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  Victoria Chapter—Summer Schedule 

We meet on the fourth Tuesday, which can seem 
early in August, a five-Tuesday month: 

June 28: regular sharing meeting, 7:00 p.m.   

July 26: regular sharing meeting 7:00 p.m. 

There will not be a balloon release this summer.  

August 23: informal sharing meeting, 7:00 p.m.     

The Compassionate Friends                                       
is an international, non-profit,   
non-denominational, self-help 
organization offering friendship,    
understanding, grief education and 

HOPE for the future to all families who have 
experienced the death of a child at any age, from 
any cause.   

Our primary purpose is to aid parents in the 
positive reconciliation of the grief experienced 
upon the death of a child and to support their 
efforts to achieve physical and emotional health. 

The secondary purpose is to provide 
information and education about bereaved 
parents, their surviving children, and the grieving 
process. The objective is to help those in the 
community including family, friends, employers, 
co-workers, and professionals to be supportive. 
 
There are no membership fees; contributions are 
voluntary. 

THE 
COMPASSIONATE 

FRIENDS 

Welcome — especially to those 
newly bereaved who have 
joined us for the first time. We 
are sorry we had to meet under 
such circumstances, but we are 
glad you found out about us.  
We would like to do all that we 
can to help you through these 
times.   

We cannot hurry you through it, 
or take away the pain, but we 
can help you understand more 
about what you are going 
through. Sometimes just 
knowing you are normal can   
be helpful. Though it may be 
difficult, we encourage you to 
attend a Compassionate Friends 
meeting at your nearest chapter.  

IT WILL HELP. 

    The Compassionate Friends is about transforming the pain of grief into the elixir     
of hope. It takes people out of the isolation that society imposes on the bereaved and 
lets them express their grief naturally. With the shedding of tears, healing comes. 
And the newly bereaved get to see people who have survived and are learning to live 
and love again.     — Simon Stephens, TCF Founder 

 

The reality is that we don’t forget, move on,    
and have closure, but rather we honor, we      
remember, and incorporate our deceased            
children and siblings into our lives in a new  
way. In fact, keeping memories of your loved  
one alive in your mind and heart is an             
important part of your healing journey.  

—Harriet Schiff, author of The Bereaved Parent, 
 as quoted in the June 2016 newsletter of 
 TCF Western Australia 
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Dear Bereaved Parents, 
 
     Since hearing about your unspeakable loss I have felt compelled to write you a letter. I hope you do not mind but I 
have often thought of you all over the last month as you struggle hourly to come to terms with your forever-changed 
reality. Everything continues around you because you have been transported to another land where only grief exists. 
You are walking in territory that you have never seen before and I offer you and your family my sincerest condolences 
on the sudden loss of your precious child. 
     I am no expert on grief but I have walked and am still walking my own very difficult road. Our beautiful son Steve 
passed away suddenly in his sleep in August, 2010. He was 18 years old and the autopsy revealed an undetected heart 
defect. 
     I understand now that there are no words that will in any way offer you any comfort at this time. The shock is so 
massive and intense, but at the same time it is nature’s way of protecting and shielding you from trying to desperately 
understand, believe and absorb what has changed your entire future in a single moment.  
    No two people will ever navigate this unknown path in the same way. Every loss is unique and the truth is, the 
worst loss is the one that is happening to you and that has left you struggling to put your life back together. The loss   
of a child is totally overwhelming, immobilising, and the pain goes far deeper than anything you will ever have      
experienced in your entire lives. All I can do is try to share a few things with you in hindsight as I look back over        
the last two and a half years. 
     I was unable to care for myself physically and emotionally in the beginning, and my husband and daughter were 
drowning in their own grief so it was impossible for them to help me. People surrounded me with all the love, care 
and support they could muster and angels were placed into our lives to literally help us put one foot in front of the  
other. So many people wish to help in the smallest way possible, and let them. For a long time in the beginning I    
experienced confusion while listening to so many well-meaning and beautiful people trying with all their might to say 
and do the right things. I soon realized that people who have not walked this unknown path can never be expected to 
remotely understand this road of unspeakable anguish and horror. Since Steve’s passing I myself have needed to ask 
for forgiveness from those people whom I may have unintentionally upset. As I reflect back, I only know tremendous 
gratitude to countless people who were prepared and willing to enter into my suffering and to remain beside me as I 
plunged into the darkest of waters. They held me when the pain was relentless, and when I believed that I would never 
see the light again. Grief compels us to feel in the depth of our beings the magnitude of our loss, but we do not have to 
do it on our own. My angels have stood by me in my greatest hour of need and my wish for you is that you also be 
surrounded with those who are able to care for you and above all to help you learn the deepest meanings of hope,   
possibility and peace. 
     Looking after yourselves may not be a priority as you struggle to make some sense of this devastating and all-
consuming journey of grief, but it is probably the wisest and most courageous thing you need to do for yourself. Short 
walks, long baths, soothing music, nutritional supplements, lots of water and as much rest as possible will help keep 
your energy levels stable. I never realized how a massive loss depletes one’s energy levels and stamina.  
     You will feel now that grief is an impossible task – it is not quick and it is not easy but it is possible. As time slow-
ly passed, grief did begin to loosen its grip on me, I began to trust again in the beauty of life, love and faith and most 
importantly glimmers of acceptance began to emerge. I do feel that I will never disembark from this journey. With 
time, the future which I once imagined for myself and which has now been shattered, will slowly and in God’s time 
become something new and extraordinary. 
     Trust in the sacredness of tears – they are a mark of power and messages of overwhelming grief and inexplicable 
love. I never realized what depths of human emotion were possible – feelings, expressions of grief which need to be 
released if healing and recovery is in any way possible. I kept a journal in the first year which allowed me to express 
freely and with total abandon so much anger, feelings of total despair and internal struggle. Now, two and a half years 
later as I re-read the notes I have to acknowledge how far I have come and what strides I have taken towards a new 
future.  
     Believe in the power and miracle of grief – you will one day look back and be in awe of your courage and resili-
ence. Darkness has descended upon you but please, no matter how daunting a task it may seem, you will be given the 
grace to survive. You will laugh again, you will find joy in special moments again, and your cherished memories will 
bring you happiness and not only deep pain. 
     My heart goes out to each and every one of you as you learn to navigate and find direction amongst your unbeara-
ble pain. May you all be given the strength and will to keep moving forward, one tiny step at a time.  If you ever in the 
future wish to chat over a cup of tea please call me. We are all wounded souls walking this road together. 
     All my love and prayers, 

    Jenny Bailey 
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Father’s Day 

June 19 

The Bereaved Marriage  

In your new husband-wife relationship, don’t try too much too fast. Drop expectations; be patient with 
each other. Respect how the other grieves and his/her timetable for doing it; no two people grieve exactly 
the same way or at the same pace. If one spouse does not show grief, it does not mean memories are for-
gotten. Spend time together even if you have to schedule it. Each spouse is a reminder of the loss; for this 
reason they may even avoid each other.  

