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Deep grief  sometimes is almost like a specific location, 
 

a coordinate on a map of  time. 
 

When you are standing in that forest of  sorrow, 
 

you cannot imagine that you could ever  
 

find your way to a better place. 
 

But if  someone can assure you 
 

that they themselves have stood in that same place, 
 

and now have moved on, 
 

sometimes this will bring hope. 

 
    ~ Elizabeth Gilbert 
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Our  thoughts go out to all 

bereaved parents whose 

child(ren) would be 

celebrating a birthday 

during the months of 

September and October. 

 

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. 

 
With the death of a child you are caught up in a paradox: you feel there’s nothing to wish for anymore, yet you also long for a 
restoration of hope.  As Anne Lamont notes, hope actually has its new beginnings in that very darkness.  It’s a seed 
hibernating, waiting for sunnier times to nurture it to vibrant life.   
 

What though are the right things she refers to?  These ways are very personal and dependent on individual issues and 
circumstances.  Many in that wider society of the non-bereaved believe it’s right to ‘get on with your life’, to be thankful for 
your other children, to be grateful a sick child’s suffering has ended, and so it goes on.  Of course you give thanks every 
moment for the safety of your surviving family, but how does that take away the hurt of losing one other child.  Naturally you 
are relieved that your beloved child is freed from pain but that doesn’t lessen your agony and your yearning for a different 
scenario.  As for getting on with life…, well every day we get up although we long to pull the covers up over our heads and 
blot out the ache in our hearts; we go through all the motions of living despite feeling engulfed by all the effort it takes.  Is it 
‘right’ that we have to conform to others’ ideas of what’s seemly and correct?  Or should we strive to handle our lamentable 
situation in our own way?   
 

Whatever your special issues and circumstances are, the dawn that comes eventually is the result and reward of your own 
attempts and decisions.  You will be helped and guided and supported by groups like TCF for example but ultimately what is 
right for you, at the right time for you, is right. 
 

You may not think now that a dawning of hope lies ahead, but it does, and with it comes the brightness and warmth of many 
days of solace and serenity. 
 

We at TCF hope that that new day will soon be with you.  
 

Much love,   
 
Rosemary Dirmeik, TCF/Johannesburg, SA 
From the book “String of Pearls” 

My dear Friends, 
 
‘Hope begins in the dark, the stubborn hope that if you show up and try to do the right thing, the dawn will come.  You 

wait and watch and work: you don’t give up.’ 
Anne Lamont 
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AT OUR JUNE SHARING MEETING 14 were  in attendance.  

Thanks to Del and Marcheta for set-up, greeting, facilitating and 

clean-up. Thanks to Donna for setting up and looking after the 

library and  Dolores S. for greeting and cleaning up after the 

meeting.   

 

AT OUR JULY SHARING MEETING 11 were in attendance 

with 2 attending for the first time.  Thanks to  Del, Donna and 

Marcheta for setting up and Del for facilitating.  Thanks to Donna 

for looking after the library.   

 

ATTENTION bereaved dads, and siblings (16 years and older), 

whenever wanted/needed, TCF offers a separate group for Dads and 

a separate group for siblings.   

 

MEET OUR SHARING MEETING AND DROP-IN 

VOLUNTEERS, and why they are volunteering. 

From Allie: It is important for me personally to volunteer at TCF to 

acknowledge and to continue the messages of support and hope that 

I received as a bereaved parent after John’s death.  Over the last 26 

years, I feel honoured to have heard a multitude of heartfelt stories 

of grief, courage, resilience, and healing and have met so many 

wonderful parents, grandparents, and siblings, many who have 

become life-long friends. (Allie’s 25 year-old son, John, died by 

suicide.)  

From Del: Families come to us tired, beaten down and broken into 

many pieces.  I have been there and survived because of the 

volunteers before me.  Nothing could ever justify the death of our 

children,  however there is purpose in not surrendering in the face of 

our terrible loss.  If I can channel my grief into purpose by reaching 

out to others in pain, then my pain softens.  If you attend our sharing 

groups at TCF, I promise you will feel a kinship that goes beyond 

family.  We understand in a way others can’t. (Del’s 16 year-old 

son, Cody, died in a car accident.) 

From Donna: Volunteering is my way of giving back to TCF for 

everything they did for me.  I want to support other bereaved 

parents and families in their grief journey and to know they are not 

alone in grieving the loss of a child. (Donna’s 15 year-old son, 

Ryan, died as a result of a snowmobile accident.) 

From Marcheta: I was never open about my feelings until Trevor 

died and Life as I knew it, also died. I attended my first TCF 

Sharing meeting and discovered the power of sharing with others 

that knew my sorrow and my agony. Volunteering for TCF has 

given me an opportunity to give back and to try to be there for 

others when they walk through our doors with that unimaginable 

pain in their eyes. I feel honoured that they trust me with “their 

story”.  (Marcheta’s 22 year-old son, Trevor, was murdered.) 

From Gus: I found the group meetings to be exactly what I needed 

to learn how to live in a world without my son David.  Sharing our 

story helped us to become stronger and hearing other parents speak 

about their children also helped us.  The pain never leaves but we 

have learned how to deal with it.  Thank you TCF. ( Gus’s 20 year-

old son, David, died by homicide.) 

From Diane: For me, the Monday drop-ins were important for 

various reasons.  I needed the social contact with other bereaved 

parents.  I needed the reassurance I was not alone in my grief.  I 

needed to know that what I was feeling during this journey was 

“normal”.  It became a standing date on my calendar.  The 

volunteering became part of the process and the people my extended 

family. (Diane’s 22 year-old son, Scott, died as a result of a brain 

aneurism.) 

From Dolores S.: I volunteer for TCF to give back to my second 

family.  TCF was and continues to be there for me.  I needed to be 

with other parents who lost a child and not feel alone.  I volunteer to 

give that hope to anyone who comes to TCF either for the first time 

or for years. 

From Pat: Sometimes the leaders need help. (Pat’s 15 year-old son, 

Alexander, died as a result of  a colloid cyst.) 

From Garth: After our son died I had a strong need to be around 

other parents who had lost a child. TCF welcomed us with open 

arms and after many years, and many meetings we have learned so 

much. (Garth’s 15 year-old son, Alexander, died as a result of a 

colloid cyst.) 

From Karen: The Compassionate Friends were there for me and 

still are.  I feel it’s very important to volunteer to help out and give 

the newly bereaved hope and a listening ear. (Karen’s 18 year-old 

son, Kelly, died by homicide.) 

 

On June 13, Judy Dunn presented “After a Suicide: Moving 

Past Why”   It was an excellent documentary, giving hope to 

parents who may have many unanswered questions when their child 

dies by suicide.  And knowing they are not alone and there is life 

after a suicide loss.  Thank You Judy! 

 

PLEASE HELP US HELP YOU.  Please take a few minutes 

to answer our survey at the back of the newsletter.  Feel free 

to email your responses or mail the survey back to us.  We 

would appreciate hearing from you. 
 

