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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 – January 17, February 21, March 21
*DROP-IN CENTRE – Monday Afternoons from 1:00 – 3:00 pm in Harry Medovy House, 671
William Avenue, Room 105. ENTRANCE on east side of building. Closed on statutory holidays.

When I’m gone
Close your eyes and open your spirit and you will feel me beside you…
Guiding you every step of the way.
I don’t want you to ever forget that even though I am gone from sight,
our love is not.
I am just a conversation away, so talk to me...tell me your joys and your
sorrows,
I still want to be a part of it all.
Grief Digest Magazine, Volume 13, #2
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OUR HEARTFELT SYMPATHY TO:

Our thoughts go out to all

Joey Sargent, on the death of her sister, Lou, who died on September 27, 2018.
Always Remembered, Scott.
Donna Boitson and family, on the death of her husband and their father, Ken,
who died on December 7, 2018. Ken was a great friend to all of us at TCF/
Winnipeg, and was a valued volunteer. Ken did all the graphics for our
newsletters, and it will never be the same without all the heart he put into each
and every issue.
Always Remembered, Ryan.

bereaved parents whose
child(ren) would be
celebrating a birthday
during the months of
January and February.
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.

“We bereaved are not alone. We belong to the largest company in the world, the
company of those who have known suffering. When it seems that our sorrow is
too great to be borne, let us think of the great family of the heavy hearted into
which our grief has given us entrance, and inevitably we will feel about us, their
arms, their sympathy, their understanding.”
Helen Keller

How I Found Hope …
Going to The Compassionate Friends and making ’connections’ with others who understood
what I was going through gave me the feeling of hope.
Joan Dauphinee, Caitlin’s stepmom
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REVIEW
AT OUR OCTOBER SHARING MEETING 13
were in attendance with 3 attending for the first time.
Thanks to Marcheta for greeting and facilitating.
Thanks to Donna for looking after the library. Thanks
goes to Donna and Karen for cleaning up after the
meeting. And thank you Jocelyn for greeting everyone
at the door! We were honoured to have Sandy Cameron,
Palliative Care Coordinator from Carman, sit in on our
sharing circle. Thank you Sandy for your kind and
caring heart.
AT OUR NOVEMBER SHARING MEETING 10
were in attendance with 3 attending for the first time.
Thanks to Marcheta for setting up, greeting and
facilitating. Thanks to Donna for setting up, looking
after the library and for cleaning up after the meeting.
On Friday night, November 16th, as the days started getting
shorter and the nights getting colder, our love for our children
united us and remained as strong and warm as ever, as we
gathered together for TCF/Winnipeg’s 34th Annual
Candlelight Gathering. It was an emotional and beautiful
evening in loving memory of so many precious children,
grandchildren, siblings and loved ones. They died from many
different causes, and at all ages, and they will forever be a
part of our lives. Their pictures were placed at the front on
the memory tables so we were able to see their faces during the
service. The evening began with lighting a candle for a very
special TCF/Winnipeg family member, Al Turnock, who died
on June 6, 2018. We miss Al so much. We listened to
beautiful music and poetry, and then one by one we came to the
front to light a special candle in their memory and to say their
beloved names. After the program, some lingered to listen to
music, while others took their child’s picture to place on the
other memory table in the reception room where everyone had
the opportunity to talk with others and enjoy a cup of coffee
or tea or Betty’s special punch. We also got to enjoy
sandwiches and dainties. This evening was made special
because of everyone that attended. A very special thank you to
Pat Walmsley, Diane, Carol Ann and Erin who looked after

everything to make sure we weren’t thirsty or hungry. Thank
you to Pat C., Karen, Dolores S., and Elaine S. for making all
the sandwiches. Thank you Betty, Dolores B., Susan, Bob,
Elaine S. and Marcheta for meeting at noon to set everything
up. Thank you Maurice, Bob and Susan, John and Elaine
L., Elaine S., Calvin and Marie-Claude, Diane, Yvonne for all
their help with greeting, guest books, and candles etc. Thank
you so much Pat and Garth for ushering again this year.
Joey sang “A Healing Hallelujah” and we are so thankful
that she sang it for us. The music was written by Leonard
Cohen with the lyrics adapted by BJ Jensen. The gift of music
by Kerilyn Zielinski, Angela Rajfur and Daniele and Phil
Hutlet was absolutely beautiful. Thank You! And we thank
our readers, Jodi, Dolores S., Elaine S., and Allie and Susan.
Thank you Fort Garry United Church for renting their
beautiful space to us. Many thanks to Greg Romance of
Bond Printing for his generous donation of printing our
programs and to Karen for making sure our program cover
was perfect. And for all the tears that needed dabbing, we
send many thanks to Marissa Ambalina at Virtual Hospice
for supplying all the tissues. She has been so good to us. We
have been very fortunate to have so many generous people in
our lives, and without the Morgoch family, Johnny, Sharon,
Shannon, Tanya, Steph and Devyn, and the Show and Shine,
we may have left feeling a bit hungry. Anyway, it takes many
helping hands to make an evening like that so special, so
Thank You! And last, but definitely not least, thank you
Betty for making every single detail beautiful and
meaningful. It means so much to all of us. See you all next
year when we come together again to express our love for the
children gone to soon, and to celebrate our precious memories
of them.