There may be feelings of guilt and conflict over sex. Usually one partner is ready and the other is not. 
Sex is a happy experience, yet often there is guilt for allowing yourself to feel good when your child is 
dead. Therefore, resume slowly and with patience. It is important to be able to say, “I am angry about 
what happened to our child, but it does not mean that I love you any less.”  

       —Bill and Barbara Schatz, TCF Bothell, WA  

Father’s Day—My Child Has Died 

It’s that time of year again. Father’s Day. It’s hard to get excited about this day if you have had a child die. 
For this father, this day is more about remembering the children who are no longer with me in the physical 
sense. 

I’ll be spending this Father’s Day out on the road interviewing other grieving dads for a project. I am trying 
to bring some sort of awareness to the many dads who have lost children and who struggle every day to get 
out of bed and do something positive to honour their child who has died. 

Many of the fathers I meet who have lost children feel like they let their children down as a father. They 
should have protected them. That’s what a father does, right? Protect. We are also “fixers” and we like to fix 
things, but we couldn’t fix the problems that were wrong with our children or the situations our children 
found themselves in. 

Many of these dads struggle with seeing the words “Happy Father’s Day”. Seeing that statement gnaws at 
the already festering wound that has yet to heal. It’s a wound that never completely heals. Over time, you 
can get through the loss of a child, but you never get beyond it. Can you eventually get back on your feet 
and learn to enjoy life again? Yes. Will your life ever go back to the way it was? No. 

Is it possible to have a “Happy” Father’s Day after a loss of a child? Yes, but for very different reasons than 
most people think. The happiness comes into play when you reflect on the time you spent with your child, 
although you wished you had more time. You’re happy because it was an honour to be their dad. The love 
you feel inside for that child makes you smile and hurt at the same time. The happiness for these fathers 
does not come from a gift that was wrapped up really nicely and given to them on this day. The happiness 
comes from the gift of being their dad. 

If you know a dad who has experienced the death of a child, don’t be afraid to reach out to him on this day, 
or any day, for that matter. As difficult of a day as it is, he would love to hear from you, someone acknowl-
edging that he is a dad, a dad who has experienced the death of a child. 

       —Kelly Farley, GrievingDads@gmail.com 
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Family means sharing inadequacies, imperfections and feelings with each other. But even when you       
set out to love, you may not always be a likable person. And when you’re not perfect, forgiveness for       
yourself and others becomes important. Then you get up the next day and start again. It is a process,    
like the opening of  a bud. It is a flowering, a blooming and blossoming.   —Bernie Siegel 

 

We remember the children who graduate only in spirit. 

 The Legend of the Cap and Gown 

Long ago, in ancient Greece, when formal education was for the very rich or the 
very determined, a wise old teacher was approached by a group of noblemen. “Our 
sons have completed their studies and it is time for them to return to their home and 
live in the style befitting their station. On the morrow, we will hold a great banquet 
in their honour and expect them to be dressed in their finest garments.” 

The old man smilingly answered, “They will be there,” and he added, “appropriately dressed”. 

The following day, the banquet hall was filled with royalty and nobility dressed in dazzling jewels and  
costly finery. Then came the great moment when the students entered with their beloved teacher. A startled 
cry arose from the crowd, for here were their young men, dressed not in the garments of the noble, but in 
simple sackcloth robes, each carrying a mortarboard—the mark of a common workman. 

“Let me explain” spoke the teacher as he raised his hands for silence. “Your sons are dressed in the clothing 
of the mason, for their destiny is to build. Some will build cities, some will build lives—perhaps one of 
them may even build an empire. But all will be builders on the solid foundation of knowledge.” 

And thus, over the years, the cap and gown have become a traditional part of graduation, symbolizing the 
fact that our young men and women are builders—of their own future, and the future of our world.  

      —Story found on a graduation card from the 1940s 

Elegy to Gabriel—a Father’s Grief 

Five years ago, American poet Edward Hirsch’s 22-year-old son died. Hirsch wrote a 70-page poem called 
Gabriel. He has, since his son’s death, felt that weight of grief as a physical burden, one he describes in a 
section of the poem: 

I did not know the work of mourning 
Is like carrying a bag of cement 
Up a mountain at night 
The mountaintop is not in sight 
Because there is no mountaintop 
Poor Sisyphus grief 

Since he has carried that weight himself, he 
sees it in the bearing of others who are also 
initiates in what he calls the “saddest club on 
Earth”. “You are in that company,” he says. 

— this article was found in the June 2016 issue of the Johannesburg Chapter newsletter, and is an extract from  
 an article published in The Guardian, September 14, 2014. The full article is available at:    
 http://www.theguardian.com/books/2014/sep/14/edward-hirsch-gabriel-poem-interview 



6th International TCF Gathering      
Frankfurt, Germany, July 28-31, 2016. 
 

http://mourninginmotion.org/en/  
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     The Storms of Grief 
 

I sometimes feel like my mood is reflected in the weather, albeit differently now. Before Nina died, I used to 
dread those dreary cloudy days and felt my best when it was warm and the sun shone brightly. Physically 
and mentally, I could feel the difference. However, in the early years after Nina died, my outlook flip-
flopped. I was better able to tolerate those days where the sky turned a lackluster shade of gray. I felt in tune 
to the drabness of the skies, as it went along with the darkness in my heart and soul. I welcomed it.  

Luminously brilliant summer days in which I used to thrive in years past became the enemy. I felt it was an 
affront to my psyche. How dare the sun shine brightly when there was so much desolation and blackness in 
my heart! My world became one-dimensional – devoid of beauty and joy. Hadn’t the world lost its radiance 
and pleasure for everyone else, and shouldn’t the weather follow suit as well? 

Especially in the summer, it is easy to find yourself confronted with many of these emotions when so many 
things become glaringly conspicuous. During the cold winter months we are indoors much more and there-
fore able to hide ourselves away from the goings on around us, cocoon ourselves from the hustle and bustle 
of other people’s lives that have been untouched by this grief that has become our constant companion. I 
remember one of our members told how in the summer she couldn’t bear to open the windows because she 
would hear the sounds of the neighborhood children’s laughter as they played outside, knowing that her son 
was no longer among them. 

Those who have lost a school-age child are particularly aware of their loss when the children are on their 
summer vacation from school. When school was in session I could play tricks with my mind convincing my-
self that Nina was still in school to account for her absence, but not so with the advent of summer vacation. 

Everywhere we turn there is the steady reminder of summers past, those days that were blissfully innocent – 
building sand castles at the beach, camping trips, walks to the park, impromptu backyard softball games, 
family picnics, summer vacations to the cabin, days spent together at the State Fair – endless possibilities. 

