance to really live it.”

by - Nicola Dela-Croix
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Welcome
TO OUR NEW MEMBERS
Coming to the first meeting is the hardest, but you have nothing to lose and everything to gain! Try
not to judge your first meeting as to whether or not TCF will work for you. At the next meeting you
may find just the right person or just the right words said that will help you in your grief work. Try
to attend three times before deciding if TCF is right for you.

TO OUR MEMBERS WHO ARE FURTHER DOWN THE ‘GRIEF ROAD’
We need your encouragement and your support. Each meeting we have new parents. THINK
BACK – what would it have been like for you at your first meeting if there had not been any TCF
‘veterans’ to welcome you, share your grief, encourage others and tell your story, “share your
knowledge that the pain will not always be this bad, it really does get better!”

INFORMATION REGARDING OUR MEETINGS
PLEASE come to a meeting. We are here to discuss whatever is on your mind. This is YOUR group
and we are here for each other. You do not have to talk at meetings. We welcome your participation
in our group, but it is not a requirement. Coming to listen to the other members is okay, too. Our
meetings are open to parents, grandparents, adult siblings, or adult family members such as aunts
and uncles.
The secret of TCF's success is simple: As seasoned grievers reach out to the newly bereaved, energy
that has been directed inward begins to flow outward and both are helped to heal.

WE NEED YOUR HELP
This group belongs to you and cannot survive without assistance. You can help! Part of getting
better, sometimes is being there to assist others, too, through this journey.

Petra & Shawn Ewen in memory of Sila’s birthday
Jamie Rose Falkland Store for the Meat for the Retreat
Everyone who sold and purchased Raffle Tickets

Hope is important because it can make
The present moment easier to bear.
If we believe that tomorrow will be better,
we can bear a hardship today.
by - Thich Nhat Hanh
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There Were No Strangers
There is a tenderness among bereaved parents, a gentleness far beyond “normal” interactions with people in
everyday life. We speak softly to each other and silently acknowledge our mutual vulnerability and fragility.
That doesn’t mean we might not hurt each other from time to time through a misunderstanding, but it seems to
me, the hurt is never meant to be. We have hurt enough already.
Somehow, there is forgiveness among bereaved parents, forgiveness that comes from knowing we are just
struggling human beings trying to make the best of our lives that will have, forever, an empty hole.
There is a quiet beauty among bereaved parents, a beauty that comes out of the experience of being hit with
such pain and love all mixed together that words completely fail us.
There is courage among bereaved parents, the courage to get up, get dressed, and face another day.
We look to each other for the tenderness, the forgiveness, the beauty, and the courage. How often we say,
“I’m so glad to know you… but I wish we had not met like this.” And then we often add, “But, would I…
could I… have ever felt so close if it wasn’t for the pain?” Strange, isn’t it, how there are hidden gifts in the
middle of unspeakable agony?
The closeness of bereaved parents and siblings is universal. I just returned from the National TCF Conference
in Washington, DC, where 1,500 people, from all over the world and every walk of life, attended. It didn’t take
a name tag to identity each other. Formal introductions weren’t necessary. The question, “What do you do for a
living?” never came up. The words most often spoken were, “Tell me about your child (or brother or sister).”
There were no strangers. Even if you were not there… you were there. The invisible link … is love.
by - Alice Monroe, TCF, Mesa County, CO

Writing a Letter to a Deceased Lo ved O ne
Writing a letter is a powerful way to reconnect with a loved one after he or she has
died. Here are some sample questions you might ask yourself as you write:








What
What
What
What
What
What
What

experiences have I been through since my loved one's death?
do I miss?
do I regret?
issues in our relationship remain unresolved?
do I appreciate?
have I learned about myself, my loved one, and my relationship?
do I want to carry on?

Ask yourself the following questions after you have written your letter:
 Was I open and honest?
 Did I express my love and appreciation?
 Did I address unresolved issues in our relationship?
 Do I still feel regrets?
 Are any resentments still bothering me?
 Is anything left unsaid?
 Do I feel forgiveness? Do I feel more understanding?
Lifted From the article, Love After Death.
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The Red Poppy

