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Together, we can travel through the
VALLEY of the greatest shadow and
search for the sunshine of love
given and received,
remembered and cherished.
It is the beginning of a new NOW. . .
Darcie D. Sims
from ‘Footsteps Through the Valley’
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WITH EMPATHY WE WELCOME THE FOLLOWING NEW
FAMILIES:
Our thoughts go out to all
bereaved parents whose
child(ren) would be

Our sympathy to Joan Anderson on the death of her Dad, Peter Dyck, of Calgary who
died on March 15, 2018. Always remembered, Reid.

celebrating a birthday
during the months of May
and June.

Our sympathy to all the parents, grandparents, siblings, and the entire Humboldt
Broncos community/family after the tragic deaths of 16 treasured members of the
Humboldt Broncos Junior Hockey League. Humboldt Strong.

We cannot help but think
of what could have been,
but we can find some
comfort in what was.
May it be a time of
reflection and warm
memories.

Mothers and Fathers

A mother’s love for children
is a very special thing.
Filled with all the many days
that motherhood can bring.
Days when children misbehave
and try your patience so.
Days when they are sweet and kind
and let their loving feelings show.

A parent’s love for children
is a never-ending thing.
It lasts from day to day and year to year,
the summer, winter, fall and spring.

A father’s love for children
is very strong and pure.
There’s no problem that a child may have
which a father cannot cure.

Jean Hotopp, TCF/Fox Valley, IL

That special love continues still
when someone’s child has died,
for the feelings that a parent has
are impossible to hide.

“If you know someone who has lost a child and you’re afraid to mention them because you think you might make
them sad by reminding them that they died—you’re not reminding them. They didn’t forget they died. What
you’re reminding them of is that you remembered that they lived, and that is a great gift.”
~ Elizabeth Edwards
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REVIEW
AT OUR FEBRUARY SHARING MEETING 13 were in
attendance with 3 attending for the first time. Thanks to Allie for
greeting, to Del for setting up and looking after the library, to
Marcheta for setting up and facilitating, and Dolores S. and Karen
for cleaning up after the meeting.
AT OUR MARCH SHARING MEETING 14 were in attendance
with 1 attending for the first time. Thanks to Marcheta for setting
up and facilitating, to Del for setting up and looking after the
library and to Karen for cleaning up after the meeting. Thanks to
Heather for bringing in her special butterflies to share with
everyone. Always remembered Johnathan.
2017 Annual General Meeting was held on March 24th. Our
Board of Directors is as follows:
Chairperson—Elaine Smith
Vice-Chairperson—Elaine Lamblin
Treasurer—Yvonne Van de Graaf
Secretary—Diane Robidoux
Chapter Leaders—Betty Laschuk and Marcheta Tanner
Directors at Large—Allie Turnock, Karen Clay and Calvin
Leischner
Our many thanks to Isabelle Tiwari for her ten years of serving
on the Board. And our many thanks to Calvin Leischner who
has agreed to serve on the Board.
June 9—3rd ANNUAL COLE GAUDRY MEMORIAL RIDE.
Two wheels or four . . all welcome! Join us to help raise money
and awareness for drug addiction. Ride start location: Headingley
Sports, 5160 A Portage Avenue. Check-in begins at 8:30, ride
starts at 9:00. To view the ride map, register, and pay on-line, visit
www.twotenrecovery.org. The ride will take you through our
beautiful cottage country with pit stop poker locations along the
way and a photo op location. The ride ends at Nashvilles on
Regent Avenue for dinner, silent auction and guest speakers.
Proceeds from this event will be donated to Two Ten Recovery.
4th ANNUAL KIRSTIN’S WALK FOR KIDS takes place
Sunday, June 24 around the Selkirk Park (dike) in Selkirk, MB .
Registration begins at 9:30 am with the walk getting underway at
11:00 am. For more info on the Walk please call 1 204 482 5159.
For early registration go to www.runningroom.com. Kirstin is the
daughter of Rick and Laurie Sutherland and passed away at the age
of 27.
Kirstin loved children, and in celebration of her life,
proceeds go to the Selkirk & District Community Foundation in
support of children’s programs.

Our library, as an outreach program,
can only be helpful to our members if
everyone follows our guideline of two
months borrowing time. If these books
have helped you in your journey, then
you are aware they could help another
bereaved parent.

Please Join Us For These Important and Informative
Presentations to be held in the Annie A. Bond Room, 685 William
Avenue at 7:00 pm. Doors open at 6:30 pm.
Wednesday, May 9—“Why Isn’t My Partner Crying?” A
discussion of gender stereotypes - one parent can be more
emotional and talkative while the other may be silent.
Pat Cuddy—I was a nurse, a wife and a mom and then, in July
of 2009, our world came crashing down when our Alexander
suddenly died. Counsellors, psychiatrists, psychologists were part
of my rehabilitation, however, no one understood better than the
members of TCF. We are still alive because of them.
Wednesday, June 13— “After a Suicide: Moving Past Why” Judy Dunn
“Loss is hard, but to lose a child, it is likely the most difficult
thing that any parent could ever experience. To add suicide into
that mix, can become such a confusing grieving process. So many
unanswered questions, and adding self doubt and guilt...'Why?
Could I have done something, or was it something that I did? I
should have seen a sign.'
This documentary was created to try to help let go some of those
questions. If nothing else, I hope that others will get some relief
just to know that they are not alone and there is life after a suicide
loss.”
On April 11, 2018, TCF/Winnipeg hosted an evening where TCF
member Dan Noordman was going to talk about Grief After
Losing a Child to a Substance Related Cause. Unfortunately, due
to ill health, Dan was unable to make it. We are wishing Dan a
complete recovery so we can reschedule his presentation. Get well
Dan!
TCF/Winnipeg sends a huge thank you to Dolores Sylvestre for
stepping in at the last minute and doing a presentation on her grief
story after the death of her 15 year old son Derek. Derek died
tragically after taking a friend’s deceased grandmother’s cancer
medication that had not been returned to the pharmacy. This was
Derek’s first time at trying anything like this. So Thank You
Dolores for sharing. Always Remembered Derek.
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LOVE GIFTS
LOVE GIFTS are tax-deductible donations of money, library books or equipment, given by parents, grandparents and
others. These contributions are made to the Chapter in memory of a child, or as a memorial gift on the death of a friend or
relative. We truly appreciate your love gifts as they allow us to offer resources (this newsletter, books, brochures, and special
remembrance ceremonies) to assist bereaved parents and siblings. We are also able to provide information to “helping”
professionals and others who impact the lives and feelings of the bereaved. We publish the names of all donors in our
newsletter, unless otherwise requested. Thank you to the following people for their generous gifts.

CORPORATE, PROFESSIONAL and COMMUNITY SUPPORT
♥ Charleswood United Church, Winnipeg
♥ Child and Family Services Division