Now, seven years later, my grief is more like a summer storm. For example, this last weekend the weather 
was unpredictable; one minute the skies were cloud-free, but within minutes, they took on an ominous dark 

www.compassionatefriends.org 

TCF USA 39th Annual National Conference    

July 8—10, 2016   Scottsdale, Arizona 

http://mourninginmotion.org/en/
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Canadian Conference, Summer 2017 

Medicine Hat, Alberta 

In the meantime, it would be great to see some    
Canadians at the US National Conference in  
Scottsdale this summer. I’ll be presenting on the 
topic: “The Second Year —Why So Difficult?”            
  —Susan Doyle Lawrence, TCF Victoria 

hue followed by booming thunder and drenching rains. In a matter of minutes, the storm subsided and the 
skies became cloudless again, only to be followed by another tempest. Back and forward, the pendulum 
swung; I never knew what to expect – much like the grief storms that I now encounter and have become 
well acquainted with on this often tumultuous journey I have traveled since my daughter’s death. 

 They sneak up when you least expect them. The relentless waves of these grief storms dash 
you against the rocks and leave you quivering and breathless, only to hurl you again with 
their tremendous force, only to subside. I know the fury of these storms and have come to 
respect their power. As a dear friend said, “For having loved, Grief demands her payment.” 

On the seventh anniversary of Nina’s death, I decided that I would do something that reminded me of our 
life together. She loved to go shopping with me. Since I have learned that oftentimes the anticipation of 
days such as our children’s birthdays and anniversaries, and the major holidays, is worse than the day itself, 
I felt confident that I could manage this, and that it would be a good way to celebrate her life and, at this 
juncture in my grief, less so her death. Therefore, I headed out to the shopping mall that we had often      
frequented. I seemed to be muddling through the day as well as could be expected when – 
wham! 

This storm of grief raised its ugly head, suddenly and without warning, as all grief storms do. 
I became fixated on every mother and daughter shopping together. In particular, I noticed the 
smiling mothers and daughters enjoying each other’s company as they walked hand in hand discussing their 
latest purchases, asking how a certain article of clothing looked after they tried it on, having lunch together 
at the food court, doing all those kinds of things that my own precious Nina and I did years before. The 
storm growing within me welled up from deep inside and became a deluge of tears that drenched my soul. 
There was no getting away from it, no protective umbrella that would shelter me from its force. Just as I 
have no control over the weather, I have learned that I have no control over these sudden storms of sorrow. 
When they occur, I have learned to give in to them, and let those healing and cleansing tears fall. Moreover, 
when the storms of summer sneak up on us unexpectedly we can be ready for them with the knowledge that 
their intensity ebbs and they become more rare with time. We can and will survive them if we work through 
our grief, remembering we can’t go over grief, under it or around it, that we need to face it head on – only 
then can we see the sun. Even better, we will actually look forward to it shining again! 

As grief psychologist and bereaved parent Darcie Sims says, “Live through your hurt so joy can return to 
warm your heart and light your life.” May you be well on your way to finding some warmth and light in 
your lives these lazy summer days. Please remember to be patient with yourselves – it will happen.  

With gentle thoughts, Cathy Seehuetter 

(Editor: Cathy is a TCF friend whom I met at a TCF US conference years ago when I joined her workshop 
on producing chapter newsletters. She is now a member of the Board of Directors for TCF USA.) 
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 Parents’ Anthology  

Message from TCF Canada: Ottawa parent Donna Sharkey is compiling an anthology of bereaved 
parents’ stories to be used as a resource for other parents, support groups and social workers. The stories 
will focus on the impact of the death of a child on the family, whether it be a positive message of surviving 
the grief journey or a description of more negative experiences.  

 If you are interested in sharing your family’s story, please contact Donna at 
dsharkey@sympatio.ca.  The deadline for submissions is 30 September 2016. 

Request for Submissions: 

Anthology: A collection of stories by parents whose child has died. 

I am preparing an anthology on the subject of death of a child. As a parent who has experienced this myself, 
I have come to believe that it is important to tell our stories. I am contacting you hoping you might be inter-
ested in submitting your story to be included in this anthology.   

This collection of personal essays will be an important way of honouring our children and their lives.     

I anticipate that these stories will also be a resource and comfort for other grieving parents and might also 
extend a deeper understanding of the emotional devastation and rollercoaster to others who may be unaware 
of the intensity of the effect of a child’s death.   

Parents will be interested in focusing on a range of aspects of the experience, such as the shock, isolation, 
relationship changes, despair, and disorientation. You may be interested in highlighting just one aspect of 
the experience or more.   

Your story should be a maximum of 4,000 words and submitted in Word. If you are interested or have ques-
tions, please contact me. The deadline to receive your story is September 30, 2016. 

Donna Sharkey, Ottawa, Ontario  dsharkey@sympatico.ca 

Reflections From the Heart 

Back in 1994, TCF Canada / Les Amis Compatissants     
of/du Canada (as we were called then) published a volume 
of writings contributed by its members. The book was  
dedicated to Gwen Brown, who had died the year before. 

The book has 232 pages of poems and essays, many of 
which have appeared in TCF newsletters since that time. 
One of the poems, Y ou’re Still Here, even got picked by 
the editors of Chicken Soup for the Grieving Soul. Its    
author, Richard Lepinsky, first joined TCF in Winnipeg, 
then he went on to revitalize the chapter in Victoria, to 
serve on the National Board, and, most recently, to start     
a chapter in Mission, BC.  

If you would like a copy of Reflections From 
the Heart, please send an e-mail to:            
TCFSecretary@shaw.ca and we will mail one 
(or more?) to you. A donation to cover the cost 
of postage would be appreciated. 

mailto:dsharkey@sympatio.ca
mailto:dsharkey@sympatico.ca
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You’re Still Here 

At the finest level of my being 

 you’re still with me. 

We still look at each other 

 at that level beyond sight. 

We talk and laugh with each other 

 in a place beyond words. 

We still touch each other 

 on a level beyond touch. 

We share time together in a place 

 where time stands still. 

We are still together 

 on a level called love. 

But I cry alone for you 

 in a place called reality. 

  —Richard Lepinsky 

The Adversity Within 

This is the name of a blog started by Tim Lawrence, “dedicated 
to examining the topic of resilience in the face of loss and        
adversity”. I stumbled upon it quite by accident, but what held 
my attention was that he dealt with the topic of those awful    
platitudes that we all get lumbered with from time to time. The 
one he chose to discuss was “Everything happens for a reason”.   
I won’t provide a synopsis of his defense against these comments, 
but I will tell you that he closes with the words that he says are 
appropriate to say to one who is grieving: “I acknowledge your 
pain. I’m here with you.” You can check out the full post from 
December 17, 2015, at: 

www.timjlawrence.com/blog 

Some things in life cannot be fixed. They can only be carried. 