THANKSGIVING

The time draws near
The red poppy is a symbol
And the calendar says
To simply show we care
Thanksgiving is really here.
For all our fallen heroes
Time to reflect and time to gather
Thoughts of what to be thankful of.
A loss we all equally share
Thankful? I think not.
My life is not full these days
The red poppy is a symbol
And to be thankful is beyond my grasp.
But to give thanks? This, I believe, can be done.
For to many we have lost
Searching my soul deep within
In every conflict of war
J
Reasons to give thanks surface to the edge
i
m
Yes, I give thanks
Their valour was at a cost
For the memories of yesterdays,
The love, the laughter of each day when James was with us
The red poppy is a symbol
The trials & tribulations of being an active parent,
Wear it with pride for them
The rewards & the challenges of raising a child,
The days of blissful ignorance when
As each and every year goes by
I thought tragedy would never visit our home,
We will remember them
The days when life was normal, even though
I took it all for granted.
For the treasures of today’s,
The sunrise, sunset, the changing of the seasons,
The new found friends along this journey
I reluctantly travel
The tried & true friends who stand by me still,
The strong and everlasting love of my husband
The warmth of wet kisses from my
canine companion and feline friend,
The encouragement and support, compassion and caring I give
and receive as I survive and help others survive.
For the hopes and possibilities of a peaceful tomorrow,
With faith, love, & perseverance as I struggle to move on
With James in my heart forevermore,
spiritually guiding me with his new presence,
With sorrow and reluctance, each new day,
To yet, somehow, be open and loving,
The silence after lasts forever
Not to forsake what I've learned because of what I've lost.
You see, it's not about keeping up with the Jones' having an
It is as quiet in the second it ended
SUV or two in the garage, having the largest beanie baby
as it is years later.
collection, having so many CD's, video games, or the
newest, most improved, latest and greatest new gadgets,
Quieter than a painting.
not even being up to date with state of the art technologyIt's about love - it's about the gifts of yesterday, blended
There is nothing as quiet as this.
with the blessings of today to make meaning for tomorrow.
It is as quiet as nothing.
S
u
e

by - Meg Avery (James' mom) TCF Lawrenceville, Ga

Lifted from -TCF Kamloops, B.C Autumn 2014
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Do not think that death can take me from you, for I loved you and I love you still.
God did not decree that love should have a span, confined, with life, to three score years and ten.
Love endures for ever, else it is a sham.
Don’t imagine guilt about the more you could have done, or feel you failed because you let me down
I probably was unaware of your supposed neglect, And even if I noticed, or was hurt,
You are forgiven:
Our love too precious to be thus soured for long.
So in those midnight hours of wakeful grief don’t cry! – talk to me.
And listen: for me assured I will be speaking words of comfort as I did before.
I love you still, with love more strong than death.
I will be with you, never fear, I am. And I will never let you go. Don’t you give up on me!

by - Kip Bennett

The Strongest People
Are not those who
show Strength in front
of us, But those who
win battles we know
nothing about!
If Only They Knew
If only they knew that when I speak of him, I am not being morbid. I am not denying his death. I am proclaiming
his life. I am learning to live with his absence. For twenty-six years he was a part of my life, born, nurtured,
molded and loved—this cannot be put aside to please those who are uncomfortable with my grief.
If only they knew that when I sit quietly, apparently content with my own company, I am not self indulgently
unhappy, dwelling on things which cannot be changed; I am with him. I am seeing his face, hearing his voice,
remembering his laughter, recalling his excitement and joy in life. Please allow me this time with him, as I do not
begrudge you your time with your children.
If only they knew that when I sometimes weep quietly, I do not cry in self-pity for what I have lost. I weep for
what he has lost, for the life he loved, for the music that filled his very being, and for all he still longed to hear;
for the poetry which moved him to tears, for the beauty about him that daily fed his soul, for the exhilaration and
excitement of flying the skies, of searching for his God in the vast space of the universe.
For all that he loved and lost, I cry.
If only they knew the feeling of deep grief, the emptiness, the dull pain, the endlessness of death. If only they
understood the insanity of the platitudes so freely spoken—that “time heals”, that “you’ll get over it”, that “it was
for the best”, that “God takes only the best”—and realize that these are more of an insult than a comfort, that the
warm and compassionate touch of another means so much more.
If only they knew that we will not find true peace and tranquility until we are prepared to try to stand in the
shoes of others. We will not be understood until we learn to understand compassionately and we will not be
heard until we learn to listen with hearts as well as minds.