TCF POTLUCK PICNIC
Saturday, June 23, 2018
"Joey's Place"
Henderson Hwy. North of the Perimeter
3:00 p.m.
R.S.V.P. to Pat at gcuddy@mymts.net
Or
Marcheta at mtanner2@shaw.ca or text 204-797-2297
Let us know what you are bringing (just so we don't have 10 coleslaws) and how many people. Family
members are welcome. Then we'll keep you posted on all the picnic info including detailed directions to the
picnic spot.
NO email - NO problem. Call Pat at 204-736-2383 or Marcheta at 204-797-2297.
B.Y.O. Beverage
B.Y.O. Lawn Chair
Bring a photo or memento of the child you are
remembering for the Memory Table.
Weather & Airport Authority Permitting:
We will have a balloon release in the afternoon.
The Picnic is Happening Rain or Shine
Hope To See You There!!
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SHARING
It is our practice to “share” your comments with our readers as they often benefit others. Each of us handles our grief
differently. So, we ask for your tolerance and understanding with compassion for the submissions presented. If you wish to
submit a writing for Sharing in our next newsletter please mail or email it to our office by June 1st.
From Ingrid MacIntyre, Stonewall, MB:
Dear Compassionate Friends,
I would like to express my continuing appreciation to all the Compassionate Friends who do such incredible work in giving
love and support through this much-needed organization. I anxiously await the CF newsletters which help me to gather
strength to live with the continuing hope of easing the pain in my very broken heart. We lost our dear son, Matthew,
September 6, 2012 . . . five and a half YEARS have gone by . . . I miss him fiercely every second! This has been a difficult
journey . . . a journey taking one step at a time as I learn to cope with the inner pain. Although years have now gone by, I am
still processing the tragedy. Somehow I am surviving these days, years, but I wonder how because the pain in my heart is so
intense. There are times when I feel so alone with my inner pain, but then I read the CF newsletters and I know, I do not walk
this road alone. The words of the poems and stories are so inspirational, so many stories with feelings and emotions ringing so
true as to how I am feeling. We carry on with our individual journeys and for me I continue each day doing the best I can and
work hard at coping with the help of writing journals and talking with friends. Fortunately I am surrounded by loving family
and friends . . . forever carrying the love of my son close in my heart, this is strength which helps me carry on. THANK YOU
Compassionate Friends for your loving support I receive in the CF newsletters . . . this has truly been a HUGE LIFELINE for
me.
I would like to send the following message to all who grieve the loss of a child . . . with loving thoughts and HUGS to all . .
“The tide recedes but leaves behind Bright sea shells on the sand. The sun goes down, but gentle warmth Still lingers on
the land, The music stops and yet it echoes on in sweet refrains . . . For every joy that passes, something beautiful remains” . .
author unknown
Our children have left us love and treasured memories we hold deep in our hearts forever.
To our dear son, Matthew, you are loved dearly and so sadly missed. Thank you son for all the love, joy and treasured
memories you gifted us.
LOVE MOM, DAD, and SISTER TRACEY and all your family and friends.
From Charleswood United Church, Winnipeg:
Dear ladies and gentlemen,
Once again we are pleased to select The Compassionate Friends “Grief Support” program as a primary recipient of the
donations that were received in conjunction with this year’s “Lights for Lives” project at Charleswood United Church.
We commend your organization for the work done to support grieving family members as they struggle through the “valley
of the shadow . . .” To assist you in that endeavor, we now offer our financial support in the form of an enclosed cheque of
$800.00.
As in the past, throughout the seasons of Advent, Christmas, and Epiphany, which is known as the season of light, the
décor in the sanctuary at Charleswood United Church included a memorial display of clear mini-lights, which were
interwoven along lengths of green garland.
As people remembered and designated lights for specific loved ones, they often chose to make voluntary donations.
Proceeds from these will be forwarded to organizations that directly support grieving family members.
This year’s evening service was both moving and comforting for those in attendance.
“Out of the darkness a light shall shine.” Acts 4:6
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From Susan Taylor, Winnipeg:
Twenty years ago, an ordinary Monday for school and work in this family, soon turned into the darkest day of our lives. Jamie went to
school not feeling well but assured me he would be fine. As I watched him walk briskly down the sidewalk I was convinced he was
feeling better. However, around 9:00 there was a pounding at the door and I opened it to the police. Two officers had come to take me to
the hospital as Jamie had collapsed on his way to school. What we did not know at the time was that the police station across the street
pretty much vacated to assist. A complete stranger held Jamie until the paramedics arrived. A school friend ran to the school to see if
there was a medical letter and there was.
The ride to the hospital was the longest 10 minute ride of my life with a blur of thoughts running through my mind. When we arrived
at the hospital, I was led into a sterile little room. The police, at my request, asked our friend and neighbour, Hilda, to come with
us. Somehow between the two of us we managed to make the necessary phone calls. The tiny room held Hilda, myself, my Mom, my
brother Rob and our son, Jeff. I was not sure where Bob was as he did not answer his phone but soon learned two detectives picked him
up at his office.
At one point a nurse came into the room to update us but her parting words were: “Mrs. Taylor you should prepare
yourself.” WHAT?? Prepare myself for what? My son’s death? How do you do that? Shortly after that we were informed that Jamie did
not make it and were told we could see him. He looked so peaceful even though he still had a respirator hanging from his mouth. The
spiritual care worker was with me but to this day I have no idea what he said to me. A very kind nurse gently snipped a bit of Jamie’s hair
for me.
We were so overwhelmed with the friends, family and neighbours who came to our home, not knowing what to say but wanting/needing
to be with us to cry, listen and talk. We were astounded with the amount of food that arrived but eternally grateful because we could not
think about food. Jamie’s friends and school mates wrote heartfelt letters of sorrow and support. We were absolutely amazed at the
genuine outpouring of emotion so well conveyed in the letters. The school flew the flag at half mast for the week and exams were
postponed so students and teachers could attend Jamie’s memorial service. Two girls asked if they could play Thais Meditation during the
service; one on the piano and the other on violin. They were magnificent and to this day it brings a smile to my face and yes a tear or
two. The church sanctuary was overflowing with family, friends, colleagues, Jamie’s friends, school mates and teachers.
A few days following the service, a soccer Dad encouraged us to contact The Compassionate Friends (TCF) as the group helped when
their infant son died. Three weeks to the day of Jamie’s death, I phoned TCF and a very kind, gentle voice spoke to me about the drop in
which was that afternoon. I knew I had to be there but after I parked the car and started walking toward the given address I was
horrified. OH NO!! TCF was in the same building and down the hall from Children’s Variety Heart Centre. I had just taken Jamie there
before Christmas for an appointment. Oh how I wanted to turn around and go back home but something kept me going.
When I arrived at the door, I was met by Dolores Belot and Betty Laschuk. They listened to me as I soon became a river of tears. They
had so much compassion and empathy as they are bereaved Moms. I learned of volunteer opportunities that afternoon. This was perfect as
it would be Monday mornings and there was no way I wanted to be at home by myself on Monday mornings. This would be a constant
reminder of the police arriving at the door. Dolores tried ever so gently to convince me to just come to the drop in for a while. Nope! I
needed something constructive to do to take away the pain even for a little while. Perhaps, in the process I could help myself by helping
others. It was extremely difficult to pass by the Variety Heart Centre but over time I learned to bear it.
Dolores and Betty quickly became my angels (and still are). As busy as they were, they dropped everything if I felt the need to
talk. They offered so much understanding, compassion and encouragement. They were my role models even though I could not imagine
myself several years down the road as they were. In our conversations they talked about hope but this was such an elusive concept.
As I became more involved, especially as newsletter editor, I read articles and poetry written by empathetic professionals and bereaved
parents. The readings were inspiring and this notion of hope started to take hold and I embraced it. Although it took many many months
to reach this point we did find “a new normal” and learned to weave Jamie’s death into the fabric of our lives. Of course, there were
numerous hills and valleys along the way but other bereaved parents held out their hands to help us on our grief journey. We have
developed very close friendships with bereaved parents who belong to The Compassionate Friends here in Winnipeg, Saskatoon and other
Canadian Chapters. We help each other, cry, laugh, eat and spend time together when we can. They have become our extended family.
After a very long struggle we have found enjoyment in life with a different happiness, remember Jamie with love and in memory every
month with a Jamie night (pizza and movies - his favourite family time). I have grown with The Compassionate Friends and hopefully
have helped newly bereaved parents along the way. There are still moments, not often, that creep up and bring me to my knees but that is
to be expected.
A few months after Jamie’s death, Bob, Jeff and I summoned up our courage to thank this stranger who held Jamie until the paramedics
arrived. All four of us shed many tears but we were so grateful for this man’s act of kindness on a cold January Monday morning.
I also need to give heartfelt thanks to Pat Pinch, bereaved Mom as she inspired me to write about my feelings which I did. Two of my
prose were published in the Winnipeg newsletter and over time one has appeared in other TCF newsletters around the world, including
South Africa and Australia Chapters.
We are forever grateful to our family and friends who loved and supported us over the years and particularly in the early years. A very
special thanks and love to my two brothers, Ted and Rob, who stepped up to the plate with no hesitation to help and support us at the
beginning of this nightmare. They each took on difficult tasks as uncles.
At the time of Jamie’s death, Bob and his colleagues were being laid off from NavCanada. Since he was the sole wage earner I thought
this would be much more stressful but certainly paled in comparison to Jamie’s death. Fortunately Bob landed on his feet and was
recruited by another federal government department. Now he is happily retired.
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I have been acutely aware for months now that Mother’s Day falls on
May 13th this year. The date is probably not noteworthy for many,
but it has special meaning for me. On this Mother’s Day I will be
standing in a cemetery in the rural east Texas town of Mineola facing the gravestones of my grandmother Bessie Leach, my mother Annabelle Saunders Leach, and my daughter Shayne
Ann - all of whom died on May 13th. It feels surreal - like I know there is a lesson somewhere in this occasion. The burden
will be heavy - I will cry and grieve - but will ultimately thank God for the gifts each of these beautiful women gave me. I am
struck by the tender yet resilient ties that bind our generations and the comfort that these bonds provide.

