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*SHARING MEETINGS – THE THIRD THURSDAY OF EVERY MONTH  

  At 685 William Avenue – 7:30 pm – Library is open at 7:00 pm. 
  NEXT MEETINGS –  March 15, April 19, May 17 

*DROP-IN CENTRE – Monday Afternoons from 1:00 – 3:00 pm  at 105 - 671 William     

  Avenue.  The drop-in is closed on Statutory Holidays.   

* PRESENTATION—Dan Noordman— Wednesday, April 4, 6:30 pm. See page 3 for details. 
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We Are So Alike 

 

We’re so alike, you and I, 

I lost a daughter, 

You lost a son. 

She was eight months old. 

He was thirty-seven. 

She never spoke. 

He called you every Sunday. 

She died nine years ago. 

He’s been buried two months now. 

I always look at babies. 

You see all the young fathers. 

I miss my daughter. 

You miss your son. 

You see, we’re so alike, you and I. 
 

Cathy Heider 

 TCF/Algona, IA 
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Please Join Us 
for 

These Important & Informative Presentations 
 
April 4—Dan Noordman— “When Your Child Has Died from 

a Substance Related Death”.  See page 3 for more details. 
 
May 9—Pat Cuddy— “Why Isn’t My Partner Crying?”  A 

discussion of gender stereotypes.   
 
June 13—Judy Dunn— “After a Suicide: Moving Past Why” 
 
All presentations will be held in the Annie A. Bond Room, 

685 William Ave. at 7:00 pm.  Doors open at 6:30 pm. 
 

Everyone Welcome 

 
                                 
 

Our  thoughts go out to all 

bereaved parents whose 

child(ren) would be 

celebrating a birthday 

during the months of   

March and April. 

 

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. 

Great compassion is the root of altruistic action, 
the object of amazement to the world; there is no 
greater source of help and happiness. 
 

                                                                 —the Dalai Lama 

Part of us forever mourns the loss of our children, but as time goes on, the pain gradually 
begins to lessen.  Someday in the future you may even ask yourself “How did I make it 
through that difficult time in my life?”  Remember, there are people out there who care for 
you.  Take life one day at a time and maybe someday you can be the one to offer assistance to 
someone who is newly bereaved. 
 

                                                                                                                                                              TCF/Okanagan  

MAY THE 

constant love 
OF 

caring friends 
SOFTEN YOUR SADNESS 

MAY 

cherished 
memories 
BRING YOU 

moments of comfort 
MAY  

lasting peace 
SURROUND YOUR 

GRIEVING HEART 

 

 

Memories are a legacy 

 of hope and courage, 

left to help us go on 

 when the giver is gone. 
 

Sascha 

“Wintersun” 
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AT OUR DECEMBER SHARING MEETING 11 were in 

attendance.  Thank you Del for looking after the library.  Thank you 

Marcheta, Allie, Karen and Dolores S. for greeting and facilitating, 

setting up and cleaning up.  A very special thank you from all of us 

there, to Allie for baking her delicious ginger snap cookies and 

sharing them with us!  Delicious! 

 

AT OUR JANUARY SHARING MEETING 11 were in 

attendance with 3 attending for the first time.  Thank you Marcheta 

for setting up and facilitating.  Thank you Dolores S. for setting up 

and looking after the library.  Thank you Karen C. and Allie for 

greeting and cleaning up. Thank you Karen for sharing your 

chocolate covered almonds with us! 

The Compassionate Friends of Canada - Invitation to submit 

Nominations—Our National organization very much wants to see 

Board representation from right across the country, with a special 

plea to chapters in central and eastern Canada.  If you are interested  

in supporting the work of TCF at the National level, please phone 1 

866 823 0141 or email nationaloffice@tcfcanada.net.  Nominations 

need to be received by the end of March; elections take place at the 

Annual Business Meeting.     

PRESENTATION - Dan Noordman —Wednesday, April 4  

Doors open 6:30 pm. Presentation 7:00 pm at 685 William Avenue.   

 - Dan Noordman is currently in his 16th year with the Winnipeg 

Police Service. He is currently assigned to the School Education 

Section within the Community Relations Division where he 

volunteered to become the WPS's Fentanyl Education and 

Awareness Officer and has since become the Subject Matter 

Specialist on Fentanyl for the Winnipeg Police Service.  

    Dan's career path has provided him with investigational 

experience and training through which he has developed in-depth 

knowledge on Fentanyl, Opioids, and addiction. Dan has taken part 

in a number of Panel Discussions as an expert. 

    Dan is the recipient of several awards and recognitions including 

Kiwanis Top Cop Recognition, Winnipeg Police Commendation 

Awards, Coaching Manitoba Vince Leah Memorial Award and the 

2016 Province of Manitoba Attorney Generals Award for Provincial 

Excellence in Law Enforcement. 

    Most importantly, Dan is also a husband, father and grandfather. 

It is through his personal life, and his firsthand encounter of the 

tragic loss of his son that has resulted in him becoming a witness to 

the true effects of grief. But the thing with grief is that it can teach 

you compassion, kindness, patience, forgiveness, gentleness and 

understanding for yourself and others. Grief can be a great teacher. 

    Dan brings an undeniable and powerful personal message to 

listeners and is committed to educating and helping create 

awareness about the new dangers associated with Fentanyl and 

recreational drug use. Dan and his wife are hopeful that by creating 

awareness through education and community partnerships, further 

tragedies can be avoided. 

 

 

REVIEW 

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.   



 

 March * April 2018 * WINNIPEG CHAPTER NEWSLETTER 
Page 4 

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 

♥ Fonds Luc-Gosselin Fund 

♥ Suzanne Gette, Cochrane, AB 

♥ Erni and Chris Priewalder, Austria 

♥ Northbridge Financial Corporation, Toronto, ON 

♥ Government of Manitoba, Families 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The TJ’s Gift Gala is held each year to support kids in our city and throughout our province in their efforts to avoid drug involvement. It is 
no secret that Winnipeg is in the middle of a drug epidemic. The TJ's Gift 
Foundation is working diligently to help make that an issue of the past. 
  
We need your support! We are hopeful that you will attend our Gala, this year, to be held 
on May 17, 2018 at the Canad Inns Polo Park.  If you are able to attend, I would 
appreciate you letting me know by Phone at 204-228-2540 or email at 
karen@tjsgift.com. 
  
Every year, our impact and our successes are growing! We speak to thousands of 
school kids, teachers and parents each year, working with school divisions, clubs and 
even kids who are incarcerated! To date, we have given out nearly 30,000 
wristbands and 40,000 pledge cards to kids across Manitoba! 
  
What a thrill it is, when I go out to speak and a student comes up to me and shows me her wristband, or another, his pledge card, that had 
been given out at a similar event, sometimes years before! 
  
We see the impact everyday through text and social media, where kids are expressing their determination to stay away from drugs. 
  
The value of human life is immeasurable! The value of human life is the promise of a future for everyone, not just that valuable young 
person, because that person affects everyone around him or her. Every cent we raise is put back into helping our kids find their value, their 
place in the world. 
  
The TJ’s Gift 12th Anniversary Gala is a fun evening with a 5-course gourmet dinner, a dance and lots of great auction items. It is our one 
fundraiser throughout the year. 
  
Single tickets are $135 and tables are $1600. These can all be purchased on our website at TJsGift.com, by email at karen@tjsgift.com or 
by phone at 204-228-2540. 
  
Thank you for your support as TJ’s Gift moves into our 12th year! We hope to see you at our gala on May 17, 2018 at Canad Inns Polo 
Park. 

  
   

mailto:karen@tjsgift.com
http://TJsGift.com
mailto:karen@tjsgift.com
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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 April 1st.   
 