Marcheta
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In the Interstices Between Love and Grief
I’ve been staring at his handwriting for an hour now. He had a book of lists, you know, to-do lists.
I found some of his journals in storage, and I pore through them every so often. I take my finger and trace the shape of his
letters, caress the loops, linger tenderly on his punctuation, and stare deeply into the intent of his doodles.
My precious boy.
If I were a medium I would say that his Spirit was in the room, that he was trying to communicate with me from the “other side.”
I would try to comfort the grieving Momma through the mercies of little white lies…
But I cannot shake my sense of him in this book of lists, this book in which he made plans for the day, for the week…
I’m a realist generally, with an overarching need to believe, but I won’t seek out proof. It’s enough to “feel” his Presence...in
that part of me that can suspend my disbelief, and transcend a world that believes only in things that can be measured.
As you all know, when you lose a child, your entire worldview is shattered. Nothing makes sense anymore, and you wonder if
it ever will again.
There is a benefit to being lost though; there are then infinitely many paths to being found. It will be 28 months next Tuesday
for me and my boy. And the road is wide open before me. Reluctantly I go.
As I hugged his journal to my chest, I thought of the Akashic Records, and I let Rikki be my guide to possibilities, and he said,
“Momma, what kind of relationship do YOU want to have with me now, one of pain, or one of peace?”
I will sleep on this tonight with his journal under my pillow. Perhaps he’ll come to me in a dream, or whisper “I love you” while I
sleep.
Sherrie Ann Cassel
Grief Digest Magazine, Volume 14, #4

Carrying Memories Into The New Year
With the church bells ringing
the new year enters
echoing the days of yesteryear
memories of happiness
the smiles of our children
the sunlight within each face.
Who will remember these dear ones
far from our yearning arms?
Who remembers all they were
the way she danced, the hat he wore?

With the old year gone, will they
no longer be known?
We will remember them, each one.
We will hold them in our hearts
as we carry memories
into this new year.
We will allow the memories to
make us laugh, to make us sing.
Their lives will fill the air
as the church bells ring.
~Alice J. Wisler, TCF Atlanta

Light A Candle
On INTERNATIONAL COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS DAY
~ JANUARY 28 ~
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I

am a grieving parent. My child died nearly 17 years ago. Most people would assume that all the unfinished business and
emotion surrounding her death would have long since resolved itself and been settled. They would be wrong.

I have learned through experience the expectations of others regarding the life span of my grief who haven’t walked in my
shoes are polar opposites of my reality.
One of the biggest misconceptions made by others about me and those who walk this same path is that we “should” be
working toward being healed. They tend to think of our grief as an outcome-based process with benchmarks we “should” have
reached as we complete steps and stages which would result in us somehow emerging unscathed by the horror of our loss.
Nothing anyone says about my grief who hasn’t experienced the incredible high of witnessing their child’s first breath and the
unimaginable low of knowing their child has taken their last breath holds any significance to me. Frankly, I am happy those
who speak in ignorance don’t have to live this experience and I am also jealous of them as well.
Many years ago, I decided to make peace with the world of fortunate others who will never “get it.” In my early years of grief, I
would confront insensitive comments or try to educate every pompous intellect who had an opinion about my grief journey.
Today, I do not waste my breath, it is no longer a good use of my energy.
Instead of trying to inform those misinformed folks who really weren’t open to my lecturing, I shifted my energy toward being
compassionate and kind to all in honor of Ashley. I can’t tell you how much better I felt once I removed myself from this verbal
combat zone where I was always hypersensitive and on guard for the next “stupid” thing someone might say.
It was in this process where I realized something which has served me quite well over the years. People tend to understand
grief and loss to the level they have experienced it. We can’t expect people to know what they have not experienced. I soon
began to chuckle inside at some of the ridiculous things people would say in their ignorance. One thing I advise women in my
workshops on this topic to do is the next time someone tries to tell them how they should grieve, imagine me standing in front
of them trying to explain what it feels like to give birth to a child...this always brings a laugh.
I live with the loss of Ashley every day, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. My love for her is forever woven into the fabric of
this new life I live since her death. Ashley’s birth sent my life on a trajectory in which I expected to spend my lifetime
physically with her in it. Her death changed that trajectory, but that does not change the fact that I will still live the rest of my
life with her in it. I am her hands, her voice, her feet. My compassion and kindness reflect the love that lives on in my heart. I
am doing exactly what I am supposed to be doing, and that keeps me deeply connected to her.
I am a bereaved parent, but I am alive and well. I do not need for you to understand how or why I grieve so loudly after 17
years. It is my journey; my choice and I am blessed to dedicate my life to advocating for all who walk this difficult path.
No, I am not healed and no, I am not over it. And because I am not healed or over it, my life is both manageable and
beautiful. Ashley’s life and death have shaped and colored my world in ways I could have never imagined. It is all bittersweet.
I accept that, I embrace that, I am a bereaved parent, this is what we do.
Alan Pedersen
Lovingly lifted from Upper and Lower Cape Cod Chapters
Alan Pedersen is an award-winning speaker, songwriter and recording artist. His inspirational message of hope and his music have
resonated deeply with those facing a loss or adversity in their lives and have made him one of the most popular and in demand presenters in
the world on finding hope after loss. Since the death of his 18-year-old daughter Ashley in 2001, Alan has traveled to more than 1,300 cities
speaking and playing his original music. Alan also successfully served four years as the U.S. Executive Director of The Compassionate
Friends, the largest grief organization in the world.