&

Our lives are shaped not only by the tragedies, but also by the opportunities for healing that these great sorrows provide. As
this particular Mother’s Day approaches, I have come to a poignant realization. We mothers see ourselves as the “constant
gardeners” of our children’s lives. But if we will let ourselves be vulnerable we can be the recipients of a most precious gift: a
child’s great capacity to restore and heal our own hurting hearts.
Images from past and present bring this home to me. It is May 1962 and I am 12 years old. Sound asleep in my bed, I sense
my mother crawling in next to me. She is sobbing and I am stunned into wakefulness by her tears and moans. She tells me
in halting phrases that my 19 year-old half sister, Dianne, has been killed in a car accident. My dad has headed to the
hospital and my mom is bereft. The picture is etched forever in my mind: I am cradling and comforting my mother while she
grieves inconsolably.
Fast forward to Valentine’s Day 1988. As I am standing alone in my bedroom in Lubbock, TX, quiet tears are running down
my face. It’s a difficult holiday because it marks the 3rd anniversary of the day I discovered that my mother had terminal
cancer. She died at age 62, just three months after her diagnosis, and I am still mourning the fact that she is not here to see
my three children grow and thrive. It just seems too much to bear. My 12-year-old daughter Shayne enters the room and
wraps her arms tightly around me. The image of the two of us standing in front of the dresser mirror - crying and rocking
together - is a precious one.
November 2010 brings yet another image. My 30-year-old daughter Paige and I are standing in the Atlantic Ocean at Myrtle
Beach, SC. I watch Paige’s arm wave gracefully in the sunshine while she releases the ashes of her beloved sister Shayne
onto a cool breeze. At first I feel wooden. I can’t and won’t let go. I pray and my fingers slowly open. Paige steps thro ugh
the water to me and cradles me in her arms. My tears mix with the ocean...and the ashes….and the prayers….and I feel that
peace will come again. Most recently, I am sitting in a rocking chair in Austin, Texas….cradling my first grandson, six-month
old Jayden, and singing “Tender Shepherd” from the musical Peter Pan. Those big eyes stare up at me in wonder and his tiny
hand pats my cheek. The healing in those eyes and in those little fingers that begin to wrap around my own is a reminder to
me that, even in our darkest moments, there can also be great joy.
And so it goes. Sorrow and joy, shadow and sunlight, holding on and letting go. It’s a rhythm that mothers of all generations
understand and, ultimately, must accept. But if we look both to the past AND to the future, we may find special gifts of
wisdom and comfort in unexpected places. May Mother’s Day bring you one of those special gifts!
Sharon Kohout
Lovingly lifted from TCF/Kamloops, BC

I don't think I really appreciated the significance of Mother's Day
until I myself became one. My life would never be the
same and the death of my child did not alter the fact that I am
still a mother. I still have the intense feeling of love for my
child, a love greater than any I had known before. So as
Mother's Day approaches, a day on which we recognize the
love and pride of motherhood, I too, want to be remembered
as a mother.
Ginny Smith
TCF/Charlottesville, VA

Our losses change us and change
the course of our lives. It’s not
that one can never again be happy
following an experience of loss.
The reality is simply that one can
never be the same.
Ann Kaiser Stearns

May * June 2018 * WINNIPEG CHAPTER NEWSLETTER
Page 8

Double Grief
Double
The death of my grandchild
And the grief of my son
Pull on my heartstrings
And I am undone.
In secret I mourn beyond relief
For I have been given a double grief.
God, help me to deal with the pain and sorrow
Of living without the hope of tomorrow.

Fault Lines:
Bereaved Parents and
Social Anxiety

Andy Cipriano, TCF/Tallahachee, FL

I’m no geologist, but from what I understand,
earthquakes are nearly always “about to happen”.
Fault lines guarantee it.
Pressure is building
underneath the surface of the earth and when it
reaches a level that can no longer be contained. It
spews.

Nature’s Solace

Can I just let you in on a secret? Bereaved parents
are full of fault lines. Many of us are nearly ready to
blow almost every single minute, yet hold it in and
hold it together. If you could put a meter to our
temple and measure how close we are to come
apart, you would be amazed that it happens so
rarely!

Look for me in nature, now that I am gone, in all
the paler gentler hues beneath a morning sun: The
softer breezes passing by and pressed grass beneath
your feet. The smaller flowers on slender stems
with perfumes fresh and sweet.
Look for me in nature, now that I am gone, in all
the evenings’ pearling that spread with the setting
sun: The whispered hush of eventide that dims to
first starlight’s gleam. And I am but a breath
away, if you close your eyes and dream.
Sheila, TCF/England
In the Morning
From wherever you are
you smile at me.
“Find life for both of us”
you say.
“Find peace for both of us”
you say.
“Find strength and love and hope
for both of us,
because you are
my mother.”
Sascha

And this is why we sometimes say, “no” to an
invitation. It’s why we stay home from church or
baby showers or weddings. Not because we are antisocial, but because social situations present unique
challenges to our desire to keep it together. We
don’t want to become the center of attention when
the center of attention should be the mom-to-be or
the wedding couple or the birthday boy.
It may be months or years or decades since our child
ran ahead to heaven. And you may think that’s
enough time to “get over” or “get past” or “learn to
live with” his or her absence. In some ways it IS.
Most of us have a “game face” we plaster on to make
it through ordinary days and even some
extraordinarily difficult ones.
But underneath the veneer of “everything’s OK”,
there are the fault lines and when extra pressure is
applied, we just know we might blow. Many times I
want to be there, really I do. If I choose not to be,
know that it’s because I am trying to be thoughtful,
not ugly. I stay home out of love, not disrespect.
So please extend grace. Give me the benefit of the
doubt. Let me bow out gracefully when I know in
advance my heart won’t be able to hold on...It’s best
for both of us, really…
Melanie Desimone
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THE LONG VIEW

A father speaks of a long-lost son
It is now more than nineteen years since our son died, and to make matters worse, he
did so in bad circumstances. Yet here I am, in a way that has always seemed incredible
to me, still walking the self-same earth on which he lived and died.

It may be that closer to the present day, you as a parent have lost your own son or your
own daughter, in circumstances that - added to the fact of the death itself - were also
bad. If that is so, you have joined me as one of life’s unfortunates, struggling to
comprehend something that defies comprehension. It does so because children are supposed to bury their parents, not the
other way around.
What can I, as a father who lost his son nearly two decades ago, say to you, today’s unfortunates?
I will tell you two things that you may find yourself unable to accept. Nevertheless I will tell them to you.
Despite the assurances of well-meaning people, the first of these is that you will never get over this death. To the end of your
life, there will be moments when something or someone catches you unawares, and your grief comes rushing in, as powerful
as ever, choking you with emotion and filling your eyes with tears.
One day when this happened to me, for example, was when I was out with a group of people on an enjoyable forest walk. I
rounded a corner, and there ahead on the trail was a young couple with two small boys such as I once had. My grief for my
son and for our surviving family overwhelmed me in an instant. The sad fact for me is that there will always be such
occasions, until the day I die or lose my ability to remember.
The second of these truths (certainly for me) is that these occasions - defined in time by their very nature - have long been
interspersed among a continuing life of near normality, filling nearly all of every day, week, month and year. It is true that
ingrained in that normality has been the cold knowledge of my son’s death and the loss to our family, leaving a silent place
within me; but I have found that in between these occurrences, there has been a life beyond the death, including many
enjoyable times. The world has kept on turning, and me with it. My circle of friends has changed. My interests have
changed. My life has changed. I have changed.
For two years after my son died, I wrote down everything that I was thinking, and this was somehow a release, an admission to
myself of the naked truth. At the end of that time, I felt better for it, and I realized that in a way, I had partly been my own
counsellor, finding a strange way to overcome all pretence and banish all lies.
For most of the subsequent years, I have somehow carried on amid life’s normal pleasures and pains; and these, to be frank,
have been more than enough to keep me occupied. There have always been other lives to consider, and other matters - good
and bad alike - pressing in upon me, all rooted in today.
I view the past as a valid place for the mind to visit, but not a place in which to live. I have other regrets besides this one, but
for my own welfare and the continuance of our shared lives - including younger ones innocent of all blame - they too have had
to be relegated to the back row.
The future, too, may contain other terrible events as yet unknown and unseen; but if they do occur, they may not be the
developments that I perhaps imagine. If I fret about them too much, it would all be wasted effort, totally destructive in its
effects.
Although it is inevitable that I do sometimes contemplate the past and the future alike, such contemplations are best kept short
and to the point. My son’s death was in the past, but for my own good and for the good of those people whom I hold nearest
and dearest, the present is the time to which I do and must belong.
Anonymous (A father)
UK Compassion
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Learning to Laugh Again