From Dan Noordman, Winnipeg: 

     The most tragic and traumatic losses life can deal out to a person is the death of a son or daughter. The death of a child means the loss of 

more than just a precious life. It represents the loss of future experiences and future hopes. No parent is prepared for the loss of a child, and 

when it happens, their world is forever changed. The grief, pain and anguish felt are acute and lasting. 

     In June 2015, our family suffered the tragic and traumatic loss of our beloved son and brother. Ayron was 23 years old when he passed 

away at home in his sleep as a result of an accidental Fentanyl poisoning. His death rocked the core of who we were; our lives forever 

altered. It left us stranded, abandoned, imprisoned and lost. We didn't just lose our son; we lost us too. In an instant we vanished with him. 

When you lose a child, the battle becomes not to lose yourself. 

It is kind of shocking when your world falls to pieces 

and everything and everyone around you carries on with life. 

How can the birds continue to sing? How can people carry on loving life? 

It is like you have become frozen in time and are now watching life like a movie. 

As the weeks and months roll by, life becomes more real again, 

but you will never forget that point in time where your life stood still. 

                                                                                           - Zoe Clark-Coates 

     Two years ago, fentanyl was a word most of us knew nothing of; sadly today that word is heard almost on a daily basis as people from 

all walks of life lose their lives or their loved ones to this horrible poison. As a Police Officer in our City, I saw and knew about this poison 

that was slowly making its appearance on our streets. But, like many families, we didn't think it would happen to us.  

     As more families are affected by addiction, more and more families are left with the grief of losing a loved one. Every overdose death is 

someone's son or daughter. An overdose death can happen to anyone; it does not discriminate and has destroyed the lives of many children. 

Yet the unique experience of grieving an overdose death still hides out in the shadows. It is veiled in guilt and shame, stigma and 

discomfort. Families are left feeling guilty, shame, blame, anger and anxiety. 

     Due to the stigma of drug use and addiction too many people still view addiction as a failure. A failure for not only the addict, but of 

those people around the addict, the loved ones, the friends. They are seen as failing their loved one with addiction and must have done 

something wrong, or did not do enough. Parents are looked at with a biased sympathy and somehow the death of their child doesn't 

compare to a death of a child from an accident or disease. Every loss is personal and deeply internalized to the person experiencing it; there 

is no measuring stick capable of indicating whose is more painful. But parents of an overdose death are left feeling their loss doesn't rate 

the same as others. It is all tragic. Personal loss of a child should never have a pain rating. The real tragedy is that people get wrapped up 

and lose sight of who the person was underneath the stigma of an overdose death.  

     We need a culture change. We need to shift from a culture of shame and punishment to one of healing and wellness. In order to change 

our culture we need to change our beliefs and stigmas associated with overdose deaths.  

     One of the most important things families can do after an overdose or poisoning death of a child is to control the messaging. I recently 

read that when we think wrong, we believe wrong and when we believe wrong, we act wrong. The words parents use have a dramatic 

impact on the stigma surrounding an overdose death. The term "Opioid related death" should be used in replace of "Opioid Overdose" in 

order to avoid any suggestion that the death was intentional. The term "overdose" is sometimes associated with self-harm or an intentional 

act by the victim. The term "overdose" then re-victimizes the victim of an unintentional opioid related death and families are left feeling 

they need to defend their child or even worse, remain silent.  With fentanyl and carfentanil now tainting the entire drug supply on the street, 

many of our children didn’t even know they were ingesting these deadly poisons. A poison is any substance, including medication, whether 

prescribed or not, that is harmful to your body if too much is eaten, inhaled, injected, or absorbed through the skin. An unintentional 

poisoning occurs when a person taking or given too much of a substance did not mean to cause harm to themselves.  

     With the poisons in the drug supply right now, anyone's child could die of fentanyl poisoning. This is affecting casual users of any kind 

of drug, people suffering from Substance Use Disorder and inexperienced teens and young adults. The statistics might tell you that 

hundreds of people have died to date in Manitoba from addiction and drug overdoses, but not one of those is just a statistic to those who 

loved them.  

     Every loss is personal and deeply internalized to the person experiencing it; there is no measuring stick capable of indicating whose is 

more painful. It is all tragic. We decided that we did not want our life to be defined by Ayron’s death but instead, inspired by his life. We 

move forward in time and remember the past. We no longer count the days since we last saw him, we count down the days until we see 

him again. 

 

Ayron Wilder Noordman 

1992/03/29 - 2015/06/28 

Forever loved and never forgotten 
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SHARING  
 

 

From Suzanne Gette, Cochrane, AB: 

Dearest Compassionate Friends,   May your hearts continue to reach out to those suffering losses of which no words can 

express,  often times there are losses upon losses . . . We thank you – Shamattawa, York Landing, Brochet, Lac Brochet, 

Bloodvein, Hollow Water, Little Black River, Little Grand Rapids.  We look forward to the newsletters as they provide a 

soothing balm to the pain of grief.  God Bless You as you continue to Bless us in the valley of darkness.  You are a light for 

us! 

 

From Glenn and Noreen Duncan, Winnipeg: 

THANK YOU for the work you continue to do to bring community compassion and healing to bereaved parents and siblings.   

 

From Evelyn Hofer, Kathleen and Ben Lall, Winnipeg: 

Thank you very much ladies, for your love and support for me and my parents. Wishing all of you a Merry Christmas and a 

great 2018. 

 

From Fran Bailey, Kenora, ON: 

Dear Betty, Marcheta and all,   Thank you again for the Candlelight Service in November.  You and the many volunteers do 

such a wonderful job of organizing this event.  The candlelight in the room was beautiful.   

     I am enclosing a donation in memory of my son, Norman E. Schultz, on his birthday, December 10.  The newsletters that 

you put together provide so much support and understanding. 

     I happened to be reading a book one day and I came across this verse at the beginning of one of the chapters and I wanted 

to share it with the group.   “God gave us memories so that we might have roses in December.”  By James M. Barrie 

     Thinking of all of you at this time of year and wishing you the very best.  

 

From Joan and Bert Rebeiro, Winnipeg: 

Hello Compassionate Friends and Supporters,    A small donation for 2017 to cover the costs of postage.  Your name has 

been listed in our will at the time of our passing.  The beautiful and sharing newsletter has been of much help.  God bless you 

all and thank you.   

 

From Mary Steele, Conception Bay S., NL: 

Congratulations to the wonderful, dedicated TCF volunteers on the 40th anniversary of caring for others in grief.  So much 

appreciated by so many parents, especially for me going back 25+ years.  My thoughts were with you as you celebrated, so 

sorry I couldn’t be there. 

 

From Sheila Toderian, LWDH Mental Health & Addictions Services, Kenora, ON: 

Thank you very much for a copy of your Candlelight Service program.  You certainly made our planning so much easier.  It 

was a lovely event.  Sad, but healing.  Thank you so much for all your support. 

 

From Erni and Chris Priewalder, Austria: 

From Austria we send the best Christmas Wishes to all of you.  On the occasion of celebrating 40 years of Compassion, we 

want to contribute some money.  You know how much we appreciate your work and we want to support it a little.  Last but not 

least we wish the best for 2018.   
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The Anticipation of Spring 

 
     Spring is a time for growth and renewal.  As a child, teen, and then an adult, I always looked forward to spring with 

anticipation.  The thoughts of green grass, budding trees, and blooming flowers of all varieties and colors were a welcome 

change from the long cold, dreary Michigan winter. 

     It was a magical time of year.  When I was a child, each member of my family watched anxiously to lay claim to being the 

first to spot the familiar hop-hop of the returning robin, the first sign that spring was actually here.  We could finally take off 

the gloves, shed our heavy winter coats and boots, and roll down the windows on the car to hear the laughter of children 

playing outside and smell the fresh mown grass as we’d drive down the road. 