To my angel, so precious, who lives in heaven above.
Look around you and see all the children for you to be with and love.
There were many before you and many since and many will come in time.
Make them your special friends, their moms and dads are mine.
Cathy Tall, Delmarva, TCF
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There is no
death.
Only a change
of worlds.

I will search for you among the rays of sunshine,
the deep blue sky, the fluffy clouds, the birds
singing their songs, the waves that crash upon
the shore and the gentle fresh wind that blows
through my hair.
You are here . . . all around me.
Jennifer Ross
TCF/St. Paul, MN

May those words bring comfort
in your time of loss.
Chief Seattle
Courage isn’t having the strength to go on it is going on when you don’t have strength.
Napoleon Bonaparte

“No rule book. No time frame. No judgment.
Grief is as individual as a fingerprint.
Do what is right for your soul.”
- One Fit Widow

“Grief knits two hearts in closer
bonds than happiness ever can;
and common sufferings are far
stronger links than common joys.”
Alphonse de Lamartine (1790-1869)

Broken Open
Recently, I was asked to say a “few words”, to other bereaved parents. My first thought was how does one say a few words
when someone loses a child?
There are either “no words”, because words can’t truly describe the pain. Or, there are “not enough words” as one grasps for
the many words and metaphors it would take in an attempt to describe it. And, still only end up feeling the words were
inadequate!
In preparing to share these “few words”, I wrote and scratched it out, and wrote and scratched it out, over and over again as
words failed to describe the pain that penetrated every aspect of my being...body, mind, soul, and spirit.
So first, I say...I’m sorry! I am SO truly sorry for your loss. I share your loss.
My boy Micah died suddenly at age 18. Micah had severe spastic quadriplegic cerebral palsy his entire life. He required full
care, so already grief and loss were present with Micah’s life. And, even with that, I was not prepared for the grief and loss
that would hit me when he died. I was his Mom, his primary care giver, and his advocate as he could not speak. With his
passing was also the loss of my life’s purpose.
Continued...
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Then like a tsunami...my marriage of 26 years dissolved,
health and finances collapsed, and loss touched every area
of my life. So, although our loss may not look exactly the
same...I know that the pain and suffering joins our hearts. It
touches us all. It weaves in and out of every one of our
lives.
Losing a child is ultimate loss of control. If we could control
it, our children would be healthy and happy and with us right
now! To lose a child defies the natural order. I am SO sorry
for your loss!
In these moments when there is an opportunity to share a
“few words,” I ask myself what would I have wanted
someone to share with me?
I wish someone would have shared with me that my days
would be filled with both/and. That grief is BOTH a heavy
blanket...SO heavy at times you feel like you cannot
breathe. SO heavy and dense that you can’t lift it off. SO
heavy its weight keeps you down in the cold and darkness.
AND, also this heavy blanket is available to surround you
and wrap you tight like swaddling a baby bringing loving
comfort and protection.
Our minds frantically want to find a way to make sense of
what happened...the whys are haunting...and no answer
would ever satisfy! It’s only when we are experiencing and
expressing the grief and loss that we heal and emerge.
Grieving is the only way to release us from the grief. In the
grieving, we begin to experience both/and. BOTH the
unimaginable excruciating pain AND the new awareness
that leads to hope and faith and a greater Love.
I would have wanted someone to encourage me that even
though I couldn’t feel it or believe it, I WAS truly held and
supported by a Loving Presence even in the deepest
darkness when there was no conceivable light at the end of
the tunnel.
I would have wanted someone to tell me to hold what I now
call “moments of sustenance”...the morsels...the tiniest of
tiny crumbs (which are something different to each of us)...to
gather and absorb them because THESE ARE THE
MOMENTS OF LOVE AND THEY PAVE THE PATH OF
HOPE! They lead to an eventual story that does continue to
unfold…
By allowing yourself to hold just a small opening for
something to emerge beyond your control and explanation is
truly “collateral beauty.” A gift that emerges in the wake of
the unimaginable. These gifts give you strength to hold on
in the darkness. To not be afraid to embrace the pain...to let
it out in some form; to let it do its transformative work. To be
YOU. To be authentic. No two people grieve alike. Only
you know what you need.
Right now, in this present moment, from my heart to yours, I

