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December 29 2016
January 26th 2017
February 23th 2017
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Meetings

Meetings
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January 12th 2017
February 9th 2017
March 9th 2017

2nd Thurs

The leaders decided to drop the
group meeting format, and
advertise the availability of
individual support. Please call
one of the Chapter contacts.

A child’s death forever changes a family and those who love them.
The experience of grief is lifelong—it does not go away after a
certain amount of time. Yes, it softens but always there is a place
in your soul that yearns for that child.
Author Unknown
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Welcome…
Thank you to OUR VOLUNTEERS for facilitating the meetings through
out the Spring, Summer & Fall. To all of our new families: WELCOME,
although we wish that we met under different circumstances.
Well, here it is again. “’Tis the season to be jolly”, or at least that’s what we are told. Shopping malls are
decorated and playing Xmas music, little children are excited, some people have parties, some are getting together with family. It’s Christmas – the season of expectations – one of the most difficult times of the year for
those of us who have lost children and only have them on our minds. I thought it would be helpful to find some
time-tried coping skills to help us through – and those can be found later in the newsletter.
When there is no escape from this holiday, this is when our friends and family need to find their compassion
and we need to be forgiving and especially kind to ourselves. If this is a season for giving, let’s give ourselves
the gift of loving memories, the sounds of those good times we had and wished to have and the feeling of our
beloved children in our arms.
The winter months are dark and cold and it can be difficult to face the new year with a heavy heart. If you can
please come to a meeting. It is recommended that you attend at least three meetings before you decide whether
TCF is for you. The tone and content of each meeting can be very different, depending on the make-up of the
group, and for many parents it takes several meetings before they feel comfortable enough to speak up with issues which are closest to their own needs. To our members who have been grieving longer (as opposed to our
‘old’ members!): THANK YOU for coming out.

TCF works… ...We Are Not Alone…

May you have Love to Share, Health to Spare,
And Friends who Care throughout this Holiday Season!

Love Gifts are "living memorials" given in memory of a
child, relative or a friend, on the anniversaries of birth
or death, special occasions or 'just because'. The Compassionate Friends is a not for profit organization and
these gifts allow us to reach out to bereaved parents and
siblings.
Jamie & Kelli Rose for their many contributions to
the retreat in memory of Tiffany Dawn
Vera Roberts in memory of her son Joe
Kinsmen Club of Westbank
Ryan Hilton of Wetaskiwin, Alberta
All those who helped at the Retreat and the
Candle lighting
And a special thanks for the anonymous donations left at the Retreat and the Candle lighting
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Dear Friends,
It is with great sadness that I have
to tell you that Joe Lawley, one of
our Founder parents, died this
year. He was admitted to hospital
around June 3rd and Iris was with
him when he died.
He will be greatly missed and we
send our love to Iris and their daughters at this sad
time. Without them and the other Founder members,
TCF would not have existed. Should you wish to contact Iris, her address is :14a Beaconsfield Court Leicester Road Nuneaton
Warwickshire CV11 6AE ;
Her telephone number is (+44) 2476 345 355.
Please can you let anyone you know not included in
this list know the sad news. Thank you
Yours in Compassion,
Margaret @tcf.org.uk
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2016 Annual World Wide Candle Lighting
The Compassionate Friends invites all Bereaved Parents, Siblings, Grandparents and Friends, to attend
the 19th Annual World Wide Candle Lighting Service.
We are joining with tens of thousands of TCF members, relatives, and supporters around the world who
will start lighting their candles in New Zealand at
7p.m. their local time. By lighting our candles for this
hour we are helping to create a wave of light as it
moves from time zone to time zone and encircles the
globe for 24 hours. We do this in remembrance of all
our children… that their light may always shine.
We encourage you to bring a picture
or memento of your child for our
"Children Remembered” table.
Refreshments will be served following
the service. If you would like to
bring something to share, it would
be much appreciated.
Vernon Candle Lighting will be held at Paddle Wheel
Park hall, Okanagan Landing Road, (on the Lake side)
Please let Kelli know ASAP if you will be attending
either by calling 1-250-379-2465 or e-mail at
TCFVernon@hotmail.com. Vernon Candle Lighting
will be held on Sunday December 11th at 6:30pm.
(Note: All refreshments for Vernon are being
provided)
Kelowna Candle Lighting will be held at First United
Church, 721 Bernard Ave. (corner of Richter and
Bernard), in the Hall. Please let Glen or Linda know
ASAP if you will be attending either by calling
250-807-2487 or e-mail at tcfkelowna@shaw.ca
Kelowna Candle Lighting will be held on Saturday
December 10th at 2pm.
Kamloops Candle lighting will be held at Kamloops
United Church 421 St. Paul Street Kamloops, Please
contact Arleen if you will be attending by e-mail at
waskamloops@shaw.ca. Kamloops Candle lighting
will be held on Sunday December 4th,at 2pm.
If you would like to volunteer by reading a poem,
welcoming new people, helping with set up or take
down please advise your contact ASAP. In order to
ensure we have sufficient candles and chairs and to
have your child’s name mentioned it is important
that each area nows how many people to expect.
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National Children’s Memorial Day, December 13th
In May of 2003, a Private Member’s Motion put
forth by Labrador MP Lawrence O’Brien was
passed by the House of Commons designating the
second Sunday of December as National Children’s Memorial Day. It was approved unanimously. The suggestion originated with Betty and
Dennis Normore in memory of their daughter Paula
who died in a snow-mobile accident in January
2001. This event occurs on the same day as the
Worldwide Candle Lighting:
“That Their Light May Always Shine”