     That’s the way it was for me on the first day of spring 12 years ago.  I remarked how beautiful the tulips looked as they 

danced in the wind.  The trees were budding, and there was magic in the air.  My kids and I shed our heavy winter coats, 

flinging them in the backseat, rolled down the windows of the car, and started singing in celebration of the beautiful day we 

were experiencing. 

     And then . . . IT happened. 

     Suddenly, undeniably, horrifically—my world, my spring, my life changed. 

     My 5-year-old son, Stephen, died that first spring day.  His 8-year-old sister, Stephanie, my firstborn, died a few hours 

later, enough past midnight to list the next day on the death certificate.  Gone was the laughter, the magic, the beauty of my 

world. 

     The springs that followed were no longer filled with anticipation or magic.  They were dark and ugly and filled with 

memories too painful to talk about.  I wanted nothing to do with “spring.”  If H.G. Well’s time machine had existed, I would 

have entered it at the end of winter and fast-forwarded through spring. 

     As time marched on and one spring followed another, I learned an important lesson in my journey through grief: As much 

as I wanted to, I couldn’t fast-forward through the hard spots.  I couldn’t go around them.  I had to go through them slowly, 

like a dog paddling through water, so I could get to the other side.  Somehow doing this taught me to cope, to endure, to face 

tomorrow and all the first days of spring that followed.  It’s much like the transformation that takes place when a butterfly 

emerges from a dark, cold, seemingly lifeless chrysalis. 

     A few years ago, as winter was drawing to a close and the first day of spring was quickly approaching, I looked out the 

kitchen window toward the budding pear tree in the backyard and discovered it was full of chirping robins.  I smiled and knew 

that spring somehow wasn’t going to be so bad.  It was once again time to enjoy the smells of the season, the beauty of the 

budding trees, and the magic that the season had to offer.  And I knew Stef and Steve would have wanted that for me. 

 
Pat Loder, TCF/Lakes Area Chapter, MI 

Easter Thoughts 
 

One more winter overcome, 
one more darkness 

turned to light and promise. 
 

Winter is the price for spring. 
Struggle is the price for life. 

 

Even in sorrow, remember 
to prepare your heart 

for celebration - 
next spring perhaps. 

Or the spring after that... 
 

Sascha 
“Wintersun” 

 
Find a little time for spring,  

even if your days are troubled. 

Let a little sunshine in...let your 

memories be doubled.  Take a little time 

to see all the things your child was seeing, 

and your tears will help your heart find  

a better time for being. 

 
Sascha Wagner 
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GRIEF OF THE NEWLY BEREAVED 

 

T 
he news that our child is dead thrusts us into an experience that is horrendous beyond our wildest dreams.  Our child, 

literally a physical part of our bodies at one time, is torn from us by death and we are left with the seemingly 

impossible task of learning to live without him or her.  And absolutely no one is prepared for it.  Few bereaved 

persons are ever prepared for the experience of grief - certainly bereaved parents are not.  One learns to cope with the grief and 

eventually return to normality.  This takes time and considerable grief work that we must learn how to do, but it might be 

helpful to discuss some aspects of grief that are special problems for the newly bereaved. 
 

The most common phrase heard from the newly bereaved is, “I feel like I’m going crazy”.  The pain and the accompanying 

emotions are so intense that it doesn’t seem possible that a normal human being can experience them and still live.  You may 

believe that you are going insane, or at least on the verge of it, but you are not.  You are experiencing the normal physical and 

psychological reaction to deep loss.  With your child’s death you have experienced the ultimate loss, therefore you will 

experience the ultimate grief, which is deeply, deeply painful and all the emotions will be in the extreme. 
 

Another surprise in my early grief (by early grief I mean any time up to approximately the first anniversary of your child’s 

death) is that you may not experience the most painful part of your grief in the beginning.  Many parents have said, “I thought 

it was bad in the first few months, but it got worse around three to six months”.  In the first few days, most of us are in deep 

shock that prevents us from facing the reality all at once.  This protects us for a short time, but then that begins to wear off 

slowly and the pain begins.  Oh yes, we know in our heads very soon that our child is dead, but at a deeper level we are still 

expecting him or her to come home or that this is all a nightmare from which we will soon wake.  The full reality sets in some 

months later.  It is then that the real pain of grief begins.  As a matter of fact, grief that heals CANNOT begin until we know at 

a deep level that our child is dead.  It isn’t for a few months that that happens, therefore the deepest pain comes later.   
 

Another aspect of grief that is a surprise to the newly bereaved is the intensity of the emotions felt.  Grief consumes us.  It 

takes us over so completely that we feel we are the epitome of pain and anguish.  We radiate pain from within and without.  

We feel we are a totally different self.  Nothing is familiar.  It is as if the me I have been all my life no longer exists and that 

someone else has taken over my body.  It is as if I am standing alone, vulnerable and defenceless.  It is as though only I exist 

and all the world is looking at me.  This feeling has been described by bereaved parents as “having an aura around me”, or 

“having the words ‘bereaved parent’ tattooed on my forehead”.  We feel “different” and exposed and alone. 
 

Another unimaginable experience follows from this feeling of aloneness and vulnerability - that of the amazement that others 

are so insensitive to your feelings or to your needs.  You will be amazed that the world keeps turning and that people continue 

to go about their everyday lives as if nothing had happened.  There is a “centredness on self” in grief that few of us have ever 

experienced in our lives before.  You may be shocked and angered over and over again by the comments and innuendoes made 

by others.  They will expect you to function as if nothing is different.  It is likely that others will be uncomfortable around you 

and it will be a rare person who will speak your child’s name or allow you to do so.  Generally, people will see you as “sick” 

or “abnormal” and you may be amazed that those from who you expect some understanding and empathy will be unable to 

give it to you.  People will tell you what you should and should not do to make your hurt go away, and when their advice 

doesn’t work (I can guarantee you it won’t), they will tell you that you aren’t trying hard enough.  Unfortunately, you will be 

the one expected to understand, ignore and/or forgive them.  The result of this insensitivity will add considerably to the normal 

anger and hurt of your grief, because, try as you may, you will not be able to understand, ignore or forgive them for a long 

time. 
 

No one gets “used” to grief, but as a newly bereaved parent you have been thrust into an experience that is different beyond 

your wildest expectations.  From a comparatively comfortable existence you are thrown into a pit of the most devastating and 

debilitating pain that anyone will ever know.  Those of us who have been bereaved for a year or longer have experienced these 

surprises and found ways to protect ourselves and to survive. 
 

There is only one thing worse than the grief we experience after our child/ren dies and that is to experience it in ignorance of 

what is normal and what is likely to be experienced.  No one can grieve for us.  We must do it ourselves, but we can eliminate 

the added anxiety that this ignorance can create.  Information on the process of grief and suggestions for making the daily  
 

                                                                                                                                                                                       Continued... 
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living of grief survivable abounds in TCF newsletters and in the many books on grief that are available.  Take advantage of 

them.  Even if you never attend a TCF meeting, you still have information available to you, that will not only help you to 

survive your grief, but to allow this unchosen and terrible experience to be a cause for the development of greater strength and 

growth. 
 

If advice to the newly bereaved can be summed up in a few words, it is this: 
 

1. Learn about the grief process.  READ…..READ…..READ 

2. Get a support system.  Attend TCF meetings or, at the least find one friend who will let you talk about your child and/or 

your pain. 