by - Jan McNess, TCF Victoria, Australia
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What Helps?
Telling your story
Telling your grief story to people who care and will understand has many benefits. Each time you hear
yourself going over the details that have produced such disruption in your life, a little of the shock effect is
dissipated and the intensity of your emotions is decreased.
Your body chemistry will change, as if healing balm were being poured over your wounds, which in turn
produces further positive change. This is a gentle and natural process that allows the bereaved person to
gradually accommodate incredibly traumatic and distressing experiences. As you retell your story, you will
gradually make the shift from your familiar, past relationship with the person who has died to a new, internal relationship. That is, from a relationship where you were able to see, hear and touch that person, to
one where the relationship is a feeling in your heart. ‘Seeing’ and ‘hearing’ in this new relationship are the
memories that pass across the screen of your mind. YOU DO NOT NEED TO LET GO OR SAY GOODBYE.
Instead, you will learn to form a new attachment to the person who has died and that new attachment will
help to shape the new ‘self’ you will become in a changed world.
Each time you are given an opportunity to tell your story, you may experience and express strong emotions. Unfortunately, it is often fear of stimulating emotions that may prevent people asking you questions
that would be helpful in the long term. It isn’t the TELLING of the story that causes upset, it is the story itself – the fact that someone you care about has died. You may appear to tell the same story over and over
again, but when someone is really interested in listening, a little more detail may be added each time, or
the story told from a different perspective.
If traumatic aspects of your story remain as a distressing and preoccupying foreground, it may be helpful
to talk to someone who is experienced in effective trauma counselling. A competent bereavement counsellor can usually help.

WHEN PEOPLE TALK ABOUT ‘NORMAL’ GRIEF,
WHAT DO THEY MEAN?
If we compare bereaved people with non-bereaved people, most of their behaviour
will appear abnormal for a time. Generally, we tend to grieve as we live, our grieving
behaviour an intensified or exaggerated version of our usual way of being.
As previously mentioned, you may lose your appetite for a time, have difficulty sleeping or concentrating,
experience some memory loss, feel restless, agitated or lethargic, experience a range of emotions from
numbness to despair or anger, and a range of bodily symptoms. You may have strange and vivid dreams,
imagine that you can hear, see or smell the person who has died, and fear that you are going mad. In addition to mood swings you may initially experience extreme sensitivity to sound, light, smell or touch, and
be easily offended by people’s verbal clumsiness.
Extracted from ‘Coping with grief after a suicide death’

NSW Department of Health

Website www.health.nsw.gov.au

Show You Care
Bereavement Day
November 14th
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Guidelines for loving someone that death has destroyed.
Part I: The right words.
They did not “slip away”. They have not “passed on”.
They have not “gone to a better place”.
There is no better place for them than here. Where they belong.
I sure as hell was not careless enough to have “lost” them. They died.
Stop seeking to soften the situation with subtle synonyms,
as if the word “death” itself can make the reality worse.
“At least they knew you loved them.”
“At least you had them for as long as you did.”
“At least it was quick.”
“At least you have so many good memories;
memories that will haunt you,
memories that will assail you at random moments,
memories that you will come to treasure, and hate, in equal measures.”
At least they never have to hurt this much.
At least they don’t have to listen as people try to find positives, to find reasons to be thankful,
when nothing about this is good, or fair, or lucky.
When nothing can make the fact they’re dead seem any less horrific.
You need to know that when I say I am broken I am not being dramatic. I am not being poetic.
When I say I am broken what I mean is:
most nights I am too scared to sleep because I know they will be waiting in my dreams, and I
won’t ever want to wake up.
What I mean is: sometimes I feel guilty just for breathing, and there’s a crack in my chest
that aches even when I am laughing.
What I mean is: nothing has tasted sweet since the day that we found out, and I’m scared
everything is fading to grey.
Part II: What to do.
Say their name.
Say it out loud.
Scream each syllable.
Say it ten times.
Say it softly, like a prayer.
Like it’s something sacred.
Say their name until it no longer sounds as though you are speaking about a stranger you are
scared will steal me away.
Ask questions.
Ask questions that will make me smile.
Ask questions that will make me laugh.
Ask even though answering might make me fall apart.

(contined on the next page)
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(Guidelines continued from the previous page)