The First Year

Facing the one year anniversary of
my first born son’s death is like

having my heart broken all over

again. Throughout this year, ever so
slowly, I’ve tried to pick up the

pieces—wondering how I’d live the

rest of my life with a heart broken
in so many places. My little freckled
faced boy named Jason was the
most precious thing that could
have been taken from me

Author Unknown

May you be blessed this Christmas
with the warmth of the season,
the pleasure of every greeting, and
the joy that comes from loving and
being loved, by family and Friends.
Have A Happy Christmas
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Dear Newly Bereaved Parent
This will likely be the hardest thing you’ll ever do. Survive this. And eventually, maybe even thrive
again.
At times it will feel virtually impossible. You’ll wonder how a human being can survive such pain. You’ll
learn you know how to defy the impossible. You did it from the moment your child’s heart stopped, and
yours kept beating. You do it with every breath and step you take. You’re doing it now. And now. And
now.
Your fingernails will become bloodied from clawing your way from the depths of despair. Your spirit will
grow weary from fighting to survive. Your eyes will cry more tears than you ever thought possible. Your
arms will ache an ache for which there aren’t words. For a lifetime.
Your heart will break into a million tiny pieces. You’ll wonder how it will ever mend again.
But with every morsel of unspeakable pain, there is love. An abundance of love. A love so strong, so
powerful, it will buoy you. You will not drown.
Others will say things that are intended to be helpful, but aren’t. Take what is, leave what isn’t.
Still, you’ll meet others along the journey who will get it without ever saying a word. Kind souls who will
breathe you back to life again. Let them.
Years down the road you’ll tire of hearing the same advice and clichés, over and over again. Advice
you don’t want or need. Everyone will try to tell you how to best “fix” your broken heart. The trouble is,
you don’t need fixing.
There is no fix for this.
Eventually you’ll learn how to carry the weight of this pain. At times it will crush you. At other times
you’ll learn how to shoulder the burden with newfound grit and grace. Either way, you’ll learn how to
bend with the weight of it.
It will not break you. Not entirely.
And even if you don’t believe in hope– not even a little– hope will light the way for you. At times you
won’t realize your path is lit. The darkness feels all consuming when you’re in it. But know the light is
there. Surrounding you now. And now. And now.
Know you’re being guided, by all of us who have survived this impossible hell. You may not hear us, or
see us, but we are with you. Beside you. Hand in hand, heart to heart. Always. Just like your child still
is.
Above all else, know that no one can save you but yourself. You are the heroine/hero of this sad story.
You are the one who gets to decide how, and if, you’ll survive this. You are the one who will figure out a
way to survive the sleepless nights, and the endless days. You are the one who will decide if and when
you’ll find a purpose again that means something to you. You are the one who will choose how you’ll
live with the pain. You are the one who will decide what you’ll to cling to, what will make your life worth
living again. You, and only you, get to decide how you’ll survive.
by~ Angela Miller January 27, 2016

Canadian Conference Summer 2017
It’s never too early to plan. Your Canadian National Board of Directors have approved a proposal
by the Medicine Hat, Alberta, chapter to begin planning a Canadian Conference next summer.
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Angel Dates:
4 December 2010
5 December 1983
5 December 2010
7 December 2006
8 December 2012
10 December 2000
12 December 1992
12 December 2005
13 December 2013
16 December 2009
19 December 2010
20 December 1984
20 December 1984
20 December 1984
20 December 2008
20 December 2003
20 December 1992
21 December 2002
24 December 1989

Sarah Ann DePellegrin
Jason King
Hunter Bradbury
Owen Michael
Ophelia Lily Johnstone
Jessiman Stacy Stephens
Alexander John Sonowsky
Ryan Thomas
Adam Keating
Shane Christopher Frei
Ryan Lee Lortie
Angela Rasmussen
Jeffrey Rasmussen
Jennifer Rasmussen
David Robin Shannon
Dusty Mickey
Donald Raymond
Christina Nicole
Kimberly Disterwoudt

25 December 1982 Lance Ongman
28 December 2005
29 December 2011
1 January 2005
1 January 1998
2 January 2016
5 January 1993
6 January 2011
13 January 2008
14 January 2005
20 January 2000
25 January 1990
27 January 2010
31 January 2012
1 February 2012
2 February 2016
10 February 2014
11 February 2004
11 February 2012
16 February 2012
18 February 2011
18 February 2012
19 February 2008
19 February 2012
21 February 1999
21 February 2013
23 February 2011
28 February 1998
29 February 2012
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James Jason
Heather Lea Rose
Phillip Dean
Jordan Nicole
Patty-Shannon Courtney
Jason Kennedy Rout
Rylie Blake
Alexander Alan Brooks
Lynne Greissel
Lindsey Corbett
Greg Woods
Josh Vallely
Grace Lauren Hall
Stephanie Sharon
Tashanna Marie Ducharme
Carley Rosaline Kennedy
Evan Larsen
Caroline Irene Elliott
Michelle Katherine Jones
John-Paul Joseph
James Elliot Mitchell
Taylor Marie Fritz
Coby William Cross
Tanya Marie
Richard Jeffrey Douglas
Ryan Leslie
Ryan Christopher
Thomas Scott Jeffery