would encourage you to please give ample love and
compassion to yourself! How can you not feel this way?!
Your love is deep, how can the pain not be?!
It’s not a sign of weakness to hurt...rather it’s the depth of
your love crying out in expression. It’s OK. It’s necessary.
It cannot be intellectualized. It’s the journey of the HEART.
Explore it, express it!
There are those who walked this path ahead of us. Invite
them to help you. Generations before us have grieved their
child and many after us will. We can learn from their stories.
We each individually have our own inner journey to take.
Yet, we are interconnected. Our stories overlap and
connect us and comfort us. Our pain and loss joins our
hearts. And the love we have in our hearts for our children,
and the love they have for us, is a sustaining love.
In a much more personal way, I now understand the words,
“love never dies” or “love never ends.” Micah has now taken
on a new form and yet he still continues to expand my heart.
I SO miss the physical form I was used to! YET, I have
come to experience this love that lives beyond physical
death. A love that abides in the heart.
This love that we shared with our children becomes
multiplied! The love that is intertwined into our very being!
The love we freely gave. The love that is forever changing
us. The love that is always accepting. The love that lets us
know we’re enough. The love that cannot die.
The love that can’t fail to be present in us because it led us
all to who we are today.
To live from our children’s essence is to live from love.
When our hearts connect with the heart of another, we feel
our child’s essence alive, and honor the life of love they
lived. This helps us find meaning and multiply the love!
I encourage you to let loss and love join hands within your
heart. The deep pain and suffering we experience create an
earthquake inside. It feels like we’re crumbling and breaking
down beyond repair. Yet, I desire to encourage you and
give you hope that what feels like being BROKEN DOWN is
really an opportunity to be BROKEN OPEN!
As we remember each of our precious children, I leave you
with a quote by poet Rumi: “My beloved grows right out of
my own heart, how much more union can there be!”
Our children’s light of love will continue to shine and the
window between our hearts will be forever open as Love
truly never ends…
Cheri Thomas
Grief Digest Magazine, Volume 14 #4
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A Valentine to all my
Compassionate Friends

We who had had our hearts so badly broken know each other.
We have lost a child, grandchild, a sister, or a brother.
It matters not if we’ve seen each other’s faces.
We share mending hearts full of achy places.
At first our hearts feel shredded and torn.
We might even wish that we’d never been born.
We don’t understand how our lives went so wrong.
Everyone tells us they’re glad that we’re strong.
All we know is that we hurt to the core
Because a child, dearly loved is with us no more.
With time, patience, and understanding we begin to heal.
We begin to accept what is, and life starts to seem real.
Each time we tell our tale, each hug, we receive,
Puts a band-aid on the hurting spots and
gives us reason to believe.
That we feel joy again, that life does go on.
Though we’re never the same, since our child is gone.
Compassionate Friends teach us ways we can cope,
Until we can live again and face life with hope.
So, to TCF members, whether we’ve met or not,
Thank you for the band-aids on my bruised healing spot.
Kathy Hahn, TCF/Lower Bucks, PA

HE NEVER GAVE US A VALENTINE
He never gave us a valentine,
he never learned how to write.
He never gave us a valentine,
although, someday, I thought he might.
No long-stemmed roses in a
white florist box,
but some freshly picked dandelions
and a fistful of rocks.
No heart-shaped package
of chocolate-covered candies,
but a mud pie offered
with little hands all sandy.
But the bear hugs he gave
were the best to be had,
he never gave us a valentine
on a red paper doily with crayoned art.
He never gave us a valentine,
he merely gave us his heart.
Kathy Slief, TCF/Tulsa, OK
BP/USA

“No one else will ever know
the strength of my love for
you… After all, you’re the only
one who knows what my heart
sounds like from the inside.”

It is Time for Love
February has fewer days than most months, and
that may be of special significance to us, as our
children had fewer days than most. When we
think of this month, the most outstanding day,
perhaps, is St. Valentine’s Day. It is a time for
love.
When we were school age we had a special
chance to give and receive cards in those
decorated boxes in our primary classrooms.
Perhaps it is the one holiday when children can
really do something for everyone. Addressing a
card to each and every classmate made you
think of how you felt about each one and
wonder about how they felt about you.
Love is found in every day of every year, but
February and Valentine’s Day are very special. I
wish I could remember just how it felt to get a
“nicer” valentine from someone I sent a “nicer”
one to. It is so long ago, and there have been so
many, much more significant happenings in my
life. But sometimes, I’d like to remember just
how it felt. I am sending along this Valentine
Love Note to each of you right now and hope
that you know it is one of the “nicer” ones,
because each of you is very special to me.
Somehow I don’t wonder how you feel—I know.
As we grieve the loss of our children and each
others, we begin to find a different kind of love
than we ever expected to experience.
Rosalie Baker, TCF/Rochester, NY
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Looking to the Light

Our surviving
children not only
lost a sibling,
but they’ve also
lost the mother
and father they
once knew.