Ask until you feel like you know them as well as I did.
Ask questions, but never think that knowing the answers is the same as knowing them.
Accept that you don’t need to look after me; that there are too few of us left as it is, and I could
never ask them to carry on without me too.
Accept that you can’t cure me; that sadness isn’t a sickness I will recover from but a chronic
condition I am still learning to live with.
Accept that you can’t save me; but that doesn’t mean that I don’t need you.
Part III: What to expect.
There will be days – birthdays, Christmases, anniversaries – where grief is greeted as a
familiar face.
There will be days for toasts, for shared memories, for gatherings where the guest of honour is
the only one who cannot make it.
There will be days when, no matter how much I steel myself for the blow, the shock of how
quickly time has passed still stings.
There will be moments – a summer evening, a train ride home, a Friday night – where grief
appears unannounced.
There will be moments for silent tears, for in-jokes and secrets, for countless questions that
can only be answered by the one who cannot reply.
There will be moments when, caught unawares, the full force of all that I no longer have hits
like a punch to the gut.
I cannot believe you when you promise to love me forever.
I cannot believe that this will all end happily ever after because, after so much sorrow,
happiness seems an alien concept. And, anyway, endings are never happy.
I cannot help but count down the days until you are taken from me too.
I cannot believe your “forever”, because sometimes I lie awake, terrified that there’s something
about me that makes everyone I love leave.
I cannot believe you when you say you’ll love me forever, because once-upon-a-time they
swore that they would never leave me and then death turned their promises into lies.
I will rage against you for not understanding, even as I pray that you never will.
I will curse you for caring, for piecing me back together time after time when I know I will
shatter again soon.
I will be cruel, and thoughtless, and sometimes pain will turn my words into poison.
I will leave you, eventually.
I will leave before you can, because I know that everything has an expiration date.
I will leave, because I have learnt that love cannot exist without loss
and for once I don’t want to be the one left behind.
by- Maya Sonvico

For all sad words of tongue and pen, The saddest are these,
It might have been.
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The Suicide Survivor’s Bill of Rights

Grieving In Pairs

As you huddle around the torn silence,
Each by this lonely deed exiled
To a solitary confinement of soul,
May some small glow from
what has been lost
Return like the kindness of candlelight.
As your eyes strain to sift
This sudden wall of dark
And no one can say why
In such a forsaken, secret way,
This death was sent for…
May one of the lovely hours
Of memory return
Like a field of ease
Among these gravelled days.
May the Angel of Wisdom
Enter this ruin of absence
And guide your minds
To receive this bitter chalice
So that you do not damage yourselves
By attending only at the hungry altar
Of regret and anger and guilt.
May you be given some inkling
That there could be something else at work
And that what to you now seems
Dark, destructive and forlorn,
Might be a destiny that looks different
From inside the eternal script.
May vision be granted to you
To see this with the eyes of providence.
May your loss become a sanctuary
Where new presence will dwell
To refine and enrich
The rest of your life
With courage and compassion.
And may your lost loved one
Enter into the beauty of eternal tranquillity,
In that place where there is no more sorrow
Or separation or mourning or tears.

How many times have people said, “Well thank God you
have each other.” How many times have you felt “each
other” to be entirely inadequate at meeting your needs?
Alarming statistics are available telling us of the rocky roads
parents encounter in their marriage after the death of a child.
We sometimes see in ourselves a touchiness or quickness to
become irritated that wasn’t there before. It always seems
that my “bad” day is my wife’s “Good” day, or the day she
wakes up crying was the day I had planned on playing tennis.
Or sometimes, even more difficult, we both have a bad day
and find no help from the other in pulling things back together. How can one person hold up another when he himself
is down in the mud?
Each person grieves differently. This is a rule that even applies within a family. And the needs of every individual are
different. While you may need to talk and talk, your spouse
may need some time alone to reflect inwardly.
You both have been through the worst experience of your
life. And while at times you can face recovery as a team,
sometimes you must develop the patience to be able to wait
out certain needs alone or with someone else. Realize that no
matter how it is shown, your partner hurts too.
by- Jerry Hunt TCF/White River Junction Vermont

Some Ways to Help a Grieving Spouse:
 Assign top priority to your marriage relationship.
 Cultivate transparency, openness, and honesty.
 Accept the pain that you feel.
 Be willing to share it and to listen to your spouse’s expression of the pain he or she is feeling.
 Be patient with your spouse and with yourself.
 Recognize that your spouse is probably not at the same
place in the grief process as you.
 Don’t expect your spouse to be your only source of
healing.
 Keep working at communication.
 Give special attention to your affection for each other.
 Learn and practice gestures of love.
 Remember to stay in touch physically. Hugs are very
important.
 Allow or create space in your relationship. Even in your
grief you need alone time
 Allow yourselves to enjoy life and each other, find things
that are fun to do together.
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by- John O’Donohue

TCF Kamloops, B.C. Summer 2015



Help each other to remember that life is
more than this child who has died. Your
marriage relationship involves far more than
this child.