Mark Your Calendar!!  Saturday, August 24, 2019 

TCF/Winnipeg Presents Mitch Carmody & Alan Pedersen 
 

Mitch’s son Kelly died from a brain tumor in 1987, and 2 years 

before that, Mitch’s twin sister and her two young sons died in a car 

accident.  Mitch is the author of Letters to My Son, Turning Loss to 

Legacy, he hosts his own radio show “Grief Chat”, and he created 

the YouTube channel MrHeartlight which supports grievers around 

the world.  Mitch provides a variety of workshops and we are 

looking forward to sharing them with you! 

 

Alan’s daughter Ashley died in a car accident in 2001.  He is a 

singer, songwriter and recording artist.  Alan began writing songs 

about the experience of love, loss and trying to find life again after 

the death of a child.  If you have been to TCF Winnipeg’s 

candlelight gathering and/or our annual picnic, then you have heard 

Alan’s music.  It comes straight from the heart.  Alan will share his 

story and his music with us.   

 

Details will be shared in future newsletters so please watch for 

them!  And we hope you join us!  You’ll be glad you did. 

 

Please read  “The Quantum Physics of Giving” by Mitch, on page 12 

of this newsletter.  

 

REVIEW 
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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 October 1st.   

 

From Arleen Simmonds, Kamloops, BC 

I was given a jolt of memory when I saw your review of Fireflies.  When our son Kenneth was drowned on August 11, 1988 we waited 5 

days for him to be found. Those nights were the longest in my life. We had just moved into a new home, still not fully unpacked, I was a 

stranger in my surroundings and in my heart and mind. One night during the waiting time I awoke in the middle of the night and sans 

glasses, virtually blind,  I followed an irresistible compulsion, climbed the  stairs to the unfamiliar living room and  turned on the 

TV.  There was a blank screen with what sounded like a radio interview going on. A bereaved father was speaking about the death of his 

son. I lay on the couch, drinking in every word as David Morrell opened his heart and told the story of Fireflies. When the interview was 

over I got up like a robot, switched off the TV and went back to bed.  The next morning I thought perhaps I had dreamed it all but a call to 

a local bookstore confirmed that I had not. I bought that book and it waited for me to read it when I was ready. It gave me so much hope. 

Thanks for the memory. 

 

From Judy Dunn, Dugald, MB: I just wanted to thank TCF for the lovely crystal Angel, Timmy’s gift card and the TCF pen.  None of it 

was necessary or expected.  I hope the documentary screening (“After a Suicide: Moving Past Why”) left those that were in attendance 

that night a positive feeling of hope.  Thank you for all that you ladies do.  With much respect and gratitude. 

 

From Barb Ashley, Winnipeg: Thank you for your phone support and the brochures.  I am not sure we are yet ready to attend a meeting.   

     Our son Robert died January 14, 2018 of an accidental drug overdose.  He was in ICU from January 8.  He never woke up.  In January 

of 2017 he went to a recovery centre in Vancouver and did really well.  By September things were starting to fall apart for him once he was 

back to the same neighbourhood and friends.  He tried so hard but there is no long term support available.  AFM called with an intake 

appointment whilst he was in hospital (the wait list is long).  I did my best to advocate for him but the resources are not there.  I hope 

everyone will support the building of the Scott Oake long term recovery centre for addiction.  It is sorely needed. 

     If love was enough, our son would have lived forever.  Resources are expensive and we all need to support them.  

     (Barb was inquiring if any members have had difficulty attaining disability benefits through their workplace.  If you have any 

information you would like to share with Barb, please call her at 204 889 1582.)  

 

From Ingrid MacIntyre, Stonewall, MB:  

Dear Compassionate Friends, 

     Enclosed is a donation in loving memory of our dear son, Matthew.  September 6, 2018 will be SIX YEARS since the tragic loss of one 

of our precious children.  Matthew and his best friend were on an epic canoe adventure in the Yukon.  On September 6, 2012 the adventure 

ended tragically when the wind came up and overturned the canoe.  The boys were strong swimmers and wore life jackets . . . 

unfortunately the frigid water took our young son’s life.  Matthew’s friend made it to shore. 

     Dealing with the loss of a precious child is a very difficult journey.  Six years have gone by and the pain of missing my dear son lives 

deep in my heart . . . I miss him fiercely!  I carry on the best I can, learning to cope with the very painful heartache.  HOPE truly does 

perch in our soul . . . as Emily Dickinson said, “Hope is the thing with feathers That perches in our soul and sings the tune without the 

words And never stops at all.”  HOPE truly does sing in my heart always . . . HOPE has perched itself in my heart and soul.  I live with 

HOPE of having less pain, the hope of continued strength and courage.  My heart aches with intense pain . . . I carry on one step at a time.  

I gather my strength from the love I have for and from family and friends.  I live with the forever HOPE that the rainbows of Matthew’s 

memories will ease the pain in my heart . . . a pain which will live in my heart forever.  My dear son is gone from my physical world but his 

love forever echoes in my thoughts, my heart, my words . . . Matthew lives close in my heart forever and always.  Our children . . . by love 

they are remembered and they live on in our memories.     

     Thank you to all Compassionate Friends for the continuing support.  The newsletters are a huge lifeline for me with the words of 

inspiration and continued hope in dealing with a journey of such deep sadness.  The rain falls and the sun shines . . . this is like the 

emotions of my heart. 

     HUGS to all grieving parents and families . . . wishing peace in all our hearts. 

     In loving memory of our dear son, Matthew, who left memories and timeless treasures in many hearts.  December 18, 1984 – September 

6, 2012 

     Loved dearly and so sadly missed, mom, dad, sister, family and friends 
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From Diane and Brian Jackson, Winnipeg: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Michael Victor Jackson 

 

October 27, 1964—October 11, 2009 

 

Michael I wish I could tell you "you forgot something".  That would be the greatest thing for 

me if that could happen, but that is just a memory between you and me.  I remember when you 

walked into a room and all your friends would holler "Michael".  You were loved so much. 

 

Many times memories come sneaking out of my eyes and roll down my cheeks. 

 

When our time is up, we will meet again and we will put our arms around you and never let you 

go. 

 

It has been 9 very long years and you are in our thoughts, heart and memories all the time. 

 

Until we meet again. 

 

Love Mom & Dad 

 

To My Grown-Up Son  
 

My hands were busy through the day, 

I didn't have much time to play 

The little games you asked me to, 

I didn't have much time for you. 

 

I'd wash your clothes; I'd sew and cook, 

But when you'd bring your picture book 

And ask me, please, to share your fun, 

I'd say, "A little later, son." 

 

I'd tuck you in all safe at night, 

And hear your prayers, turn out the light, 

Then tiptoe softly to the door, 

I wish I'd stayed a minute more. 