—Megan Devine, quoted on Tim Lawrence’s blog 

The most beautiful people I’ve known are those who have known 
trials, have known struggles, have known loss, and have found 
their way out of the depths. —Elisabeth Kubler-Ross 

 

 

 

 

 

There are no promises. Look deeply at joy and sorrow, at laugh-
ing and crying, at hoping and fearing, at all that lives and dies. 
What truly heals is gratitude and tenderness. —Pema Chodron  

 Blessed are those who do not use tears to measure the true feelings of the bereaved. 

 Blessed are those who do not always have a quick “comforting” answer. 

 Blessed are those who do not make judgement on the bereaved’s closeness to their God by their reaction 
to the loss of their loved one. 

 Blessed are those who hear with their hearts and not with their minds. 

 Blessed are those who allow the bereaved enough time to heal. 

 Blessed are those who admit to their “uncomfortableness” and put it aside to help the bereaved. 

 Blessed are those who do not give unwanted advice. 

 Blessed are those who know the worth of each person as a unique individual and do not pretend that 
they can be replaced or forgotten. 

 Blessed are those who realize the fragility of bereavement and handle it with an understanding shoulder 
and a loving heart. 

   —Jackie Deems, in “Bereavement—a Magazine of Hope and Healing”,   
    as found in June 2016 newsletter of the TCF Johannesburg Chapter  
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The miracle is not to walk on water. The miracle is to walk on the green earth, dwelling deeply                       
in the present moment and feeling truly alive.        
       —Thich Nhat Hanh 

Forgiving the Unforgivable 
 

After the Columbine massacre, members of a local church planted 15 Linden trees as a memorial to the 15 
people who had been killed – the 13 victims and two shooters. A couple of weeks later, while onlookers 
cheered, some parents of the dead children marked 13 trees with the names of the victims and chopped 
down the remaining two that represented the killers. 
 

The depth of grief and the resulting anger can be understood because it was so fresh, but the following year, 
one of the victim’s relatives destroyed two of the 15 crosses that had been erected in tribute to the slain.  
Forgiveness had not yet blossomed. 
 

Each of us reacts differently when we experience great harm or loss. During a camping trip, a seven-year-
old girl was abducted from her family. Her mother, Marietta, was filled with fear and a desire for revenge, 
but she made a decision to change her attitude to one of forgiveness. She began to think positive thoughts 
about the kidnapper and eventually, when a suspect was apprehended, Marietta met with him, and her    
compassionate presence led him to confess to killing her daughter and three other children. When he was 
taken to his cell, he hanged himself. Marietta reached out to his mother, for each had lost a child. Together 
they visit their children’s graves each year and Marietta now lectures to families of victims of violence on 
forgiveness and reconciliation. 
 

Marietta has set us an example in letting go of the need for revenge and in transforming negative energy into 
positive healing. When you are irreparably damaged by someone and are locked in feelings of bitterness, try 
this: 

Practice: Transforming Negative Energy 
 

Begin by centering yourself in whatever way is most comfortable for you. When you feel ready, imagine 
that the bitterness, outrage, or any other negative emotion that you feel manifests in front of you as a        
miasma of hot, heavy, dark smoke. Each time you inhale, try to experience the taste, smell, texture of the 
smoke. Be willing to take it into yourself and when you exhale, transform it into light, bright, cool healing. 
It may be helpful to inhale through your nose and exhale through your mouth, but if you experience         
resistance to taking in the smoke, then downgrade it to a dark cloud or fog. Don’t think about what caused 
the negative emotion or who caused you harm. Just continue to breathe in hot, heavy, dark, and breathe out 
light, bright, cool. If you are willing, call to mind all the people who are feeling the same way you feel,   
people who have experienced the same hurt or loss that you have felt. Take in their emotion along with  
your own and send out light, bright, cool healing. 
 

After some time, imagine that all the people who have received positive energy from you are so grateful that 
they return the energy one hundred-fold. So breathe in the light, bright, cool energy and bask in the glow of 
love and healing. 
  

This meditation helps us on several levels. First, we acknowledge that we harbour negative feelings. Instead 
of ignoring them, we become willing to take them into our inner being and accept them. Remember that our 
usual mode is to react or withdraw. In this meditation, we call up the courage to respond in a different man-
ner. We put the focus on ourselves and our feelings instead of on the outside forces that have hurt us. We are 
creating a buffer zone that keeps us from acting out in a damaging way to the perpetrator, or retreating into 
fantasies of revenge. The actor/writer Malachy McCourt said, “Resentment is like taking poison and waiting 
for the other person to die”. 
 

We take responsibility for handling our feelings and move on to the next step of transforming the energy.  
We have been victimized once by the harm-doer; we don’t have to victimize ourselves by being held in 
thrall to our emotions. 
        —newsletter, TCF Johannesburg, SA 
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My Gifts From Amy 

I recently experienced the one-year anniversary of my precious daughter Amy’s death, a day that we as   
parents never want to happen. I was distressed as it really sank in that this was real and very final. Last year 
at this time I had been in such a state of shock that now, looking back, I began to realize the daze I was in 
for several months. This year I was in no such daze – the pain was all too real. 

What could I do with this day? How could I make it through? In my pain I remembered one of the first 
things I had said when Amy died. I had expressed thankfulness for all the things she had taught me by being 
in my life. As I thought of this now , I began to write down all the many things. Soon I found I was taking 
my list a step further and I was listing all the things I had learned since Amy’s death. I began to see my list 
as a list of gifts from Amy.  

Before Amy’s death I had thought of myself as a religious person, going to church, believing in God, even 
knowing several Bible verses by heart. I was wrong. I have only now begun to see the difference in religious 
and spiritual. Only now, after Amy’s death, have I embarked on my very own spiritual path. What greater 
gift could my child have left me! I took my list and put it in a box, wrapped it up and tied it with a bow. I 
put the box in my closet. This time next year I will open the box and celebrate all the wonderful gifts my 
daughter has given me. And I’m sure I will add more as the years go by.      
       —Suzanne Owens, TCF W. Columbia, SC 

What is Left?  

When a child dies, you ask, among other questions, what is left? A beautiful, sensitive, intelligent child has 
died. What can be left after such a crushing blow? Others will point out that you have a spouse, other chil-
dren or grandchildren, perhaps relatives or friends, that are left. You read books on bereavement, scarcely 
remembering what you have read; you attend meetings, talk with others who have suffered a loss like yours. 
If you are fortunate, you have one or two friends who, while they cannot fully understand, are there to love 
and listen. Perhaps there is a therapist who guides you in your search for an answer. But, for a long while 
everything you read or hear has little meaning and certainly cannot provide the answer to your question. Or 
can it? Does all that you have read and heard and experienced finally come together and answer the question 
of what is left? For me it does. The answer was 13 months in coming, but how clear it comes now. I am left. 
That’s it! I am left and I have been left with the love of my child. It is a new love; it is different, more      
intense; it is understanding; it need not be reciprocated; there are no strings attached. I love this love of my 
child. It warms and comforts me. It is a wonderful love, but I cannot keep it. It is too precious to keep to  
myself. I am left with the love to spare and love to share. It will never run out. My child will always be with 
me to replenish it. I have found my answer. I am left to share my child’s love with you.    
       —Betty Stevens, BP/USA, Baltimore, MD  

Seasons of the Heart 

    Your special days are unchanging 
      Seasons of the heart I celebrate. 
           Your birth, forever spring, 
            Tender memories relate, 
             New and green, a dream 
          From which too soon I awake. 
      The summer of your life was bright 
             Laughter needed no reason, 
       Seemingly endless days of sharing. 
       Sixteen summers. Short in season. 