3. Know that what you are experiencing is NORMAL.  The only “wrong” thing is not to grieve.  
 

                                                                                                                                                                     Margaret H. Gerner, St. Louis, USA 

                                                                                                                                                    Gratefully reprinted from TCF/Otago Chapter                                                                                                          

GRANDPARENTS 
 

Double Whammy 

 
 
A frail, old man in a grey suit walked up to the bier.  Spreading his small body across the casket and crying, he said in broken 
English, “She’s so young.  It should have been me.  I’m old.  Why not me?”  His grandchild’s wake was totally unacceptable.  
Far less acceptable to him than that of older family members. 
 

Until I witnessed this touching scene, I had not thought of a grandparent hurting so.  In fact, I hadn’t thought of grandparents 
and grief at all.  So I asked a variety of older men and women who’ve lost a grandchild, “What hurts the most?” 
 

At sixty-four, three years after her granddaughter’s death, a grieving grandmother remembers vividly: “I was there at the 
hospital when my grandchild died.  I wanted to put my arms around her and say, ‘Fight, Terri.  Fight for your life.’  But I didn’t.  
I could only stand by and watch her leave.  And then I looked at my daughter.  She looked like she had died, too.” 
 

When a grandchild dies, grandparents are called upon in their sorrow to witness the agony of their own child, as well.  It’s a 
double whammy—two heartaches.  In both, they feel powerless.  In both, they feel the need to be strong.  “I had to be the 
mother of a child again,” said a grieving grandmother, her voice cracking slightly, “the mother who always kissed the hurt and 
made it better.  But this time I couldn’t make it better.” 
 

The feeling that permeates all the stories is one of helplessness and frustration: The thought is that “All I can do is be there for 
my child.” 
 

“You play out the role that is expected of you and then, of course, you must deal with your own grief.”  Often when the 
grandparents leave their children’s homes, they return to their own and scream, throw things, or cry.  The pressure to “be 
strong” emanates from an inner voice, a voice that cries out in its own pain.  And while it is often self-imposed, the same 
invocation is also often administered by friends who want to say something—anything—that will help. 
 

Parents of bereaved parents are digging deep into their years of experience to haul out strength.  Grief is a selfish master, but 
they can not give way to it.  Their own, powerful grief must be secondary to the pain of their child.  And they may have to 
become the mortar that holds the family bricks together. 
 

What hurts?  “It hurts not to be able to talk about my grandson,” said one of the younger grandparents.  “People clam up when 
I broach the subject.”  While some grandparents want to keep their grief private (mostly grandfathers, but also a few women), 
the majority of those interviewed want to be able to talk freely about their grandchild. 
 

“He lived!  He was real!  I still want to tell the stories about the cute things he did.”  Looking younger than her forty-four years, 
the grieving grandma was adamant. 
 

Though friends want to help, they may not know how.  They often feel awkward and helpless.  It’s unfamiliar territory, but  
 

                                                                                                                                                                                     Continued...  
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whatever the reason, we must learn and we must try to understand so there will be help for our friends. 
 

Sometimes other family members—a sister, brother or in-law—may be there for grieving grandparents.  Even a few good 
friends can help.  Grieving grandparents seldom even receive sympathy cards. 
 

In most discussions I had with elder parents, there was anger sometimes, but rarely bitterness or guilt (which grieving parents 
often feel strongly).  In almost all cases, there was the matter-of-fact attitude that these young deaths were part of living, an 
incredibly devastating part of life, but a segment that people are called upon to go through.  One woman, who referred to 
herself as “non-religious”, talked about her beliefs.  “The good Lord deals a hand to each of us and we can’t ask for a new 
deck.” 
 

What help is there then for this disenfranchised grief?  Will it hurt more if we talk about their grandchildren?  Won’t we make 
them cry?  The truth of the matter is that it’s the situation that hurts them, not the conversation, and we don’t make them cry, 
we let them cry.  Nothing will take away the pain.  Nothing said or done can accomplish that.  In our awkwardness, we have all 
said, “Life goes on,” or “They’re better off now,” or “They’re happy with God,” or “Now you have to be strong for your child.”  
But even if these things were true, they couldn’t take away the pain.  For those who want to help, here are a few suggestions, 
based on what I learned in my interviews: 
 

 Send sympathy cards.  They are more appreciated than you know. 
 

 Say, “I’ll call you soon to see if you need anything.”  Don’t suggest that they call; chances are that they won’t want to “be a 
bother”. 

 

 Make calls and visits brief unless they indicate that they want a longer conversation. 
 

 Listen, but don’t give advice.  Even if you’ve walked in their shoes, use caution about advice. 
 

 If they cry, allow your own discomfort to be secondary to their pain. 
 

Since the primary concern of grieving grandparents is usually their own child, it is thoughtful to offer help with washing dishes, 
mowing lawns, shovelling snow, running errands, or chauffeuring.  Above all, they need time for their sorrow—sometimes, 
several years.  They need listeners who will allow them to talk about the grandchild in their own time and their own way.  Don’t 
be reluctant to share a fond remembrance if you have one.  Every day they are dealing with words like “funeral”, “casket”, and 
“grave”.  Don’t be afraid of that terminology. 
 

If they cry, remember it is because of the situation and you can’t change that, just as they can’t change it for their own 
children.  They will be grateful if anniversaries of their grandchild’s birth and death are remembered.  They will also appreciate 
a note or call every so often just to remind them that they are being remembered and cared about.  They are especially 
grateful if their own children include them in any discussions or decisions, and they can often bring a great deal of support and 
wisdom. 
 

Showing you care in these ways will help more than words, but the most important thing to remember is that although nothing 
can take away the pain, caring is the next best thing.  You can show that you care. 
 
Gail Toerpe 
Gratefully lifted from TCF/Vancouver Island Chapters 

 
“If you have ever lost a child,  

then you understand more about hell  
than anyone could possibly be  

expected to know.” 
 

Kelly Farley 

 

Sometimes 

Memories  
sneak out of my Eyes and  

Roll down my  

Cheeks  
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M y husband Glen and I had been married twenty-four years when 
our seventeen year old son Nathan was killed by a drunk driver.  

Nathan was our third son to die.  I was twenty-six and twenty-eight 
when Jimmy and Ethan died.  I did not sense their deaths challenged 
our marriage quite as much as Nathan’s death did.  We had only been 
married six and eight years when the babies died.  Perhaps because we 
were young or perhaps because we had two other small children, we 
were so preoccupied with our remaining responsibilities we didn’t 
notice the attacks to our marriage that seemed so prevalent when 
Nathan died. 
 

Somehow we survived his death and our marriage survived as well.  We have now been married 46 and a half 
years, and most importantly, we still like each other!  How did we do it. 
 
We were already aware of our differences in personality.  Glen faced problems very methodically and logically.  
I faced problems like a bull in a china closet - head on, with very little logic. 
 
Glen faced Nathan’s death in his typical methodical style.  I now know he was devastated, but he didn’t know 
how to show his sorrow.  He went to work every day and appeared to be functioning normally. 
 

I cried and howled.  I felt so much rage that anyone who crossed me in any way was a potential victim.  I could 
not think; I bucked my normal routine, and missed as many days of work as possible.  My roller coaster emotions 
kept everyone at arms’ length.  I often locked myself in the bedroom and refused to talk with anyone.  Glen 
very patiently slid notes under the bedroom door, assuring me of his love.  “You are the love of my life,” he 
wrote and spoke those words to me until I would finally open the door and sob and sob as he held me. 
 
At first I viewed his quiet manner as weakness.  I wanted him to confront the justice system and set everyone 
straight who questioned my style of grieving.  His consistent behaviour finally made sense to me.  Logically he 
felt certain the DA would not listen to him, and he knew others didn’t understand our grief, so why exert the 
effort in trying to change them.  I saw that his predictable behaviour also meant he loved me before Nathan 
died and he wasn’t about to change any time soon. 
 