 

 

 

 

For life is short, and years rush past, 

A little boy grows up so fast, 

No longer is he at your side, 

His precious secrets to confide. 

 

The picture books are put away, 

There are no children's games to play, 

No goodnight kiss, no prayers to hear, 

That all belongs to yesteryear. 

 

My hands once busy, now lie still, 

The days are long and hard to fill, 

I wish I might go back and do, 

The little things you asked me to. 

 

                               - Alice E. Chase 
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Grief Is 
Grief is 

Feeling great joy and unbelievable sadness 
in the same moment 

 
Grief is  

Feeling like you’re breaking apart 
But knowing you can’t - you’re already broken 

 
Grief is 

Realizing you don’t go to hell from here 
You’re already there 

 
Grief is 

Waking in the morning 
And crying because you did 

 
Grief is 

Fake plastic smiles and sad puffy eyes 
 

Grief is 
Hiding yourself away 

So no-one else need suffer 
 

Grief is 
Going through the motions 

And not knowing why 
 

Grief is 
Not knowing how to explain  

Anything 
 

Grief is 
Listening to people say they understand  

But knowing they don’t  
 

Grief is  
Feeling absolutely alone 
And smaller than small 

 
Grief is  

A hole inside that no-one can see 
Exactly the shape of her 

 
Grief is 

Never ending 
 

Grief is  
Not wanting to eat, sleep, work, dream or face today 

 
Grief is  

Feeling like you’re going insane 
And realizing you already did that last week, and the week 

before, and the week before that 
 

Grief is 
The worst feeling ever 
Sadness far beyond sad 

 
Grief is 

Visiting a grave to try to feel better 
Trudging through knee-deep snow to clean off a headstone 

and have a talk 
 

Grief is  
Trying to figure out 
Why you’re still here 

Doing everything you can think of 
So you’ll finally be allowed to be with her 

 
Grief is  

Getting it out  
Only for it to fill back up 

And doing it over and over and over 
 

Grief is 
Dreading the holidays, birthdays, anniversaries and 

tomorrow 
 

Grief is 
Friends leaving your life 

And you not knowing why 
You ought to see them run 

 
Grief is 

Feeling guilty for things you didn’t do 
Wrongs you didn’t commit 

And for not being able to save her 
 

Grief is 
Counselors and medications 

That don’t really help 
 

                                                                          Continued . . .  



 

  September * October 2018 * WINNIPEG CHAPTER NEWSLETTER 
Page 7 

Grief is  
Anything but peaceful 

 
Grief is  

Learning to drive 
And cry at the same time 

 
Grief is  

Being told to get over it 
Or suck it up, buttercup 

 
Grief is  

Shaking uncontrollably 
For no apparent reason 

 
Grief is 

Not being able to enter a room 
Your bedroom  

 
Grief is  

The willingness to do absolutely anything 
To try to feel better 

 
Grief is  

Being kicked while you’re down 
People can be so cruel 

 
Grief is  

Being taken advantage of 
 

Grief is  
Having to hang up the phone 

Because you’re crying too hard to be understood 
 

Grief is 
Writing stupid poems 

That no-one will ever read 
 

Grief is  
Memories  

Both painful and good 
 

Grief is 
Packing up her belongings 

To send them to the vultures that are circling 
 

Grief is  
Laying out her coat on a table 

And watching as the cats fight over who gets to lay on it- 
it still smelled like her 

 

Grief is  
Being angry at God  

 
Grief is  

Picking up the pieces of your life 
Just to put them down again 

 
Grief is  

Trying to figure out 
What grief is 

 
Grief is 

Trying to learn about grief 
From people who have never felt it 

 
Grief is 

Crying in your sleep 
 

Grief is  
Hurting this bad 

And still being alive 
 

Grief is 
Having to explain to someone 

Who hadn’t heard she was gone 
 

Grief is 
Being told to remember the good times 

And knowing those are the memories that hurt the worst 
 

Grief is 
Crying so hard 
You throw up 

 
Grief is 

Having to fight with family members 
For her last wishes to be kept 

 
Grief is  

Finding a trinket that once made her smile 
 

Grief is  
Feeling like you did a week after she passed 

Four years later 
 

Grief is  
Love doesn’t die 

Just because she did 
 

Dale Miller 
Grief Digest Magazine, Volume 14 #3 
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Alone in Life 

 
When Reda, the second of my 
two sons, died, I thought my 
life was over.  Not physically, 
though I didn’t discount that, 
but it was as though a fog had 
descended on my world, and 
only the next few steps were 
visible, and then, nothing.  
The end of my life, the end of me. 
 
My first born, Mounir, had been diagnosed with leukaemia 
just after his thirtieth birthday.  We lived with that roller 
coaster of hope and fear for over four years, through 
remission, relapse, bone-marrow transplant, complications 
and his last days in intensive care.  Our hearts always 
carried the hope of recovery, a miracle, but the reality was 
that we saw the deterioration, understood the worsening 
prognosis, so that when he died it was as though the 
grieving had started years before. 
 
But with Reda, it was a total shock.  I found him dead in his 
flat just one week after my dad died and just five weeks after 
Reda had lost his own father, my ex-husband.  Reda died of 
an accidental overdose as he struggled with his grief.  My 
memory of those first weeks and months is vague.  Who 
came to see me?  Did I cook?  Did I watch any TV?  
Submerged in my pain, only odd incidents stand out.  
Looking back, I can see that I was robotic, functioning on the 
surface but numb inside, waiting for the dam to break. 
 
After Mounir died in 2006, it had taken me three years to 
start to re-build my life.  I had joined a social group, for 
during the years of caring for him, I had developed no local 
friendships.  Now Reda too had gone, I was grateful for their 
support, and casting around for something to focus on, I 
offered to organize the Christmas Dinner Dance.  When the 
day came, I looked in the mirror dismayed.  My appearance 
had been the last thing on my mind.  My hairdresser worked 
some miracle, and I even had a facial.  Make up applied, 
mask carefully in place, I made my way to the venue.  The 
meal finished, couples drifted past me nothing left for me to 
do.  I sat alone at a large round table, glamorous in my long 
red gown. 
 
In the soft glow of candlelight, and the sparkle of frost on the 
lawn outside I saw, finally, the truth that my busyness has 
kept at bay for all those months.  What do you call a mother 
with no children?  A daughter with no parents?  A sister with 
no brother?  A divorcee with no partner?  Not a riddle from 
the Christmas crackers strewn on the table, but the riddle of 
my own life.   
 
A vice fastened itself around my throat.  Voices and music 
receded, I felt disembodied, disoriented.  Yet this Avatar, this 
smiley, strong, capable Helen kept going.  She even danced 
a little, jigging around on the edge of the dance floor. Once 

home I let go, I let the grief wash over me and I wept and I 
wept for my lost children. 
 
This profound sense of being alone in life has stayed with 
me.  I am nobody’s responsibility, nobody’s priority.  Jobs 
that my sons would gladly have helped me with, I now pay 
strangers to do. 
 
