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In every Winter’s heart  

lies a quivering Spring. 

Behind the veil of each night 

Waits a smiling dawn. 

         —Kahlil Gibran 



 
Welcome to The Compassionate Friends 

Vancouver Island 
 
  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 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. 
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The poignant image of the small child, 
 either moving away from or towards             

the hands, 
 which look male and female, 

 along the rays of sunlight, 
 has never been analyzed and remains  

whatever each parent, sibling, grandparent  
feels it is for them. 

Our Logo 

 

The Compassionate Friends 

TCF 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 in the 
positive reconciliation of the grief 
experienced by parents 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. 

   2 

 

Meeting Schedule, Victoria Chapter  

Tuesday, March 27 (sharing meeting and brief AGM) 

Tuesday, April 24 

Tuesday, May 22 (five Tuesdays this month) 

See page 19 for meeting place, time, and contact  

information for TCF chapters on Vancouver Island. 

It is the gift of hope which reigns supreme in the  

attributes of The Compassionate Friends. 

Hope that all is not lost. 

Hope that life can still be worth living and meaningful. 

Hope that the pain of loss will become less acute, and, 

above all else, 

the hope that we do not walk alone,  

that we are understood. 

The gift of hope is the greatest gift 

that we can give to those who mourn. 

   —Rev. Simon Stephens, Founder,                                                    
       The Compassionate Friends 

Coming to your first meeting is the hardest. The   
second, third, or fourth meeting might be the time 
when you find the right person, or right words that 
will help you in your grief. We have all been there, 
and even though our circumstances may be 
different, we really do understand. You are 
not alone. 
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Thank You, First Memorial Funeral Services 

To our friends at First Memorial: 

The Compassionate Friends of Victoria would like to thank you once again for your ongoing support and 
assistance. As mentioned on your website, “Deaths by suicide and deaths of babies and children create   
challenging complications to the grieving and healing process. If you are a survivor of suicide or a bereaved 
parent, it is probably a good idea to ‘check in’ with someone who is capable of helping you find and stay on 
a healing path.” We are proud to offer this service in a way that only people who have been through it them-
selves can. It would be difficult to offer our support to bereaved families without the generous assistance of 
First Memorial Services, who provide the following: 

 A monthly meeting place for the Victoria Chapter at the Falaise Drive (Royal Oak) office, with compli-
mentary coffee and tea for participants. A staff member keeps the door open for us that evening. 

 The four First Memorial offices (Duncan, Nanaimo, and two in Victoria) who share the cost of printing 
this newsletter each quarter and assist with distribution up-Island. 

 You always say “Anything we can do for you, just ask.” 

Our local chapter provides monthly sharing meetings, A Telephone Friend list, a quarterly newsletter, a 
lending library, a memorial event each summer and a candle-lighting service in December. Without the   
ongoing support and assistance of First Memorial Services our task would become more onerous, with time 
and energy going to fundraising instead of toward supporting the bereaved families. 

Thank you for all that you do for TCF. 

The Compassionate Friends, Chapters in Victoria,      
Cowichan Valley, Comox Valley and Oceanside 

Spring Returns 

Though we can scarcely believe it when our grief is 
new, there will come a time when what we remem-
ber will be, not the so-sorrowful occasion of death, 
but the rich and happy times in the life of our loved 
one. 

It won’t happen all at once, any more than winter 
passes in one glorious sunny day that takes away all 
the cold and melts the snow. 

But one day, just as crocuses and daffodils appear 
one at a time as solitary harbingers of spring, we   
will find ourselves smiling (laughing even!) as we 
remember our loved one. The lift of that memory is, 
for a while at least, far removed from the overriding 
sadness we’ve known. 

Blossom by blossom, memory by              
memory, the springtime returns. 

Somewhere, in the midst of my                             
grief is the confidence that spring                                  
will come.     
 —Martha Whitmore Hickman 

 

I dreaded that first robin so, 

But he is mastered now. 

And I’m accustomed to him grown, 

He hurts a little, though. 

 —Emily Dickinson, In Shadow 

 

What is the use of April—what the use 

Of her wild dreams, unless you bear your part? 

The spring has let a thousand voice loose, 

And shall not one find a way into your heart? 

 —Gerald Gould 

 

All other things, to their destruction draw,  

Only our love hath no decay; 

This, no to-morrow hath, nor yesterday, 

Running it never runs from us away, 

But truly keeps his first, last, everlasting day. 

  —John Donne 



               Seabeck Retreat, June 1 - 3, 2018 

May 25 is National Missing Children’s Day in Canada. In May of each year , Child Find hosts the 
Green Ribbon of Hope campaign, focusing on recognition and support for families whose children 
are missing. “Green is the colour of hope. It symbolizes light in the darkness and is an expression of 
our thoughts for missing children, their families and friends.”         
    Child Find   1-800-387-7962   www.childfind.ca 

History: On May 25, 1979, six-year-old Eton Patz disappeared in New York City. In 1983, U.S. 
President Reagan established Missing Children’s Day in the U.S., and in 1998 the date was recognized  
internationally.  

MARCH, APRIL, MAY    2018    TCF NEWSLETTER - VANCOUVER ISLAND CHAPTERS 4 

                           
For over thirty years bereaved parents have been crossing the wooden bridge into the quiet serenity of Seabeck 
Conference Center for the annual TCF retreat sponsored by Seattle-King County Chapter of TCF. The historic 
town of Seabeck is located on Hood Canal and is just an hour-and-a-half drive from Seattle. The majestic Olympic 
Mountains rise to the west, scenic Hood Canal lies between you and the Olympics, and wooded hills slope east-
ward from the beach. This setting sets the tone for healing. One feels secluded and protected from the outside 
world. One also feels very welcomed and included. This is a safe, supportive place to do one’s grief work.  

Our retreat is just that...a retreat. We leave behind the busyness of our everyday lives and enter a relaxed and  
safe haven to work on our grief and bond with other bereaved parents. The retreat is a place where we share our 
thoughts, feelings, and precious memories of our children. The weekend includes workshops, sharing groups, a   
reflection room, burden basket, crafts, Children’s Memorial Garden and a candle-lighting ceremony on Saturday 
night. The retreat is low-key and there is no pressure to attend every scheduled session. The weekend is yours to 
use, however you need to take care of yourself. If it's time for an activity, but you want to take a nap or take a walk,     
do it. Do what YOU need to do. Some people choose to not participate in sessions and yet do a lot of grief work 
because they have the opportunity to be in a safe and supportive setting that allows them the time and space to 
work on their grief away from the distractions of a busy daily life. It's a nurturing environment and you are with   
people who understand what you are going through.  