One night he sat in front of me, got my attention, and said, “I don’t care what you do; I’m not leaving!”  And he 
meant it!  If he wasn’t going to leave, I decided I needed to learn to understand him. 
 
As we talked we began to realize the best thing we could do to honor Nathan’s life was to learn to love each 
other even more deeply. 
 
We now realize our differences are not weaknesses; they can be viewed as strengths.  Thank goodness Glen is a 
peacemaker.  If he weren’t, I question anyone would still be speaking to us.  Often I speak without my brain 
being in gear. 
 
Glen has learned I have the ability to size up a situation quickly.  I can make decisions fast.  I may not always be 
right, but I’m fast.  I have a sensitive side that probably causes my tears to flow often, but my sensitivity also 
helps me know when others are in need.  Glen has learned to trust my sensitive intuition. 
 
We have learned that “different” doesn’t mean one of us is wrong.  It just means we are different, and 
different is OK. 
 
                                                                                                                                                                                Marilyn Heavilin 

How  
We  
Grieve 
Differently  
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Does Grief  Really  
Go Away? 

 
 
 

O f course you know the answer to the question in the title.  
In this article I want to review many of the ways that 

grief does not go away.  When you approach people who’ve 
not experienced a significant death in their life, especially the 
death of a child, grandchild or sibling, and ask, “How can 
you tell if someone is in grief?” you often get answers such 
as, “They are crying, they look sad, they talk about their 
loved one, they aren’t themselves, they seem out of it.”  OK, 
fair enough.  But, what do these same people think when 
these symptoms are not visible? For many people, they 
breathe a sigh of relief that the bereaved person is “over” 
their grief or has “moved on” with their life.  Several years 
ago I did an analysis of the media (radio, TV, newspapers) 
and found that journalists like to use terms like closure, 
healed, accept or recover when talking about a person who 
has experienced a death.  However, these are not terms that 
bereaved people typically use.  The media use of these 
words only adds to the myth that we “get over” a death. 
 

Because grief is such a complicated array of reactions, it 
would be amazing if any bereaved person someday totally 
“had closure, healed, accepted, and recovered.”  Several 
years ago, with input from bereaved people, I put together a 
beginning list of grief reactions by classifying them into five 
categories: 
 

   Mind 
 

   Heart 
 

   Spiritual 
 

   Other People  
 

   Physical 
 

In this article we will look at the Mind category and see how 
some of these grief reactions can last a lifetime.  In future 
articles we’ll examine the other four categories.  See if you 
have found yourself experiencing any of the reactions listed 
below.  If so, well, then—that’s grief. 
 

You may want to give this article to someone to help them 
further understand how you never will really be “over it.” 
 

Read the grief reactions below along with statements that 
people say and check the ones that still apply to you today. 
 

Mind 
 

   Denial - “I still can’t believe this happened.” Or “I just can’t 
   believe that she (or he) is gone.” 
 

   Unreality - “Sometimes this just feels so unreal.” 
 

   Time Distortion - “At times it feels so long ago and yet 
   other times if feels like yesterday.” 
 

   Avoidance - “There are people, places or things that I still 
   avoid since the death.” 
 

   Searching - “I still find myself searching for this person.” 
 

   Longing & Missing - “I still miss him (or her) being in my 
   life.” 
 

   Loss of Shared Communication - “I don’t have the 
   person who shared my ideas or little inside jokes with me.” 
 

   Multiple Reminders - “Everywhere I look reminds me of  
   my loss.” 
 

   Concentration Problems - “I still have problems focusing 
   on things.” 
 

   Memory Problems - “Since the death my memory is still 
   not what it used to be.” 
 

   Obsessive Thoughts - “I keep having the same thoughts 
   of my loved one over and over.” 
 

   Rituals - “There are things I still feel I need to do in  
   recognition of my loved one.” 
 

   Confusion - “I’m still confused about many things related 
   to the death.” 
 

   Altered Sense of the Future - “I don’t look forward to the 
   future anymore.” 
 

   Desire to Obtain More Information - “There is still a lot 
   about the death I want to know.” 
 

   Disruption of Social Clock - “It is wrong that my child (or 
   grandchild) died before me.” 
 

   Dreams and Nightmares - “I still dream about her (or 
   him).” 
 

   Loss of Role - “Since the death I wonder who I am 
   anymore.” 
 

These are just some of the Mind reactions that people can 
have for a lifetime.  How many did you check?  Don’t worry if 
you checked many or a few.  There is not a “score” to add 
up.  The death of your child, grandchild, or brother or sister 
is something that has forever changed your life.  Therefore, 
while the pain lessens, coping with the many aspects of grief 
is a lifelong process. 
 

Yola, one of the original Seattle TCF moms put it so well 
when she talked about the grief of her son after 20 years.  
She said, “You know, Dr. Bob, grief is unfinished love.”  Yes, 
Yola, you are so right. 
 
Love, 
Dr. Bob 
 
Dr. Bob Baugher is a Psychology Instructor at Highline College in 
Des Moines, Washington where he teaches courses in Psychology 
and Death Education.  As a trainer for LivingWorks he has trained 
more than 1,000 people in suicide intervention.  Dr. Baugher has 
written several books and articles on grief and loss.  He has been 
invited to give workshops at TCF National Conferences for the past 
20 years and has been the professional adviser to parents and 
siblings of the South King County (Seattle) Chapter of The 
Compassionate Friends for 30 years. 
 

We Need Not Walk Alone 2017 
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The Unique Aspects of Sibling Grief 
From the shadows we come, the surviving siblings.  We are 
all ages: younger, older, twins and subsequent children.  We 
have our own story to tell, one that is often brushed aside in 
the concern for our parents, the spouse, and even the 
children of our sibling.  We are grieving, experiencing the 
same intensity of pain, but not always acknowledged by 
others.  When a child dies, a future is lost; when a parent 
dies, it is the past which is buried.  The death of a sibling is 
the death of a friend, a rival, an antagonist, a confidant, and 
perhaps a co-conspirator.  It is important to help give siblings 
a voice as we struggle in the shadows, searching to find light 
in the darkness. 
 

My mother would tell you that when my brother, Big A died, 
“the world went dark and silent.  No longer did life seem 
worth living.  The sun grew cold and the music died.  There 
were no happy sounds in our house anymore and the sun 
cast only shadows of sadness.”  When Austin died, we all 
thought the sun had left forever.  But much to our dismay, 
the sun kept coming up and we had to keep going, even 
though we didn’t always know where we were going!  My 
mom used to tell people that the only reason she got up after 
my brother died was because I needed cereal.  There is a 
little more to the story. 
 

It is true, I was hungry.  But what she didn’t tell you is that at 
first, she moved the cereal down to a lower cabinet, to make 
it easier for me to reach.  And then she put the milk in a 
smaller container so I didn’t need help pouring it.  Then the 
TV was moved to a shorter shelf so I could turn on my own 
cartoons.  By now, all the possible accommodations had 
been made for me to be “self-sufficient,” — mind you, I was 
4.  But every day I came back, needing something else.  
Finally, my mom, exhausted and looking to grieve in peace, 
asked me what more could I possibly need? 
 

I told her that I needed my brother back.  We cried together 
while she explained patiently to her 4-year-old daughter for 
the thousandth time that he could not come back.  Then I 
asked her when our family would be fixed, “unbroken.”  I 
didn’t have the words then that I do now, to say that I was 
hungry for more than cereal.  I had lost my brother...and we 
were at risk of losing so much more… 
 

It was then, in the early hours of a Saturday morning, that 
we came to realize that in our own unique struggles to find a 
way to breathe in those early days, we had lost each other.  
We didn’t lose my brother, he died.  But we were at risk of 
losing the support of our little family.  This was the spark for 
us, the start of our commitment to find a way to reach 
through our differences in our losses to find some common 
ground. 
 

