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When the wind blows, I think of you  
When the stars shine, I think of you 
When the sun shines, I think of you 
When the rain pours, I cry for you 

When the moon glows, I talk to you 
When my heart aches, I think of you 

When the morning breaks, I think of you 
When the day ends, I think of you 

 
Written by Sibling's Leader Maree 
In memory of her beloved brother 

                             TCF/NSW 
        

https://www.google.com/imgres?imgurl=https%3A%2F%2Fimage.freepik.com%2Ffree-icon%2Fbutterfly-side-view-with-detailed-wings_318-58136.jpg&imgrefurl=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.freepik.com%2Ffree-icon%2Fbutterfly-side-view-with-detailed-wings_725628.htm&docid=dsxZ0I
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WITH EMPATHY WE WELCOME THE FOLLOWING NEW 
FAMILIES: 

 

 Our  thoughts go out to all 

bereaved parents whose 

child(ren) would be 

celebrating a birthday 

during the months of   

March and April. 

 

We  cannot help but think 

of what could have been, 

but we can find some 

comfort in what was.    

May it be a time of 

reflection and warm 

memories. 

"THAT ROOM" BECOMES HOME 

 
The setting is a little strange.  "That Room" is longer than it is square.  The chairs are in an oblong circle, boxes of tissue are 

strategically placed.  Someone has made coffee and there are brownies or a cake - and all the pictures. 

 

Sometimes you will walk into "that room" feeling as weak as a kitten, and sometimes as strong as a bull.  No matter how 

you're feeling when you see all those chairs, you think: "It's not possible; there can't be that many people who feel the way I 

feel."  But little by little you watch the chairs fill in. 

 

It's like being at your house with company, EXCEPT this room is a safe haven.  You feel secure, and there's a warm feeling in 

the room - the comfort of being accepted.  Here, you won't be judged by other people.  It is safe to take off your mask and let 

your feelings show, to share your thoughts.  Here you get an understanding smile and feel the comfort of a "meant" hug - the 

warmth of someone who really wants to know how you are doing, instead if asking: "Are you still dealing with this?" or 

"You're still going to those meetings?" 

 

Here, you are accepted for the person you have become.  You won't hear: "I liked the old you better," or "I want the old you 

back," or "You're not fun anymore."  In "that room" they understand the "new" you who has survived the WORST thing that 

life can hand a person. 

 

Before you know it, "that room" is more comfortable than any place you can think of.  I've been walking into this room for 12 

1/2 years now, and it is full of people who know me better and are closer to me than my own family.  They became my "new" 

friends, my "new" family.  What I have learned and shared with my new family has changed the pain I carry.  They taught me 

how to put my life back together, how to go on. 

 

I will always miss my beautiful daughter, Sara; I will never forget her, and yes, my life will go on. 

 

"That room" has become home. 

 

- Mandy Burns, TCF/Independence, MO   
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AT OUR DECEMBER SHARING MEETING 9  were in 

attendance with 3 attending for the first time.  Thanks to 

Marcheta for greeting and facilitating. Thanks to everyone for 

cleaning up after the meeting. Thanks to Tony for the 

chocolate cookies and Allie for the ginger snaps.   

 

AT OUR JANUARY SHARING MEETING 13 were in 

attendance with 6 attending for the first time.  Thanks to  

Dolores S. for setting up and looking after the library, to 

Marcheta for facilitating, to Allie and Karen for greeting, and 

all of them for cleaning up after the meeting.   

 

PLEASE PLAN To join us on August 24th for our gathering 

with Mitch Carmody.  Lonely Planet, a leading authority on 

world travel, voted Manitoba into the top 10 must see regions.  

So, consider staying for a few days and take in the beautiful 

sights of Winnipeg and surrounding area.  Check out 

“Neighbourhood” on the Norwood Hotel website for 

attractions.  Also explore, Assiniboine Park and Zoo 

(www.assiniboinepark.ca); The Exchange District 

(exchangedistrict.org); Fort Whyte Alive (fortwhyte.org); 

Manitoba Museum of Man and Nature and Planetarium 

(manitobamuseum.ca); Lower  Fort Garry (parkscanada.ca). 

 

THANK YOU to all who completed our survey.  We 

conveyed the wonderful newsletter comments to our Editors.  

We followed up with the queries and suggestions. 

 

Wendy Budge, thank you for the generosity you have shown 

to TCF/Winnipeg.  Wendy is always showing up at the office 

with something for us.  She has donated everything from 

cases of water, to napkins, to butterfly cushions for our 

couches, to a beautiful glass angel from Hawaii.  We 

appreciate it all so much!  Always Remembered, Andrew 

 

REVIEW 

Our library, as an outreach program, can 

only be helpful to our members if 

everyone follows our guideline of two 

months borrowing time.  If these books 

have helped you in your journey, then 

you are aware they could help another 

bereaved parent.   
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SHARING  
 

It is our practice to “share” your comments with our readers as they often benefit others.  Each of us handles our grief 

differently.  So, we ask for your tolerance and understanding with compassion for the submissions presented.  If you wish to 

submit a writing for Sharing in our next newsletter please mail or email it to our office by April 1st.   
 

From Joan and Bert Rebeiro, Winnipeg: Donation sent to support this great Compassionate organization for the sharing in 

the beautiful newsletter I love reading.  Merry Christmas and a peaceful New Year. 