                 Where is hope now? 
             But the heart knows what 
             The mind cannot accept, 
                That when all is lost, 
                 It is love that is left. 
             Love knows no barriers 
          Time or distance recognize. 
             Love does not diminish, 
           But is constant in our lives. 
           And like a summer breeze 
               Uplifts and inspires us 
             With healing memories. 
 

—Peggy Walls, TCF Alexander City, AL 
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How Losing a Sibling Really Affects You 

I wrote this article for many reasons, but mostly because I wanted other people to read and understand how we all feel. 
I want to be the one who tells everyone, “Siblings are an intricate part of our lives. They help make us who we are. 
Their death affects us in ways you could never imagine. Everyone’s grief is different and as unique as each one of us 
and our relationship with our sibling, and yet having lost a sibling connects us in a way no one who hasn’t been there 
could ever understand.” 

For those of us who lost our younger sibling, many of us regret how we reacted about our “baby” brother or sister  
following us around and copying us, “our little shadows”. We knew that they did it because they loved us, but we  
didn’t want them around and couldn’t understand the reasons for that at the time. At the same time, “baby” brothers 
and sisters feel guilty for being the little shadow….for doing the following: bothering their older sibling, being a pest 
on purpose, for all the tattling and trying to get the big brother or sister in trouble. Younger surviving siblings have a 
lot of problems feeling like they need to step into their sibling’s footsteps, follow with what their sibling was doing   
at the time of their death. They take the same courses in school, not because it makes them happy, but to be closer to 
their sibling. They feel bad when they pass the grade in school that their sibling didn’t make it through. Younger    
surviving siblings also have high expectations to live up to with their parents but especially to themselves. Their older 
sibling suddenly becomes a standard to live up to; the things they accomplished seem bigger and brighter than any-
thing the survivor can manage to do. 

Support: Most friends are supportive right after a sibling’s death. For lucky siblings, their friends stayed that way. 
Many were not so lucky. No one knows what to say after a death, but for a sibling who was left here to deal with life 
without their other half, childhood playmate, and best friend, this is even worse. People just don’t understand that  
losing a sibling is a lifetime journey, something that will never stop. They expect you to just be suddenly over it and 
fine within a few months or even weeks. At this time, the surviving sibling truly finds out what kind of friends they 
have. Most people just cannot comprehend that by listening to your feelings, letting you cry, and allowing you to  
reminisce and talk about the wonderful memories and times of the past without being ignored or having the subject 
changed is what we need. So many people back away and can’t handle the emotion or just don’t know how to act or 
what to say; they’re so scared of bringing on tears or making things worse. They don’t understand the depression, 
loneliness, and guilt that has some of us backing away from friends and having fun. These people and many others  
are just the “fair weather” friends, there when it’s sunny and bright, out of sight when the storm clouds roll in, and it 
becomes gloomy. Most of the time the ones who are very supportive stay that way; some who aren’t, realize what they 
need to do and become better or they’re lost forever. Friends become strangers and strangers become friends. It’s a 
difficult time. Not only is your sibling now gone but many of your closest friends are too. Losing a sibling while 
you’re young and still in school is especially trying. Teenagers aren’t the most understanding anyway….And most 
young people definitely can’t cope with our loss. So many who lose siblings during high school end up feeling totally 
alone, emotionally older than everyone else, completely different and they just can’t seem to fit in no matter what. 

The members of our extended family are grieving too. Not all of them know how to show it or talk about it and many 
of them don’t want to feel the pain that comes with remembering that person who used to join in at holiday get-
togethers. They also don’t want to see the surviving family members hurting or in pain so they take the wrong route 
many times and just try to pretend that it didn’t happen, that everything is fine. What they don’t usually realize is that 
we are hurting anyway. We lost our buddy, our pal, that person that kept us sane during the long conversations with 
Grandma and our cousins running wild all over. Our parents are grieving even more than us….and when our aunts and 
uncles and cousins try not to mention our loved one’s name, that only hurts us even more. We need our sibling to be 
included in the festivities, to know that someone else remembers them and still feels their loss. We need to know they 
care and understand and that they miss them too. We need someone who also loved our sibling, to talk to. We may 
cry, but that’s OK; it happens anyway. It’s better to do it with someone else who cares also, than alone. 

Losing a child is definitely the “worst loss”, but losing a sibling has a special grief all its own. Not only does the    
survivor lose their sibling and have to grow up faster than anyone ever should, but they lose their parents in a way  
also because they are so overwhelmed with grief themselves.        
     —Sarah Davis, in June 2016 newsletter, Western Australia Chapter 

Some of the most comforting words in the universe are “me too”. That moment when you find out that  
your struggle is also someone else’s struggle, that you’re not alone, and that others have been down the 
same road.     —Rita Chatourey, in June 2016 newsletter, TCF of Western Australia Inc. 
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  Some Things You Need To Know    
 
Grief waits.  
If you put it away and try to ignore it, it will simply wait until 
 you have no choice but to experience it. 
We grieve as intensely as we love. 
There is no “normal” in grieving. 
You will never be the same person you were before your loss. 
You must make a conscious decision to “get better”. 
There are no set-in-concrete stages or timelines in grief. 
Other people will not understand your grief unless you share it. 
It is okay to talk about your loved one as long as you want. 
It is okay to include them in celebrations and special occasions 
 for as long as you want. 
“Finding closure” is not a requirement of healing.    
 For many, it is not even an option. 
Even in death … love remains.    
     —Sandy Goodman, www.loveneverdies.net 
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Bend, Don’t Break 

One of my fondest memories as a child is of going to the river and sitting idly on the bank. There I would 
enjoy the peace and quiet, watch the water rush downstream, and listen to the chirps of birds and the rustling 
of leaves in the trees.  

I would also watch the bamboo trees bend under pressure from the wind and watch them return gracefully to 
their upright or original position after the wind had died down.  

When I think about a bamboo tree’s ability to bounce back and return to its original position, the word     
resilience comes to mind. When used in reference to a person this word means the ability to readily recover 
from shock, depression or any other situation that stretches the limits of a person’s emotions. Have you ever 
felt like you are about to snap? Have you ever felt like you are at your breaking point? Life is a mixture of 
good and bad times.  Whenever the going gets tough and you are at your breaking point, show resilience. 
Like the bamboo tree, bend, but do not break!    