Our story in not unique.  One of the most difficult parts of 
being a bereaved sibling is the loss of the family we knew.  
Our parents are consumed by their own grief and while we 
certainly understand why, our experience is that none of our 
supports are the same.  Siblings are the people who have 

known us and our family the longest.  Our friends may not 
know how to help, and may shy away.  Extended family is 
primarily concerned with our parents, and the family that we 
knew is shattered seemingly beyond repair. 
 

How can you help a bereaved sibling? 
 

Acknowledge that sibling loss is devastating - often sibs 
feel we are the “Forgotten Mourners.”  We may be asked 
how their parents are handling the loss.  Many times, we feel 
that our loss is not given as much weight by supportive 
others.  Take the time to ask surviving siblings how we are 
doing. 
 

Encourage us to seek and accept emotional support for 
ourselves - sometimes we feel driven to support our 
parents.  Many siblings report putting their own grief on hold 
to care for parents or out of fear that their grieving will make 
things worse for their grieving parents who “have enough to 
deal with.”  This can result in siblings feeling isolated and 
alone within their own families.  We may need reminders 
and permission to grieve and to accept our own support. 
 

Allow us to grapple with our guilt - the truth is that all 
sibling relationships are not perfect and even great ones 
come with some not-so-hot moments of rivalry or ugly 
words.  Grief has a unique quality of playing back newsreels 
of the worst moments between us and our siblings when we 
are feeling down.  Remind us of memories where we were 
kind to our sibling.  Help us put into perspective our normal 
sibling relationships.  It would be weird if every moment we 
had with them was actually perfect.  We may need you to 
help us to remember this. 
 

We are surviving siblings.  We face many challenges, 
sometimes alone.  But with support and a lot of grief work, 
we can emerge from the shadows.  We can claim our roles, 
and live the legacies we have chosen of our loved ones with 
pride (colored with sadness). 
 

Am I Still a Sister?  You bet I am!  And just as my little family 
learned in the wee hours of a Saturday morning, crying over 
breakfast cereal, I hope our TCF family can find that we are 
all bereaved, we are all hurting, we are many things, BUT 
WE ARE NOT ALONE.  Together we can become a family 
circle, broken by death, but mended by love. 
 
Allie Sims Franklin, LICSW (Big A’s sister) 
We Need Not Walk Alone 
 
Allie Sims Franklin, LICSW is a Licensed Clinical Social Worker 
and a grief management specialist, and the big sister of Austin 
Sims.  She is the author of Am I Still A Sister? and a contributing 
author in Dear Parents and The Dying and Bereaved Teenager.  
She co-authored A Place For Me: A Healing Journey for 
Grieving Kids, Footsteps Through Grief, The Other Side of 
Grief and Finding Your Way Through Grief with her mother, 
Darcie D. Sims.  Allie is currently serving as the President of the 
Board of Directors for TCF and is the Executive Director of the non-
profit crisis lifeline, Crisis Clinic, in Seattle, WA. 
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Minivan Moments 
 

When my children were born, I was in my late 30’s climbing 

a corporate ladder, and driving the one car I ever cared 

about.  I am not a “car person.”  I usually don’t care much 

about what I’m driving as long as the engine starts.  But that 

car?  That car was a silver Saab 900S.  What a car!  I loved 

the way it handled, the way it looked, and the way it made 

me look.  I was convinced that a certain cachet accompanied 

driving such a car. 
 

I soon learned that a Saab 900S most 

decidedly did not work for two toddlers or 

preschoolers.  By this time, I was a full time 

mom, having stepped off the corporate 

ladder.  I needed a vehicle that could 

accommodate car seats, diaper bags, mini-coolers, and 

portable potties.  I did not need a Saab; I needed a minivan.  

Reluctantly, I joined the army of minivan driving mothers. 
 

I have no idea how many miles I put on the two or three 

minivans we owned over the years.  I regularly took the 

children to visit my newly widowed mother, a three-hour 

drive away.  I drove to pick them up at school, to take them 

to sports practice, to music lessons, to doctor’s 

appointments.  I drove them to summer camp.  We loaded 

up the minivan to head to the beach for a week. 
 

In the minivan, I refereed sibling spats, handed snack bags 

to grumpy children, eavesdropped on their conversations 

with friends, and played books on tape (Little Lord 

Fauntleroy was a favorite.)  I picked them up from 

sleepovers in those minivans. 
 

I have no sense of direction and was lost far too often.  

When GPS first came out and was advertised on TV, the 

children instantly exclaimed, “MOM!  THAT’S what you 

need!!” 
 

When the middle school band director persuaded Jordan that 

he should play tuba, I had no idea I would become a “tuba 

mom.”  But I did indeed become a “tuba mom,” transporting 

the instrument between home and school, creating an 

illusion that practicing had taken place.  I transported it to 

competition sites and I delivered it to concert locations. 
 

My minivans are gone.  They are also gone for many of my 

friends who were raising their children at the same time I 

raised mine.  Those friends have intact families.  Their adult 

children may be geographically dispersed, but they are 

thriving and regularly the “whole” family is together.  Often 

those families have expanded to include in-laws and 

grandchildren.  Photos are posted on social 

media.  I try not to be swallowed by envy 

when I see such photos.  I will never again 

have a new photo of my “whole” family, my 

“intact” family. 
 

I imagine that some of them feel sad and wistful about those 

halcyon days gone by.  I do, too.  But in addition to the 

sadness and wistfulness, I feel something else: recalling 

those minivan moments utterly breaks my heart.  I try to 

carry gratitude with that pain.  I am grateful for memories of 

minivan moments and I am very, very, very glad I 

surrendered the Saab. 
 

Peggi Johnson 
 

After adopting two children, Peggi resigned from her corporate 

career in telecommunications and devoted herself to full time 

motherhood.  When her son, Jordan, died by suicide at the age of 

19, Peggi, her husband Jeff, and her daughter Claire were 

devastated and dumbfounded.  They joined the Arlington, VA 

Chapter of TCF and Peggi edited the newsletter for six chapters in 

the Washington, DC area for two years.  After her husband’s 

retirement, they relocated to Charlottesville, VA where they joined 

the Piedmont, VA TCF Chapter.  Peggi serves as chapter co-

leader and edits the chapter 

newsletter.  She is also a volunteer 

for hospice and writes articles for 

TCF.  
 

We Need Not Walk Alone    

I  try to carry gratitude 

with that pain 

As the sun goes down and the day fades away, I marvel at the beauty 

and I appreciate the gifts that I have been blessed with.  I do not fear 

the approaching darkness as I know I will be able to bask in the glory 

of the night sky.  The stars, the moon, and the wonders of life. I do not 

fear the darkness, because I know that the sun will rise in the morning 

and show me the beauty of another day! 
 
                                                                Bobby Morton, Cape Cod Chapters 
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TCF helped me find hope three years after my daughter died 

due to extreme prematurity (23 weeks).  I thought I was going 

crazy that I had not “moved on/gotten over it” until my first 

chapter meeting.  The Compassionate Friends helped me 

realize everything I was feeling was valid and I was not alone. 
 

                       Julia West, ATC, BCTMB, St. Paul, MN Chapter 

When a mother elephant loses 

her baby, the other elephants  

stand in a circle around her 

and allow her all the time 

she needs to grieve and  

mourn.  They don’t hurry her to 

abandon the body.  They  

gently touch her with their 

trunks, a silent show of 

unwavering support. 
 

BP/USA 

 
 

I stood over the coffin 
And gazed upon a child’s face. 

No trace of death’s pain 
Marred his features. 

 

My eyes moved lower, vainly searching 
For the rise and fall of life. 

The St. Christopher medal resting there 
Forever still. 