by- Howard Cupp, Norman OK
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September Memories
Many of our members have lost children of school age. Even for
those whose children died before they could go to school or after
they were finished with school, September often brings painful
memories. Seeing children with brand new clothes and the latest
craze in lunch boxes and book bags, lined up for the bus, brings
back memories for all of us.
For some, we see children our child's age, progress to the next
grade when he or she will never have that experience. For some,
we remember putting our child on that bus, the last minute rush to
replace outgrown clothes and buy school supplies.
For some, the pain is from the dreams we had of seeing our child
go to school, dreams that our child never lived long enough to
bring to fruition. Some of us have younger children who are now
"passing" the age of our dead child, who should have been the
older brother or sister.
In my case I have one daughter left, and I remember shopping for
back-to-school clothes for two. I can't help but wonder what size
Colleen would be wearing now. She'd be 12. Colleen rode in one
of those little buses because she was handicapped. My mom used
to hold her at the front door of her house, swaying back and forth,
saying, "Tick tock, here comes the bus." I often think of that
when I see one of those little buses. Even after five years, I still
look for #77, her bus.
I guess I'm trying to say two things. First, we're all in this
together; we experience different variations of the same pain.
Second, we all have to expect that moments of nostalgia and
longing will be with us. ALWAYS. The pain does dull some what
with the years, but tears will always spring to our eyes at certain
moments. The special days will always tug at our heartstrings in a
way that nonbereaved parents will never fully understand. At
least we have each other, people who know what we're feeling
and do understand our pain. I'm glad we can be here for each
other.
by- Kathy Hahn, TCF/Lower Bucks .org.

The very least yo u can do in yo ur life is
t o figure o ut what yo u ho pe fo r.

We Made It Through the Summer
We made it through the summer;
Another season has passes.
When I look back now,
I did not think I had the courage
To reach this point in time.
The worst may not yet be over,
But things seem better than yesterday.
I’ve realized it’s all right to with for you
Daily… and nightly…
It’s my prerogative as your parent.
I do not have to look forward to the
seasons coming soon, but I will…
because I know it’s what
you would want me to do.
Just please know, I still love you
As though you were in our home.
That love will never die.
by- Pam Duke, TCF, Dallas, TX

And t he m o st yo u can do is live inside
t hat ho pe —
no t adm ire it fro m a dist ance b ut live
right in it , under it s ro o f.
by - Barbara Kingsolver
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Beyond Surviving
1. Know you can survive. You may not think so, but you can.
2. Struggle with “why” it happened until you no longer need to know "why” or until you are satisfied
3. Know you may feel overwhelmed by the intensity of your feelings but all your feelings are normal.
4. Anger, guilt. confusion, forgetfulness are common responses. You are not crazy—you are in mourning.
5. Be aware you may feel appropriate anger at the person, at the world, at God, at yourself.
6. You may feel guilty for what you think you did or did not do.
7. Having suicidal thoughts is common. It does not mean that you will act on those thoughts.
8. Remember to take one moment or one day at a time.
9. Find a good listener with whom to share. Call someone if you need to talk.
10. Don’t be afraid to cry. Tears are healing.
11. Give yourself time to heal.
12. Remember the choice was not yours. No one is the sole influence in another’s life.
13. Expect setbacks. Don’t panic if emotions return like a tidal wave.
14. Try to put off major decisions.
15. Give yourself permission to get professional help.
16. Be aware of the pain of your family and friends.
17. Be patient with yourself and with others who may not understand.
18. Set your own limits and learn to say no.
19. Steer clear of people who want to tell you what or how to feel.
20. Know that there are support groups, which can be helpful, such as The Compassionate Friends.
21. Call on your personal faith to help you through.
22. It is common to experience physical reactions to your grief; i.e. headaches, loss of appetite, lack of sleep
23. The willingness to laugh with others and at yourself is healing.
24. Wear out your questions, anger, guilt, or other feelings until you can let them go.
25. Know that you will never be the same again, but you can survive and go beyond just surviving…
by- Iris Bolton, TCF/North Atlanta, GA

Seven Tasks of Grieving
It's important to actively work to integrate and resolve our grief, not to just passively
experience your reactions to it. Grief carries us until we learn to carry it. There are tasks
in grieving and the sanctuary is a good place to work on them.
Some of these tasks are:
 To express all the feelings over this loss: anguish, longing, relief, anger, depression,
numbness, despair, aching, guilt, confusion, and often unbearable pain
 To let the nonnegotiable and excruciating reality sink in that you will never again be in
the physical presence of your deceased loved one
 To review your relationship from the beginning and to see the positive and negative
aspects of the person and the relationship
 To identify and heal your unresolved issues and your regrets
 To explore the changes in your family and other relationships
 To integrate all the changes into a new sense of yourself and to take on healthy new
ways of being in the world without this person
 To form a healthy new inner relationship with this person and to find new ways of
relating to him or her.