   —Tony Lloyd, at weeklythought.com, found in Johannesburg Chapter newsletter 

 

You can, 

You should,  

And if you           

are brave      

enough                 

to start, 

You will. 

    —Stephen King 

 

To laugh is to risk appearing a fool. 
         To weep is to risk appearing sentimental. 
To reach out for another is to risk involvement. 

To expose feelings is to risk exposing your 
TRUE SELF! 

      To place your ideas, your dreams, 
before a crowd is to risk their loss. 

   To love is to risk not being loved in return. 
                     To live is to risk dying. 
                   To hope is to risk despair. 
                TO TRY IS TO RISK FAILURE. 

But risks must be taken because the greatest  
 hazard in life is to risk nothing.     

The person who risks nothing does 
nothing, has nothing, is nothing. 

They may avoid suffering and sorrow, 
but they simply cannot learn, feel, 

change, grow, love … LIVE! 
Chained by their certitudes, they are   

a slave. 
They have forfeited freedom … 
only a person who risks is free. 

 
 —Janet Rand, as found in    

Johannesburg Chapter newsletter 

Risk 



Our children remembered and missed on their birthdays 

 

Owen Anthony Apcar was born on July 22, 1980; son of Mary Jane and Tony Apcar 
Galen Shane Boulter was born on June 1, 1980; son of Carmen and Hal Boulter 
Darren Thomas Kirk Cedar was born on July 19, 1982; son of Cindy and Kirk Cedar 
Chris Cheatley was born on June 10, 1990; son of Celia and David Cheatley 
Jason Chong was born on July 4, 1979; son of Julia and Joseph Chong 
Ashley Michael William Coldwell was born on August 11, 2007;  
    son of Becky Morton and Darren Coldwell 
Grace Ellen Donovan was born on July 4, 2006; daughter of Caylee Richardson 
Denka Ebert was born on June 13, 2011; daughter of Catherine Ebert 
Jon Evan was born on June 29, 1983; son of Janet and John Klein 
Liam Farrell was born on July 10, 1987; son of Susan Farrell  
Steven Fry was born on June 20, 1965; son of Helga and Al Fry 
Matthew Huszar was born on July 27, 1986; son of Danny and Rod Huszar  
James Christian Lavigne was born on June 2, 1989; son of Maureen Donaldson and Benoit Lavigne 
Gail Ooms was born on June 27, 1982; daughter of Laurel Lucas 
Trever William McKenzie was born on August 15, 1983; son of Georgene Perrin 
Jordan McBain Miller was born on August 28, 1988; son of Leslie McBain and Carl Miller 
James McGuire was born on August 9, 1988; son of Camilla and Ray McGuire 
Laurie Nanson was born on August 28, 1969; daughter of Joan and Jim Nanson 
Tyler David Neal was born on August 21, 1984; son of Lennie Neal 
Sapphira Ella Panzer Goodwin was born on July 28, 2000; daughter of Carley Panzer 
Rosemary Pugh was born on July 10, 1947; daughter of Eileen Rettie 
David Artur Raufeisen was born on June 4, 1982; son of Marilyn Dunsmuir 
Justin Joseph David Kavanaugh was born on August 6, 1984; son of Bonnie and Ron Rieberger 
Alicia Anne Rockel-Strain was born on July 21, 1983; daughter of Linda Vavra 
Shannon Elizabeth Rogers was born on July 17, 1984; daughter of Susan Arnold 
Robin Ryce was born on June 30, 1987; daughter of April Ryce 
Ryan Schumann was born on June 24, 1987; son of Jens and Sylvia Schumann 
Robbie Seysener was born on July 31, 1987; son of Debra Bell and Robin Seysener  
Robert Scott (Scotty) Stone was born on July 30, 1988; son of Judie and Jim Stone 
Terry Swanston was born on August 28, 1980; son of Barbara Swanston 
Maya Tello-Wrigley was born on June 2, 1989; son of Lise Wrigley 
Robin Wesley was born on August 22, 1982; son of Helen Wood 
Lawrence Spencer York was born on August 6, 1969; son of Janet York 
 
 

 Softly … may peace replace heartache        

 and cherished memories remain with you always         

 on your child’s birthday.           

                                      —TCF Johannesburg newsletter 
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Our Children Loved...Missed...Remembered 

JUNE … JULY … AUGUST  MEMORIES 

Our children loved and missed on their last days 

 

Christina Marie Amos, age 44, died on August 5, 2010, in a car accident; daughter of Anita Barnes 
Timothy Alexander Kingsford Arthur, age 35, died in a river/waterfall accident on June 25, 2006;  
    son of Mitzi and Tim Arthur 
Kimberly Ann Baskerville, age 43, died by suicide on August 11, 2011;      
    daughter of Doris and John Baskerville 
Brandon Caleb Thomas Bauder, age 13, died on June 16, 2012; son of Alitia Bauder 
Galen Shane Boulter, age 30, died in a car accident on August 30, 2010; son of Carmen and Hal Boulter 
Sarah Brooks, age 28, died by suicide on July 5, 2003; daughter of Kathy and Martin Brooks 
Sara Jean Bryson, age 23, died from an aneurism on July 9, 2013; daughter of Barb Bryson  
Jason Chong, age 23, died in a traffic accident on June 30, 2003; son of Julia and Joseph Chong 
Matthew Dalsin, age 39, died by suicide on June 30, 2005; son of Daphne and Clifford Dalsin 
Shayna Altair Darville, age 23, died of an accidental drug overdose on June 27, 2013;    
    daughter of Kim and Jed Darville; sister of James Darville  
Phoenix Demski-Jones, age 34, died from an asthma attack on June 16, 2015;  
    daughter of Viola Demski and Glenn Jones 
Sean Thomas Devlin, age 32, died on June 27, 2013; son of Mona Devlin 
Risa Dhillon, age 30, died from organ failure on July 17, 2001; daughter of Harb and Bob Dhillon  
Barbara Egan, age 22, died from ovarian cancer on July 15, 1985; daughter of Winnie Egan  
Aaron Samuel Hannah-Matin, age 27, died on August 26, 2010; son of Anne Hannah 
Brody Hogg, age 3, died on June 11, 2009, after being hit by a vehicle; son of Shannon Baxter and Bill Hogg 
Rielly Hornbrook, age 15, died by suicide on July 17, 2007; son of Corrine Thompson 
Michael Frank Lawrence, age 3, went missing in May, 1968, found drowned that summer;   
    son of Susan and Mike Lawrence 
Lindsey Jill Nichols, age 15, has been missing since August 2, 1993; daughter of Judy and Linden Peterson 
Tyler David Neal, age 26, died on June 14, 2011, by drowning; son of Lennie Neal 
Kenneth Lee Pears, age 27, died on July 28, 2013, from an overdose; son of Dave Pears 
Justin Joseph David Kavanaugh, age 18, died in a car accident on June 14, 2003;     
    son of Bonnie and Ron Rieberger 
Shannon Elizabeth Rogers, age 26, died on June 12, 2011; daughter of Susan Arnold 
Steven James Saxelby, age 34, died from an accidental drug overdose on August 1, 1999;   
    son of Beryl and Eric Saxelby 
Terry Swanston, age 29, died by suicide on August 21, 2010; son of Barbara Swanston 
Maya Tello-Wrigley, age 21, died in a plane crash on August 17, 2010, son of Lise Wrigley 
Ian Vatamaniuck, age 3, died in a car accident on August 3, 1997; son of Margaret and Dan Vatamaniuck 
Cliff Stephen Villeneuve, age 34, died on June 17, 2012; son of Brenda and Steve Villeneuve 
Nicole Ann Waldron, age 35, died from unknown causes on August 10, 2014;  
    daughter of Debbie and Ken Waldron 
Lauren Rachel Williamson, age 10, died of congenital heart disease, on August 30, 2000;    
    daughter of Judith Williamson  
Gage Wilson, died on July 12, 2013, in a motor vehicle accident; son of Catherine Chorney and Bill Wilson                    
Robin Wesley, age 22, was murdered on August 26, 2004; son of Helen Wood 
Lawrence Spencer York died on June 30, 2013, from a heart attack; son of Janet York 
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Everyone has been made for some particular work, 
and the desire for that work has been put in every 
heart… 