The Seattle TCF chapter works with WICS — Widowed Information and Consultation Services – to plan the retreat. 
We share the main speaker and workshops, but TCF and WICS have separate sharing groups, memorial ceremo-
nies and housing. Together, TCF and WICS provide a children's program for those who want to bring their children 
(ages 5-17). The children’s group has their own program with their own activities and ceremonies. All three groups 
share the dining room at meal times, but each group has designated tables, so each is with their own group. (For 
information about the Children’s Program, contact WICS at 206-241-5650.)  

About 60-70 bereaved parents from Washington, Oregon and British Columbia attend our retreat. At Seabeck you 
will find bereaved parents with caring hearts who can relate to you and your grief. We truly feel that other bereaved 
parents are the greatest resource and support for us on this most difficult journey we have to travel. 

Please join us at our Seabeck Retreat this year! 

For more info call Seattle-King County TCF chapter office:  206-241-1139 or email: tcfmarge@aol.com   

For more information about the Seabeck Conference Center, visit www.Seabeck.org. 

$240 US per person, all-inclusive, for the Friday night to Sunday noon retreat (two nights and six meals).                   

Single-occupant rooms are available for an extra $40. A limited number of scholarships are available.                             

TCF Retreat, PO Box 66896, Seattle, WA 98166-0896. Deadline for registration: May 1. The theme                   
this year is Reaching Out to Each Other with Understanding and Hope. 

May is Green Ribbon of Hope Month 

mailto:tcfmarge@aol.com
http://www.seabeck.org/


Brevity Memorial Ceremony, Kelowna, May 12, 2018 

The Brevity Memorial at Kelowna City Cemetery was 
dedicated on September 24, 2004. The memorial plaza 
is centered around a bronze statue of two children 
playing on a tree stump. The annual ceremony is held 
on the Saturday of the Mother’s Day weekend (May 12 
this year), at Kelowna City Cemetery.    
                                                                                                                                        
No matter where your child is interred, you may have 
your child’s name, along with their birth and death 
dates, inscribed on the memorial walls. Engraving will 
be done once per year and all names must be submitted 
no later than March 31st each year. Because The Com-
passionate Friends is a non-profit society there is a 
minimum donation of $125 to offset the cost of the  
engraving. Money should never be a barrier; therefore 
do not hesitate to request payment arrangements or 
other considerations.   

To request an inscription, list your child’s name, age, 
sex, cause of death (optional), birth date and death 
date. Include your name, address, phone and email. 
Make cheques payable to The Compassionate Friends 
and mail to 650 Gibson Road, Kelowna, BC  V1P 1C2. 

For additional information about the Memorial, email 
Kelowna@TCFCanada.net or  call Linda or Glen 
Woods at 250-807-2487.                                                                                                                       

 Registered Charity BN#889062899RR0001 
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Since Victorian times, 
a gravestone image of 
a broken branch or 
tree has symbolized a 
young life cut short.  

Meant To Be... 

I have often heard the phrase "It was meant to be" as related to the death of our loved ones. For me: 

 I was "Meant to" survive the tragic death and find meaning in my life. 

 I was "Meant to" carry my love for Tammy as long as I live. 

 I was "Meant to" endure the pain that will diminish over time. 

 I was "Meant to" share the beauty and values that were Tammy's with our world. 

 I was "Meant to" make the world a little better in any way I can. 

 I was "Meant to" enjoy life again along with my grief. 

 I was "Meant to" see and enjoy the beauty in this world. 

I have done these things and wish the same for all of us. 

 —This is an essay in progress by Allen Roth, TCF Chapter Leader in Olympia, WA.  

Allen attended his first Seabeck retreat in 1997, two years after his daughter Tammy died. He has attended 
every year but one since, just one of the “regulars” who find their way back to Seabeck year after year.    
Allen is known and cherished for his wonderful hugs, and he may often be found in one of the rocking 
chairs on the front porch of the Inn.  

 

The Compassionate Friends is about    
transforming the pain of grief into the elixir 
of hope. It takes people out of the isolation 
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, founder of     
    The Compassionate Friends 

The Brevity Statue 
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 Resilience 

To me, probably no one word applies more to you and me than the term “resilience”. I was reading The 
New Yorker daily online newsletter a couple of weeks ago and came across an article by Maria Konnikova 
titled “How People Learn to Become Resilient.” And I thought to myself, “Hey this is what we are doing.   
It has become our lives despite the fact we didn’t set out to become more ‘resilient’. Death made it          
mandatory.”  

In the article, Ms Konnikova says basically that resilience is more a learned trait than anything else and   
depends “on the way your life unfolds.” If you are lucky enough to never experience any sort of adversity, 
there’s no need to become resilient. It only emerges when people are faced with “obstacles, stress, and other 
environmental threats.” In her mind, the question is, “Do you succumb or do you surmount?” In my humble 
opinion ...and this is after having experienced the deaths of two of my children and having seen hundreds of 
people make the same “journey” my wife and I are making...we “surmount” because that’s what the grief 
journey is all about. It’s about trying and being a little bit more accepting that ‘IT’ happened to us…each 
day. And dealing with it. To be sure, there are ups and downs and forwards and backwards because that is 
how we humans progress in anything. When we learned to walk, we fell down a lot. When we developed a 
sense of confidence in ourselves about doing a given activity or developing a certain skill, it was accompa-
nied by a lot of anxiety regarding whether we would succeed (and probably still is, but to a lesser degree). 
That’s our nature. And when we grieve, there is not a magic date when we are “over it”…nor will there ever 
be. We may have experienced the death of someone we love before and we may have come to terms with it 
in a relatively short period of time and the ups and downs and forwards and backwards may not have been 
as pronounced. But the death of our child? That’s different. And that’s why we are in TCF…because we 
have the skills, help and friends we need. The people in TCF who have been on the journey longer than we 
have know what the journey is like and they know there are times we don’t feel like we are “surmounting” 
anything. And like us, they have also felt the desire to do nothing more than find a hole in the backwaters of 
life and let the darkness wash over them...succumb, just to take the pain away. Unfortunately, that’s part of 
the process. Which process (“grief” or “resilience”) are we talking about, you ask? Both or either…because 
the process of “grief” and the process of “resilience” are one and the same. And if you happen to be one of 
those people who can’t wait to get to the end of a book to find out what happens, we do “surmount.”  