As I get older, I wonder who will be there for me.  But I have 
come to recognize that ultimately, we are all alone in life.  
Though people cling to a comforting illusion of permanence, 
there is nothing and no-one that we can hold onto forever, 
nobody who will always be there for us; something we 
childless parents know better than most. 
 
Now, eleven years on from losing Mounir, and six since 
Reda’s death, this is still my reality.  Yet, as the years have 
passed, my focus is less on the ‘alone’ and more on the ‘in 
life’ for I have that precious gift of life, denied so early to my 
sons.  It would do them no honour to squander it. 
 
For most of the time I am not floundering in that deep pool of 
grief, though the ground beneath me is precarious.  I have 
survived circumstances I thought would kill me, and my life 
is, in the main, a happy one; a happiness that has neither 
displaced nor diminished my sorrow, but that simply exists 
alongside it.  I walk, travel, write, socialize.  I have friends, 
neighbours.  I am even lucky enough to have grandchildren.  
I feel nothing but gratitude for those who have touched my 
life, however fleetingly.  Most of all for my two wonderful 
sons who showed me such love and who inspire me to this 
day with their courage and compassion. 
 
Helen, Mother of Mounir and Reda 
Childless Parents, London 

Seasons Pass 
 

At least a month before the seasons changed 
We saw a leaf from the maple fall 
Fluttering down for no apparent reason 
On a still day when it seemed nothing moved at all. 
 
We reached down to touch it, to hold it, to know it 
When a gust of wind wrest it from our grasp 
Leaving us wondering why nature, instead of sharing it, 
Chose to steal the leaf away so fast. 
 
Seasons will pass; the maple will surely spawn other offerings 
Over which nature will longer dwell 
But always will we remember that silent spring day 
And the tiny green leaf that fell. 
 

Roshann Parris 

TCF/Kansas City, MO 
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NOT EVEN IN OUR  
 

Last night Natalie and I went on a wooded walk.  We wandered through the 
crunchy leaves and just began to talk.   
 
The air was crisp and fragrant, rich with earth’s deep tones.  If only we could 
have a bottle to keep and call our own. 
 
So there we shared some gentle words about life and other things.  Then our 
souls went where words don’t exist, nor can they…not even in our dreams. 
 
It’s strange to live in such a place, where peace and grief reside.  The loneliness 
of longing forever at your side. 
 
I saw my wife, two lives rolled into one.  Arms filled with love and family, yet 
empty in search of our little son. 
 
Yet something happened in the woods last night - something we didn’t quite see.  
We knew the season was changing, and suddenly we realized so were we. 
 
Grief evolves.  How could that be?  I think I see it now, it isn’t grief that changed, 
but me. 
 
Yet there is still a deep, dark wood.  A place that is felt, not seen.  Where works 
of grief and anguish do not exist, not even in our dreams. 
 
 
 
 
Mitchell’s Journey  
Loving lifted from BP/USA, A Journey Together 

If we could visit heaven, 
Even for a day, 

Maybe for a moment, 
the pain would go away. 

 
I’d put my arms around 

you, 
and whisper words so true, 

that living life without 
you, 

Is the hardest thing to do. 

 
No matter how we spend our 

days, 
no matter what we do, 

No mourning dawns or evening 
falls, 

When we don’t think of you. 
 

TCF/Okanagan Valley  

 

St. Francis of Assisi said: It is in giving that you receive, it is in healing that you are healed.  I do 

not care what your religious background or belief system is, this 13th century Catholic monk hit it 

straight on the head.  Nothing is more healing to our aching heart and soul than reaching out with a 

compassionate hand and heart to others in pain. 
 

During the course of my 8-year-old son’s battle with cancer, I attended a holistic college to learn 

massage.  I wanted to be able to help rid toxins from Kelly’s chemo-ridden body and to give relief to 

the pains that ravaged him so much of the time.  It seemed to help a lot...and I learned a new skill. 
 

Months following Kelly’s death in the latter part of 1987, I saw an ad looking for massage therapists to do volunteer therapy for people 

stricken with AIDS.  I signed up.  Maybe I could use my new skill and help many souls faced with almost certain death. 
 

I worked with many different people, some on a regular basis for a few years, after which one by one they died.  What had helped initially 

in my grief now became grief overload and I had to stop that form of giving.  For awhile, however, it was a synergy that saved my life.   
 

Following Kelly’s death, I also started giving blood monthly with the American Red Cross; I have now donated close to 35 gallons of 

blood which equates to extending or saving the lives of close to 600 people.  I have to admit I was selfish in my motives because each time 

I gave blood, I felt better from the pain of my loss.  Now that is a win/win in my book! 
 

I believe at some deep quantum level healings take place within our body and minds from our interaction with others when love is the 

common denominator.  It is how healing works; it is how prayer works.  Like-vibrations seek vibrations to harmonize with; it is that 

harmony at the quantum level that can heal body, mind and spirit momentarily or for the rest of our lives.  
 

We should strive to open doors for people physically and metaphorically as a matter of our daily Modus Operandi.  It makes us feel good, 

it makes others feel good, and its benefits spread faster than a virus.  In helping others, we help ourselves and in the bargain hopefully tip 

the quantum balance on this tiny blue planet in the right direction.  John Lennon said it very clearly...All you need is love.  
 

Give however you can, with time, blood skills, money.  If it is from the heart it will help to heal yours. 
 

Be the light you seek.     
 

   - Mitch Carmody, TCF/Evansville, IN  (Coming to TCF/Winnipeg in August 2019—See page 3 for information.)  
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 The Decision Tree 
 

At 14, my son Andrew knew way too much about brain 

anatomy.  In a dimly lit conference room at Children’s 

Hospital in Seattle, I watched his eyes as they tracked each 

new brain scan image being clipped to a viewing panel.  He 

reminded me of me watching a PowerPoint presentation by 

one of my  subordinates.  Okay.  Got it.  Next slide.  But he 

wasn’t looking at a marketing plan, he was looking at his 

brain. 

     The first slide clicked into place, showing the golf ball-

sized tumor deep in the core of his brain.  The second, taken 

right after his first surgery the previous July, showed a dark, 

finger-thick slash, the path the surgeons had edged their way 

through with tiny instruments to extract most—but not all—

of the tumor. 

     Andrew stood.  He held the back of a steel-and-plastic 

office chair, his brown eyes reflecting the black, white, and 

gray images. 

     The third image clicked into place, captured after ten 

months of radiation therapy and a round of chemo.  

Andrew’s eyes went back and forth, back and forth.  As the 

radiologist began to speak, Andrew picked up the chair and 

slammed it back down to the floor.  Bang! 

     We had a problem.  I searched the gray faces of the 

medical team.  “What do we do next?”  I saw in their eyes 

there was no answer.  My gut knew, but my mind refused to 

let me feel the truth.  It refused to let me feel my fear. 