Let yourself be silently drawn by the stronger pull 
of what you really love. 
 
    —Rumi  

 

Hope, it conquers the sorrow. 

Shout, it eases the heartache. 

Cry, it soothes the pain. 

Pray, it brings peace. 

    —traditional Greek proverb 

Grief and Loss: Self Care 

Learn how to care for yourself after a loss. The following suggestions were written to help you take care of 
yourself following a death, but apply to any kind of loss you might be experiencing. 

 Listen to your body: If you need to cry, then cry. If you need to sleep, then do so. If you need to 
talk to someone, seek out someone who will listen. If you need to reminisce, then take the time. It is  
important for the grieving process that you go with the flow. 

 Lower expectations for yourself: You can’t expect yourself to run at full capacity for some time. Give 
yourself a break and don’t expect yourself to perform as well as you did prior to your loss. Educate    
others that it will take some time before your performance is back to normal. 

 Let others know what you need from them: Don’t expect others to know what you need. Communi-
cate to family and friends how they can support you. 

 If you need counselling, do get it: Get all the suppor t you need. There are many bereavement   
support group as well as counsellors or spiritual advisors who specialize in bereavement counselling. 
Don’t hesitate to contact a medical and/or mental health specialist if you have feelings of hopelessness 
or suicidal thoughts. 

 Take the time to do the things you need to do for yourself: When you feel up to it, engage in activi-
ties to which you feel drawn. It could be visiting a place you haven’t been to in a while, walks in nature, 
reading, etc. 

 Pamper yourself: Treat yourself well. Without breaking your  budget, do things for  yourself that 
are helpful, such as walks, being with people who nurture you, and inexpensive activities. 

 Keep a journal: Writing down your  thoughts and feelings can help you to validate and work 
through your grief. 

 Get physical exercise: If you exercised pr ior  to your  loss, try to maintain the same routine. If you 
did not exercise prior to your loss, visit your doctor before embarking on a physical exercise routine. 
Physical exercise can improve the way you feel. 

 Obtain a proper diet and sleep: Maintaining a healthy diet and getting proper  sleep is essential for  
functioning as well as you can. If you are having difficulty with either, visit your doctor. 

 Be aware of others’ reactions: Many people do not know how to react appropr iately to your  gr ief. 
Some are more comfortable than others in responding to your situation. Be aware that people have     
different ideas, not only about death, but also about how bereaved individuals should react. Be true to 
yourself and let others know if they say something inappropriate. 

  —Johannesburg Chapter newsletter, from University of California San Diego’s website 
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Time Rolls On 

Whether we see time going by or not, whether we are aware if it is winter or spring, May or June, day or 
night...time keeps rolling on. I remember back to those early days of grief, when time seemed to stand still.  
I remember looking at the clock, realizing that it was 3:00 am. And being surprised that it was night time.    
I remember not knowing or caring whether it was a Sunday or a Tuesday.… 

But I did know when it was a Wednesday. I knew it was a Wednesday each week because Wednesday was 
the day our daughter died. Everything from that moment on was measured by a different standard of time. 
At first, we marked time by the hours, then the days, then the weeks. All time was measured by how long it 
had been since she had passed from our world. Days became weeks, weeks became months, and now…
months have been years. For us, the marking of time has evolved. Our family history will forever be divided 
into the “before…” and the “after...” but we have gradually become aware of time again. We keep a calen-
dar, we make appointments, and we schedule ourselves into events and commitments. Once again, time is 
rolling on. 

        —Jane Ono, TCF Coquitlam, BC 

 

Always live your life with one dream to fulfill. No matter how many of your dreams you have realized     
in the past, always have a dream to go. Because when you stop dreaming, live becomes a mundane      
existence.              
        —Sara Henderson  

     

     Meet another member of your TCF National Board: 

   Judy Dowd – Treasurer 

Vancouver Island has been my home for the past twenty years.         
I have been very active here, both in the business world and as a 
community volunteer. I was the owner of a bicycle shop for three 
years and for the past seventeen years I’ve been the manager of a 
Dollar Store. For three years I have held the presidential position to 
sorority Beta Sigma Phi and I’m currently Vice-President of the 
Business Improvement Association in my community.   

   

My daughter, Lindsay Don Dowd, born December 12, 1983, died February 3, 2004,     
at twenty years of age from an undiagnosed heart defect. I only have one child now,       
a thirty–three-year-old son who lives in Edmonton, AB. 

 

I agreed to join the TCF Canada National Board because I feel very strongly about making sure that    
bereaved parents know that they are not alone and that there are other parents who are more than willing 
to help them. The other reason is to help make a difference. I KNOW that grief is so strong and so very 
painful, and finding other parents who understand completely, with so much compassion, gives us 
HOPE. 



Telephone Friends 
“Who better to soften the wound of one, than    
he who has suffered the wound himself.” 
    — Thomas Jefferson 

 
When you have a bad day, and you want to speak to someone 
who understands, call a phone friend.  Members below will 
speak with you and may know other members to call who have 
losses or circumstances similar to yours. 
 
North Island  
Eileen Sowerby        250-285-2434 - son, 24 years   
     - mountaineering accident 
Mid-Island 
Carolyn Farrington   250-752-9132  - son, 28 years 
     - commercial fishing  
      accident 
Victoria 
Sue Ross            250-478-9270   - son, 20 years 
                 - cardiac arrhythmia 
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Grief Works BC: comprehensive      
support for the bereaved. 