   —Dale Gunnoe, newsletter editor for the Seattle Eastside Chapter of TCF USA 

Dale and his wife Rosina attended the Seabeck retreats for many years after their son Nikolas died in 2002. 
Since the death of their son Simon in 2014, they have once again joined the ranks of “Seabeck regulars”. 
Dale and Rosina may often be found in quiet conversation with a “newbie” or with one of their long-time 
Seabeck friends.  

 

It costs so much to be a full human being…. 

One has to abandon altogether the search for security,  

      and reach out to the risk of living with both arms. 

One has to embrace the world like a lover. 

One has to accept pain as a condition of existence. 

One has to court doubt and darkness as the cost of knowing. 

One needs a will stubborn in conflict, but apt always to total acceptance  

      of every consequence of living and dying.  

         — Morris West 
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   At Easter 
April 1, 2018 

 

Darkness cannot drive out darkness; only light 
can do that. Hate cannot drive out hate; only   
love can do that.   —Martin Luther King Jr., 
      A Testament of Hope: 
  The Essential Writings and Speeches 

O, Signore, fa de me,    
 un instrumento della tua pace. 

 

Lord, make me an instrument of Thy Peace. 

Where there is hatred, let me sow love. 

Where there is injury, pardon. 

Where there is doubt, faith. 

Where there is despair, hope. 

Where there is darkness, light. 

Where there is sadness, joy. 

O Divine Master, grant that I may not so much seek 
to be consoled as to console; to be understood, as  
to understand; to be loved, as to love; for it is in 
giving that we receive, it is in pardoning that we are 
pardoned, and it is in dying that we are born to 
Eternal Life. 

  —St. Francis of Assisi 

 

If you are going through hell, keep going.  

   —Winston Churchill  

When You Walk Through a Storm 
 

When you walk through a storm, 
Hold your head up high 

And don’t be afraid of the dark. 
At the end of the storm, there’s a golden sky 

And the sweet, silver song of a lark. 
 

Walk on through the wind 
Walk on through the rain 

Though your dreams be tossed and blown. 
 

Walk on, walk on, 
With hope in your heart 

And you’ll never walk alone 
You’ll never walk alone. 

 

—Richard Rodgers, a show tune from the musical  

 Carousel, Rodgers and Hammerstein, 1945 

Song of Solomon 8:6            
 Set me as a seal upon your heart, as a seal upon your arm: for love is as strong as death....  
           —King James 2000 Bible 

 
Children have preceded their parents in death for eons of time. We are not the first, nor will we be the 
last to enter the realm of Bereaved Parents. But for now—right now—it is our hearts that are freshly 
wounded and our hearts in need of mending. 
 
Wounded hearts must be allowed to mourn and lament their loss, to pour out their pain, agony, sadness, 
hurt and anger, and to release their well of tears. Wounded hearts need to be wrapped in quietness,     
gentleness, and compassion, away from the turmoil of daily life. A wounded heart not allowed to mend 
from the depth of its agony will be as an abscess—to swell and undermine—erupting at a distant time. 
Or, suppressed, will slowly choke the spirit of its host. Only the bearer will know when his heart has 
healed. 
 
The wounded heart, encouraged and given the time and freedom to mend, will carry in its chambers the 
memory and shared love of a precious child.        
        —Nancy Green, TCF Livonia, MI 
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Mother’s Day May 13 

If you are looking for an answer this Mother’s Day to why God reclaimed your child, I don’t know. I only 
know that thousands of mothers out there today desperately need an answer as to why they were permitted 
to go through the elation of carrying or adopting a child and then lose it to miscarriage, accident, violence, 
suicide, disease or drugs. 

Motherhood isn’t just a series of contractions; it’s a state of mind. From the moment that we know life is 
inside us, we feel a responsibility to protect and defend that human being. It’s a promise we can’t keep. We 
beat ourselves to death over that pledge. “If I hadn’t worked through the eighth month….” If I had taken 
him/her to the doctor when he had a fever….” If I hadn’t let him use the car that night….” If I hadn’t been 
so naïve, I’d have noticed he was on drugs or needed help with depression.”  

The longer I live, the more convinced I become that surviving changes us. After the bitterness, the anger, 
the guilt and despair are tempered by time, we look at life differently. While I was writing my book I Want 
to Grow Hair, I Want to Grow Up, I Want to Go to Boise, I talked with mothers who had lost a child to  
cancer. Every single one said that death gave their lives new meaning and purpose. And who do you think 
prepared them for the rough, lonely road that they had to travel? — their dying child. They pointed their 
mothers toward the future and told them to keep going. The children had already accepted what their moth-
ers were fighting to reject. Even those children who died a sudden death were able to spiritually touch their 
parents and help them live on. The children in the bombed-out nursery in Oklahoma City have touched 
many lives. Workers who had probably given their kids a mechanical pat on the head without thinking that 
morning were making calls home during the day to their children to say, “I love you.” 

Joy and life abound for millions of mothers on Mother’s Day. It’s also a day of appreciation and respect. I 
can think of no mothers who deserve it more than those who had to give a child back. In the face of misery 
they ask, “Why me?” but there is no answer. Maybe they are the instruments who are left behind to perpetu-
ate the lives that were lost and appreciate the times they had with their children. They are the ones who help 
pick up the pieces when tragedy occurs and others have lost their children.     
           —Erma Bombeck 

An Unfinished Mother  

When child loss occurs, a mother goes through a difficult time of emotional turmoil and questioning. “Am I 
still a mother?” “Does my child still have a birthday each year, or does time stand still?” “Can the mother/
child relationship continue to grow, or am I now an ‘unfinished mother’?” Losing a child places a mother on 
a road that begins a lonelier journey than ever expected—one that can never really be explained. There was 
a beginning, but with the death of the child, there is no middle and no end. Everything seems so unfinished. 
Hopes and dreams were stopped far too soon. Joy was snatched away so suddenly. A mother is left with 
empty arms and an empty heart. Nothing can ever be complete when a child’s life ends. When the death of a 
child occurs, a mother is stopped in her tracks, and she suddenly feels inadequate and incomplete. She wears 
a new name. She is an “unfinished mother”, never being able to see the rest of the picture. She will never be 
able to watch her child mature into a young adult. She will never be able to see all the pieces fit together. 
The picture will always have part of the scenery missing. It is so painful to be an unfinished mother! Child 

Those who have suffered much become very bitter or very gentle. —Will Durant 

The more you practice compassion, the more it grows. —Thich Nhat Hanh 

Love is how you stay alive, even after you are gone! —Morrie Schwartz 

In all things we learn only from those we love. —Goethe 
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A Graduation Moment 