O

ur only and oldest son, Nathan, died of viral
pneumonia on May 22, 1991, after a 30-day illness in
the hospital. We had no prior knowledge about his condition, at the time, and could not comprehend that just weeks ago we
were a happy, healthy, normal family, making its way in the world.
My wife, Aline, and I owned a business, and we were used to being independent. I was used to making my own way when
there was no clear way in front of me. I was used to going into the market, with no guarantees. And I was used to having a
Plan B.
But having a son die was unfamiliar territory. I do not recall knowing another bereaved parent. I had no vision of the future; I
did not know if I could live through this darkest event in my life. But I did know what the next step was: to go where
bereaved parents go—to a TCF meeting.
I did know the Pain of Grief, that overwhelming feeling of being at the bottom of a dark hole of grief, where I could not think
of anything but my son, his death, his suffering, his funeral, and HOW I was to carry on with our life from this point on.
Emotional, I cried and ached all the time. These thoughts were in my mind from the moment I woke up in the morning, and
were the last I had before falling asleep, exhausted, at night. My entire life was wrapped in this grief. My days were filled
with this overwhelming grief, and somehow, I had a few rational and normal thoughts that interspersed this grief process and
helped me function in a somewhat normal manner.
Grief is an unseen wound. If I was walking down the street, a stranger would not know what I was going through. I did not
have a physical sign, like a broken arm, that everyone could see was the problem. To the world, I looked all right. I looked
fine and people who knew me knew that I would pull through it all right, in a few weeks, or months. How little does society
know about the timeframe of grief. And so we try to carry on in a normal manner.
So here I was, attending one of my first TCF meetings. I had not planned on it, was not sure how I would benefit, and for the
first time in my life I was out of control of my emotions, crying from the moment I walked into the room. We were well
received and made to feel welcome. How grateful I was, as I was hardly able to utter a “thank you” due to the tears that
started to flow. At this darkest point of my life, I’m in a room full of bereaved parents, all of who seemed to be in far better
emotional shape than me.
At break time I noticed across the large meeting room a couple of men talking. During their conversation, they LAUGHED!
And again, they LAUGHED!! Not just talking, they were laughing and enjoying themselves.
I was struck by this everyday emotion, mainly because I had not laughed since Nathan died and I could not even conceive of
doing so. I viewed their laughing as something impossible for me to do again. My emotions told me this was impossible, but
my intellect told me it was possible. I knew these men were bereaved parents. I knew that they, more than anyone else,
understood grief. I reasoned that if I was laughing, I would not be crying, and if I was not crying, then I would be feeling
better, even if only for those few seconds that I could enjoy—a LAUGH! So from my position at the bottom of the dark hole
of grief, looking up at these men, I now had a goal: to LAUGH. I used to love to laugh, and would love to do it again, but
how?
How do you make a bereaved parent laugh? Do you have to take a course on it? Is there a special formula? Are you really
normal if you do this? I did not know how long it would take me to do it, but I knew that if they could do it, so could I.
I knew nothing else about them, or how they had come to be able to laugh again. But they were able to do something that I
was not—to laugh. And I wanted to laugh again. I too wanted my life to be normal again. I made their acquaintance that
night, Ken and Maurice, the current and past Chapter Leaders. They were compassionate to me, and they let me tell my story,
as they shared bits of their story of grief.
I broke a social taboo that night and did something I had never done before. It was really quite innocent, and I knew that I was
being true to myself. I cried in front of men! I learned quickly that they were not uncomfortable with my tears and that they
Continued...
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would not shun me because I was crying. I was drawn to continue to go to TCF meetings to see them and others and
appreciate the various stages of grief that members were in. After a few months, I did not cry when I walked into the room,
but continued to cry throughout the sharing circle. New people came to our meeting and I felt a bit like an “old-timer”, with
my tears more under control. I would see much the same thing as when I first came, that I, too, was normal when crying under
the stress of grief. Soon I was able to approach other new members, introduce myself, and make them feel welcome.
As time went on, Ken and Maurice became my good friends, and I truly enjoyed their company both in and out of TCF
meetings. Spending time with these people was very therapeutic for me, and I could feel that I was slowly becoming better. I
don’t remember the day or the event or circumstances when I first laughed again, but I know I learned it with them. And I
don’t think there could have been better teachers, who knew the depth of pain that I was coming from.
The feeling was fabulous. To laugh again, to enjoy the feeling of laughing. It felt good, healthy and wholesome. The world
was much brighter at that moment of laughter. The weight of my grief had been broken, like the sun peeking through the
clouds, and I could appreciate, for just a moment, the beauty of the world, and the joy of other people. It felt like it used to—
at least for a minute or so. So I knew that the sunshine was still there, only behind my clouds of grief.
This was progress. It was starting to happen.
I still cried a lot and did a lot of grief work, but I was now able to have a few minutes to laugh, every now and again. I did not
feel guilty, to my son or to anybody else, for doing so, as I accepted the feeling that I deserved to be happy again.
The dark side of grief was not so deep anymore. It was shallower, and more light was coming in. In fact, I could almost reach
the top of it on some days. And in the months to come, I did feel like I finally did climb out of that dark hole, to resume my
life the best I could. I was still wounded, but had now experienced the fact that a bereaved parent can live with a sense of
normalcy, experiencing life’s range of human experiences amid the devastating loss of a child. Six and a half years later my
goal to laugh has been accomplished, and I do it often. And with the confidence of that accomplishment, I was able to make
other goals in my grief journey and in my life journey come true.
The dark hole of grief will always be a part of my life. I feel it through other TCF members’ tears at our meetings.
I recently had lunch with a newly bereaved father. He did the crying, told his story. I did the listening. And I thought of the
first time that I saw Ken and Maurice laugh. It gave me a goal when none other could be found, and it started my slow
journey back to wellness and learning to laugh again.
Richard Lepinsky, TCF/Mission, BC
Dedicated to special TCF Winnipeg Friends Ken Pinch and Maurice Belot
Gratefully lifted from TCF/Vancouver Island

The common eye sees only the outside of things,
and judges by that, but the seeing eye pierces through and
reads the heart and the soul, finding there
capacities which the outside didn’t indicate or promise, and
which the other kind couldn’t detect.
Mark Twain

I seem to be falling apart.
My attention span can be measured in seconds,
My patience in minutes.
I cry at the drop of a hat.
I forget things constantly.
The morning toast burns daily.
I forget to sign the cheques.
Half of everything in the house is misplaced.
Anxiety and restlessness are my constant companions.
Rainy days seem extra dreary.
Sunny days seem an outrage.
Other people’s pain and frustration seem insignificant.
Laughing, happy people seem out of place in my world.
It has become routine to feel half crazy.
I am normal, I am told.
I am a newly bereaved person.
Eloise Cole, TCF/Valley Forge, PA
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THERE’S
NO
COMFORT
IN
A
CARROT

I

know…I know…I shouldn’t seek
comfort from the refrigerator. Food is
not the solution, but, at times, it sure
seems to ease the pain. Maybe it simply
masks the moment, but it also gives me
something to do later as I sweat off that
extra cookie. I know about food and
nutrition and self-esteem, and I know,
too, that comfort does not come in
bottles, boxes or bags of chips (except
for Oreos). I know that food is only a
temporary source of solace that will turn into a long-term
battle of the bulge. But there are some days when all that
knowledge simply leaves me aching and wishing for some
chocolate. I’ve been on this journey through grief more than
once and I’ve learned a lot about coping skills, healthy
choices and positive affirmations. I’ve also learned that
sometimes what I really want is a cookie. There’s no
comfort in a carrot, but when there are no words left to say,
when the pain is overwhelming and the helplessness
sweeps over us, there is always chocolate!

days, what we need is comfort, companionship,
courage...and chocolate. Surviving an attack of those days
can test the wit and wisdom of even the best of us. All the
tricks of the trade just don’t seem to touch the emptiness,
and that’s when we have to call in the reinforcements. On
those days, there is no comfort in a carrot. But, oh, the
caring compassion of a friend bearing chocolate! I’m not
sure if it is the chocolate or the friend that lifts the gloom, but
I do know the silent blessing of a phone call from a
concerned and loving friend, the gentle touch of a
companion and best of all, the shared joy of a warm,
chocolate-chip cookie. This journey is simply too much to
endure alone, and blessed are they who dare to walk with
us. It is the knock at the door that draws me away from my
silent suffering and gently nudges me forward. It is the
phone call that comes to shake off the emptiness that keeps
me moving forward. It is the hand reaching out across the
darkness that becomes my lifeline when I am lost in despair.
It is the gift of friendship that helps me hold on through those
days. We cannot stagger and stumble across the rocky path
of grief alone. We need all the help we can get.

Some days are worse than others. Some are not worth
remembering and some should not have been allowed to
happen. I don’t know who is in charge of those days, but I
sure would like to speak with that person someday. Some
days are just not worth having. They move so slowly that
even the sun gets bored and simply falls from the sky in a
rush of despair. Some days the sun is smarter than I am,
and it just doesn’t get up. Some days are rain-filled while
others are shrouded in gloom. Some days are painful, while
others just seem empty. Oh, there are some good days, too.
In fact, there are some pretty wonderful days, but we don’t
seem to remember them as well as we recall the awful ones.

Some of us need a friend to talk with into the long hours of
night. Others need a card or a note in the mail to remind
them of their support systems. Tuna casseroles and meals
sealed in foil help ease us through those days when we
cannot remember where the kitchen is. There is nothing
better than a warm, chocolaty something brought in the arms
of a loving friend.
I have acquaintances who love
vegetables and have tried for years to convince me of the
merits and joys of broccoli. I know people who actually jog
and who think early morning is best enjoyed from a bicycle
seat. (I love them anyway.) I have had my share of advicegiving friends, friends who shared their own thoughts and
experiences with me and friends who didn’t know what to do,
but came over anyway. Some of my friends specialize in
specific activities. I have a bowling friend, a walking friend, a
friend who will shop for bathing suits (and not laugh) and a
friend who will mow the lawn. I have friends who will travel
with me, some who will loan me their beds and several who
have even done my laundry. I have my sensible friends, my
psychic friends and my chocolate friends. I have friends
who understand my love and battle with cookies and who
never actually offer me a brownie, but who send me
chocolate thoughts instead! I have friends everywhere and I
need them all!