Lifted from Grief Articles by - Alexandra Kennedy
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Angel Dates:
1 September 2011 Neil Edward Martin

25

Son of Dianne & Ed Martin

Hiking Accident

2 September 2009 Philip William Castle

24

Son of John & Marie-France Castle

Unknown

3 September 2001 Craig

22

Son of Linda Lochead

Accidental drug overdose

7 September 1993 Bruce Allen Klein

25

Son of Gerry & Lorna Klein

Motor Vehicle Accident

8 September 2013 Melanie Dawn Suski

33

Daughter of Donna Suski

Suicide

39

Son of Lyla Hunter

Cancer

14 September 2001 Brian
14 September 2006 Naia Ruby

Baby David Nelson & Lisa McIntosh

Umbilical cord accident

21 September 1997 Holly Fudge

43

Daughter of John & Marj Klassen

Unknown

21 September 2000 Kelly Ann

27

Grand-daughter of Jack & Lona Young

Motor Vehicle Accident

21 September 2007 Shannon Amber Ryan

39

Daughter of Ursula & Ryan Sommerfeld

Suicide—Prescription Drug OD

21 September 2010 Silas

18

Son of Petra & Shawn Ewen

Severe Brain Injury

24 September 2011 Caleb Lanz

10

Son of Shelley & Calvin Lanz

Brain Cancer

27 September 2008 Benjamin John (Ben)

29

Son of Coreen & Colin Dean

Arteriosclerotic coronary heart disease

5 October 2013 Bryce Christian Eylofson

11

Grandson of Carolyn Leach

Accidental Asphyxiation

6 October 2007 Chad Douglas Storgaard

28

Son of Dawn & Doug Storgaard

Epileptic Seizure—drowning

10 October 2008 Daniel Stephen

17

Son of Rob and Shelley Verbaan

Motor Vehicle Collision

13 October 2011 Ava Mae Claasen

6

Granddaughter of Rhonda Keating

Smoke Inhilation from Fire

13 October 2011 Austin Mitchell Claasen

5

Grandson of Rhonda Keating

Smoke Inhilation from Fire

14 October 2014 Dylan Cordell Hanna

18

Son of Sherry & Rick Hanna

Unknown

15 October 2010 Brian Ronald John

39

Son of Ron & Penny Hardie

Motor Vehicle Accident

17 October 2010 James Michael Sweet

30

Son of Shelley Isaac

Aspirated (Alcohol)

21 October 2002 Marc Evans

26

Son of Marcia Evans

Suicide

23 October 1999 Lesley Thibodeau

29

Daughter of John & Myrna Wickstrom

Heart failure

45

Daughter of Darlyne Simpson

Murdered

3 November 2001 Jodie Louise Osborne

34

Daughter of Don & Joy Fox

Suicide

3 November 2007 Robert Isaac

33

Son of Becky & Ray Isaac

Murdered

3 November 2010 Robert Gerard

46

Son of Sharon Reiderhoff

Suicide

5 September 2014 Jennifer Youngberg

43

Daughter of Iris Youngberg

Medical - Breast Cancer

8 November 2011 Cheryl Tanya-Marie

49

Daughter of Lu & Oril Ross

Unknown

9 November 2004 Jason James

18

Son of Kevin Davies

Unknown

26 October 2008

Kim Gayle Simpson

9 November 2007 Benjamin Bullock

Baby Son of Pam Dickson & John Bullock

Premature

10 November 1998 Shaun Raymond

9

Son of Les & Mo Crosby

Motor Vehicle Accident

11 November 2011 Makayla Virginia Curtis

10

Daughter of Joyce Brown

Flu

14 November 2010 Chad Mitchel Eckert

44

Son of Hilda Eckert

Suicide

19 November 2005 Trevor Harrison

33

Son of Reg & Karen Purdom

Heart attack - due to diabetes

21 November 2007 Wilson Heslop

Son of Karen & Darren Heslop

Trisomy 13

25 November 1997 Graham John

Son of Diane & Don Christie

Hit in the heart with hockey puck

Son of Dana Klotz

Motor Vehicle Accident

26 November 2002 Nik
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Birth Dates:

Softly … May Peace
Replace Heartache And
Cherished Memories
Remain With You Always
On Your Child’s Birthday