 

Clem, with stuffing peeking out  
From behind a furry ear, 

Lay clasped within the circle 
Of the child’s arms. 

 

I reached out to hold  
His tiny hand  

And recoiled, as though burnt 
By death’s chill. 

 

It was the socks though  
That got to me. 

Fuzzy yellow socks  
On feet too small to die. 

 

   ~Lee Vollman, TCF/Regina, SK 
 

In memory of nephew,  
Christopher Mark Hamilton 

December 18, 1972 - June 11, 1977 
 

Reflections From the Heart 

FOREVER STILL 

 

 
 

You didn’t choose me, I chose you 
Before you were born, I knew you by name 

You’re crying for help, don’t be afraid 
Just let your heart rest in me. 

 

You’re calling, I hear you 
I’m on my way and soon I’ll be near you 

I’ll warm you, I’ll heal you 
My Love is Just A Touch Away. 

 

I made you, I mold you 
Now put your faith in me like I told you 

There’s nothing that can take you 
From the shadow of my hand. 

 

Can a mother forget the child she carries? 
Can a father take back the name he gives his son? 

Never be afraid I’m always with you 
See your name on the palm of my hand. 

 

Trust me, believe me 
You’ll never go too far without me 

You’re calling, I hear you  
My Love is Just A Touch Away. 

 
Written and Composed by Tony Falzano 

Copyright 1977 and 2009 by Monica Street Music. 
All Rights Reserved. 

Reprinted with permission from Grief Digest, 
Centering Corporation 

Just A Touch Away 

 

How I Found Hope . . .  
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I have a strong character.  I’m not sure about my 

Higher Power these days, but I do have a Light 
inside of me that urges me on to healing, even 
during those days when my eyelids are too swollen 
to lift them up to Heaven. 

 
I vacillate between great days and very low days, but mostly, I function well, and there will always be a vein of 
sorrow that runs through everything I do.  Maybe there was a time when I thought it would hurt less if my life 
came to an end, but I never thought about taking my own life.  I just didn’t want to hurt anymore. 
 
Grief is grief.  Grief is something that we must go through.  Grief is harsh at best.  I don’t want grief to be an 
impetus for self-destructive behaviour, and I think that months and years of chronic lament are self-destructive, 
at least, they are for me. 
 
I’ve been sad lately, but I’ve managed to smile, laugh, work at my relationships, and carry on.  I will never be the 
same, of course, but I’ve managed to navigate my life after the storm.  Moving forward after the loss of a child is a 
true feat of courage - in spite of the pain I feel in my heart, and in spite of the way that grief distorts my brain 
from time to time.  Death is not fair.  The hole that death leaves in our lives is forever, and it knocks the air out of 
us a few times during our day, and sometimes for many days. 
 
I just don’t want my life to stop because of the pain that comes in waves and, sometimes, in tsunamis, that 
threaten to push me deep into the rip currents.  Drowning in my sorrow is not what I want as my life’s purpose.  I 
want to sit in the fresh air after the storm, smell the fresh earth, the renewed and refreshed trees, hear the birds 
singing gratefully for the rain that provides a food source for their survival, as I heal myself and work toward my 
own. 
 
I know the pain intimately that others feel, and I know there are times when it feels like the pain will never end, 
and, maybe it never will, but I want to always strive toward the hope of wholeness.  I will miss my son for the 
entirety of my remaining days.  I have no illusions about this, even as I force each step toward the rest of my life, 
one day at a time, one bittersweet memory at a time.  
 
The tears will come unexpectedly - and sometimes they will come at the most inconvenient times; I know this.  I 
also know that as I create each next moment in my life, that my son will accompany me in some way, shape, or 
form.  Each note of every song brings a pang in which I feel his absence profoundly.  I know that grief is 
unpredictable in its visitations; it is unkind, but it is also a call toward healing. 
 
Grief is the time we are most in the Present Moment, and that is all we really have.  My son had 32 years of 
Present Moments, and I was so fortunate to share in a multitude of them.  I am honoured to have been his 
mother.  Things become clichés for a reason, mostly because there is truth in them, and so let me just say, my son 
will live on in the deepest part of me, when the sun shines on my face, when a gentle wind cools me on a hot 
summer day, when I am alone with my thoughts of him, when tears or laughter grace my life in honor of his.  
Grief hurts, but it also catapults us with intensity toward the hope that healing is possible. 
 
Trust me, tears are rolling down my cheeks as I type this, and I am feeling equal parts hope and sorrow, but the 
day will proceed and I will immerse myself in it, and remain a member of the living, because “I have promises to 
keep, and miles to go before I sleep.” 1 
 

1 Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening, Robert Frost 
 

Sherrie Kolb-Cassel 
Grief Digest Magazine, Volume 14 #2 

  HopeHopeHope After the Storm 
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Through the years, as my children were growing up, I observed and listened to mothers with children older than mine.  That 
way, I had some idea of what to expect as my boys grew and I could consider ahead of time solutions to situations before they 
came up.  You see, I always liked to be prepared.  No-one told me that, while running with friends, our healthy, fourteen year-
old son would suddenly die from what would later be determined an un-diagnosable death.  I had never considered preparing 
for this! 
 
What do you do?  How do you go into an emergency room and see your strong, handsome, lanky son lying still forever?  How 
do you hug him, stroke his hair and say goodbye to him, and to the future as you expected it?  When Tom died, he took away 
the sunshine and storms that all our days used to have.  Life is altered.  The zest is gone.  When he died, something, some 
part of us, died that day also. 
 
The rest of the world is the same, but we are different.  We have been thrust into an existence that we neither asked for nor 
wanted. 
 
How do you cope?  How do you live with the pain?  How do you go on with your other life when your inner self is shattered?  
How do you make sense out of nonsense?  Am I doing this thing called ‘grieving’ right?  What is the right way?  There are no 
right ways because each person must find his or her own way on this journey in life. 
 
Incomprehensible?  Yes.  That is a good way to describe the death of a child.  I cannot fully comprehend what it means for 
Tom to be gone forever.  When we called family and friends, they knew immediately the immensity and finality when we told 
them, ‘Tom is dead’.  Yet, it’s full impact eludes me still.  I have become accustomed to his absence, but from time to time, 
gently or like a thunderbolt, comes the reality: he is not here because he is dead.  That reality is still overwhelming.  I f ind I am 
not quite ready to have my son dead.  Not yet.  He is my son.  I am his mother, and I am not done being his mother.  So, I live 
over and over again our talk in the car that morning, picture him practising basketball in the backyard, his self-confident grin, 
his tilting back his chair at dinner.  No, I cannot allow him to be gone. 
 
A psychologist who spoke at our Compassionate Friends meeting said it takes several years before you can emotionally 
release your child.  Yes, that is where I am.  Right now, I’m in no hurry to release my son.  Not yet, thank you.  Maybe not 
ever.  I don’t know. 
 
I find coping is a struggle.  In the beginning, I tried to keep life as normal as possible.  Tom was gone, and that couldn’t be 
changed but we were alive and must go on.  I did so beautifully.  It seemed I came to a quick peace at what was.  Partly, it 
was a struggle to keep from being pulled so far down emotionally that I would never be able to come back up. 
 
The normal life I tried to maintain was inconsistent.  I could not plan meals ahead.  Each evening I would go to the store and 
pick up simple foods for supper.  I would not resume my enjoyable three-mile walks.  For some reason, returning to that one 
activity would acknowledge Tom was truly gone, and we had to continue our lives without him.  No, I could not and would not.  
I find now, eleven months later, I am almost ready to dust off my shoes and step out into the world again.  Almost but not 
quite. 
 
One day, a few months after Tom died, I called my friend to announce I was going to be sad.  I was finally ready to 
acknowledge that, for us, life would never be what it had been.  I realize I needed to mourn not only for our son who was gone, 
but also for life as we had expected it to be. 
 