Somehow, the tough days get relived more often in our
memory and the hours of darkness seem longer than the
hours of light. Some days I need chocolate. If I am lucky
enough to only suffer from an occasional “down” day, then
my usual coping techniques of sleeping late, eating a real
egg and watching a good movie (while consuming semiindecent amounts of popcorn) generally suffice. I’ve read
enough and lived long enough to realize that those days will
eventually pass, especially if I do not ignore them. And so, I
have learned to cope with those days that simply should not
have happened. But, once in a while, once in a great while,
one of those days turns into one of those weeks and maybe
even into one of THOSE MONTHS, and suddenly I can’t
remember anything decent, lovely, worthwhile or fun. It is as
if my memory banks have been erased of all joy, and the
sun only casts shadows of sorrow. Those days, when we
can’t remember his smell, the sound of her voice or the
touch of his hand, are the days we fear the most. Those
days, when pain sweeps over us like searing flames, are the
days we lose even the light, and then hope seems an empty
place. Those are the days that are meant for chocolate.
On those days, we may discover we need more than a good
book, a bowl full of popcorn and a box of tissues. On those

I have friends who will cry with me, laugh with me, sing with
me. I have friends who know my secrets and others who
think I am still thirty years old. I have friends who know my
story and some who can’t remember where we met. I have
friends who share my passion for living and several who are
even crazier than I am. All of us have had our share of
struggles and some have endured more than any one
should have to. We’ve danced in the moonlight, cried in the
firelight and healed in the sunlight. We’re old, young, tall,
Continued...
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short, fat and thin (but not too many!) We’re Moms and
Dads, brothers and sisters, parents, spouses, grandparents
and friends. There are some strangers, too. (Some who are
stranger than others!) Some do like carrots, most love
chocolate, and all know the hurt and pain of grief. Some
love winter, while others dream only of basking on a beach
somewhere. Fall is the favourite of some, and some love
the challenge of spring and tax season.
All of us have birthdays, and mostly we don’t remember
them except with cakes and hugs. We know other dates
bring heavy thoughts and the mailbox and the phone lines
are choked with hugs and prayers, sent lovingly to ease the
pain of those days. Friends are our security...our insurance
policies against loneliness and despair. Food tastes better
when shared with friends and the very best of friends know
exactly what to bring! Some send flowers, others order
pizza. Some come toting homemade lasagne and some
bring fruit. A GOOD FRIEND WILL NOT BRING TUNA,
LICORICE OR CARROTS. A true friend comes with hope,
a listening heart, and an extra roll of toilet paper (to more
efficiently sop up tears) and a bag of Oreos. It is hard
enough to survive those days, but without a friend, those
days are glum indeed. Friends know when to talk and when
to listen. They know they cannot erase the guilt we carry or
talk us out of our despair. They do not try to cheer us up,
but neither do they drag us down. They know when to call,
when to come and when to just stand silently close...trusting.
They offer prayers, poems and pastries. A friend will go
jogging FOR us (HA!) and always says how nice our hair
looks!
The gift of friendship goes beyond the mere exchange of
gifts and into the magical space create by love. A friend
doesn’t have to bring food - doesn’t even have to come! We
can simply feel a friend’s caring, even when it comes from
thousands of miles away. We are connected through
compassion, caring, cookies, carrots and chocolate…
(CARROTS?!) A friend helps us remember and helps us to
heal. I wish Hallmark had a Friend’s Day, but maybe I won’t
wait for one to be created. I’ll just start one myself! Stamps
would be free that day and so would phone calls. We could
all go outside, open up our arms and reach around the world
to each other. We’d shed a tear and share a smile. We’d
sing and laugh and hold on tight. Since we cannot do this
alone, I’m mighty glad God invented friends! So make this
day your own National Friend’s Day and send a card, a
cookie, a casserole or a carrot (it could be a chocolate
carrot) to say, “Thanks for being my friend! Thanks for
caring, for calling, for cooking, for cleaning, for coming.
Thanks for being a part of my circle...for being a part of me.
Thanks for helping me skip the cookie and embrace the
moment. Thanks for jogging with me, for believing in me
and for loving me. Thanks for not sending chocolate but
visualizing it instead!”
Thanks for YOU, my friends. Someday there will be a fatfree chocolate! But by then, I won’t need it anymore
because I have finally learned it is the gift of YOU that gives

the greatest comfort! There’s no comfort in a carrot, but oh,
the magic of YOU sharing it with me!
Darcie D. Sims, Ph.D., CHT, CT, GMS
TCF/St. Paul Chapter

Friends are angels
that lift us to our feet
when our wings have
trouble remembering
how to fly.

We loved at a level
we never thought humanly possible.
When they died,
we hurt at a level
we never thought humanly possible.
Alan Pederson

True Words
— “You will not always hurt like this” —
These words are true.
If they do not reach
your heart today,
do not reject them:
keep them in your mind.
One morning —
not tomorrow perhaps,
but the day after tomorrow,
or the month after next month…
One morning the dawn will wake you
with the inconceivable surprise:
Your grief will have lost
one small moment of its force.
Be ready for the time
when you can feel for yourself
that these words are true:
“You will not always hurt like this.”
Sascha
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A

Place
Called Grace

Grace is defined as… “Divine love
and protection bestowed upon
mankind, a virtue or gift granted by
God, temporary immunity or respite:
a period of grace.”
(Webster’s New World Dictionary)
The pneumatic doors of the
hospital emergency entrance opened
to the touch of my feet.
It was
February 5, 1991, a Tuesday. Kelly,
the essence of my life and only child,
had been pronounced dead at 3:26
p.m. That afternoon, I became a
lifetime member of a dreadful club. I
became a bereaved parent. As I
walked out of the doors of the hospital
emergency room, I took my first step
into a world governed by raw emotion
and immeasurable tears.
I cannot speak for the pain and loss
experienced by others, for grief is
unique for each soul. I may only
speak of my transcendence over loss.
The act of transcendence is a crucial
task.
Surviving a tragedy is not
enough.
Between the years 1942-1944,
15,000 children under age fifteen
passed
through
the
Terezin
concentration camp. Determined to
not simply endure imprisonment, some
of them drew pictures of butterflies on
prison walls and wrote poems based
on the memories of their lives. Even
though less than one hundred of them
survived, their hope lives on today in a
collection of their drawings and poetry,
I Never Saw Another Butterfly. These
children
existed
above
and
independent of their captors.
Grief can be such a captor and
many feel it is easier to hold
themselves hostage in grief than to
break through the pain.
Working
through the pain of the ultimate loss,
the death of a child, is an exhausting
journey of many small victories and
defeats, but the voyage to your

destination is a spiritual one, to a place
known as grace.
Prior to Kelly’s death, I had served
as a volunteer for a local hospice, read
books on death and dying, sat by the
bedside of dying patients, and
believed in the concept of life after
death. But I knew in my gut that books
and philosophy would not save me
now. I was being asked to find my
way out of a darkness that exhausted
my soul, to a place where there was
hope. Hope was an elusive intangible
for the first year following my son’s
death.
Then, slowly, I was blessed to
witness my own personal Easter, a
resurrection of my very being from the
depths of a loss that so devastated my
life that I truly believed there would be
no surviving such a tragedy.
Unknowingly, the healing began
with my first tear and the thousands
that flowed after. Writing the eulogy
for my son’s funeral nurtured my soul.
The writing continued...in the form of a
journal.

Embracing the Pain
Grief is a harsh mistress — I was
determined to face her. She was the
dark pain in my heart. With all my
courage, I invited her in, holding her
close in an embrace, allowing the grief
to penetrate my soul. I danced with
her to music which contained no lyrics,
no rhythm, only silence.
I lanced my own soul wound and
welcomed the pain, knowing there was
no greater suffering than the day I
buried my son. In the exhausting
darkness of night, I lit candles and
consciously listened to music —
Sting’s album, Nothing Like the Sun,
his songs, Fragile and They Dance
Alone, and Reba McEntire’s album,
For My Broken Heart, her song, If I
Had Only Known. The music evoked

memories, both precious and sad, until
the tears came, always silent, but hot
and full.
Often I wrote in my journal,
attempting to make sense of the dark
abstraction of death and searching for
the words to describe the joy, life and
laughter that was taken from me. I
deliberately emptied my heart of the
tears that I knew must be shed to
facilitate my healing.
Without my
asking, God held me tightly in the night
and sent angels to dry my tears with
the most tender brush of their silent
wings.
I intentionally experienced nature:
sat in the warm sun, fed the backyard
birds, watched the morning and
evening sky, took long walks, and
planted gardens of flowers. The day
after Kelly’s funeral, with utmost care
and sacred ceremony, my husband
and I planted a young nectarine tree.
We named it simply, “Kelly’s tree.” It
blossoms early every spring. When
the tiny, delicate, pink flowers appear,
I am thankful for the gift of Kelly’s love
blossoming in this form.