It is difficult to articulate thoughts and feelings about a life-altering event such as the
death of a brother. For a long time, the only thing I could do to find any solace was to
read about the tragic experiences of others. I was often moved to tears, so strong was my
identification with their anguish.
I never suffered from denial. My brother’s death was always a very tangible thing. It was
my grief. I owned it. In accepting it, I feel that the healing was somehow expedited. I
don’t mean to imply that I am now returned to the unaffected individual that existed prior
to his death, that my acceptance of his death is now clear.
I don’t think you ever “get over” such a loss. What happens is the incorporation of that
loss into your daily life. In my case, that process brought a number of changes in attitude
and priority which, as it turned out, were in my best interest. I had become centered on
myself and my career to such an extent that I was armed against life’s disappointments.
When meeting me, it became clear to others that “career” was what it was all about. I
keep pictures of my brother all around so that I can see him several times each day. In
doing so, I am alternately both comforted and saddened. But mostly, I am comforted. I
know he is in heaven and I believe he looks in on me and is aware of the magical events
that have taken place in my life. When I look upward through my kitchen skylights, I can
see the sky and the top of the big old elm in the lights. I talk to him in my heart and I
know he is near. I still shed my tears, for I miss him and will the remainder of my life.
Given a choice, I wish he had never become ill and that he hadn’t ended his life. Today,
some two years after his death, I can accept it and understand his choice. The love we feel
for a loved one never has to leave us, even though our loved one has departed physically.

Everything is
different now.

It is said, “When you lose a
parent you lose your past.
When you lose a child, you lose
your future. When you lose a
sibling, you lose both.”

Rhonda St. John, Grosse Pointe Woods, MI

HELLO, my name is Drugs,
“I destroy homes, tear families...apart - take your
children, and that’s just the start.
I’m more costly than diamonds,
more costly than gold the sorrow I bring is a sight to behold.
And if you need me, remember I’m easily found.
I live all around you, in schools and in town.
I live with the rich, I live with the poor,
I live down the street, and maybe next door.
My power is awesome - try me you’ll see.
But if you do, you may never break free.
Just try me once and I might let you go,
but try me twice, and I’ll own your soul.
When I possess you, you’ll steal and you’ll lie.
You’ll do what you have to just to get high.
The crimes you’ll commit, for my narcotic charms,
will be worth the pleasure you’ll feel in your arms.
You’ll lie to your mother;
you’ll steal from your dad.
When you see their tears, you should feel sad.
But you’ll forget your morals and
how you were raised.
I’ll be your conscience, I’ll teach you my ways.
I take kids from parents, and parents from kids,
I turn people from God,
and separate from friends.
I’ll take everything from you,
your looks and your pride,
I’ll be with you always, right by your side.
You’ll give up everything - your family,
your home, your friends, your money,

then you’ll be alone.
I’ll take and I’ll take,
till you have nothing more to give.
When I’m finished with you you’ll be lucky to live.
If you try me be warned this is no game.
If given the chance, I’ll drive you insane.
I’ll ravish your body, I’ll control your mind.
I’ll own you completely; your soul will be mine.
The nightmares I’ll give you while lying in bed.
The voices you’ll hear from inside your head.
The sweats, the shakes, the visions you’ll see.
I want you to know, these are all gifts from me.
But then it’s too late, and you’ll know in your
heart, that you are mine, and we shall not part.
You’ll regret that you tried me, they always do.
But you came to me, not I to you.
You knew this would happen.
Many times you were told, but you challenged
my power, and chose to be bold.
You could have said no, and just walked away.
If you could live that day over, now what would
you say?
I’ll be your master; you will be my slave.
I’ll even go with you, when you go to your grave.
Now that you have met me, what will you do?
Will you try me or not?
It’s all up to you.
I can bring you more misery than words can tell.
Come take my hand, let me lead you to hell.”
Signed
DRUGS
Gratefully lifted from Okanagan Valley Newsletter
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My beautiful 18-year-old son died in my arms in ICU.
I have often thought about what I could have said to him, to stop him, to save him, to get through to him, to fix the broken
pieces inside of him.
I was with him just hours before the incident that saw him end up in that bed in ICU, with tubes and wires and flashing lights
keeping him going.
The torment I have put myself through, going over that last visit, is immeasurable.
I cannot imagine the pain he felt, on that night, and I don’t think he really understood the ripples his death would leave behind,
the pain compounded.
The guilt that comes hand-in-fist with grief, when death is by suicide, is like a living beast.
The should-have, would-have, could-haves abound: I should have seen what was inside of his head.
I would have done anything to save him. I could have fixed him, if only I had seen.
My son’s death is not just about my loss; it is also about the loss to the community of a child with massive potential, with
endless possibilities, and with bursting enthusiasm. A child who forgot that life is about the spark of love, connection, and
hope that is impossible to see, when your eyes are blackened by depression.
Losing him allowed me to open my eyes to the fact that suicide is way too prevalent in our society, particularly among young
men. I belong to a new club now, and have met many, many parents who have also lost their beautiful children to suicide.
The abiding feeling, the thread that sews us all together, is a burning desire to make a change. We all want to save another
child from an untimely death, to save another family from the suffering that death by suicide delivers. We know it, we feel it,
we live it, we do not want anyone else to be in this place.
I remember those days we had with him in ICU, I was manic in my desire to wash all of the black and miserable thoughts out
of him, and fill him with love. His family and friends were with him in ICU, and the love and the pain and the heartache were
almost too much to bear. I held my boy, as the ventilator was removed, and he died in my arms. I pushed every last whisper
of love out of my fingertips and into him, as his soul flew away.
My son’s funeral, the best, worst day ever, echoed the love that had surrounded him in ICU. The weeks and months that
followed, saw grief snapping at my heels, with unexpected flashbacks, unguarded memories, and behaving irrationally in
“normal” situations. I was (and am) able to step one foot in front of another, day by day.
To go back to work, to look after my daughter, to hold it together in public (and cry in the car, or late into the night) I was able
to stand up at the funeral of my kids’ father (he died three months after my son), and say the words I imagined my son would
have spoken.
I was also able to commit words in stone for my dead son (one of the hardest things I have ever done).
After a year, the silent pressure began to build, the pressure that insists that the grief time is over, that the getting on with it
time is nigh. I have felt terribly guilty, that I haven’t been able to get over it yet, that I haven’t been able to move on.
Some of it comes from society’s aversion to look mental illness in the face. It should be as OK for me to acknowledge
depression or anxiety or grief as it is for me to acknowledge broken bones, or a chest infection, or cancer. We need to be ok,
as a society to talk about mental illness, to be open about it, and to be supportive. That is the only thing that will cut through
the self-imposed veil of isolation that all too often surrounds those suffering mental illness. Through isolation and negative
self-speak, we lose way too many souls.
I thank God for my beautiful son, and for this journey, that will deliver me to a place where I can talk, and push more fervently
for change. Where I can remember that my son loved me, and I loved him. Love never dies.
You are loved, my beloved boy. You are loved, you are loved, you are loved.
Gratefully lifted from Johannesburg Chapter