Baby
10
13
Baby
Baby
22
17
20
35
33
25
12
3
6
41
23
14
25
17
23
22
25
40
16
36
25
18
18
55
16
13
17
22
30
36
27
22
14
18
36
24
Baby
23
11
26
23
22

Daughter of Dean &Twyla DePellegrin
Son of Faith Penner
Son of Stacey Bradbury
Son of James & Joanna Macaulay
Daughter of Shandi & Kris Johnstone
Daughter of Lottie Stephens
Son of Cathy & Woldy Sosnowsky
Son of Karen Haddrell
Son of Laurel Keating
Son of Karen Golling
Son of Noelle Chrisp
Daughter of Nellie & John Rasmussen
Son of Nellie & John Rasmussen
Daughter of Nellie & John Rasmussen
Son of Terry F. Evans
Son of Maureen Madson
Son of Ray & April Batula
Daughter of Linda & Rick Cichon
Daughter of Carol Allenbach

Stillborn
Unknown
Medical-Heart failure
Newborn
Unknown
Motor Vehicle Accident
Accidental Fall
Medical-Diabetes complications
Accidental - drug overdose
Suicide
Accidental - drug overdose
Motor Vehicle Accident
Motor Vehicle Accident
Motor Vehicle Accident
Medical -Embolisom
Carbon Monoxide Poisoning
Accident
Suicide
Medical Illness

Son of Wayne Ongman

Suicide

Son of Eilene Bakker
Daughter of Patti Huculak
Son of Douglas Ross
Daughter of Shelly & Kerry Cooper
Daughter of George & Patty Keim
Son of Petrine Pauquette
Daughter of Blake & Theresa Deleurme
Son of Alex Brooks
Daughter of Lori Maye
Daughter of Bill & Charlene Corbett
Son of Glen & Linda Woods
Son of Melissa Craven

Epilepsy
Medical - Cancer
Medical-Viral Pneumonia
Motor Vehicle Accident
Medical
Suicide
Motor Vehicle Accident
Motor Vehicle Accident
Medical - Cancer
Medical-Lung virus
Suicide
Suicide

Daughter of Heather & Trafford Gordon-Hall Medical - Long Term Illness

Daughter of Heather McCullough
Daughter of Bert & Deb Ducharme
Daughter of Rose Olson
Song of Dorothy Larsen
Daughter of Zelda Frost
Daughter of Brenda & Dave Jones
Son of Jean-Paul & Ruth Hetu
Son of Sheila Coe & Ed Mitchell
Daughter of Jason & Janis Fritz
Son of Lynne & Barry Cross
Son of Al & Carol Seeley
Son of Carole & Doug Owen
Son of Gayle & Brent Kisch
Son of Kathy & Vic Bernard
Son of Diane Jeffery

Unknown
Suicide
Motor Vehicle Accident
Choked to death
Unknown
MVA - Passenger Motor Vehicle
Embolism diving
Drug overdose
Survived 8 days
Accidental - alcohol & hot tub
Medical-Brain aneurysm
Medical - Cancer
Suicide
Motor Vehicle Accident
Accidental drug overdose
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Each issue we will list the
children who have
Birthdays and Angel
dates during that quarter.
If you would like to have
your child “Remembered”
please contact Darlene at
250-558-5026 in Vernon or
Vernon@tcfcanada.net
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1 December 1953 Holly Fudge