Doing the Grief Work
I read grief books, both clinical and
personal accounts. I found a support
group specifically for grieving parents,
attending the weekly meetings with the
same fervor as an alcoholic at an AA
meeting. I felt dead inside; I needed
to be with people who empathized with
my pain. I told my story, cried, and
comforted others. As I heard the
accounts of other parents (cause of
death — murder, suicide), I felt
grateful that Kelly died of a heart
attack at age 23; death by illness
seemed
easier
to
cope with.
I read the daily obituaries, looking
specifically for death notices of
children and young adults who had
died. I wrote letters, in care of the
mortuary, to the parents, expressing
my sorrow for their great loss. When
invited, I spoke publicly to a group of
people who wanted to understand how
they could help a friend or relative who
had lost a child.
Continued…
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A Fresh Look at Purpose,
My Child’s and Mine
I took a fresh look at purpose. I
began to understand my son’s
purpose. On August 26, 1967, Kelly
Wayne Hales was born into this world.
He entered quietly. He was sent to
teach us all many things. When he
was four years old, Kelly was
diagnosed as having M.P.S., a
congenital birth disorder that usually
results in a myriad of bad things,
including premature death.
During his brief life, he would
overcome the challenges of multiple
operations, including a spinal fusion at
age twelve which would suspend his
height at 4’8” forever. He lived in a
twisted, small, thin body and
constricted leg muscles that caused a
slight tiptoe walk.
Kelly’s teenage years were the
hardest,
enduring
a
“Jonathan
Livingston
Seagull”
existence,
banished by the flock and considered
an outcast. But Kelly managed to
cope with it all and matured into a
young man with a sense of great
compassion and understanding of life,
buoyed and strengthened by a keen
sense of humor.
As Kelly grew into adulthood, he
overcame the emotional scars left by
cruel remarks of teenagers and the
curious stares of strangers.
He
accepted his physical disabilities. It
was a time of new beginnings for
him—a time when he began a spiritual
journey. He knew he would have less
time than most of us to complete his
understanding of life, himself, and of
his own personal relationships. His
love
became
absolute
and
overwhelming. He learned in twentythree years what it takes most of us a
lifetime to learn. He accepted his
mortality. I can use chess (a game he
played with passion) as a metaphor for
Kelly’s life. He came into this life as a
pawn; he left as a knight. He made
the journey home.
Two or three days after Kelly died, I
asked the silent question, “Why?” The
still voice replied, “So that you may do
your work.”
Following my healing
process, I have devoted my life to
helping other bereaved parents,
including facilitating the weekly

support group that once helped me,
and writing about the journey of
healing.

Advice from the Experts
Peg Armstrong, a grief and
bereavement specialist and therapist
in San Antonio, Texas, told me, “When
John F. Kennedy was killed,
Jacqueline Kennedy, by her actions,
taught Americans how to grieve. Don’t
cry. Don’t show your pain. Be stoic.”
She continued, “During the earthquake
in Mexico, the relatives of the dead
ripped off their shirts and screamed
their grief to the heavens. They are
practicing healthy grieving. They are
expressing their pain.
They will
resolve their grief.”
She related
another story of an American father
whose son had completed suicide.
The father told her, “You will be proud
of me — I haven’t cried. I’ve been
taking care of all the matters that need
attending. I’ve been keeping myself
very busy.” She was saddened to
think that he believed she would be
proud of him because he had
purposely avoided crying over the
death of his son.
While working with Mother Theresa
in India, Peg Armstrong deliberately
held dying children. She described
her feelings to me, “When the children
died, I felt their bodies soften and their
spirits leave. It was very peaceful;
there was no pain.”
Elisabeth Kubler-Ross, a medical
doctor, psychiatrist, and internationally
acclaimed expert on thanatology (the
science of death), wrote in her book,
Death, the Final Stage of Growth, “The
ultimate goal of grief work is to be able
to reinvest emotional surpluses. While
the experience of the grief work is
difficult, slow and wearing, it is also
enriching and fulfilling.
The most
beautiful people we have known are
those who have known defeat, known
suffering, known loss and have found
their way out of the depths. These
persons have an appreciation, a
sensitivity, and an understanding of life
that fills them with compassion,
gentleness and a deep loving concern.
Beautiful people do not just happen.”

From My Journal
I cannot tell exactly when or how
the pain began to change, or even
subside for brief periods of time. But I
can speak of a morning sunrise as I
quietly waited for the colors to spread
throughout the eastern sky. On this
day, my world was transformed. I
watched the world awaken, observing
the clouds. As I focused on the clouds
and morning colors, the more at peace
I felt. The clouds appeared stationary.
The pattern was undeviating. The
clouds and the pastel morning light
seemed prearranged to instill feelings
of vast splendor and serenity.
I had seen clouds such as these
once, painted on the sacred space of a
cathedral ceiling. I was grateful for the
solitude of this moment.
I felt
connected to God. It was as if a portal
had been opened — allowing me to
penetrate the veil between heaven and
earth.
A deep and lasting peace
washed over me. I prayed that the
moment would not end, but it did. The
light expanded, the clouds changed
places with one another, and the day
began. The feeling of vast tranquility
remained with me. I felt blessed to
have shared the birth of the day and
the dawn of my transcendence, with
my heart wide open, in the company of
the spirit of my son and in the midst of
angels.

Grace
There are many paths from grief to
grace. This has been mine. May you
be guided to that which ministers to
your soul. Heal yourself. Heal your
world. Do whatever it takes to empty
your heart of pain and allow grace to
envelop the sorrow.
Jennifer J. Martin
TCF/San Antonio, Texas
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How Losing a

Really Affects You

I wrote this article for many reasons, but mostly because I wanted other people to read and understand how we all feel. I want
to be the one who tells everyone, “Siblings are an intricate part of our lives. They help make us who we are. Their death
affects us in ways you could never imagine. Everyone’s grief is different and as unique as each one of us and our relationship
with our sibling, and yet having lost a sibling connects us in a way no one who hasn’t been there could ever understand.”
For those of us who lost our younger sibling, many of us regret how we reacted about our “baby” brother or sister following us
around and copying us, “our little shadows”. We knew that they did it because they loved us, but we didn’t want them around
and couldn’t understand the reasons for that at the time. At the same time, “baby” brothers and sisters feel guilty for being the
little shadow….for doing the following: bothering their older sibling, being a pest on purpose, for all the tattling and trying to get
the big brother or sister in trouble. Younger surviving siblings have a lot of problems feeling like they need to step into their
sibling’s footsteps, follow with what their sibling was doing at the time of their death. They take the same courses in school,
not because it makes them happy, but to be closer to their sibling. They feel badly when they pass the grade in school that
their sibling didn’t make it through. Younger surviving siblings also have high expectations to live up to with their parents but
especially to themselves. Their older sibling suddenly becomes a standard to live up to; the things they accomplished seem
bigger and brighter than anything the survivor can manage to do.
Support: Most friends are supportive right after a sibling’s death. For lucky siblings, their friends stayed that way. Many were
not so lucky. No one knows what to say after a death, but for a sibling who was left here to deal with life without their other
half, childhood playmate, and best friend, this is even worse. People just don’t understand that losing a sibling is a lifetime
journey, something that will never stop. They expect you to just be suddenly over it and fine within a few months or even
weeks. At this time, the surviving sibling truly finds out what kind of friends they have. Most people just cannot comprehend
that by listening to your feelings, letting you cry, and allowing you to reminisce and talk about the wonderful memories and
times of the past without being ignored or having the subject changed is what we need. So many people back away and can’t
handle the emotion or just don’t know how to act or what to say; they’re so scared of bringing on tears or making things worse.
They don’t understand the depression, loneliness, and guilt that has some of us backing away from friends and having fun.
These people and many others are just the “fair weather” friends, there when it’s sunny and bright, out of sight when the storm
clouds roll in, and it becomes gloomy. Most of the time the ones who are very supportive stay that way; some who aren’t,
realize that they need to do and become better or they’re lost forever. Friends become strangers and strangers become
friends. It’s a difficult time. Not only is your sibling now gone but many of your closest friends are too. Losing a sibling while
you’re young and still in school is especially trying. Teenagers aren’t the most understanding anyway….And most young
people definitely can’t cope with our loss. So many who lose siblings during high school end up feeling totally alone,
emotionally older than everyone else, completely different and they just can’t seem to fit in no matter what.
The members of our extended family are grieving too. Not all of them know how to show it or talk about it and many of them
don’t want to feel the pain that comes with remembering that person who used to join in at holiday get-togethers. They also
don’t want to see the surviving family members hurting or in pain so they take the wrong route many times and just try to
pretend that it didn’t happen, that everything is fine. What they don’t usually realize is that we are hurting anyway. We lost our
buddy, our pal, that person that kept us sane during the long conversations with Grandma and our cousins running wild all
over. Our parents are grieving even more than us….and when our aunts and uncles and cousins try not to mention our loved
one’s name, that only hurts us even more. We need our sibling to be included in the festivities, to know that someone else
remembers them and still feels their loss. We need to know they care and understand and that they miss them too. We need
someone who also loved our sibling, to talk to. We may cry, but that’s OK; it happens anyway. It’s better to do it with
someone else who cares also, than alone.
Losing a child is definitely the “worst loss”, but losing a sibling has a special grief all its own. Not only does the survivor lose
their sibling and have to grow up faster than anyone ever should, but they lose their parents in a way also because they are so
overwhelmed with grief themselves.
Sarah Davis, TCF/Western Australia Chapter
Lovingly lifted from TCF/Kamloops, BC