2 September 1977 Michael Gingell

Son of Julie Bumstead

2 September 1980 Melanie Dawn Suski

Daughter of Donna Suski

3 September 1973 Todd Trenholme

Son of Neil & Linda Trenholme

4 September 1986 Jason James

Son of Kevin Davies

5 September 1974 Chelsea Rankin

Daughter of Dan & Joy Rankin

10 September 1984 Cole Devon Barr

Son of Shiela Barr

10 September 1989 Jordan Thomas Gates

Son of Tom & Jonna Gates

11 September 1999 Avanna Michelle

Daughter of Tine & Marc Gendall

14 September 2006 Naia Nelson

Daughter of David & Lisa McIntosh

15 September 1958 Mark Ellis

Son of Tom & Helen Sveinson

16 September 1976 Corbin Tavis Elle

Son of Caroline & Eric Elle

16 September 1978 Jessiman Stacy

Daughter of Lottie Stephens

16 September 1986 Richard Jeffrey

Son of Carol & Doug Owen

5 October 1988 Tiffany Shizue

Daughter of Ray & Sharon Bruckner

17 September 1975 Malcolm Gordon

Son of Joyce Cunningham

6 October 1972 Trevor Harrison

Son of Reginald T Harrison Purdom

20 September 1965 Kevin Verner Fors

Son of Jean Clark

6 October 2004 Louise Jayne Pargeter

Daughter of Judy & Mike Pargeter

26 September 2007 Chad Douglas

Son of Dawn & Doug Storgaard

7 October 1980 Dusty Mickey

Son of Maureen Madson

28 September 1967 David Robin Shannon

Son of Terry F. Evans

9 October 1959 Lance Ongman

Son of Wayne Ongman

12 October 1971 Michael Stein

Son of Linda Stein

14 October 1992 Rylie Blake Deleurme

Daughter of Teresa & Blake Deleurme

15 October 1977 Devon Truant

Son of Brigitte Truant

20 October 1976 Lyle Ross Luchak

Son of Brian & Laura Luchak

24 October 1989 Grace Lauren Hall

Dtr Trafford & Heather Gordon -Hall

27 October 1987 Devin Sean Paul Quinn Son of Paul & Sandy Quinn
31 October 1963 Kim Gayle Simpson

Daughter of Darlyne Simpson

31 October 1985 Ryan Thomas Haddrell Son of Karen Haddrell
31 October 1988 Alexander Clark
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Son of Paul & Kelly Ann Clark

28 September 2009

Sam Treschow

Son of Michael & Jill Treschow

“We remember our
children with love and gratitude.
We feel sadness because we miss
their faces, their voices and their
smiles.
But we do not forget.
If you would like to have your child’s
name added or removed from the
“Remembered” section
please contact Darlene .

1 November 1991 Kyle James Barth

Son of Greg Barth & Faith Heggart

3 November 2005 Ava Mae Claasen

Daughter of Darice Keating

7 November 1970 Dianna Marie Gonsky

Daughter of Judy Wright

9 November 2007 Benjamin Bullock

Son of Pam Dickson & John B

11 November 1966 Jodi Louise Osborne

Daughter of Don & Joy Fox

12 November 1997 Hunter Bradbury

Son of Stacey Bradbury

16 November 1969 Lesley Thibodeau

Dtr of John & Myrna Wickstrom

16 November 1978 John McKim Millar

Son of Eileen Sowerby

16 November 2001 Caleb Lanz

Son of Shelley & Calvin Lanz

21 November 1968 Bruce Allan

Son of Gerry & Lorna Klein

27 November 1961 Laurie Mae Peters

Daughter of Pat Weisse
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Halloween Is Still a Holiday to Remember
Two Halloweens have now passed since my eighteen year-old Stephanie and five-year-old Stephen left us to live with God.
Even before the kids were old enough to trick or-treat, I still recall their delight at the costumes worn by all the neighborhood
kids who came to the door.
I still remember how thrilled Stephen was to be handing out the candy when he was only one -and-a-half years old. We still have a
picture of him holding the plate of goodies. If you look close, you can see where he took a bite out of one of the candy bars with the
wrapper on and set it back on the plate.

I can still remember the all too few times I was able to take my children out trick-or-treating. I remember my daughter dressed up
as a nurse offering to fix up all those other trick-or-treaters who were hurting with all that fake blood they were wearing.
I remember Stephen wearing his great pumpkin outfit. We stuffed it so full of padding that when he fell down not only did he not get
hurt, he had to be physically picked up because he was flailing his arms around like a beetle on its back.