Daughter of John & Marj Klassen

1 December 1995 Carlee Nora DeBoer

Daughter of LeeAnn & Curt DeBoer

1 December 2012 Ophelia Lily

Daughter of Sandi & Kris Johnstone

2 December 1961 Joe Vereschagin

Son of Vera Roberts

4 December 2010 Sarah Ann DePellegrin

Daughter of Dean & Twyla DePellegrin

4 December 1981 Jeffery Rasmussen

Son of Nellie & John Rasmussen

7 December 2006 Owen Michel

Son of James & Joanna Macaulay

7 December 1961 Cheryl Tanya-Marie

Daughter of Lu & Oril Ross

8 December 1992 Josh Vallely

Son of Melissa Craven

9 December 1975 Alexander John

Son of Cathy & Woldy Sosnowsky

13 December 1978 Jennifer Rasmussen

Daughter of Nellie & John Rasmussen

13 December 1983 Lindsey Corbett

Daughter of Bill & Charlene Corbett

15 December 1988 Christopher Croskery

Son of Denise Fedoruk

17 December 1955 Lee Willard Potter

Son Of Joan Potter

17 December 1993 Michelle Katherine

Daughter of Brenda & Dave Jones

18 December 1978 Tiffany Dawn Lee

Daughter of Kelli & Jamie Rose

20 December 2003 Dusty Mickey Dusseault

Son of Maureen Madson

24 December 1989 Kimberly Disterwoudt

Daughter of Carol Allenbach

27 December 1978 Shaun Raymond

Son of Les & Mo Crosby

27 December 1976 Shane Christopher Frei

Son of Karen Golling

27 December 1975 Ryan Christopher

Son of Kathy & Vic Bernard

2 January 1968 Shannon Amber Ryan

Daughter of Ursula & Ryan Sommerfeld

6 January 1965 Ian Gordon Minion

Son of Robbie Minion

6 January 1981 John

Son of Jack & Darlene Denney

8 January 1964 Robert Gerard

Son of Sharon Reinderhoff

8 January 1972 Angela Rasmussen

Daughter of Nellie & John Rasmussen

10 January 2000 Charlie Dakota Jordan

Son of Darcy Jordan & Shaun Klotz

13 January 1985 Carley Rosaline Kennedy

Daughter of Rose Olson

20 January 1991 Kevin H.

Son of Angie Leamont

26 January 1968 Shawn Marshal

Son of Susan Marshall

30 January 1975 Lynn Collier

Daughter of Gary & June Collier

31 January 1973 Sonya Renee Anne

Daughter of Larisa Kalin

31 January 1985 Bruce Dempster

Son of Vic & Linda Dempster

4-February-1979 Craig

Son of Linda Lochhead

6 February 1949 Lynne Greissel

Daughter of Lori Maye

6 February 1951 Darcie Hudson

Daughter of Helen Hrischuk

6 February 1992 Byron Chatham

Son of Lynda & Roy Chatham

9 February 1978 Christopher Dale Drummond

Son of Fran & Dave Drummond

7 February 1983 James Jason

Son of Eileen Bakker

11 February 2008 Taylor Marie Fritz

Daughter of Jason & Janis Fritz

16 February 1966 Simon Adam Burke

Son of Petrine Paquette

16 February 1988 Kiera-Leigh Joan

Daughter of Bev & Len Carlson

17 February 1981 Michael John

Son of Marian Rudisill

20 February 2000 Miles Douglas Wohlford

Son of Randi Lund Wohlford

21 February 1979 Shawn Boss

Son of Rose Knight

22 February 1963 Brady Graham

Son of Susan Bamford
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All I want For Christmas
There’s not much I want for Christmas anymore. Not since you
were stolen from us. Ever since, Christmas just doesn’t have the
same excitement and joy it once did.
No offense to baby Jesus. In fact, I quite love him– a lot– but the
sight of Him in the manger makes me ache for you, my own baby,”
beyond any words, in any language. Beyond any ache I ever knew
was humanly possible to survive. The birth of Jesus completed the
Holy Family. The contrast of that next to mine, a family forever incomplete, is too much for me to handle most Christmases as a bereaved mom.
Grief, Christmas and rooms overflowing with predominantly non-grieving people mix about as well as oil and
water. I wish more people could really, truly get that. As in, get it without being bereaved, or grieved, or any
of that. Just get it, period.
For every holiday picture taken, meal eaten, carols sung, families gathered, trees decorated, Christmas morning presents opened, are always achingly incomplete. The joy of the season and the ache
of the ever missing you taunt me like a cruel, unending joke. Our family will be forever incomplete. And
there’s nothing that could make that broken circle close the way it should– like a kiss beneath the mistletoe
gone horribly wrong, two lips never meeting as one– the edges of our family circle are permanently broken,
never again will we be a family complete.
Sigh.
Where it was once a season filled with overwhelming joy, it’s now, at best, one dominated by an undercurrent
of deep sorrow. Insatiable longing. A constant hum of incompleteness. Layers of grief spontaneously unraveling before my eyes with threads reminiscent of the ugliest, itchiest, most uncomfortable Christmas sweater.
Every year I think, seriously, do I really have to wear t-h-i-s– again? Every year the answer is yes. Yes. A forever-without-a-choice-kind-of- yes. And every year I want to burn the wretched sweater and wear my old,
comfortable, me-kind-of-holiday-clothes. The ones I wore last time I felt the spirit of Christmas deep in my
heart. The ones that last touched your perfectly soft skin. The ones that forever hold the memories of the
last Christmas you and I celebrated together, our hearts beating together– alive together–same planet, same
room, same very chair. Our hands touching. Mine, outlining the shape of your perfectly plump toddler fingers
as they gently rested in my open palm.
I’m tired of “celebrating” the season this way, wishing for impossibilities that can never be, longing for what
is no longer.
Some moments are surprisingly survivable, sometimes even filled with unexpected moments of laughter and
joy. Others are barely bearable– a land mine of grief explosions grinchingly waiting for me around every corner.
Oh. my. heart.
This is what Christmas without you looks like five years later– the undertow is relentless. Every step holds the
very real possibility of getting pulled totally and completely under– of being over my head, gasping for . .
Continued on the next page
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(All I want For Christmas—Continued from previous page)