     I shifted into the most comfortable operating mode I 

knew: problem solving.  I’d been trained as a problem 

solver, trained to see every problem as an opportunity, and 

this was just another problem.  I could handle this.  Define 

the problem.  Develop options.  Analyze the options.  Make 

a decision and go.  I was 42, I had a Stanford MBA, I had 20 

years of experience, I knew how to gather facts and generate 

options and identify the best ones, juggling them until an 

intuitive flash fused them into a breakthrough solution. 

     I could break through walls.  I just needed options. 

     Over the next two weeks, I networked my way to CEOs 

of biotech start-ups testing new chemos on mice, looking for 

leads.  I tracked down researchers who’d put drugs through 

early-stage clinical trials, looking for facts.  I interviewed 

nurses who’d worked with patients in those trials, looking 

for the subtle details that a quantitative analysis might miss.  

“Options,” I kept saying, “I need options.” 

     My search took me to Boston to meet with brain cancer 

experts with promising early-stage projects.  I wanted to 

look them in the eyes.  Maybe their eyes would reveal 

something they might not say on the phone. 

     All I got was confirmation of what Andrew’s medical 

team had already told me.  There were five chemos to try.  

At best, they could slow the tumor’s growth.   

     Not good enough. 

     If the docs didn’t have a cure, I’d find one. 

     “I need books on brain anatomy, cancer, and immune 

systems,” I told a Harvard Medical School librarian the next 

day.   

     “Are you a doctor?” 

     “No, I’m just visiting.” 

     She arched an eyebrow.  “Are you a medical student?” 

     “No.  I’m a dad.” 

     Her nod suggested she understood.  She helped me gather 

a starter set and pointed me to a study carrel.  A stack of 

books, a pad and pen, a cup of coffee, just like a market 

share report, sales updates, and a whiteboard.  

     Brain anatomy fascinated me.  It turned out cancer 

biology had none of the neatness that a standard tumor 

classification system of grades 1, 2, 3, and 4 implied.  The 

science of the immune system intrigued me.  There was 

something there, I just had to find it. 

     Pages turned.  A yellow legal pad began to fill with notes 

about brains.  My own brain suspended facts the way a 

juggler puts spinning plates into orbit, waiting for them to 

come together in that intuitive fusion that would save 

Andrew’s life.  When I took a break for lunch, I felt excited. 

     Four hours later, looking at the stack of unopened books, 

fanning out my paltry pages of notes, and remembering that 

we had only months, not years, all those spinning plates 

came crashing down around me.  I slumped over the desk, 

the side of my face cradled in the open brain anatomy book, 

and sobbed. 

     Another meeting back in Seattle provided a new reason to 

hope.  In the scans, the new growth looked operable.  

“Operable” meant some of the tumor could be removed.  

The smaller the tumor, the more likely it could be killed with 

chemo.  We had five chemos to try.  Okay, let’s do the 

surgery, but then what?  Which chemo?  The medical team’s 

strategy: Pick one, try it, see what happens.  When it no 

longer seems to work, try another one.  This sounded like 

Russian roulette in reverse, hoping to find something that 

might save Andrew’s life.   

     No.  Not save his life.  That was too ambitious.  

Something that might buy some time.  Time for another time-

buying treatment to emerge from the world’s research labs.  

Buy enough time and maybe, just maybe, a cure might come  
 

                                                                             Continued... 
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along.  But the sequence dead-ended if you got inoperable 

new growth. 

     I did the math.  There were 120 possible sequences.  One  

had to be better than the rest.  Which one?  I got no answer.  

Fine.  I would find that optimal sequence.  I dipped into my 

MBA toolkit and pulled out a decision-support technique 

that hadn’t seen daylight since graduation; a decision tree. 

     Ten days later, I met with the head of Andrew’s medical  

team.  A man of medium height, slender, with light brown  

hair and a beard, he had impressed me with his gentle 

manner and the fact that, in our planning meetings, he 

focused his attention on Andrew. 

     Half an hour before our meeting, I snapped the cap off a 

black marker and began drawing the results of my analysis 

on the conference room’s whiteboard.  At the far left, I drew 

a box labelled “surgery.”  From there, I drew five lines, the 

lines fanning out with a quiet swish, representing each of the 

five available chemicals.  The marker’s mildly intoxicating 

vapour spurred me along.  From each of these first lines, 

four smaller branches fanned out, swish, swish, swish, 

swish, representing the possible outcomes: shrinkage, no 

growth, new growth, and inoperable new growth. 

     Along each of these smaller lines I wrote a number, 

decimal point X, the decimal point going on the board with a 

bump, X representing the probability of that outcome.  A.2 

probability means 2 out of 10 times that’s the outcome you 

get.  The probabilities came from all the clinical trial reports 

on these chemicals, supplemented by phone calls and  

e-mails to question, clarify, and confirm. 

     I popped the cap back on and snapped open the blue 

marker to do the next set of branches.  I used green for the 

third, and so on until I’d filled the whiteboard.   

     As the doctor entered the room, I stood up in my 

corporate khakis and a blue Oxford shirt, with all the 

confidence I felt when making a presentation to my CEO.  I 

was buttoned up.  At the whiteboard, I reviewed our options, 

using a pen as a pointer to tic down the list. 

     “Have I got them all covered?” 

     “Yes.”  He folded his arms across his chest, his eyes 

intent.  I explained the decision model, where I’d obtained 

the probabilities and how I used them to optimize the 

sequence of treatments. 

     He nodded. 

     I walked him through the sequence that my analysis 

showed would win us the most time.  Tic.  Tac.  Tic.  Tic.  I 

turned to him, waiting for the “Aha!”   

     He took a deep breath.  “You know, all these probabilities 

you have up here, while basically correct, are essentially 

estimates.  If I understand this model correctly, the ability to 

choose a best path assumes that the probabilities are highly 

accurate.” 

     He squeezed the edge of the table and leaned toward me, 

his voice kind and quiet.  “They’re not.  There’s wide 

variability in all of them.  If you factor in that variability, 

what you conclude is that it doesn’t matter which path you 

take.” 

     I looked at the whiteboard.  Something squeezed behind 

my eyes, a tingling bothered the back of my ears.  There had 

to be an answer among the black, blue, and green lines.   

     He looked down.  “The bottom line is that Andrew’s odds 

aren’t terrific.  We all know that.  So it really doesn’t matter.  

Probably the biggest success factor, in my experience, is 

something you don’t even account for in this model.  It’s 

Andrew’s commitment.  How much does he believe in the 

treatment he chooses?” 

     I spoke the words back to him, rote training taking over, 

to paraphrase and show understanding, as my gut and my 

mind wrestled over the truth. 

     “Yes, that’s right,” he said when I finished. 

     I put the pen down with great effort.  After managing a 

polite thank you, handshake, and good-bye, I walked slowly 

out into the hallway.  My body slackened.  I saw a bench and 

dropped onto it, my head against the wall, eyes closed. 