We remember the children who graduate only in spirit.
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A Parent’s Journey Out Of
Crippling Despair
For three months, Rod Kindred drove around in a fog of
depression, angry at the world over the loss of his teenage
son, Travis, to suicide and contemplating the same for
himself.
He kept notes to family members in his car. He would
sometime find himself driving on a road and not know how
he got there. The Vietnam War veteran cannot quite
remember exactly how he changed his mind set. “I just one
day thought, ‘Nah, this is not for me,’ Mr. Kindred says.
Close to the time of his death, which was more than a
decade ago and just before his 19th birthday, Travis was in
a minor car accident and suffered job setbacks - the stuff of
life. His father told him they would work things out and not
to worry. It took Mr. Kindred years to come to terms with
the death, the parental guilt, the “what ifs and whys”, the
effect on the rest of the family.
“I sobbed my guts out for three or four years”, he says.
“Now it is pretty rare, but I believe that the people who do
it though, who bellow and weep and cry, seem to reach
some sense of settling earlier than others. Bottling it up
doesn’t work - I could have filled Lake Wendouree”.
The burden and the struggle to get out of the quagmire of
his own depression have meant that Mr. Kindred takes antidepressants and has had extensive counselling. Now he
crusades in Travis’ name, through the self-help group, The
Compassionate Friends, to help others come to terms with
losing a child by any means and at any age.
Helping parents cope with guilt feelings is a big part of the
process.
“I know there isn’t a parent who doesn’t wake up every
morning wanting to be anything other than the best parent
they can be, but for the first three to five years your head
is full of what you should have done to make it better - if
you didn’t tell him off, he would be alright and still be
here. No they wouldn’t. But you need to have that
conversation with somebody”, he says.
Lovingly lifted from Johannesburg, SA

THE LIFE UNLIVED
Birth is such a hopeful word.
Dreaming the wonderful
things you would do and see.
Not the least of which,
love between you and me.
Bond that would transcend
all obstacles, make smooth
your path in life.
Life is such a mysterious word.
Brutal lesson
in powerlessness.
Despite the struggle to control,
to understand, however dimly.
Death is such a final word.
Gone is gone.
No more chances
to right the world for you,
to say I love you,
to hold and protect you
from harm.
A fatal combination
of genes and circumstances
led to your self-destruction.
And all my life
a part of me, will dream
the life un-lived.
Margaret Gillanders & Sandie Legge
In loving memory of their sons Gordon & Ben
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“Mourning is one of the most profound human experiences
that it is possible to have…
The deep capacity to weep for the loss of a loved one
and to continue to treasure the memory of that loss
is one of our noblest human traits.”
~ Edwin S. Shneidman, famed American suicidologist
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FOR MOTHERS WHO CARRY THEIR
CHILDREN IN THEIR HEART,
RATHER THAN IN THEIR ARMS
So many months I carried you
and I couldn’t wait to see
What a wonderful little person
you would turn out to be.
I had my dreams of how it would be
just to watch you grow
But now those dreams are faded
because I shall never know.
For God in His great wisdom
looked from His throne above
And saw how beautiful you were,
so He carried you away with love.
Now the rocking chair sits silent
and the lullabies won’t be voiced
But in heaven there’s a celebration
as all of the angels rejoice.
My tears, they won’t be quiet,
they flow like a river roars
And I know my life is forever changed to be the same no more.
I must be a special mother
because I have been set apart
Some mothers carry their children in their arms,
but I carry you in my heart.
TCF/Victoria, AU

Sometimes
On a Sunday morning
(life around you warm and silent)
sometimes
in that golden hour
when your face is yours alone:
feel the small hand
touching your hand,
see those earnest eyes
that meet your eyes . . .
hear the sounds
of love remembered
on a Sunday morning,
sometimes.
~ SASCHA

You Think . . .
You think it won’t happen to you, but it does.
You think your life could never be this way, but it is.
You think you should have recognized
that he was dying, but you didn’t.
You think your grief is so huge that you’ll forget to
breathe, but you don’t.
You think the sun will forget to come up, but it doesn’t.
You think the tears will stop coming, but they don’t.
You think you can’t handle the pain, but you do.
You think you’ll lose hope, but you don’t.
You think you’ll never be happy again, but you will.
You think you’ll be alone forever, but you won’t.
You think that you’ll never laugh again, but you do.
You think you can’t live without them, but you learn how.
Angela King
TCF/Seattle-King County, WA

We cannot, after all, judge a biography by its
length, by the number of pages in it; we must
judge by the richness of the
contents…..Sometimes the ‘unfinished’ are among
the most beautiful symphonies.

There’s this place in me where your
fingerprints still rest, your kisses still
linger and your whispers softly echo, it’s
the place where a part of you will
forever be a part of me

Victor Frankl

Johannesburg, SA
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DEALING WITH THE IMAGES OF DEATH

I

know that this is a touchy subject for us bereaved
parents and also for the siblings, as we are so bombarded
by death and all its images in today’s television programs
and movies. How do you deal with these images? It can be
difficult.
I saw the movie Mystic River which was nominated for
many Oscars including Best Picture. After the movie came
out, anybody who knows me told me not to see it. They
knew that my child died and figured that I shouldn’t see a
picture about the death of a child. Now if you are newly
bereaved, I would definitely say that it is not a picture to
see. I know that it would have upset me greatly a few years
ago. But I was curious. I wanted to see how I would handle
such a movie now, 7 years later.
I know that seeing the images of a dead body on a
laboratory table or a casket used to send me reeling, making
me hide my eyes or leave the room or theatre. I think that
it’s because these images are part of my reality that they are
so hard to watch. It would always amaze me how others
could be so nonchalant about these upsetting images, but I
guess if it’s not in their reality, they could distance
themselves from it. After Stefanie died I thought I would be
haunted by the images of her dead body in a casket forever,
but I have found that those upsetting images have gone
away. Of course, I still do remember those horrific images,
but they no longer have the stronghold over me that they
once did. You see, I think that I had been living through the
trauma of her death for many years, but I have finally
processed through it and put it in a place where I could carry
it but not be traumatized by it myself anymore.
In the movie Mystic River, there are very strong images of
the murder of a young girl. I must warn you that there is a
scene where her bereaved father (perfectly played by
Marinite Sean Penn who gets my vote for the best actor
award) is at the funeral home with her clothing he has
brought for her to be buried in. While discussing matters
with the funeral director, the father suddenly says that he
wants to see her. The funeral director reluctantly takes him
down to the basement where his beautiful young daughter is
laid out on a metal table covered with a sheet up to her neck.
It’s this image of every parent’s nightmare and my reality
that a few years ago, would have sent me flying for the door.
Yet somehow now, I felt detached. I consider it a victory.
At first, I covered my eyes, but then decided that I could
look. What I saw was a professionally made-up young alive
actress looking very dead. But what I also saw was that she

was “gone”. The body looked empty, like a doll, yet I knew
that the actress was very much alive to shoot the scene.
They did an amazing job with the make-up, but my point is
that that is exactly what happens to our children and siblings
who die. Their bodies are only shells, empty without their
spirit. Mere dolls. Their spirits are alive with us, in our
hearts, minds and souls. We carry their light within us, and
as the trauma of their death dissipates, their life force that
they once held in the flesh becomes an essence that
surrounds us with love and understanding for what we
cannot yet explain. Yes, I consider it a victory.
Your compassionate friend,
Nanette Jacobs
Lovingly lifted from TCF/San Francisco, CA

If we choose to
Move forward
Acknowledging
The sorrow and sadness
But also the love and
laughter
Then hope
travels with us
We Need Not Walk Alone