air in a whirlpool of holiday induced grief. Drowning in a thick sea of Eggnog and misjudgments. If I don’t .
show up, it’s mistaken as, “Oh, she doesn’t care.” If I do show up, with tears and the real sound of my own heart
breaking, it’s “Ohhhh, she mustn’t be OVER it yet,” or “Clearly she’s not doing (hush-hush, voice lowered) very
well.”
If only it could be understood that it is exactly because of the holidays– the gatherings, the pressure to be merrily
on, the exaggerated empty chair that is often unrecognized and not spoken of in a room overflowing with a family
otherwise glaringly complete– that leaves a grieving parent spinning in the holy-daze of grief.
Just when I think I’m doing ‘ok’, a half cup of tears unexpectedly floods my perfectly measured Christmas cookie
batter, and drowns me right along with it– a not so ironic analogy indicative of an entire season filled with far too
much salt in a bereaved parent’s wounds. Or, if things have been feeling slightly jolly and even joy-filled, I’ll find
myself perpetually holding my breath, shoulders up to my ears, cautiously waiting for the other shoe to drop without even realizing it. Or with the anxiety of a mother scanning the crowd for her lost child, one might find me relentlessly surveying every holiday gathering for mine, while also making note of every blessed Kleenex box,
bathroom location, the quickest escape routes and nearest exists that will lead to a corner where I can safely let
my tears for you endlessly fall.
If one were to meet me in my crying corner, I’d sob that all I really want for Christmas is this:
1) A normal life, one with you in it, growing bigger and older every day instead of this tide of grief washing me
mercilessly up on its shore.
2) A Christmas card with our entire family, all five of us. Complete with your cheeky seven year old grin shining
brightly between your two and three year old little brothers.
3) Your breath, your life, fogging up every pane of glass in our life– the kitchen window, car window, front
house window, every mirror that now reflects my sad bereaved mother eyes back to me.
4) The untainted joy of Christmas, the birth of possibility, of dreams untainted by the broken, jagged, shattered
pieces of our missing puzzle piece, our missing you.
5) To feel truly alive again, instead of trying to survive underneath the weight of life and death I feel in every single breath.
6) The empty chair at our table, full. Full of life, full of laughter, full of every amazing part of you.
7) A circle of loving hearts who could understand that although I carry both the ache and the joy of the season in
me all at once, the ache often times feels stronger and more overwhelming, because the joy of the season is jollying everywhere, greeting my broken places with a slap in the face, and a swift punch to the gut. If only the world
could understand that for me, the holidays feel more like an emotional war zone, than an exciting season of Yuletide cheer.
There you have it. One wish for every year you should have been alive with us to date. . .
The thing is, I don’t care about what kind of tree we have– real or fake, sparkly ornaments or dull. I don’t care
about what kind of food we eat, or if we decide to put lights on the outside of the house or nowhere at all. I don’t
care if anyone gets me a present. I don’t care about holiday fruitcake, or gingerbread houses or where so-and-so
gets to vacation for Christmas this year.
All I care about is that we’re together as a family, creating priceless memories that money can’t buy and death
can’t steal.
Oh yes, and one last thing. I hope to figure out how to keep your light on inside my heart bright enough to make
my pores glow with the light of you all year long. That’s my Christmas wish.
If it happens, I figure that’s the closest I’ll ever get to having all I really want for Christmas–

You.
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by~ Angela Miller December 2015
Lifted from Still Sanding Magazine
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Aids – the unspoken death
Your child is dead.
They say, “What Happened?”
You answer “accident, suicide, cancer, murder,” but could you say “AIDS”?
Some are taken in an instant, but others of us watch them die a little each day.
AIDS, the word that stands out on our television screen and in our newspapers;

December 1st

AIDS, a word that labels its victims. I lost my son when he was 31. I watched him go from a vibrant, young successful
man to a man so confused and weak he seemed to age before my eyes. This was not a segment of 20/20 or 60 Minutes;
this was my son dying, asking “Mom can you let me go?”
AIDS victims should not be labeled, nor should this disease carry any stigma or shame. My grief over Brad’s death, still so
very painful, would eat at me like a cancer if I could not be honest about his death. For me, that acknowledgement was
the first step of a long flight of steps in the acceptance of his death.
I can’t talk enough about my Brad, and since his death in June of 1988 I have written a book and ten poems about him. It
is therapy for me; it keeps him alive to me. I miss him more each day.
Another mother, not wanting to hide from the reality of AIDS that claimed her Don’s life, has written and published a book
called “Claiming Toward The Light”. It is available at the bookstores. That is a very fitting title. I watched Brad raise his
hand upward as if to reach for the light.
If I could be a light for another parent who has had my experience, I would be – for I am just another mother who lost her
son to AIDS.

by~ Donna Sullivan – In memory of Brad,
TCF, Atlanta GA]

We can’t feel saddened
over the loss of those we love

Angel Thoughts
If you give up when it's deep winter,
you’ll surely miss the promise of your spring,
the beauty of your Summer
and the fulfillment of your Fall.
Don’t let the pains of one season
overshadow the joys of the rest of the year.
Try not to judge life
by one difficult season;
cherish instead the exceptional seasons
given you in love.