I have learned that grief is a real physical force, like love. It is, really, an integral part of
love. Indeed, the stronger the love, the harder the grief.
I have discovered not to fear grief and to handle it with respect. Like love, it can tie one
in knots and drown one in despair. Like love, it causes the soul to expand and grow.
Desiree Aguirre
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Grandparent
Grief

I am powerlessness. I am helplessness. I am in frustration.
I sit with her and I cry with her. She cries for her daughter
and I cry for mine. I can’t help her. I can’t reach inside her
and take her broken heart. I must watch her suffer day
after day.

I listen to her tell me over and over how she misses Emily,
how she wants her back. I can’t bring Emily back for her. I can’t buy her an even better
Emily than she had, like I could buy her an even better toy when she was a child. I can’t kiss
the hurt and make it go away. I can’t even kiss even a small part of it away. There’s no band-aid large enough to cover
her bleeding heart.
There was a time I could listen to her talk about a fickle boyfriend and tell her it would be okay, and know in my heart that
in two weeks she wouldn’t even think of him. Can I tell her it’ll be okay in two years when I know it will never be okay,
that she will carry this pain of “what might have been” in her deepest heart for the rest of her life?
I see this young woman, my child, who was once carefree and fun-loving and bubbling with life, slumped in a chair with her
eyes full of agony. Where is my power now? Where is my mother’s bag of tricks that will make it all better? Why can’t I
join her in the aloneness of her grief? As tight as my arms wrap around her, I can’t reach that aloneness.
What can I give her to make her better? A cold, wet cloth will ease the swelling of her crying eyes, but it won’t stop the
reason for her tears. What treat will bring joy back to her? What prize will bring that happy child smile back? Where are
the magic words to give her comfort? What chapter in Dr. Spock tells me how to do this? He has told me everything else
I’ve needed to know.
Where are the answers? I should have them. I’m the mother.
I know that some day she’ll find happiness again, that her life will have meaning again. I can hold out hope for her some
day, but what about now? This minute? This hour? This day? I can give her my love and my prayers and my care and my
concern. I could give her my life. But even that won’t help.
I wrote this piece out of deep feelings of powerlessness. It seemed that no matter what I did, I could not take away my
daughter’s pain at the death of her three-year-old daughter, Emily. Were that not enough, I was devastated by my own
grief at the loss of my precious granddaughter. I could relate to my daughter’s pain. I, too, had lost a child. In 1971 my
six-year-old son, Arthur, was killed by an automobile. At that time there were no support groups. I didn’t know how to
grieve or that what I was feeling was normal. I thought I was losing my mind. The psychiatrist I saw after Arthur’s death
reinforced my belief by giving me drugs for my “depression”. I tried to do what people told me to do: count my blessings
and be “strong.” That meant not talking about Arthur, not crying, and not expressing any other emotions I felt. The result
was five years of distorted, prolonged grief which eventually had to be resolved with the help of a professional who had
training in bereavement.
When my daughter lost her child—that very day in the hospital, with Emily growing cold under my hands—I swore this would
not happen to Dorothy. I didn’t know how, but I knew I was going to do everything possible to help her. I knew what she
had ahead of her.
I was shattered by Emily’s death, but my grief lessened sooner than Dorothy’s. Since Emily was not my child, I recovered
many months ahead of my daughter. What didn’t lessen was seeing Dorothy’s pain. That continues, at times, even today.
As a parent of a grieving child, you have a unique opportunity to cement a deep and lasting relationship with your child.
You have the opportunity to walk with your child through the most difficult life experience they will endure. You have the
opportunity to help your child in a very special way and the bond that forms will never be broken.
It will not be easy, and the process is long and hard. You will feel powerless, frustrated and helpless many times. But you
CAN help!
Margaret H. Gerner, Centering Corporation
Lovingly lifted from TCF/Vancouver Island
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GETTING OVER “IT”