Words of Wisdom from a Grieving Father
I never believed that I would see another season
change with gladness. I never believed I’d see the
world again without the haze of tears. I never
expected to actually laugh again. I felt my smile
would never return or feel natural on my face. I
never hoped for another day when I would not
want to die. I never envisioned a world that could
again be bright and full of promise. I believed that
all that had passed from me the day Olin died and
went away, never to return.
But I was wrong and I know that in the fullness of
your grieving, you too will come to understand that
life goes on...and still can have meaning...that even
joy can touch your life once more.
Donald Hackett, Plymouth, MA
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The Party I Never Wanted to Attend
Have you ever not been invited to a party? Everyone you know gets an invitation. You wait for yours. It never arrives.
The day of the party comes and goes. No one even called at the last minute to say, “Oh, so sorry. I’m not sure what
happened to your invitation, but please come.” You think of all at the party, having fun without you. You don’t feel as lovely
or as important or as loved. You second-guess your friendships. You wonder if it is your fault for not being the friend you
thought you were.
On the other hand, have you been invited to a party you didn’t want to attend? And gone anyway? Perhaps obligation got
the best of you. Or it was your boss’s birthday and you had to be there, if you expected to keep your job.
When my son died, I was ushered into a party. Some call it a club because it lasts longer than a party. This club goes on
for a long time—the rest of my life. This is the club for all who have had a child die. Members, like me, never signed up to
join. We would have been elated never to get that invitation. But one day, the doors opened and we were inside. The doors
keep opening and others enter. No one wants to be there. To the new member, the punch served upon arrival is sour and
the refreshments all taste like moldy bread.
We second-guess ourselves. How could we have let our children die? We doubt God. Did I do something to make God
mad and in revenge, he took my son? Other children with tumors and illnesses and victims of car wrecks are still alive. Am I
unlovable? Thoughts bang around inside our heads like destructive tools.
We weep. We are lonely and listless. We watch others having fun—our old friends with intact families—and know that we
are not. In fact, will we ever smile again? Is this it, for the rest of our lives.
Gradually, people start to talk to us at this club. One crawls over from a corner, wipes his face, and extends his hand. He
talks of his beautiful daughter and how she took too many pills one cold day. She never woke up. He asks about you and
you say your son died from cancer treatments. You go into great detail about all the procedures and medical terms that
doctors kept using about his condition.
You meet others. Some are enjoying a bowl of ice cream, and you wonder how they can be happy about eating. You are
offered some. “No, not today, thanks,” you say.
Others introduce themselves to you. They ask about your child and you explain the last days of his life, how the infection
crept in and his body, compromised by chemo and radiation, could take it no more. As the tears burn, people hug you. One
woman says with compassion. “He had a great mama,” and you wonder why she thinks this, but you hope it’s true.
Time passes. Someone asks you what your son’s name was and what he liked to do. All you see is his body on a white
sterile bed.
Later, someone talks about her child carrying out the recycle each week, but hating that chore. You remember, “My son
slid down a recycle bin one winter when it snowed. He and his older sister had so much fun.”
Others smile. They want to know more, and soon you have shared stories about your son, how he gave away stickers in
the hospital and learned to pee in the bushes.
You are offered a dish of ice cream and you accept. The ice cream is chocolate with nuts, and as you talk and smile, each
bite seems to give you a boost.
Slowly, you ask about the others and their children who died. You see faces light up as they talk of their daughters and
sons. You learn names, birthplaces, likes and dislikes. A woman tells a joke her child loved, and you hear a strange, yet
familiar sound. It is that of your own laugher!
You are part of this parental bereavement club because of death, but you will be able to thrive because of life. Your child
lived, and loved, and is forever remembered. You will tell his story, and in so doing, you will live as a hero of your own.
Alice J. Wisler
We Need Not Walk Alone, 2011

Where ever you go, where ever you are this summer, I hope you can take the time to rest and
relax and enjoy the healing of nature or whatever it is that nourishes your soul. Do what you
need to do for your own well being. There is no map for this journey, no shoulds or oughts; you
will find your path to healing; maybe with a little help from your friends.
TCF/Vancouver Island, BC
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MARK YOUR CALENDAR
May 9

Pat Cuddy—Why Isn’t My Partner Crying? A discussion of gender stereotypes.
Location: 685 William Ave. Doors open 6:30 pm. Presentation 7:00 pm.

May 12

12th Annual Andrew Dunn Walk/Run—www.runningroom.com

May 15

Palliative Manitoba and Cropo Funeral Chapel Grief Seminar. Self Compassion
Time: 7-8 pm. Location: Cropo Funeral Chapel, 1442 Main Street. Cost: Free.
Please register by calling Cropo Funeral Chapel at 204-586-8044.

May 15

TCF—The Pas/Opaskwayak Cree Nation meets the third Tuesday of every month from
7 to 9 pm in Room 174 at University College of the North. For more information, please
contact Lee Ferguson at 204-472-3968.

May 17

Sharing Meeting, 685 William Avenue, 7:30 pm. Library opens at 7:00 pm.

May 22

Palliative Manitoba and Chapel Lawn Funeral Home Grief Seminar. It Feels Like I’m
Going Crazy. Time: 12—1:00 pm. Location: Chapel Lawn Funeral Home, 4000 Portage
Ave. Cost: Free. Please register by calling Chapel Lawn Funeral Home at 204-885-9715.

June 9

3rd Annual Cole Gaudry Memorial Ride –See page 3 for details.

June 12

Palliative Manitoba and Cropo Funeral Chapel Grief Seminar. Sharing Circle
Time: 7-8 pm. Location: Cropo Funeral Chapel, 1442 Main Street. Cost: Free.
Please register by calling Cropo Funeral Chapel at 204-586-8044.

June 13

Judy Dunn—“After a Suicide: Moving Past Why” Location: 685 William Ave.
Doors open at 6:30 pm. Presentation 7:00 pm.

June 19

TCF—The Pas/Opaskwayak Cree Nation meets the third Tuesday of every month from
7 to 9 pm in Room 174 at University College of the North. For more information, please
contact Lee Ferguson at 204-472-3968.

June 21

Sharing Meeting, 685 William Avenue, 7:30 pm. Library opens at 7:00 pm.

June 23

TCF/Winnipeg Annual Picnic—See page 6 for details.

June 24

4th Annual Kirstin’s Walk for Kids—See page 3 for details.

July 19

Sharing Meeting, 685 William Avenue, 7:30 pm. Library opens at 7:00 pm.

August 12

15th Annual Memories Car Show and Shine, 12 pm—4 pm at the Selkirk Waterfront and
Docks. Johnny and Sharon Morgoch are coordinating a display of old, classic, antique and
street rods in memory of their daughter Candace. Please contact Johnny and Sharon at 204299-5701 or 204-299-7704. Proceeds from this event will be donated to TCF/Winnipeg for
bereavement support and resources.
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Telephone messages are checked daily. Emails are checked twice a week.
THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS is an international, voluntary, non-profit, non-denominational, self-help organization
offering FRIENDSHIP, UNDERSTANDING, GRIEF EDUCATION and HOPE FOR THE FUTURE to all families who
are grieving the death of a child at any age from any cause including miscarriage, stillbirth, infant and adult. We are not
counselors or therapists. We are people who have journeyed (in varying degrees) the same road you are now traveling.
OUR PURPOSE is to aid in the positive reconciliation of grief and foster the physical and emotional health of bereaved
parents and their surviving children.
THERE ARE NO DUES OR MEMBERSHIP FEES. All contributions are voluntary, and tax-deductible receipts will be
issued. Winnipeg Chapter Tax-Exempt #11922 8138 RR0001.
TELEPHONE AND EMAIL FRIENDS know, understand and care.
Please call or email any of the following people if you are having a bad day, if you would like to share a memory or
if you would just like reassurance that what you are feeling is “normal.” As these “friends” are volunteers, please
understand that they may not always be at home when you contact them.
204-269-1486
204-284-1437

Winnipeg

Allie Turnock

(son, 25 yrs., suicide)

brenzeb@mts.net

Brenda Zebrynski

(daughter, 25 yrs., cancer)

shirl3@shaw.ca

Shirley Plante

(daughter, 17 yrs, complications of
eating disorder)
(son, 18 yrs., homicide)

204-226-5434 bkkcck@mymts.net

Karen Clay

204-295-6550 calvinleischner23@gmail.com
204-227-5112

*Marie-Claude Leischner
Calvin Leischner

(son, 19 yrs., accidental)

204-918-9108 jodily-odily@hotmail.com

Jodie Shepit

(daughter, 17 yrs., unsolved homicide)

204-291-2255 kmhurst@icloud.com

Karen Hurst

(son, 24 yrs., suicide)

204-918-3787 dan.noordman@gmail.com
204-955-0976

Dan Noordman
Tabitha Noordman

(son, 23 yrs., drug overdose/poisoning

204-472-3968

Flin Flon

Lee Fergusson

(son, 24 yrs., vehicle accident)

204-638-7384

Dauphin

Judy Henuset

(daughter, 17yrs., MVA)

204-873-2472 emilylovell@hotmail.com Crystal City

Emily Lovell

(son, 9 yrs., vehicle accident)

204-473-2523 chalcrow7@gmail.com Leaf Rapids

Walter & Carol Halcrow

(son 24 yrs., house fire)

204-482-5563

Shelly Florko-Thomas

(son, 20 yrs., workplace accident)

204-227-8262 jd4mdam@gmail.com Dugald

Judy Dunn

(son, 23 yrs., suicide)

lauratssessaze@hotmail.com.

Laura Tssessaze

(son, 20 yrs., gunshot)

Selkirk

Lac Brochet

780-594-1996 d_McQuaker@hotmail.com Cold Lake, AB Della McQuaker

(daughter, 15 days, multiple birth defect
disorder)

807-274-4409

(son, 1 month, heart defect)

Ft. Frances, ON

Tammy Riordon

* denotes French-speaking

TOGETHER WE CAN MAKE IT