Since then, I have been able to allow the intensity of grief to run the course it must.  I find I stay away from some parties and 
functions I cannot attend just now.  Nine months after Tom died, we had three different events over one weekend.  Although I 
felt fine about going, Sunday night when we drove home from the dinner theatre, I burst into tears.  It was overload. 
 
My many thoughts and feelings confound me.  They are confusing.  They isolate.  They hurt.  Even as I allow these feelings to 
run their course, I wonder why I feel this way; why do I think this way?  Yet I know this is also normal. 
 
On the outside, I appear the same as before; but oh, how different I am on the inside.  What is certain on this new journey in 
life is that it is impossible to predict if and when a deep sadness will swoop down and take residence for minutes or maybe 
days.  I find it better to allow these feelings to happen.  There is something right about it, although I don’t know exactly why. 
 
                                                                                                                                                                                  Continued. . .  
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It’s amazing how much pain there is.  It isn’t a physical pain, yet it is.  It weighs me down and wears me out.  Sometimes 
when the pain is so intense, I feel it has an energy of its own that goes beyond, far beyond me.  I think surely it must reach 
out so far that it touches Tom, and through that we are united once more.  Surely.  So I will have my pain. 
 
Oh my, this is such hard work! 
 
My husband and I attended a presentation by Dr. Alan Wolfelt.  It was good — oh, so good!  His comments assured us that 
life is and will be different.  Lately I have sensed an undercurrent to close the door and get on with life.  Yet there is 
something in me that stubbornly resists.  I am torn by the messages I receive from others and by my own deep-down 
feelings.  I am dealing with enough.  Do I need to cope with this conflict also?   
 
Here are some comments that have helped us:   
 

 ‘When a child dies, part of a parent dies’.  This is what we instinctively knew, but how good it is to hear that being 

acknowledged.    
 

 ‘You will never get over this’.  Oh, thank you.  How refreshing this is to hear when we are pressured by others to put 

the tragedy behind us. 
 

 ‘Grief and mourning are not the same.  Grief is the inner pain and turmoil and mourning is the sharing of grief 

outside oneself.  Grief needs mourning to begin the healing and reconciliation.  Go ahead and cry and grieve 
and mourn’. 

 
Now I can understand why I have such a need to share some of the confusion and pain.  Not only is it normal, it is 
necessary.  Thank goodness for all these snatches of information that help us on this journey. 
 
I realize it was not only the beginning, but now, months later, that I need to talk about what I am experiencing. Who will listen 
but not judge, who do not say what I ought to do. 
 
The problem is, it is harder to find listeners.  Life has gone on for others.  In their concept of time, Tom died long ago.  They 
hope I have come to some resolution by now.  I am not angry about this.  Until last June, I thought that way myself, how I 
appreciate those friends who recognize my needs and are there.  I am also grateful for having met other mothers whose 
children have died.  We can talk to each other.  Without these companions, I fear I would not know what to do with the hurt 
and the pain that lives inside of me. 
 
Now I know that mothers and fathers whose children have died can and do return to the every day routines and even joys of 
living.  But scratch the surface and there is a wound deep in the heart that is always, always there. 
 
                                                                                                                                             Carmen Brining,                / Indianapolis, Indiana  

What I Wanted to Say 
 

Today I wrote a note to the mom of a 22 year old girl who died. 

I wanted to say don’t believe those other cards.  The ones that say “time heals” and “God only takes the best” and “may your sorrows be 

lessened.”  You’ll only be disappointed. 

I wanted to say this is the most heart-wrenching, chest-crushing, breath-stealing tragedy on earth. 

I wanted to tell her there will be days she wants to die, and friends who will not understand some of the things she does or says. 

I wanted to tell her she will still feel her daughter’s presence at times, sometimes so strongly that it is as if she is dancing just at the edge 

of whatever activity is going on.  And other times she might not feel her presence at all. 

I wanted to tell her that her life will not go back, that she will never be the same, because a piece of her left with her daughter. 

And that even though the pain does not go away, somehow her soul will eventually make enough room so she can hold it all - the grief, 

the pain, the joy and the love. 

I wanted to tell her...but I didn’t. 

Instead, I wrote - I’m sending love, for words are pointless right now. 

And that is the truth. 

 
Sue Costello 

Gratefully reprinted from Queensland Chapter Newsletter 
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     MARK YOUR CALENDAR 

 

March 8 -   Palliative Manitoba is offering a six week Thursday evening grief support group for  

April 19  teens ages 13-17.   Time:  6:30 - 8:30 pm.  For more information please contact Mike    

                                    Goldberg, Community Outreach and Education Coordinator.  Phone: 204-889-8525  

                                    (Ext. 232).  Email:  info@palliativemanitoba.ca 

 

March 13  Palliative Manitoba and Cropo Funeral Chapel Grief Seminar.   “Sentimental Objects & 

   Your Journey on Loss.”  Time: 7-8 pm.  Location:  Cropo Funeral Chapel, 1442 Main Street.   

   Cost:  Free.  Please register by calling Cropo Funeral Chapel at 204-586-8044. 

 

March 15  Sharing Meeting, 685 William Avenue, 7:30 pm.  Library opens at 7:00 pm. 

 

March 24  Annual General Meeting.  Location: Annie A. Bond Room, 685 William Avenue.     

                                    Time 1:30 pm. 

 

April 4                        Dan Noordman -  When Your Child Has Died From a Substance Related Death.   

                                    Location: 685 William Ave.  Doors open 6:30 pm.  Presentation 7:00 pm. 

                                     

April 10                      Palliative Manitoba and Cropo Funeral Chapel Grief Seminar.  Discovering Your New   

                                    Normal. Time: 7-8 pm.  Location: Cropo Funeral Chapel, 1442 Main Street.  Cost: Free.    

                                    Please register by calling Cropo Funeral Chapel at 204-586-8044.  

 

April 19                      Sharing Meeting, 685 William Avenue, 7:30 pm.  Library opens at 7:00 pm. 

 

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—See page 3 for details. 

 

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 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                              TCF Winnipeg Annual Picnic—See May/June newsletter for date and all details. 
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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                                   Winnipeg  Allie Turnock   (son, 25 yrs., suicide) 
 

204-284-1437     brenzeb@mts.net  Brenda Zebrynski    (daughter, 25 yrs., cancer) 
 

                            shirl3@shaw.ca   Shirley Plante   (daughter, 17 yrs, complications of   

       eating disorder) 

204-226-5434 bkkcck@mymts.net   Karen Clay   (son, 18 yrs., homicide) 
 

204-295-6550 calvinleischner23@gmail.com      *Marie-Claude Leischner   (son, 19 yrs., accidental) 

204-227-5112    Calvin Leischner 
 

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   Dan Noordman   (son, 23 yrs., drug overdose/poisoning 

204-955-0976                                                                     Tabitha Noordman  
 

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  Selkirk   Shelly Florko-Thomas   (son, 20 yrs., workplace accident) 
 

204-227-8262 jd4mdam@gmail.com Dugald  Judy Dunn    (son, 23 yrs., suicide) 
 

lauratssessaze@hotmail.com.  Lac Brochet  Laura Tssessaze   (son, 20 yrs., gunshot) 
 

780-594-1996 d_McQuaker@hotmail.com Cold Lake, AB Della McQuaker   (daughter, 15 days, multiple birth defect 

        disorder) 
 

807-274-4409  Ft. Frances, ON  Tammy Riordon    (son, 1 month, heart defect) 

 

* denotes French-speaking 

TOGETHER  WE  CAN  MAKE  IT 

mailto:dan.noordman@gmail.com
mailto:lauratssessaze@hotmail.com