     A nightmare I’d refused to acknowledge forced its way 

into my consciousness.  I see myself hanging on to Andrew 

with one hand as he dangles over a void.  It doesn’t matter 

how much I love him.  It doesn’t matter how much he loves 

life.  It doesn’t matter how smart we are or how much we try 

or how much we dare, our muscles will give out and gravity 

will win. 

     I watch him falling away from me, feeling utter 

hopelessness and despair.  And shame. 

     “I cannot save my son.” 

     When I could breathe again, I sat up and wiped my face 

on my Oxford shirt.  After revisiting every dead end of the 

maze we’d wandered over the past 10 months, I wandered 

forward in time.  For how long, I wondered.  Twelve, 18 

months? 

     What could I do?  Going to Boston hadn’t helped.  The 

decision tree solved nothing.  I’d even shouted at the sky and 

offered myself in exchange, but nobody took the deal. 

     It’s up to Andrew, his doctor had said.  Fine. 

     And then I knew.  An intuitive flash fused all those 

failures into a new mission.  I had a teenager facing death.  

The hardest thing for either of us was to confront and shed 

our fear of death.  Andrew will not die afraid, I decided.  

This was the only way I could now protect him.  I would 

help him get ready to die. 

     I had no idea how to do this.  I wasn’t even sure it could 

be done.  But I could walk with him toward his future, and 

talk with him.  And I could try. 

 
Mark Nassutti 

We Need Not Walk Alone 
 

Mark Nassutti is a writer in Kirkland, WA, and has participated in 

activities of the Kirkland TCF Chapter. 
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I 
 often struggle to think about what 
I am going to write each quarter 
and this one is no different.  But I 
have decided that this month I am 

going to concentrate on those 
individuals who for whatever reason 
leave this world by their own hand. 
 

Both my boys died by suicide and it 
has been a long journey through the 
dark days and the pain.  However, I 
have come out the other end with a 
greater understanding of what it must 
have been like for them to have got to 
that place in time and how the choice 
they made ended their lives. 
 

TCF has had many calls recently from 
very distressed parents who have had 
a child die this way, so this is why I 
want to speak to you about suicide as 
it is relevant.  In the initial stages for 
many it is difficult to discuss this as 
they see it as a stigma and are afraid 
their child will be looked upon in a 
detrimental way.  Suicide is not a 
palatable word is it?  But it is what it is 
and although many think it is not what 
anyone should do, it does happen and 
it happened to many TCF families. 
 

Having a mental illness is not for the 
faint hearted and must be a very 
difficult illness to deal with.  
Depression and suicide work hand in 
hand but depression can be helped.  
So as parents dealing with the death 
of a loved one due to this, it is scary 
and undeniably difficult to come to 
terms with.  However, please do not 
mistake depression as a bad thing as 
it is real just as real as someone 
having cancer, heart disease, diabetes 
or a broken leg, but depression and 
harmful thoughts cannot be seen and 
if you cannot touch it, see it or 
recognize it, how can it be treated?  
Many in society still look down on 
mental health. 
 
Yes I would rather my children were 

with me but they 
are not and what 
I am trying to 
convey is that 
suicide (although 
very traumatic for 
those dealing 
with its effects) is 

a plea for help and a way of releasing 
the person’s pain.  Without more 
information those suffering believe it is 
the only way to be rid of this emotional 
pain. 
 

My memories of losing my first child in 
those initial weeks, months and even 
years are imprinted on my mind never 
to be forgotten, as the pain stayed with 
me for such a long time.  I found that I 
could not sit still and wanted 
desperately to find out why, so I 
bought book after book looking for 
answers not only to why this had 
happened but where was the spirit of 
that beautiful soul? 
 

It surely had not gone completely.  I 
found solace in the literature and it 
took me on a path of self-discovery 
which changed my life. 
 

I am blessed that I found The 
Compassionate Friends as it helped 
me to heal from the very deep 
emotional pain and has supported me 
to find a place where I am at peace 
with the death of both my children.  I 
realized that I could not change what 
had happened even though I had done 
so much to help both my boys when 
they were alive.  Hopefully from what I 
had learned and gone through I could 
be of some help to my fellow bereaved 
and so it all began, and here I am 
many years later working as a 
volunteer in the organization.  I will be 
eternally grateful for the support I was 
given and I hope I have been able to 
support those who came after me in 
some way. 
 

Grief is a very personal journey and so 
unique in so many ways but in other 
ways the same.  This may sound 
contradictory, but when as bereaved 
parents we gather together at our peer 
support group meetings, we hear and 
understand many things that others 
discuss and this brings us a sense of 

belonging.  For many they do not need 
that belonging but for others the sense 
of sharing is important and strong, and 
this is when your healing begins.  
Through sharing with others no matter 
the cause of your child’s death, it 
supports you in the knowledge that 
you are understood and although the 
rest of the community thinks that there 
is a time limit on your healing you are 
accepted by your fellow bereaved and 
encouraged to speak your child’s 
name whenever you need to. 
 

This creates a safe place to be, with a 
feeling of complete understanding.  All 
the people I have shared with in TCF 
are still part of my life even though I do 
not see many of them anymore.  They 
are there with a warm hug, a word of 
hope, a way to manage my grief or 
have sat with me and listened.  Those 
people never leave you as they are the 
ones who helped you on your journey 
and those are the ones who 
encouraged and nurtured you.  When I 
am down, and let me assure you I do 
get down sometimes, I remember 
something one of those people said to 
me and it brings me joy as I realize I 
did hear them and they are still by my 
side. 
 

I would encourage those of you who 
have been afraid to take that initial 
step towards TCF to put your foot 
forward, it will be a challenge and no 
doubt difficult but it will have results 
which will stand you in good stead and 
help with the healing process.  You 
may be with TCF for a short time or a 
long time but you will find friendship 
and support which will be with you 
forever. 
 

Please be kind to yourselves, give 
yourself a pat on the back for the 
courage you all have, understand that 
others have no idea what any of you 
are going through, and always 
remember the love you all have for 
your precious child will keep you 
strong. 
 

Love and Blessings 
Alison Flanagan  

(Mother of Roddy and Aidan) 
TCF/Western Australia 

 
“Depression 

and 

” 
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Going Back to School 
 

Going back to school after the death of your 
brother or sister is a hard thing to go through.  At 
first there are three groups of people to deal 
with: people who give you a lot of support, people 
who don’t know what to say, and those who give 
you weird looks and stay away from you. This lasts 
for a little while. 
 

After a short time, changes with each group 
occur.  Those who did not know what to say start 
to speak or begin to talk.  Those who kept away 
stop ignoring you.  Those people who gave you a 
lot of support slowly return to their own affairs.  
After awhile, everything goes back to normal, and 
it is over to everyone except you.  This is very 
difficult to accept and makes you feel all the 
more alone. 
 