This week, graduation ceremonies took place at the school where I work. Just before the program started, 
the wife of one of our teachers asked me how my son was doing. I had to tell her what had happened, with-
out softening the impact that my son had died. I know she felt like crawling under my desk. Her husband, a 
teacher on our staff, had the same shocked and embarrassed look on his face. He said to her, “I told you.” 
She replied, “NO, you didn’t.” As they debated the point, I stood there, feeling really strange. I haven’t had 
anyone ask me that question for a long time. The wife kept apologizing. I kept saying it was all right and 
changed the subject, but even later on, I couldn’t stop thinking about the conversation. Actually, I’m still 
thinking about it. I can’t seem to shake the weird feeling I had and the sound of my voice saying he died.     
I couldn’t sleep all that night. I kept saying those two words over and over: he died, he died. At two years 
and four months into my grief, I found myself saying, “I can’t believe this really happened.” This sadness 
and tidal wave of pain sometimes seems to come out of nowhere. It can be just a moment, such as gradua-
tion. It takes only one small incident to bring on an immense amount of fresh grief. You may spend a few 
days or weeks or months feeling okay, and then it hits, without warning, without mercy. This unsuspected 
grief makes you feel like you are back at the beginning again, even though you know you have made      
progress. Others see you as adjusted and “going on with your life”, so you keep your feelings inside.   
Sometimes it seems that the more time that passes, the more feelings we keep inside. 
Others don’t know the storm raging inside of us at these times. They don’t know that 
there will always be some clouds, even when the storm is over. The tidal wave that hit 
me on  graduation night is still pounding at my heart. The constant choking back of 
tears, the questions, and the anger are all part of the grief that impacts at these moments. 
I bought a card with these words, “I miss you all of the time, but some days I feel it more 
than others.” Like today, Graduation Day.        
       —Cindy Fisher, TCF Fairfield, OH 

loss makes everything seem so empty and incomplete. The reality of child loss is devastating to a mother. 
There are overwhelming feelings of guilt, inadequacy, and most often feelings of failure. These feelings can 
overwhelm a mother for several months following the death of a child, and it can be quite difficult to build a 
support system to carry a mother through this roller coaster of emotions. Very few people will understand a 
mother’s explanation of feeling like she is an unfinished mother. There will come a critical point in this 
journey of grief when a mother must reach deep inside her inner resources and make a conscious decision  
to accept herself just as she is—a mother whose heart has been touched by the pain and grief of child loss. 
Only then can she start to put together some of the broken pieces and begin to feel like there will be a day 
when she will feel more like a complete mother than an unfinished mother. When a child dies, life is sud-
denly thrown completely off balance. A mother is left feeling like her identity has been taken away. It is  
often a long difficult journey to find that place of identity as a mother again. It’s hard to understand that 
there is unfinished living that will never be completed. Peace can finally come to a mother’s heart when   
she realizes that there is a big difference between having unfinished business and being left feeling like an 
unfinished mother. A mother is never “unfinished.” No matter how brief her time was with her child, the 
bond of love between mother and child was complete. A mother’s love for her child is unending. Dreams 
may shatter and circumstances may change, but a mother’s love remains strong. As a mother travels the path 
to healing, it is important for her to remind herself often that she is a mother forever. Her motherhood did 
not stop when her child died. This understanding of motherhood releases the feelings of guilt and failure and 
allows a mother to begin to see herself as a whole person again—a complete mother. A mother is never an 
“unfinished mother.” A mother’s love runs far too deep to ever be called unfinished!  

   —Clara Hinton, March 14, 2004, in TCF Okanagan newsletter, Spring 2016  

The familiar but forgotten smells and tastes restore...a long-dormant element in the soul—a comforted 
childhood, a feeling of belonging, the support of religious and cultural traditions, and family stories and 
personalities.             
          —Thomas Moore 
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How Good Do We Have To Be?  

There is a brief passage in the Bible, in chapter 48 of the Book of Genesis, that never fails to move me. The 
patriarch Jacob is on his deathbed and is looking back over his long and eventful life. In an age when most 
people never travelled outside the village of their birth, he has lived in three countries. He has made and lost 
fortunes. But of all that has happened to him, the one thing he remembers is that his beloved wife Rachel 
died when they were young. I read the account of his remembering the loss, and in my own mind I add the 
words that I suspect Jacob was thinking but not saying aloud: “Rachel died and somehow I survived her 
death, and every day since then I have thought about her, and that act of remembering has kept her in my 
life.” Only human beings can do that. Only human beings can defeat death by summoning up the memory of 
someone they loved and lost, and feeling that person close to them as they do so…. Memory can be painful, 
as everything that makes a human being more than an animal can be painful. Good memories deepen the 
poignancy of what we have lost. Bad memories keep the resentment alive when the occasion is long past. 
But memory is what ultimately gives us power over death, by keeping the person alive in our hearts. 
Memory is what gives us power over time, by keeping the past present so that it cannot fade and rob us of 
what we once held precious. And as far as we know, only human beings have that. In a sense, our time on 
earth is limited, but in another sense it is not. We not only have today; we have all the yesterdays we are  
capable of remembering and all the tomorrows we can envision. 

Many years ago, an older and wiser colleague taught me the secret of composing an eulogy when I officiate 
at a funeral. He said, “Every human being’s life is a story, a unique story that nobody ever lived before and 
no one will ever live again. Your task is to identify that unique story and put it into words.” When we learn 
to think of life as a story, then we can come to think of death not as punishment but as punctuation….If life 
is a story, we can wish it would go on forever, but we understand that even the best stories have to end….So 
instead of grieving that it had to end, we can feel blessed that we were lucky enough to have been part of it.   

There is a wholeness about the man or woman who has learned that he or she is strong enough to go through 
a tragedy and survive, the person who can lose someone through death, through divorce, through estrange-
ment, and still feel like a complete person and not just part of a broken couple. At that point, nothing can 
scare you. You have been through the worst and come through it whole. When we have lost part of our-
selves and can continue rolling through life and appreciating it, we will have achieved a wholeness that   
others can only aspire to.           
        —Rabbi Harold S. Kushner 

We turn our thoughts to yesterday...to a world that lives only in our memory. 

As we recall the days gone by, we know the past is irretrievable. 

Yet—through the gift of memory, we recapture treasured moments and images. 

We are thankful for the happiness we knew with those no longer here,                    

     with whom we lived and laughed and loved. 

We praise the eternal wellspring of life that links yesterday to tomorrow.  

We affirm that despite all the tragedy bound up with living, it is still good to be alive. 