Toll-free: 1-877-234-3322 

www.griefworksbc.com 
 

BC Bereavement Helpline:               
helpline, referrals, information. 

604-738-9950; 1-877-779-2223 

e-mail: bcbh@telus.net 

www.bcbereavementhelpline.com 

 

Suicide Support: 

SurvivorAdvocates@yahoogroups.com 

www.survivingsuicide.com 

 

Share—Pregnancy & Infant Loss             
Support:   
www.nationalshareoffice.com 

 

Children and Youth:  
www.kidsaid.com  
www.growthhouse.org/childgrv.html  
www.soul2soul.ca/ 

 

TCF USA: 
www.compassionatefriends.org 

Sibling Credo 

     We are the surviving siblings of The Compassionate 
Friends. We are brought together by the deaths of our  
brothers and sisters. Open your hearts to us, but have       
patience with us. Sometimes we will need the support     
of  our friends. At other times we need our families to    
be there. Sometimes we must walk alone, taking our 
memories with us, continuing to become the individuals 
we want to be. We cannot be our dead brother or sister. 
However, a special part of them lives on with us. When 
our brothers and sisters died, our lives changed. We are 
living a life very different from what we envisioned, and 
we feel the responsibility to be strong even when we feel 
weak. Yet we can go on because we understand better 
than many others the value of family and the precious   
gift of life. Our goal is not to be the forgotten mourners 
that we sometimes are, but to walk together to face our 
tomorrows as 

SURVIVING SIBLINGS of The Compassionate Friends 

Sibling websites:  

www.tcfatlanta.org/sibling.html 

www.angelfire.com/co/compassion/Sibs.html 

Forever 

Forever I will long to hold you in my arms,  
 touch you, kiss you. 

Forever I will long to see your sweet face,  
 your smile, the color of your eyes. 

Forever I will long to have you with me,  
 sharing a lifetime of hopes and dreams. 

Forever I will feel the pain of your loss… 

Never again will I see you, hold you,   
 touch you, kiss you… 

But the LOVE that I feel for you   
 will live in my heart… 

FOREVER! 

 —Cindy Lejune, Lake Charles, LA 



 
 

  
 

           TCF MONTHLY MEETINGS 
 

          Date Each   
Chapter/Contact    Month     Time          Place      Leader/Contact 
 

Comox Valley       2nd Wednesday 7:00 p.m.   North Island Public Health Unit     Judy Dowd:  250-923-2485; 250-202-2593 
             Tyee Plaza #200 - 1100 Island Hwy ComoxValley@TCFCanada.net 
             Campbell River 
 

Cowichan Valley  2nd Wednesday 7:00 p.m.   Cowichan Green Community        Judi Aitchison:  250-510-1626 
              360 Duncan St., Duncan       CowichanValley@TCFCanada.net 
 

 
Note: we do not currently have an affiliated TCF Canada Chapter in Nanaimo. Visit www. 
TCFCanada.net to locate an affiliated chapter near you, or contact President@TCFCanada.net 
 

Qualicum Beach   2nd Thursday   7:00 p.m.    Valhalla House                Carolyn: 250-752-9132 (Qualicum Beach) 
             (Oceanside Hospice)         Joan Mantie: 250-954-0364   
               210 Crescent Road West      
                    Qualicum Beach 

      

Port Alberni contact Margaret Vatamaniuk     250-735-0810     mvatman@gmail.com 

   

Victoria       4th Tuesday      7:00 p.m.    First Memorial         Contact: Sue Ross 
   (except December)           Funeral Services        250-478-9270    
                4725 Falaise Drive         
               (Broadmead area)        Victoria@TCFCanada.net 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
TCF Canada National Board 2015 - 2016 
 

President: Donna Rodin – Medicine Hat, AB  President@TCFCanada.net 

Vice-President:  Susan Doyle Lawrence – Victoria, BC 

Secretary:  Susan Doyle Lawrence  

Treasurer: Judy Dowd – Campbell River, BC 

Chapter Development Coordinators: Eileen and Andy Bond – Ottawa, ON 

International Liaison:  Adaline Leir – Regina, SK 

International Liaison, USA:  Susan Doyle Lawrence 

Director: Barbara Kachur – Saskatoon, SK 

National Advisory Board: 

Pat Pinch: Alumni Member – Squamish, BC  
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 Around  The  Island                                            

Those of us who have worked through 
our grief and found there is a future 

are the ones who must meet the     
others in the valley of darkness and 

bring them to the light.  

     —Simon Stephens, Founder, TCF 

 

The Compassionate Friends of Canada  

phone toll-free: 1-866-823-0141 

e-mail: NationalOffice@TCFCanada.net  

website: www.TCFCanada.net 



The Compassionate Friends—Victoria Chapter. Thank you. 
Suggested minimum annual donations for newsletter  
subscriptions are:  
 members and public - $15.00; professionals - $25.00 
  

Thanks to everyone contributing to this issue! 

    The Compassionate Friends of Vancouver Island receives no government funding, and relies solely on donations from members, 
professional caregivers, and the public. There are no dues or fees to join The Compassionate Friends. Bereaved parents have       
already paid the ultimate price, the death of a child. Donations are often given to remember birthdays or anniversaries.  
TCF Victoria relies on donations to continue its services to the community. If you benefit from receiving the newsletter, a 
donation would be appreciated. Tax deductible receipts are available. Please make any cheques payable to:   

Disclaimer 
Material in this newsletter may be reproduced and distributed providing that there is no profit gained directly or indirectly from   
the use of material, and The Compassionate Friends name appears on each page of the material. The Next Step is published as   a 
resource guide for bereaved parents. Opinions and views expressed in the newsletter,  handout material, and meeting discussions 
are not necessarily those of The Compassionate Friends. The Compassionate Friends is not responsible for the use of, or the      
result of using, any of their material or information. 
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Donations may be mailed to  
The Compassionate Friends—Victoria Chapter  

c/o 959 Glen Willow Place  
Victoria, BC  V9B 4W3 

Newsletter Editor    
           Susan Lawrence 

250-474-1246  
susandoylelawrence@shaw.ca 

The Compassionate Friends Funding 

If you have a change of e-mail address or wish to stop   
receiving The Next Step newsletter and butterfly cards 
please e-mail  

Victoria@TCFCanada.net  

Submissions requested: If you would like to include a page in memory of your child, please e-mail it to 
me in Word or Publisher format by the deadlines listed below. Memorials need to be limited to one page 
(about 300-350 words), including small pictures.  

Newsletter Deadlines 

August 1, November  1, February 1, May 1 

If you would like to receive a copy of the newsletter by e-mail, 
please let us know at Victoria@TCFCanada.net.         
We no longer mail out paper copies. 