After a long while, the shock for you goes away, 
and it is then that you need the support of your 
friends, peers and teachers.  This month marks 
the first anniversary of the death of my brother.  
Most people will have forgotten, and everything is 
right with the world.  But it is not!  Certainly not 
for my mother and me. 

 
Jordan Ely 
TCF, Albany/Delmar, NY 

 
There is always a guiding light 
no matter how great the storm 
 
Friends who travel through grief 
Who hold your hand and show you the 
way.  Until you are ready to go on 
and be that light for someone else 
 
Thank you for being my guiding light 

 
                   Orange County, CA Chapter 

 

“You’ll get over it. . .”  It’s the clichés that cause the trouble. 

To lose someone you love is to ALTER your life forever. 

You don’t GET OVER IT because 

“IT” is the person you loved. 
The pain stops, there are new people, but the gap never closes. 

 

How could it?  The particularness of someone who mattered enough 
 

 to grieve over is not made anodyne by death. 
 

This hole in my heart is in the shape of you 
 

 and NO-ONE ELSE CAN FIT IT. 
 

Why would I want  them to? 
 

                                                                            ~ Jeanette Winterson 

Paul on Nicholas’ death 
 

The coroner’s verdict, that he killed himself “while the balance of his mind was disturbed” seems to me to be a perfect 

expression of what happened.  Those who cannot comprehend the taking of one’s own life have not fully considered the 

meaning of those eight simple yet profound words.  At the time of the final act, I have no doubt that to him it seemed the most 

reasonable and right thing to do.  That’s how disturbed minds are.  And that was perhaps his greatest fear; that his well-

controlled mind would soon lead him to places he had no wish to be, as mental ill health turned it inside out. 
 

There is one question that never leaves my mind, and that is, where is Nicholas now?  There are times when I have felt his 

presence, not imagined, but as a distinct feeling.  To explain—it is possible to imagine a desert but you cannot make yourself 

feel the heat.  I can well imagine what it would be like to be close to him again, but that is not the same as the far more 

powerful sensation of “feeling” him near.  I can imagine for example what he might say if he were reading this over my 

shoulder.  But that is my imagination, I know that. 
 

At some stage I hoped that I would get a clear and distinct feeling of him as my journey progressed.  And if it came it would 

be in the form of a few words that exploded in my head out of nowhere.  They will not come when I am thinking of him, but 

they will come.  I doubt the question “Where’s Nicholas now?” will ever be answered by me.  But I seriously doubt anyone 

will convince me that what remains of him is nowhere. 
 

                                                                                                                                                                                       Paul Heiney, TCF/NSW 
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Pregnancy and Infant Loss 

In our society we avoid talking about death.  The death of a 

baby is even more hidden because it so violates our 
expectations.  A difficult challenge for many of us is society’s 

refusal to acknowledge that the loss of an unborn or newly 
born child is the loss of a unique individual.  The fact 

that our babies were in the womb or in our arms for 

such a little while adds to the pain and isolation of 
losing a child.  However or whenever it occurs, a baby’s 

death is a profound loss, and one of the most painful 
and traumatic experiences a parent will confront in a 

lifetime.  Our attachment can begin before conception.  
When we lose a child, our hopes and dreams for the child 

have already become a part of our life.  The loss of a child, 

regardless of gestational age, is a loss of part of our future. 
 

Memories, so important for the bereaved, allow us to 
experience a more gradual good-bye.  When a child dies 

before or shortly after birth, we have precious few 
memories.  Our child is gone and we have very little 

evidence that he or she ever really existed. 

This abrupt hello—good-bye relationship makes grieving 

very complex and painful. 
 

Unfortunately, many friends and relatives do not recognize 
the depth of the loss of an unborn or newly born child.  

Acquaintances may never have seen the baby and find 
it difficult to imagine our grief over a child we have 

never seen or perhaps held on briefly.  Because so few 

people actually knew our child, our grief may be even 
more isolating. 
 

Although nothing can take away the pain, it may be helpful 

to know what others have experienced or found comforting 
as they struggled to deal with the intense grief that followed 

the death of their child.  As we travel this path, it may be 

helpful to seek out those who are supportive in helping us 
cope with the losses of our babies.  May we reach out and 

comfort one another on this journey. 
 
TCF/South Africa, Verdugo Hills Chapter 

But there is a discomfort that surrounds grief. 

It makes even the most well-intentioned people 

unsure of what to say. 

And so many of the freshly bereaved 

end up feeling even more alone. 
 

~ Megan O’Rourke 

Some of you say, “Joy is greater than sorrow,” and others say,  

“Nay, sorrow is the greater.” 

But I say unto you, they are inseparable. 

Together they come, and when one sits alone with you at your board,  

remember that the other is asleep upon your bed. 
 

~ Kahlil Gibran 

Where there is sorrow, there is holy ground. 
 

Oscar Wilde 

It must be very difficult 
To stand up to the test, 

And field the calls and visitors 
So she can get some rest. 

They always ask if she’s all right 
And what she’s going through. 

But seldom take his hand and ask, 
“My friend, but how are you?” 

He hears her crying in the night 
And thinks his heart will break. 

He dries her tears and comforts her, 
But “stays strong” for her sake. 

It must be very difficult 
To start each day anew. 

And try to be so very brave - 
He lost his baby too. 

Eileen Knight Hagemeister 

It must be very difficult 
To be a man in grief, 
Since “men don’t cry” 
And “men are strong” 

No tears can bring relief. 
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Halloween -  A New Way Of Seeing 
 

It’s nearly Halloween, this year my view has been affected by what I’ve seen. 

The images of graves don’t perturb me, as I find peace at yours on bended knee. 

Skeletons don’t scare me, your death is the only thing that has disturbed me. 

Bats are not a worry as I gaze at the night sky looking for you, birds fly in a flurry. 

Witches and ghosts hold no harm, as you are now my Angel protecting me with loving arms.  

I don’t see a cobweb and scream, I see it more as a catcher for our dreams. 

Trick or Treat, well I’ve faced the trick, I will have the treat when you again I’ll meet.  

This Halloween I’ll eat a piece of pumpkin pie and look for you my love in the sky. 

 
Marie Ste 

Lovingly lifted from BP/USA, Coeur d’Alene  

DWELLING ON OUR LOSS 
 

To an outsider, the idea of meeting with a group of people for the purpose of discussing death, our personal experiences with 

the death of our children, “the grief process,” etc., may seem grim if not altogether morbid.  All of us who are involved in The 

Compassionate Friends have run into someone who has asked, “Why do you do this?” or “Why don’t you just try to let go?”   
 

The idea of “dwelling on the loss” is always stated with negative connotations, yet dwelling on the death of a child is not 

something we can avoid.  Indeed, “dwelling” is part of the healing process.  It’s how we come to grips with the questions 

“Why, what if…?” that uncontrollably pop up in our minds and it is how we learn to accept the unacceptable.   
 