I can still see Stef holding Stephen's little hand and patiently leading him up the walkway and helping him hold open his bag so that
the candy would find, its mark. She always made certain he said thank you for the candy. It usually came out "thank woo."
The first Halloween following their death I remember driving home with tears streaming down my face as I watched the other
trick-or-treaters coming up and down the streets. My wife and I fled our home depositing bags of candy for our next door neighbors
to hand out for us.
Last year we found the courage to stick around and greet the ghosts and goblins who found their way to our door. Funny thing was
we felt as dressed up as the trick-or-treaters. We were wearing our happy face masks.
The memories are now starting to fade of the Halloween before our children died. It won't be too long and I'll be leading Christopher
our son who is now a year old up those driveways just like I did before. I feel sad that Stef and Steve can't be there but you know I
have a feeling that if I hold out my hand and close my eyes, two little gloved hands will slip into mine and I'll again hear in unison
"just one more house Daddy."
By: Wayne Loder ~ TCF Lakes Area, Michigan

May your troubles be less,
may your blessings be more,
and may
nothing but happiness come
through your door!
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My Child was Murdered…
Most people wrestle with the word murder, the horror, the ultimate violation. This death was preventable. The life of my child was violently and abruptly ended. Someone made the choice to reach into my life
and rob me of my child. Murder is a brutal grief and nothing in my life prepared me for this experience.
The loss of a child by murder leads to an overwhelming and traumatic grief that throws the families into a
life of turmoil. We, the survivors, are victimized, not only by the death of our child, but also by the circumstances of that death.
The dimension of cruelty compounds the sense of sorrow and loss with feelings of anger, distrust and
helplessness. The shock at receiving the information of the murder is experienced both mentally and
physically.
We, the parents of murdered children must find ways to deal with our grief… find the support, the
friends and activities that help ease the pain as we try to rebuild our lives. We need to find ways to channel the emotions of anger, helplessness and rage. We need to bring awareness to others that by standing
and working together we can make this world as much safer place.
Murder grief may demand from you the ability to teach others about your needs while coping with this
pain. No matter how deep your sorrow, you are not alone. Others have been there and will help you share
your load if you let them. Do not deny them the opportunity.
In many cases, the wounds keep being reopened. There is very little chance to heal or to move on. Life is
living in a state of limbo. Lawyers, courts, judges and, more often than not, a live criminal blessed with
civil rights controls your life.

Personal side effects experienced


At times, I felt almost detached from my body… watching myself struggle from a distance.



Preoccupation with loss.



Horror about the pain and suffering that my child might have endured.



A need to know every detail about my child’s death.



Panic attacks and intense emotional outbursts.

 Flashbacks of receiving the notification and horrific images of the faces and reactions of family
members.


Feeling alone, frightened, and knowing that others don’t understand what you are going through.

 The roller coaster of emotions caused by the murder are long lasting, sometimes followed by years of
devastation as well as a daily struggle to go on.
 “…I knew I couldn’t escape the pain. I knew I had to acknowledge it and I knew I had to have a
purpose to go on
 Members of The Compassionate Friends made that possible. They are the ones that have helped me
through the horror and continue to do so. They are very special friends.
 The only comforting thoughts that I can give to other parents who have had a child murdered is that
healing does occur; the process is slow, but it will happen!”
by- Marg Shand, mother of Sheldon

(Sheldon was murdered August 13/93)
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Don't take life so seriously!
DANCE
KISS A LOT

RELAX IN NATURE

HAVE FUN
AND BE HAPPY!!!!
Every sixty seconds you spend angry,
upset or mad, is a full minute of happiness you'll never get back.
COPING WITH OCTOBER
The coming of autumn with the beautiful colors of the leaves and their falling will bring different emotions to different
families. Maybe your family had a tradition of driving through particularly scenic areas. Maybe the child you lost was the
one who raked the leaves. Perhaps all of this will simply be a reminder that winter and a barren landscape are coming.
Halloween is a favorite holiday for most children, but it can be hard for bereaved parents. This formerly innocent holiday,
the yards decorated as graveyards with markers and ghosts and skeletons, the stores of unhappy spirits that must walk
the earth, all have a completely different impact on us now.
Many of us have opened the door to give out treats and been faced with a costume so similar to one our child wore for a
Halloween past that either we really want to pull aside the mask to see the face behind or we want to dream that this was
one last visit from our precious child.
Some parents have surviving children who still want to join in the fun – and, oh, how hard it is to “trick or treat” when you
feel the victim of the ultimate “trick”.
Stop and think – What can you do differently? For autumn and its beauties and chores, what routines can you change?
Hire someone or ask a friend who has been offering to help and asking for specific tasks. Maybe you could do it together.
For Halloween, take surviving children to a carnival (many schools and churches sponsor these). Or, if a carnival was an
every year event, go to the zoo or go door-to-door this year. If you don’t have surviving children wanting to celebrate,
maybe you can leave your house dark and go to a movie and skip the holiday. In any event, planning ahead will help you
get through a difficult time.
by- Tracy Stackhouse, BP/USA, Central Arkansas
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