Without first remembering the
joy of loving them
The real sadness would have been
never having had them in our lives at
all.
Remembering is a journey the heart
takes back into a time that was.
Lifted from www.affirmations.com.au

by~ Cerge Remonde
Lifted from TCF NSW
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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
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COPING WITH SPECIAL OCCASIONS
There are many days in the year that are signiﬁcant for bereaved families. Some of them are public festvals
when the whole world seems to be celebratng; others are directly related to our family, such as our child’s
birthday and the day he or she died. We feel apprehensive as we contemplate these days, especially in the early
years of our bereavement, and wonder how to survive them.
Planning for such occasions does not take away the pain, but can help us to get through the day. Each of us
within the family grieves in our own particular way and at our own pace, so we need to take each other into
consideration when making these plans. We should talk to each other, about how we are feeling or what we
might want to do.
Thinking and talking together can help us to prepare ourselves for the approaching special day, and sometmes
when these plans do go right, the day can bring surprising comfort to us. If we tell other people about our
thoughts, whether individual or shared in the family, then they might well understand us better.
It is not always easy for people, even the closest of family or friends, or the most caring of people, to appreciate
how our bereavement is central in our minds. We should try not to be too inﬂuenced by what others think, or
by what we imagine they expect of us. Hopefully, as time passes, we will receive the support which is necessary
when our grief s totally exhausts us and our energy reserves are low. We should try to be gentle with ourselves
and each other, including those people who wish to help and encourage us, even if, at times and in some situations, they do neither.
Birthdays are quite diﬃcult. For us as parents, the birthday of our child recalls the day he or she was born, and
after their death, when we are bereaved parents, it becomes a poignant and regular reminder of what we have
lost.
Not all members of the family may share the same feelings, but saying this does not deny that siblings can be
really saddened and emotionally aﬀected by the death of a brother or sister, whether older or younger than
themselves. Grandparents too can be extremely distressed by all the sadness and pain around them. Our own
birthdays, and those of our surviving children, will often be sad because of the missing person from our family.
The anniversary of the day our son or daughter dies is also diﬃcult, but diﬀerent. It is a new milestone, and not
a celebration in any sense of the word. Some people will remember the date, and send us messages of sympathy, but as time goes by it can become a date only we and a few close family and friends will mark. In some
places, it may be possible to put an in Memoriam notice in a local newspaper, and after many years, we can be
comforted by a welcome response to such an item. In some churches, there are regular ‘Year's Mind’ lists of
congregation members and their families who have died. The reading of this list in a service, with our child’s
name on it, can recognize the signiﬁcance of this particular date.
We choose (if possible) to take a day oﬀ work on this anniversary; we go for a walk, take flowers to the grave, or
just stay at home. It is a day for BEING KIND TO OURSELVES. Family weddings can be very stressful. If our
adult son or daughter who has died was unmarried, their absence makes us painfully aware that this is a day
that they themselves may have been denied, and that we as parents will never enjoy the happiness of seeing
him or her marry or of becoming grandparents to their children. If our married son or daughter has died, our
grief might well be added to by the pain and distress we see in our son-in-law or daughter-in-law. How can we
help? If we are invited to a wedding of other relatives or friends, neighbors or work colleagues, we would want
everyone to be happy at such an event, but the loss of our son or daughter casts a dark shadow over our own
feelings.
We may decide that it would be better for us not to attend at all, or for us to stay for only part of the celebrations. However, in some circumstances, we would really want to be there, in a way representing our child—
perhaps at the wedding of one of their friends. Of course, for the wedding of any other of our own children,
many conﬂicting thoughts could ﬁll our day, and the preparations for it. Perhaps this is one occasion in which
we feel we must try to be the ‘strong ones’, even if surrounded by excited family and friends.
Lifted from TCF VIC Newsletter
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Celebrating the memory
To let go of the pain does not mean we have forgotten the child who has gone ahead of us. There are many ways
to keep our children alive in our hearts and in the hearts of other people as well. There are rituals we can perform
or little things we can do to keep the relationship with the one who has gone ahead of us.
Migi had always been fascinated with dinosaurs, and in the first year after his death, I found myself buying every
little dinosaur book that I could find in the bookstore. Perhaps this was my way of coping and remembering him.
I've since ceased to shop for the books, but the collection remains in a chest filled with his favorite toys.
This experience reminds me of a sad story I heard about a lady whose only daughter died at birth. For many years
until she had a child again, she would buy a doll during her daughter's birthday and bring that to her grave. Her
family and neighbors could not understand the gesture, and thought she was going out of her mind. It was only
many years later, when she told the story to her counselor, and the counselor said, "What a lovely gesture" that
she broke down and cried. All those years she had been hurting from the comments of neighbors and friends, and
it was only when this one person appreciated and understood what she had been doing, was she able to work
through her grief.
There are countless ways to celebrate the memory of a beloved child. On a birthday, for example, you can release
balloons or plant a tree in your garden in his or her honor. You can also do something nice for the young patients
at the hospital where your child died (if the child passed away in a hospital), or celebrate his memory by spending
the day with less fortunate children and doing your bit to help them. You can also begin a crusade or an awareness campaign if the death was a violent one or a tragic one.
I have found that it is in reaching out to others, in stepping out of the shadow of one's sadness that one is also able
to heal. Investing oneself in activities that give meaning to the loss helps alleviate the pain and aids in building a
new life that would keep the memory alive and well in our hearts and, I am certain, make our children proud.