Certainly, there is a wealth of information in books dealing with death and dying.  Our faith, our pastors, priests and rabbis 

have much to contribute to healing.  Psychologists, psychiatrists and therapy may be necessary.   

 

The Compassionate Friends encourages parents to utilize any or all of the above tools, but we also realize the value of learning 

to verbalize, openly, publicly, the grief and the loss we feel . . . not in the privacy of our doctor or minister’s office, where we 

are very sheltered, but openly among people who know full well how hard it is to say, “My child is dead.”  We do not put any 

pressure on people attending our meeting to say anything, but the beautiful part of this group is that it enables you to see 

people who are “down the long road” a way further and to realize that you will be there in time. 
 

Are we dwelling on our loss?  Absolutely.  But we are learning to dwell on it constructively, to dwell on it without guilt  and 

without the isolation that we have all felt.  We learn how to reach out (in time) to others with a compassion that brings healing 

to others as well as to ourselves. 
 

                                                                                                                                                                             Phillip Barker, TCF/California  

THANKSGIVING 

 

Thanksgiving will soon be upon us.  For many of you this will be the first without 

your child, for others it will mark another one since your child has passed.  

Whatever time has passed for you, I wish you all one filled with family and friends 

who care and will hold you when the memories bring on tears and who will laugh 

with you at the joy they may bring. 
 

                                                                                             ~ Sheila Simmons, TCF/Atlanta 

 



 

  September * October 2018 * WINNIPEG CHAPTER NEWSLETTER 
Page 16 

 

MARK YOUR CALENDAR 

    

September 13 & 14 Palliative Manitoba 27th Annual Provincial Conference: “Keep It Simple”.  Location: 

                                    Victoria Inn 1808 Wellington Avenue, Phone: 204-889-8525 ext. 228.    Visit their website         

                                    for additional information—www.palliativemanitoba.ca 

 

September 20  Sharing Meeting, 685 William Avenue, 7:30 pm.  Library opens at 7:00 pm. 

 

September 25  Palliative Manitoba and Chapel Lawn Funeral Home Grief Seminar.  Parents that are  

                                    Left Behind. Time: 12—1 pm. Location: Chapel Lawn Funeral Home, 4000 Portage Avenue.  

   Cost: Free.  Please register by calling Chapel Lawn Funeral Home at 204-885-9715. 

 

October 16  Palliative Manitoba and Cropo Funeral Chapel Grief Seminar.  The Importance of  

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

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

 

October 18  Sharing Meeting, 685 William Avenue, 7:30 pm.  Library opens at 7:00 pm. 

 

November 13  Palliative Manitoba and Cropo Funeral Chapel Grief Seminar.  Helpful Resources.  

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

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

 

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

 

November 17  Annual Candlelight Memorial Service, 7:30 pm. Fort Garry United Church. 

     

August 24, 2019          TCF/Winnipeg Presents Mitch Carmody and Alan Pedersen  
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YES, I WISH TO RECEIVE THE WINNIPEG CHAPTER NEWS 

We must have your reply by October  1st - Thanks 

 

Our mailing list is well over 500.  New people are constantly being added to our list throughout the year, and therefore,  

it is necessary to update the list annually. There is no charge for bereaved parents, but a tax-deductible receipt will be issued  

for any donations received.   

 

 

 
 

 
 

WE APPRECIATE your comments, suggestions and poetry.  Please fee free to share your thoughts by email or mail. 

May we share your comments in our newsletter? _________Yes         _________No 

PLEASE MAIL this sheet to:  The Compassionate Friends, 685 William Avenue, Winnipeg, MB R3E 0Z2.  

 

I wish to continue receiving the TCF/Winnipeg newsletter:  YES___________________ NO___________________ 

I am a:  Bereaved Parent___________Professional_____________Chapter Leader__________Other___________ 

NAME(S):_______________________________________________________________________________________ 

ADDRESS:______________________________________________________________________________________ 

POSTAL CODE:_______________________________________  PHONE NO. _____________________________ 

EMAIL: 

ALL BEREAVED PARENTS:  Please fill in the blanks below for our computer files.  With your permission your  

child’s name will be published in “OUR CHILDREN LOVED, MISSED AND REMEMBERED” page of the  

newsletter in the appropriate month, 

          - if you live in Winnipeg or surrounding area, 

          - if you do not have a chapter in your area, or if your chapter does not have a newsletter. 

If you do not wish to have your child’s name printed, please tell us.  We would still appreciate having the information for  

our records. 

 

PLEASE DO_________DO NOT________remember my child in the Children Remembered Section 

CHILD’S NAME____________________________________________________________AGE__________________ 

Male  _______ Female  ______ 

DATE OF BIRTH_______________________________DATE OF DEATH __________________________________ 

    Day / Month / Year      Day / Month / Year 

CAUSE OF DEATH________________________________________________________________________________ 
 

PROFESSIONALS:  A donation of $15.00 would be appreciated to cover the cost of postage and printing of our Newsletter. 

My position (discipline) is____________________________________________________________________________ 

I would like to help in the work of TCF by_______________________________________________________________ 

I would like to attend a Sharing Meeting (as an observer)____________________________________________________ 

I would like TCF to make a presentation to my colleagues___________________________________________________ 

I would like_____copies of the TCF/Winnipeg brochure (no charge) which I will display at: 

_________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
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HELP US HELP YOU 

 
1.  Do you find the newsletter helpful?  ____Yes    ____No 

 

2.  Which parts of the newsletter have you found most beneficial? 

    ____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

    ____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

3. Is there a new topic you would like to see in the newsletter?  ____ Yes    ____No 

 If yes, please explain 

____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

4.  Have you attended a Sharing Meeting?  ____Yes   ____No 

  If yes, did you attend  ____once  ____2-3 times   ____more than 3 times 

  Did you find the meetings helpful?  ____Yes   ____No 

  Please explain 

 _____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 _____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

5. If you have not attended a sharing meeting, please help us and explain why. 

     _____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 _____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

6. Would you like to have guest speakers at some Sharing Meetings?  ____Yes   ____No 

  If yes, is there someone in particular you would like, or an area you would like addressed? 

      ____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

      ____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

7. Would you like to have a night other than the Sharing Meeting for  a guest speaker?  ____Yes   ___No 

  If yes, is there someone in particular you would like or an area you would like addressed? 

_____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

_____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

8. Have you attended a Monday afternoon drop in?  ____Yes   ____No 

 

9. If you have not attended a sharing meeting, please help us and explain why. 

     _____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 _____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

10. Have you used our library?  ______Yes    _____No 

  If yes, did you find it helpful?  _________Yes   ________No 

 

11.  Have you contacted a Telephone Friend?  _______Yes    ______No 

       If yes, did you find it helpful?  _______Yes   ________No 

 

 12.  Have you attended the Annual Candlelight Service?  _______Yes ______No 

 If yes, did you find it helpful?    _______Yes    ______No 

 