We understand that there can be no love without loss, no joy without sorrow.  

May we have the courage to accept the all of life—the love and the loss, the joy and the sorrow— 

     as we remember them.     
             
         —Evelyn Mehlman 

Yahrzeit  

In the Jewish tradition, the anniversary of a death is called a yahrzeit. It's observed each year on the Hebrew 
date of death by reciting kaddish at synagogue and by lighting a memorial candle/lamp at home in memory 
of your loved one. The candle/lamp is lit at sundown the evening before the civil date. 
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We Remember Them 

In the rising of the sun and in its going own, we remember them. 

In the blowing of the wind and in the chill of winter, we remember them. 

In the opening of the buds and in the rebirth of spring, we remember them. 

In the blueness of the sky and in the warmth of summer, we remember them. 

In the rustling of the leaves and in the beauty of autumn, we remember them. 

In the beginning of the year and when it ends, we remember them. 

When we are weary and in need of strength, we remember them. 

When we are lost and sick at heart, we remember them. 

When we have joys we yearn to share, we remember them. 

So long as we live, they too shall live, for they are now a part of us, as we remember them. 

    —Rabbi Jack Riemer and Rabbi Sylvan D. Kamens 

   Siblings 

 To realize the value of a sister or a brother, 
ask someone who doesn’t have one. 

 To realize the value of ten years, ask a bereaved sibling 
who will miss the birth of their brother or sister’s newborn 
baby. 

 To realize the value of five years, ask a bereaved sibling 
abut missing their brother or sister’s graduation or wed-
ding day. 

 To realize the value of one year, ask a bereaved sibling 
who has lost the day-to-day sharing of special moments 
with their brother or sister over the last 12 months. 

 To realize the value of one month, ask a newly bereaved 
sibling, who is still lost and aching, because they have not 
received a phone call from their brother or sister. 

 To realize the value of one week, ask a newly bereaved 
sibling in shock, who has not received an email or a text 
from their brother or sister. 

 To realize the value of one minute, ask a newly bereaved 
sibling who is standing in tears waist deep, longing for his 
or her sibling’s hug. 

 To realize the value of one second, ask any 
sibling who has lost a brother or sister. 

       —Lynda L. Marandos, TCF Door County, WI, newsletter 

A Letter to My Brother 

Suddenly you’re gone. I’m still here. 

Why? How can this be? Someone tell 

me the reason, the answer. How can I 

fill the void, the space once so full of 

life? What will I do? How will I be 

strong for others when the sting of 

pain is so real, so near? Though every-

one seems calm, my soul screams at 

the injustice, the  unfairness of losing 

you. I miss you. I think of you every 

day and feel you in my heart always. 

Whatever the reason for your leaving, 

I know your living had a reason.    

Despite the brevity of your life, you 

lived a lifetime’s worth. You blessed  

us with your presence, your special-

ness. I have only to think of you to 

feel the joy you’ve left as 

a legacy. You shaped the 

purpose of my life. I can 

see the world through 

your eyes. 

 —Robin Holemon, 
  TCF Tuscaloosa, AL  
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Three Myths About Grief 

I am intimately acquainted with grief. Like many of you, I’ve been through difficult losses and times I    

didn’t believe I could go on. Now that I’ve healed enough to write about loss, I’ve found there are a few 

commonly accepted beliefs that just aren’t accurate. 

1. Grief has predictable, recognizable stages that everyone goes through.  

Despite the many books and esteemed authors who discuss grief stages, I haven’t found any stages that fit 

my experience. And I’ve talked with countless others who agree. I think of a stage as something predictable 

to get through and finish. My children went through many developmental stages as they grew and I counted 

on the fact that when finished, each particular stage was history. And I also believed each stage was essen-

tial for their eventual adult well-being. 

With grief, its many aspects are overlapping and co-occurring. When I felt anger welling up inside me, it 

many times gave way to fear and sadness in the next moment. And, sure enough, anger returned, usually 

when I least expected it. So did denial and depression. The many feelings associated with grief cannot be 

scheduled and are not evidence of a new stage. Each of us experiences loss and grief so individually; our 

journeys are necessarily unpredictable and ours alone.  

2. You’ll eventually get over a loved one’s death and feel like your old self again. 

This is hard to state, but it’s true: you don’t get your old self back. The job of grief is to adapt to a new nor-

mal and transform the old life into a new one. Yes, the feelings do become less intense and the loss is easier 

to bear as time goes on. But I will never stop being a grieving mother. I will never stop missing my son, 

even though life now has so much joy.  

I understand that some people’s wish for me to “get over it” comes from their love and concern for me, but 

grief doesn’t work that way. I don’t think our job is to get over it; but rather to incorporate the loss into the 

rest of our lives. Our challenge is to create a life that weaves together all the joy, agony, and learning into an 

individually meaningful and beautiful tapestry. 

3. Grief is just for death. 

Most people think of grief when someone dies. Death certainly is a loss for those left behind, but it’s obvi-

ously not the only kind of loss we humans have to bear. Grief is what happens when we experience any 

kind of loss, ending, or unwelcome change. 

The end of a relationship can be grieved, whether in divorce or any other kind of separation. People grieve 

the loss of their job when they’ve been let go, or some feel grief relating to a career that isn’t going the way 

they thought it would. 

Receiving a difficult health diagnosis can also result in grief. It shatters your sense of self and agency in the 

world, and isn’t at all part of the plan. Raising a child with special needs involves grieving the loss of your 

fantasy child. You can probably think of many other examples of non-death losses. 

Accepting any initially unacceptable and unchangeable life circumstance involves grieving. 

Loss is part of life and none of us is likely to get through a lifetime without some adversity. Grief helps 

transform the pain of loss into growth, and it’s time to bust the myths long associated with it. 

    —Ruth E. Field, MSW, LCSW, griefhelper.com (included with permission) 
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When I was a boy and I would see scary things in the news, my mother would say to me, “Look for  

the helpers. You will always find people who are helping.” To this day, especially in times of disaster,   

I remember my mother's words, and I am always comforted by realizing that there are still so many 

helpers—so many caring people in this world.          

       —From The World According To Mister Rogers 

When To Accept; When to Fight Back 

Every day I work with people who are navigating various kinds of loss. I help folks cope with a loved one’s 

death, the stress of divorce, getting a scary health diagnosis, or raising children with special needs (to name 

just a few examples). We inevitably have to talk about accepting reality and adapting to it. But after 

Wednesday’s horrific massacre in Florida, I’m beyond sad, shocked, and distressed yet again. I’m mad. Our 

country’s response to out-of-control gun violence is what’s shocking and doesn’t reflect basic human values.  