Author Unknown

How long will it take me to get over it?
How long will it take me to get over the feeling of sorrow? A life time.
How long will I continue to feel guilty? As long as it takes you to realise you did nothing wrong.
How long will it take me to get over my anger? As long as it will take
you to stop blaming yourself and others, and realise it was the combination of unpredictable happenings that occur in one’s lifetime.
Why do friends give such horrid advice? To cover up their inability to
handle the situation.
Will I ever be happy again and be able to laugh? An emphatic YES.
How long is long? As long as it takes for you to go through the process. Each individual has his or her own timetable, but it is up to you to
make the decision when to start healing.
Lifted from TCF NSW TCF Fort Lauderdale. Florida
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7 Things I’ve Learned Since the Loss of My Child
1). Love never dies.
There will never come a day, hour, minute or second I stop loving or thinking about my son. Just as parents of
living children unconditionally love their children always and forever, so do bereaved parents. I want to say and
hear his name just the same as non-bereaved parents do. I want to speak about my deceased child as normally and
naturally as you speak of your living ones.
I love my child just as much as you love yours– the only difference is mine lives in heaven and talking about him
is unfortunately quite taboo in our culture. I hope to change that. Our culture isn’t so great about hearing about
children gone too soon, but that doesn’t stop me from saying my son’s name and sharing his love and light everywhere I go. Just because it might make you uncomfortable, doesn’t make him matter any less. My son’s life was
cut irreversibly short, but his love lives on forever. And ever.

2). Bereaved parents share an unspeakable bond.
In my seven years navigating the world as a bereaved parent, I am continually struck by the power of the bond
between bereaved parents. Strangers become kindreds in mere seconds– a look, a glance, a knowing of the heart
connects us, even if we’ve never met before. No matter our circumstances, who we are, or how different we are,
there is no greater bond than the connection between parents who understand the agony of enduring the death of a
child. It’s a pain we suffer for a lifetime, and unfortunately only those who have walked the path of child loss understand the depth and breadth of both the pain and the love we carry.

3). I will grieve for a lifetime.
Period. The end. There is no “moving on,” or “getting over it.” There is no bow, no fix, no solution to my heartache. There is no end to the ways I will grieve and for how long I will grieve. There is no glue for my broken
heart, no elixir for my pain, no going back in time. For as long as I breathe, I will grieve and ache and love my
son with all my heart and soul. There will never come a time when I won’t think about who my son would be,
what he would look like, and how he would be woven perfectly into the tapestry of my family. I wish people
could understand that grief lasts forever because love lasts forever; that the loss of a child is not one finite event,
it is a continuous loss that unfolds minute by minute over the course of a lifetime. Every missed birthday, holiday,
milestone; should-be back-to-school years and graduations; weddings that will never be, grandchildren that
should have been but will never be born– an entire generation of people are irrevocably altered forever. This is
why grief lasts forever. The ripple effect lasts forever. The bleeding never stops.

4). It’s a club I can never leave, but is full of the most shining souls I’ve ever known.
This crappy club called child loss is a club I never wanted to join, and one I can never leave, yet is filled with
some of the best people I’ve ever known. And yet we all wish we could jump ship– that we could have met another way– any other way but this. Alas, these shining souls are the most beautiful, compassionate, grounded, loving, movers, shakers and healers I have ever had the honor of knowing. They are life-changers, game-changers,
relentless survivors and thrivers. Warrior moms and dads who redefine the word brave.
Every day loss parents move mountains in honor of their children gone too soon. They start movements, change
laws, spearhead crusades of tireless activism. Why? In the hope that even just one parent could be spared from
joining the club. If you’ve ever wondered who some of the greatest world changers are, hang out with a few bereaved parents and watch how they live, see what they do in a day, a week, a lifetime. Watch how they alchemize
their grief into a force to be reckoned with, watch how they turn tragedy into transformation, loss into legacy.
Love is the most powerful force on earth, and the love between a bereaved parent and his/her child is a life-force
to behold. Get to know a bereaved parent. You’ll be thankful you did.
Continued on the next page
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Things I’ve Learned—Continued from the previous page

5). The empty chair/room/space never becomes less empty.
Empty chair, empty room, empty space in every family picture. Empty, vacant, forever gone. Empty spaces that
should be full, everywhere we go. There is and will always be a missing space in our lives, our families, a forever
-hole-in-our-hearts. Time does not make the space less empty. Neither do platitudes, clichés or well-wishes for us
to “move on,” or “stop dwelling,” from well-intentioned friends or family. Nothing does. No matter how you look
at it, empty is still empty. Missing is still missing. The problem is nothing can fill it. Minute after minute, hour
after hour, day after day, month after month, year after heartbreaking year the empty space remains. No matter
how much time has passed.
The empty space of our missing child(ren) lasts a lifetime. And so we rightfully miss them forever. Help us by
holding the space of that truth for us.

6). No matter how long it’s been, holidays never become easier without my son.
Have you ever wondered why every holiday season is like torture for a bereaved parent? Even if it’s been 5, 10,
or 25 years later? It’s because they really, truly are horrific. Imagine if you had to live every holiday without one
or more of your precious children. Imagine how that might feel for you. It would be easier to lose an arm, a leg or
two– anything— than to live without your flesh and blood, without the beat of your heart. Almost anything would
be easier than living without one of more of your precious children. That is why holidays are always and forever
hard for bereaved parents. Don’t wonder why or even try to understand. Know you don’t have to understand in
order to be a supportive presence. Consider supporting and loving some bereaved parents this holiday season. It
will be the best gift you could ever give them.