T

his summer we’ll commemorate the seventeenth anniversary of Peter’s death. It doesn’t seem possible
that seventeen years have passed; that I have seventeen years of experiences that don’t include Peter; that
I am even alive. The truth is that seventeen years doesn’t feel any different
than ten years or fifteen years or, probably, twenty years. It does feel very different
than one or two years or, even three, four or five years.
Mostly, people think I’m “over it”. Well, in the words of a recent ex-president, it
depends on how you define “it”. Am I over the gut-wrenching, physical pain? Yes.
Am I over the disbelief, the whys, the inability to breathe? Yes. Am I now able to
organize my thoughts, put a sentence together, remember where I put my glasses?
Yes, mostly (I still have trouble remembering where I put things). Am I over the
incessant crying, screaming and mind-numbing despair? Yes, I am. The early intensity of pain, disbelief and
breathlessness has been replaced with a deep unrelenting sadness, sadness for what Peter has missed and what his
father and I are missing.
No one even suspects how difficult it is for us to celebrate the joys of our friends, but that’s what life has become
for us. As their children marry and have children of their own, we laugh with
them and share their joy. But after each celebration, we retreat to our
unwelcome solitude and share only with each other how painful the
celebrations really are. We have no joy to share. The “neverness” of that
often seems unbearable.
But if “it” is defined as the wonder that was Peter, I’ll never be over it. Peter
will always be our magical child. He will always be bigger than life to us and
we will never get over that we had him or that we lost him. In the beginning my greatest fear was that I would
forget—forget what it felt like to look forward to his coming home from school, to the sound of his voice, to how
much he brought to my life. I was afraid life would make him a distant memory, but I was wrong.
Peter is a constant presence in our lives. His absence grows bigger with each passing
day. As we’ve gotten older, we’ve watched our friends’ lives seem to get bigger even
as their years diminish. With weddings and grandchildren, their futures are
extended. No need to even think about the end of days for those whose families
continue to grow. For us, our future is immediate, short term. Now, it’s all about us.
While a day doesn’t go by that we don’t wonder about what Peter would be doing
now, those thoughts are always accompanied by wondering what we should be doing
now, now that we clearly see an old age devoid of children and grandchildren. We
wonder how we should prepare for that.

Continued...
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So, people look at me and think I’m “over it.” They see me laugh, but they never see me cry. They see me totally
engaged in life and living, but they don’t hear the conversations I have with Peter or his dad. They are comforted
by my apparent survival, and no one is forced to confront my sadness. The fact that sooner, rather than later, Peter
and I will be together again might cause those who think I’m over it some discomfort and a need to assure me (and
themselves) that I have a long time to live, and I should put such thoughts out of my mind. Talk like that will no
doubt encourage those who survive me to one day say, “her son died very young, and she never got over it.” In
fact, they’d be right.
Marie Levine
Reprinted with permission from Grief Digest, Centering Corporation

ABOUT THE AUTHOR
On a dark, rainy night in New York City in August, 1993, a car with four young men went careening out of control, killing only one
passenger, Peter Levine, 22, the only child of Marie and Phil Levine, just blocks from his home. The event launched Marie on her
unimaginable journey that continues to this day. Not long after the accident, Marie discovered The Compassionate Friends, and that
group became a lifeline for her. In 1995, she became newsletter editor for the Manhattan chapter of TCF. In 1997, she became chapter
leader and served several terms. In 2004, Marie published her inspirational book, First You Die: Learn To Live After the Death of
Your Child.

M
O
M
E
N
T
S

Opening the closet looking for the vacuum
you glimpse at a shirt hanging there.
Walking down the hall
you pass the closed door.
His cat jumps in your lap
and settles in, finding a comfortable spot.
Shopping for groceries
you spy the Entenmann’s doughnuts.
A car goes by that you recognize.
Was the front plate crooked?
Driving past the tree you look.
You always have to look.
A familiar song plays on the radio.
Moments that poke their heads up day after day
trying to enter your mind and take over.
Moments taking your breath away.
Moments that make you think that it isn’t true.
You push them back with all your energy.
Ignore them. Keep busy and they will go away.
But without warning
One little moment pokes up.