It’s time to reject mass shootings as the new normal; it’s time to fight back. How do we know when to 

accept something and when to fight back? Here are four signals it’s time to work on accepting: 

 The situation absolutely cannot be changed. 

 The current circumstances cannot possibly have any other outcome. 

 We have no control or influence over the situation. 

 The problem happened in the past. 

While the families and friends of those gunned down this week must somehow accept and adapt to the     

reality of their deaths, we by no means have to accept that this is the future of life in the United States.    

Gun violence doesn’t have to be the new normal; it is an aberration of human decency in the guise of       

human rights. The argument that cites mental illness as the problematic variable doesn’t make sense. There 

is no more mental illness per capita in the United States than in any other developed country; yet there are 

exponentially more shootings here. There is agreement, however, among many online sources that the US 

tops the list of countries with the most guns, owning about half the world’s guns while making up only 5% 

of the world population. Mass shootings don’t happen where guns (especially assault rifles) aren’t available. 

Returning to the four signals, here’s the truth: 

 Assault rifles don’t have to be legally available. The law can be changed. 

 Continued mass shootings can be stopped; there are other possible outcomes if we make it a priority. 

 We can absolutely influence this situation and the time is now. 

 Although the shootings that have already happened are in the past, the future is ours to create. 

I know what it’s like to have to accept your own child’s death. I’ll fight my hardest to ensure that no other 

parent has to know that agony just because of ridiculous laws that put death machines into the hands of    

anyone with money. I invite you to join me in the fight back. Leave a comment on my blog or reply to this 

email. Call or write your senators and house representatives today and keep the conversation going. Make 

sure this doesn’t get lost in the busyness of everyday life.  

  —Ruth E. Field, MSW, LCSW; griefhelper.com, February 2018 (included with permission) 

I struggled over the decision on this article. Include it? Leave it out? In the end, I decided to leave it in for 
these reasons: One, these mass killings are factual events; they are part of our current reality. Two, given 
mass media, all of us have become aware of the events. Three, all of us are affected at some level. Four,  
anything that has the potential to help us to process the trauma could help someone, somewhere. –Editor 



Our Children Loved...Missed...Remembered 

MARCH … APRIL … MAY  MEMORIES 

MARCH, APRIL, MAY     2018  TCF NEWSLETTER - VANCOUVER ISLAND CHAPTERS   14 

 

Our children remembered and missed on their birthdays...  
 

Brett Armstrong was born on April 9, 1968; son of Judy Armstrong 

Timothy Alexander Kingsford Arthur was born on May 24, 1971; son of Mitzi and Tim Arthur 

Christina Marie Amos was born on April 14, 1966; daughter of Anita Barnes 

Sydney Morgan Bednarik was born on April 20, 1994; daughter of Denise Jenkins 

Philip Bot was born on April 28, 1975; son of Marsha and stepson of Ron Bergen 

Ryan Briton was born on March 31, 1992; son of Diane Bigham and Rob Eldred 

Sarah Brooks was born on March 29, 1975; daughter of Kathy and Martin Brooks 

Noah Cownden was born on April 12, 2006; son of Meadow Dykes, Christopher Cownden and Kelly Revel 

Shayna Altair Darville was born on May 6, 1990; daughter of Kim and Jed Darville, sister of James Darville  

Phoenix Demski-Jones was born on May 28, 1981; daughter of Viola Demski and Glenn Jones 

Risa Dhillon was born on March 19, 1971; daughter of Harb and Bob Dhillon 

Zachary Wayne Downey was born on May 1, 1996; son of Tania and Wayne Downey  

Barbara Egan was born on April 6, 1963; daughter of Winnie Egan  

Holly Galvon was born on April 5, 1978; daughter of Paulette Galvon 

Mark Robert Hall was born on March 7, 2008; son of Leslie and Bob Hall 

Erika Holland was born on March 22, 1985; daughter of Cathy and Michael Holland 

Tammy Miller was born on May 18, 1966; daughter of Ruby and Carl Johnson 

Michael Kelly Kurash was born on March 5, 1984; son of Eileen Jespersen and Terry Kurash  

Gregory Laslo was born on March 14, 1983; son of Josie Laslo 

Irene Susan Lawrence was born on May 5, 1967; daughter of Susan and Mike Lawrence 

Iris Lucinda “Cricket” Lloyd-Lenz was born on April 12, 2002; daughter of Mary Lloyd and Garth Lenz  

Joelle Dawne McCaig was born on March 19, 1986; daughter of Karen and Dave McCaig 

Jordan Michael Marklund was born on April 1, 1984; son of Wendy Burghardt 

Hannah Miller was born on  April 4, 1996; daughter of Kathryn and Stephen Miller 

Cordelia Mister-Mercer was born on April 4, 2012; daughter of Emma Mister and Samuel Mercer  

Grant David William Neufeld was born on May 20, 1993; son of Kimberley Albrighton and Randy Bryant 

Kenneth Lee Pears was born on May 27, 1986; son of Dave Pears 

Steven James Saxelby was born on April 22,1965; son of Beryl and Eric Saxelby 

Gregory Shoesmith-McMorland was born on May 28, 1971;  

    son of Gil and Cheryl Shoesmith and Brenda and Wally McMorland 

Shaunah Leigh Marlene Reichert was born on March 18, 1988; daughter of Marlene and James Reichert 

Liam James Stebbins was born on April 22, 1994; son of Colleen Hobson and Shawn Stebbins 

Ryan Matthew Strangway was born on May 10, 1991; son of Janice and Doug Strangway 

Courtenay Taaffe was born on April 7, 1976; daughter of Dianne and Mike Taaffe 

Jim Tait was born on March 9, 1962; son of Moira Tait  

Christopher Andrew Tuele was born on May 21, 1984; son of Trudy and Darren Tuele 

Cliff Stephen Villeneuve was born on May 29, 1978; son of Brenda and Steve Villeneuve 

Nicole Ann Waldron was born on April 16, 1979; daughter of Debbie and Ken Waldron 
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Our children remembered and missed on their last days...  
 