7). Because I know deep sorrow, I also know unspeakable joy.
Though I will grieve the death of my son forever and then some, it does not mean my life is lacking happiness
and joy. Quite the contrary, in fact. It is not either/or, it’s both/and. Grief and joy can and do coexist. My life is
more rich now. I live from a deeper place. I love deeper still. Because I grieve, I also know a joy like no other.
The joy I experience now is far deeper and more intense than the joy I experienced before my loss. Such is the
alchemy of grief.
Because I’ve clawed my way from the depths of unimaginable pain, suffering and sorrow, again and again– when
the joy comes, however and whenever it does– it is a joy that reverberates through every pore of my skin and
every bone in my body. I feel all of it, deeply. I embrace and thank every blessed morsel of it. My life now is
more rich and vibrant and full, not despite my loss, but because of it. In grief there are gifts, sometimes many.
These gifts don’t in any way make it all “worth” it, but I am grateful beyond words for each and every gift that
comes my way. I bow my head to each one and say thank you, thank you, thank you. Because there is nothing–
and I mean absolutely nothing– I take for granted. Living life in this way gives me greater joy than I’ve ever
known possible.
I have my son to thank for that. Being his mom is the best gift I’ve ever been given.
Even death can’t take that away.

Lifted from Still Standing Magazine by~ Angela Miller

Changed Your Contact Details
Please let us know if you have changed your telephone number or your address.
If you would like your newsletter e-mailed, please contact us.

IF YOU NO LONGER REQUIRE THE NEWSLETTER or your
Anniversary Angel Card PLEASE E-MAIL OR PHONE TO CANCEL.
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No one else can do this for you.
People will speak of “closure,” of “moving on,” of “getting over it,” of grief
coming to an end. Smile kindly, and know, anyone who says these things hasn’t
lived this thing called grief.
To lose a child is to lose the very heart and soul of you. It is overwhelmingly
disorienting. It takes a long, long time to find yourself again. It takes a long time
to grow new life around the chasm of such grave loss. It takes a long time to
grow beauty from ashes.
There will always be a hole in your heart, the size and shape of your child. Your
child is absolutely irreplaceable. Nothing will fill the void your child left. But
your heart will grow bigger– beautifully bigger– around the empty space your
child left behind.
The love and pain you carry for your precious child will be woven into every
thread of your being. It will fuel you to do things you never dreamed you could
do.
Eventually, you’ll figure out how to live for both of you. It will be beautiful, and
it will be hard.
But, the love you two share will carry you through. You will spread this love
everywhere you go.
Eventually, you’ll be able to see again. Eventually, you’ll find your way again.
Eventually, you’ll realize you survived.
by~ Angela MillerJanuary 27, 2016

A Little Farther Down the Road
I know those tears you‛re crying I ‛ve been there in
your shoes You feel like there‛s no use trying Like
there‛s nothing left to lose. You take one small step
forward Then move two steps back You may not
see it now But it won ‛t always be like that.
A little farther down the road You ‛ll see the sun
again. A little farther down the road You ‛ll look
back at where you‛ve been. You ‛ll see how far
you‛ve come since then It ‛s a well used road I know
A little farther down the road The strength will
come to go.
Author unknown Lifted from Compassion Summer 2016
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BOTTLING UP
There are many reasons mourners may not want to display their grief. For one thing, it‛s a very
private emotion, not easily exposed to others. It‛s risky to let others see and hear the rawness of
our anguish; they might be judgmental, overly critical, either pushy with advice or downright unsympathetic, impatient with the pace of our grieving, intolerant of our see-sawing moods, indifferent to
the huge changes we need to make. Friendships have floundered because of this lack of understanding.
In an age of quick-fix solutions the long, long haul of coping with loss is out of sync with society‛s
perceptions. To avoid ostracism it‛s natural to want to hide our tears and our fears. While women
might, for a while, be ‘allowed‛ to weep, it‛s not acceptable for men – cowboys don‛t cry do they?
So what do we often do? Bottle up, conceal, and suppress the very things that are most worrying
us. We don masks and hope they don‛t slip, revealing the real pain underneath.
In family life it‛s not unusual for individuals to keep their sorrow hidden so that others won‛t be
too upset. We allow everyone else to break occasionally but keep up a façade of strength for ourselves.
“Bravery is a willingness to show emotional need,” says Richard Gere, and the actor who‛s not too
vain to reveal his grey hair and wrinkles has a point. There are times when stoicism is valour, but
it‛s also okay while we grieve to express the depth of our sorrow, our stumbling quest for solace,
and our battles to overcome despair and navigate the enormous changes in our lives. This openness exposes us to the healing that follows the acknowledgement of our feelings and the discovery
of the ways we choose to manage them.
Lovingly lifted from Compassion Summer 2016
‘A String of Pearls‛, by~ Rosemary Dirmeik

“One of the secrets of life is to make
stepping stones out of stumbling blocks”
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