Just a fleeting moment
appearing out of nowhere.
You have no more strength.
It explodes in your mind and takes over your body.
Crying, screaming, hitting, slamming! Asking why?
Tears. Nausea. Dizziness. Sweating.
Your body finally goes numb. All feeling is gone.
The burst is over.
You pick up the pieces and take one little step.
Then another. Face another day.
You see a bird at the feeder.
A butterfly lands on the flower you planted.
The sun peeks from behind a cloud.
A friend calls.
You feel ready to go on.
A hint of a smile appears.
You are gathering your strength.
You feel stronger than ever….
Waiting for those moments to poke at you again.
Janice Mazza, Central Iowa Chapter
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BOOK REVIEW

Love Songs to a Junkie Son
Opioid addiction kills 18,893 people
annually in the United States; 10,574 of
those are from heroin.
(The American
Society of Addiction Medicine, 2016). My
son represents an integer in those statistics.
I wrote love songs to him after he died. I
wish I had written more while he was alive.
Addiction not only kills people, it breaks
hearts and damages the souls of family
members left in its wake. The grieving
process is different for everyone. Some
process their grief through activism for
causes which speak closely to their hearts.
It is my hope that my poetry brings
awareness to the heroin epidemic in the
United States, and that my work might fall
into the hands of those who might benefit
from my son’s story.
Sherrie Kolb-Cassel
Grief Digest Magazine Volume 14, issue #4
This book is available in our TCF Winnipeg
Library.

A mother begins her grief journey after her son,
who suffered from the disease of addiction for
many years, dies.
The poems she has written are visceral and
heartfelt. They are tributes to her son, as well
as questions to him about why he used and why
he died.
The author hopes to spread the word about
addiction and how healing after the greatest loss
of her life is possible. Writing your heart helps
to heal a broken spirit, and that is what the
author has done.
“For everyone who has a loved one who
struggles with addiction, whether friend, child,
parent, or a professional working with an addict,
you MUST buy this book! It’s gutsy, sad,
inspiring, beautiful and sometimes hard to read.
It’s brilliant and painful writing by a mother
whose love for her son birthed this incredible
book. I read it with a box of tissues at hand. I
took a few breaks before I finished reading. It’s
a very necessary book. Buy it for yourself, and
buy copies for struggling friends. Ms. KolbCassel is a gifted and very brave writer.”
~K. Wilson

Grief cannot be conquered
like an enemy.
Grief can only be changed
from pain
to hope
from hope
to deeper life.
Sascha
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The Compassionate Friends of Winnipeg
Presents

A Day With

Mitch Carmody

A Grief Educator/Author/Artist
(www.heartlightstudios.net)

Mitch’s main message is that we CAN survive and even thrive
after a significant loss in our lives.

Saturday, August 24, 2019

Four Workshops
9:15 am Proactive Grieving
1:15 pm Who am I as a Griever
10:45 am The Power of Vulnerability
2:45 pm Whispers of Love
12:00 Noon Lunch and Keynote Speaker Debbie Rambis, Executive Director
TCF National U.S.
5:30 pm: Dinner and Keynote Address Mitch Carmody
Early bird registration by June 15/19: $50.00
After June 15/19: $75.00
Last Date to Register: July 31/19
Payment: Money order, Cheque or e-transfer
For more information phone: (204)787-4896
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MARK YOUR CALENDAR
January 6

Charleswood United Church Lights for Lives, 7:00 pm. Location: 4820 Roblin Boulevard.

January 8

Palliative Manitoba and Chapel Lawn Funeral Home Grief Seminar: Self Care
Time: 12—1:00 pm. Location: Chapel Lawn Funeral Home, 4000 Portage Avenue. Cost: Free.
Please register by calling Chapel Lawn Funeral Home at 204-885-9715.

January 17

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

January 22

Palliative Manitoba and Cropo Funeral Chapel Grief Seminar. Who am I Now?
Time: 7—8 pm. Location: Cropo Funeral Chapel, 1442 Main Street. Cost: Free
Please register by calling Cropo Funeral Chapel at 204-586-8044.

February 21

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

March 23

Annual General Meeting. Location: Annie A. Bond Room, 685 William Avenue. Time: 1:30 pm.
For Palliative Manitoba’s Grief Seminars at Cropo and Chapel Lawn Funeral Homes, please see Palliative
Manitoba’s and TCF/Winnipeg’s websites.

“Mitch
Carmody is

Coming to Winnipeg”
August 24, 2019

A Note from the Author: When my son was diagnosed with terminal
cancer, I had to rethink my life. Cancer had declared war and I was
fighting back. I was prepared to leave no stone unturned to fight this
disease and win. Many stones were turned over, many battles were
won, but eventually we lost the war and cancer claimed its victory.
Those years were filled with extreme emotional pain but also with
miracles of the spirit. I learned that there is life after death on both
sides of the equation—when faith is the common denominator. We
substantiate our lost loved one’s life by the way we live ours.
- Mitch Carmody

How I Found Hope …
After the death of my son Kelly, I thought I would not survive. The only thing that gave me
hope was that small inkling that he was near, that on some level he had survived death...I started
speaking his name in the present tense. Our child dies a second time when no one speaks their name.
Mitch Carmody, Kelly’s dad