Owen Anthony Apcar died on April 28, 2002, from suicide; son of Mary Jane and Tony Apcar 

Michael Renay Battle died on April 16, 2000, in a motorcycle accident; son of Martin and Stella Battle 

Sydney Morgan Bednarik died on May 3, 2017, from suicide; daughter of Denise Jenkins 

Thalea Caravitis died on April 13, 1998, from complications from a brain tumour;      

     daughter of Debra Caravitis 

Darren Thomas Kirk Cedar died on May 25, 2012, from an accidental overdose of prescription     

     pain medication; son of Cindy and Kirk Cedar 

Noah Cownden died on April 9, 2008, from head trauma; son of Meadow Dykes,  

      Christopher Cownden and Kelly Revel 

Aiden Tofino Day died on April 9, 2006, from mitochondrial disorder; son of Soleia Zotzman and Bille Day 

Zachary Wayne Downey died on May 25, 2014, from cancer; son of Tania and Wayne Downey 

Naomi Ruth Frantzen died on March 15, 2005, from drug complications; daughter of Bobbi and Mark Frantzen 

Steven Fry died on March 8, 2003, from drug complications; son of Helga and Al Fry 

Rena Joy George died on April 5, 2016; daughter of Sandy George 

Matthew Gow died on May 23, 2017, from a fentanyl overdose: son of Moira McGinley 

Stephen Harvey died on March 1, 1999, drowned while trying to rescue his dog; son of Catherine Harvey  

Winnifred Krimmer died on March 24, 2009, from amyloidosis; daughter of Dorothy Krimmer 

Michael Frank Lawrence went missing May 28, 1968, later found drowned; son of Susan and Mike Lawrence 

Patrick Lee died on April 7, 2013, from brain cancer; son of Meg and Ron Lee 

Nathan Lepinsky died on May 25, 1991, from viral pneumonia; son of Aline and Richard Lepinsky 

Iris Lucinda “Cricket” Lloyd-Lenz died on May 9, 2002, due to twin-to-twin transfusion syndrome;  

       daughter of  Mary Lloyd and Garth Lenz 

Gail Ooms died on April 10, 2001, from a rare heart problem; daughter of Laurel Lucas 

Joelle Dawne McCaig died on March 11, 2001, from a brain tumour; daughter of Karen and Dave McCaig 

James McGuire died on May 15, 2003, from suicide; son of Camilla and Ray McGuire  

David Allen Lloyd McKenzie died on March 30, 2004, from impulsive suicide;  

      son of Louise and Philip McKenzie 

Trever William McKenzie died on March 23, 2014, from an overdose of fentanyl; son of Georgene Perrin  

Mark Merry died on May 31, 2017, from fentanyl; son of Nancy and Don Merry 

Cordelia Mister-Mercer died on April 16, 2012, from birth complications and genetic syndrome;  

      daughter of Emma Mister and Samuel Mercer 

Laurie Nanson died on March 24, 2004, from multiple myeloma; daughter of Joan and Jim Nanson  

Hilary Ribeiro died on April 4, 2017, from suicide; daughter of Grett and Louie Ribeiro 

Alicia Anne Rockel-Strain died on May 17, 2015, from cancer and its treatment; daughter of Linda Vavra 

Bradley Sihvon died April 7, 2010, from a GI bleed; son of Lynn Darrow 

Jack Donald Smith died on May 19,2016, from an overdose; son of Russ Smith and Michelle Gaucher 

John McKim Millar died in April, 2003, in a mountaineering accident; son of Eileen Sowerby 

Robert Scott (Scotty) Stone died on May 1, 2013, cause unknown; son of Judie and Jim Stone  

Ryan Matthew Strangway died on May 18, 2013, in a scuba diving accident;  

      son of Janice and Doug Strangway 
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Let us not look for you only in memory, 

Where we would grow lonely without you. 

You would want us to find you in presence. 

Beside us when beauty brightens, 

When kindness glows  

And music echoes eternal tones. 

May you continue to inspire us: 

To enter each day with a generous heart, 

To serve the call of courage and love. 

    —John O’Donohue, in Bless the Space Between Us: 
  A Book of Blessings 

There is a time in life when you expect the world to be always full of new things. And then comes a day 

when you realize that is not how it will be at all. 

You see that life will become a thing made of holes. Absences. Losses. Things that were there and are no 

longer. And you realize, too, that you have to grow around and between the gaps, though you can put 

your hand out to where things were and feel that tense, shining dullness of the space where the memories 

are.              
 —Helen MacDonald, from her memoir H is for Hawk. Submitted by Mary Jane Apcar, TCF Victoria 

Birds sing after a storm. 

Why shouldn’t people feel as free 

to delight in whatever sunlight 

remains to them? 

  —Rose Kennedy 

Beyond 

...So close it lies, that when my sight is clear 

I think I almost see the gleaming strand. 

I know I feel those who have gone from here 

Come near enough sometimes, 

to touch my hand. 

I often think, but for our veiled eyes, 

We should find heaven right around us lies. 

  —Ella Wheeler Wilcox 

A Solitary Journey 

Grief is a solitary journey. No one but you knows the   
gaping hole left in your life when your child has died.  
And no one but you can mourn the silence that was once 
filled with laughter and song. It is the nature of love and  
of death to touch every person in a totally unique way. 

Comfort comes from knowing that people have made the 
same journey. And, solace comes from understanding how 
others have learned to sing again. 

    —Helen Steiner Rice 
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   There are no great acts, only small acts done 

 with  great love.     
       — Mother Teresa 

Choose people who lift you up.  

   —Michelle Obama  

Remember me when I am gone away, 

Gone far away into the silent land; 

When you can no more hold me by the hand, 

Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay. 

Remember me when no more day by day 

You tell me of our future that you plann'd: 

Only remember me; you understand 

It will be late to counsel then or pray. 

Yet if you should forget me for a while 

And afterwards remember, do not grieve: 

For if the darkness and corruption leave 

A vestige of the thoughts that once I had, 

Better by far you should forget and smile 

Than that you should remember and be sad. 

  —Christina Georgina Rossetti 

When you lose someone you love, 
Your life becomes strange, 
The ground beneath you gets fragile, 
Your thoughts make your eyes unsure; 
And some dead echo drags your voice down 
Where words have no confidence. 
 
Your heart has grown heavy with loss; 
And though this loss has wounded others too, 
No one knows what has been taken from you 
When the silence of absence deepens. 
 
Flickers of guilt kindle regret 
For all that was left unsaid or undone. 
 
There are days when you wake up happy; 
Again inside the fullness of life, 
Until the moment breaks 
And you are thrown back 
Onto the black tide of loss. 
 
Days when you have your heart back, 
You are able to function well 
Until in the middle of work or encounter, 
Suddenly with no warning, 
You are ambushed by grief. 
 
It becomes hard to trust yourself. 
All you can depend on now is that 
Sorrow will remain faithful to itself. 
More than you, it knows its way 
And will find the right time 
To pull and pull the rope of grief 
Until that coiled hill of tears 
Has reduced to its last drop. 
 
Gradually, you will learn acquaintance 
With the invisible form of your departed; 
And, when the work of grief is done, 
The wound of loss will heal 
And you will have learned 
To wean your eyes 
From that gap in the air 
And be able to enter the hearth 
In your soul where your loved one 
Has awaited your return 
All the time. 

   —John O’Donohue, in Bless the Space Between Us: 
  A Book of Blessings 

 Deep within us—no matter who we are—
there lives a feeling of wanting to be lovable, 
of wanting to be the kind of person that others 
like to be with. And the greatest thing we can 
do is to let people know that they are loved 
and capable of loving. 

 Love isn’t a state of perfect caring. It is an 
active noun like “struggle.” To love someone 
is to strive to accept that person exactly the 
way he or she is, right here and now.  

 Love and trust, in the space between what’s 
said and what’s heard in our life, can make all 
the difference in this world. 

 We need to help people to discover the true 
meaning of love. Love is generally confused 
with dependence. Those of us who have 
grown in true love know that we can love   
only in proportion to our capacity for         
independence.  

    —From The W orld According To Mister Rogers 

http://www.neighborhoodarchive.com/publications/parents/worldaccording/index.html


 

   List of TCF brochures 
 

 My Child Was Murdered 

 When a Grandchild Dies 

 Grief in the Classroom 

 Sudden Accidental Death 

 Grief: Understanding the   
  Side Effects 

 Seven Principles for Bereaved  
  Siblings 

 My Child Died by Suicide 

 Seven Principles for Bereaved 
  Parents 

 How to Help 

 Ways and Words To Comfort 

 Miscarriage, Stillborn and 
  Newborn Death 

 Coping With Grief After                 
  a Long-term Illness 

 Grieving the Death of a Step-Child 

 Caring For Surviving Children 

 The Death of an Adult Child 

 Sibling Grief 

 Childless Parents 

 Back To Work 

Brochures are available from the TCF 
National Office. 

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         250-954-8495       - son, 28 years,                              
           commercial fishing accident 
  Sibling 
  Adam Farrell         778-772-1165       -brother, in 1990, 
  infofarrell@gmailcom       skateboarding accident 
 
A friend is one to whom one may pour out all of the contents of 
one’s heart, chaff and grain together, knowing that the gentlest      
of hands will take and sift it, keep what is worth keeping, and     
with a breath of kindness, blow the rest away.                           
      —Arabian proverb 
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Helpful websites: 
http://www.griefnet.org/ 

http://www.goodgriefresources.com/ 

http://www.thebereavementjourney.com/ 

http://www.nationalshareoffice.com/ 

http://www.survivorsofsuicide.com/ 

http://www.compassionatefriends.org 

http://www.griefwatch.com/ 

http://journeyofhearts.org/ 

Griefworks BC interactive website for kids, 
called “The Journey World”:  

www.griefworksbc.com 

  

 A Black Ribbon for               

   May 19th                               

 Bereavement Day in B.C. 

     A lapel pin in the shape of a draped black ribbon 
is available from the BC Bereavement Helpline. 
It’s meant to be worn “to help others acknowledge 
your loss or to acknowledge the loss of others”.  

www.bcbh.ca      bcbh@telus.net  

toll free 1-877-779-2223 

Sibling websites:  

www.tcfatlanta.org/sibling.html 

www.angelfire.com/co/compassion/Sibs.html 
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TCF MONTHLY MEETINGS 
 

           Date Each   
Chapter/Place    Month    Time    Place   Leader/Contact 
 
Comox Valley     2nd Wednesday   7:00 p.m.    North Island Public Health Unit     Judy Dowd: 250-923-2485; 250-220-2593 
                   (except July and August)       Tyee Plaza  #200-1100 Island Hwy               
            Campbell River 
      

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

Note: We do not currently have a TCF Canada Chapter in Nanaimo. (Despite the similar ity in name, the West Coast 
Society of Compassionate Friends is not associated with The Compassionate Friends of Canada and the Nanaimo group is not 
part of the TCF national organization. We regret the confusion resulting from their decision to use that name.)  

 Visit www.TCFCanada.net to locate an affiliated chapter near you, or contact President@TCFCanada.net 
                          
 

Oceanside      2nd Thursday      7:00 p.m.    Valhalla House        Marsha Bergen: 250-954-1460                 
(Parksville, Qualicum)           (Oceanside Hospice)             
                     210 Crescent Rd. West       
             Qualicum Beach 

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

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

       AGM Tuesday, March 27, 2018          (Broadmead area)       

   
TCF NATIONAL BOARD 2017-2018 

 
President: Donna Rodin, Medicine Hat, AB 
Vice-President: Susan Doyle Lawrence, Victoria, BC 
Secretary: Cathy Sosnowsky, North Shore (Vancouver), BC 
Treasurer: Kathy Brooks, Victoria, BC 
International Liaison: Susan Doyle Lawrence 
Chapter Development Coordinators:  
  Eileen and Andy Bond, Ottawa, ON 
Directors: Judy Dowd – Campbell River, BC 
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 Around  The  Island                                            

To Our Members Who Have Been 
Travelling the Road Longer 

We need your encouragement and 
support. You are the string that ties 
our group together. Think of the new 
members, then think back. Remem-
ber hearing from others farther down 
the road. “Your pain will not always 
be this raw; it will subside. It will 
never go away, not really; it will   
always be there, just not as raw. You 
do learn to go on.” Come to the 
meetings and share your wisdom. 
Show others that there is hope, from 
someone who has found a path 
through grief. Or, just bring a plate  
of cookies, or volunteer to put the 
coffee pot on. It all helps. 



Thanks to everyone contributing to this issue! 

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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The Compassionate Friends Funding 

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. 

Suggested minimum annual donations for newsletter 
subscriptions are: 

 Members and public—$15.00 

 Professionals—$25.00 

 

 

If you would like to receive a copy of the   
newsletter by e-mail, please let us know at   
Victoria@TCFCanada.net.  

Tax-deductible receipts are available. 

Donations may be mailed to: 

The Compassionate Friends — Victoria Chapter 

    c/o 959 Glen Willow Place 

     Victoria, BC   V9B 4W3 

   
Newsletter Deadlines 

May 1, August 1, November 1, February 1 
 e-mail: Victoria@TCFCanada.net 

 
Newsletter Editor 
Susan Doyle Lawrence 
250-474-1246    
e-mail: susandoylelawrence@shaw.ca 
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