 

From Rose Gosselin, Grande Pointe, MB: Thank you for all that you do.  The newsletter is still so important and my 

connection to all of you who so understand.  Love to you. 

From Suzanne Gette, Cochrane, AB:  To All Compassionate Friends, Angels Who Walk Amongst Us . . .   Thank you from 

communities where resources are limited and these letters are received by sorrowful, healing hearts and souls.  We are so 

grateful . . . Lac Brochet, Brochet, Tadoule Lake, York Landing, Hollow Water, Bloodvein, Garden Hill, St. Therese Point, 

Shamattawa and Little Grand Rapids.  May the Christ light continue to be expressed by your kindness, compassion and 

generous Spirit as you respond to the requests reaching out to you.  Heart Blessings from All of Us.                            

SOULS                                                                                                                    

 

I carried your soul inside me for 9 months 

Then I tenderly cared for it when you were a baby 

I watched over it when you were a toddler 

And guided it as you turned into a young lady 

  

The day came when your soul was yours to take 

I had to learn to let it go and let you soar 

I did not know what your soul’s journey was 

But as your caregiver, I always expected more 

  

It is hard to be given something so precious to look after 

To not know what is or is not mine to control 

I could only control my soul, and that was quite enough 

But I felt responsible for your every step down your road 

  

I want to believe there is a reason for everything 

But I don’t think I’ll learn it on this earthly plain 

I will carry your soul in my arms forever 

I will not leave you alone ever again 

  

You will not be just a passing thought 

Every thought is filled with love 

I will protect your soul till my last breath 

Then our souls will join above 

  

For this is what a mother’s love is capable to undertake 

To protect you in this earthly realm and beyond the skies of blue 

To never truly let you go, but to lengthen up the cord 

So, we always stay connected in all realms that we go through 

 

Written by Lois Fridfinnson December 31, 2018 
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                SILENCE                                                                                     A WINTER DAY                                                                                       

I look out the window,                                                                      The yard covered in winter’s white,                                               

At the swaying trees                                                                          Clear blue sky above                                                

Leaves begin to fall,                                                                          Trees cast long shadows                                                    

Silently in the yard.                                                                           Prairie grasses stand above the snow.                                                     

 

I thought I heard children laughing,                                                 The afternoon sun shines brightly,                           

Playing on a swing                                                                            Reflecting off the snow                                                    

But as I looked out,                                                                           A blue-eyed black dog sits in the sun,                                                    

Silence in an empty yard.                                                                  Basking in the warm rays. 

 

I thought I heard him calling,                                                           The dried grasses sway to and fro,  

As I walked in the park                                                                      In a gentle winter breeze 

But it was just the wind                                                                     Small birds sing on a nearby branch, 

Silent whisper in the trees.                                                                On a sunny winter day. 

 

I thought I felt his little hand in mine,                                               Phantom footprints in the snow 

But it was just a dream                                                                      Children’s laughter in the yard 

I listened still for his voice,                                                               Sounds fading to a whisper, 

Silence in the night.                                                                           Ghostly memories of long ago. 

 

Nothing remains but the memories                                                    - Gary Johnson, TCF/Winnipeg, March/April 2018                                                          

Nothing heard but the silence 

I wish we could return to how it was, 

to escape the silence. 

 

- Gary Johnson, TCF/Winnipeg, September 11, 2017 

 

                AMBER 

A     Your name has become 

       so popular:                           A 

       a politician 

M    a Hollywood star 

       a real estate agent               M 

       cashiers. 

B    But all I see 

      when I hear your name         B 

      is an eight year old girl 

E    laughing, 

      singing,                                 E 

      dancing around me. 

R    Still loving you 

      till we’re together again.      R 

 

                 AMBER 

 

In memory of  Amber Mary 

6 June 1982—18 April 1991 

 

- Judith Vasas, TCF/Winnipeg 

https://www.google.com/imgres?imgurl=https%3A%2F%2Fak6.picdn.net%2Fshutterstock%2Fvideos%2F16238986%2Fthumb%2F1.jpg&imgrefurl=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.shutterstock.com%2Fvideo%2Fclip-16238986-happy-blonde-girl-7-8-years-old-whirling&docid=IPeWOv7RoFnpRM&tbnid=S
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EASTER 
 

Dear Friends: 

 

In previous years, as a single adult, I didn't care much for Easter or give it great attention.  I regarded it as an overly 

solemn occasion, and one with less than ample compensation for the lengthy gloom (LENT) that preceded it. 

 

When I became a parent, Easter took on a new meaning.  Perhaps through the eyes of children I began to glimpse the 

human side of this tradition, which now seems to me as much a celebration of Spring, as a Resurrection of the 

Spirit.  Easter now means new clothes for the children, Easter eggs, spring flowers, family dinners, and an Affirmation 

of Life renewed, with whatever religious and/or secular traditions you observe.  It calls for us to step forward from the 

dark and gloom of winter, into the warm and sun-filled Spring.  It calls for us to reflect on the beginning of life, to take 

renewed  pride in our families, to join and to be surrounded by our friends and loved ones.  This, of course, is the 

idealized version of life.  It is often not that simple for families who have illness, poverty, separation, or the death of a 

loved one to deal with. 

 

This was the first year I visited the cemetery on Easter Sunday.  I felt the need.  As on previous occasions, I crouched 

and moved among the little grave stones, reading names in silence, feeling saddened by the tender years inscribed.  I felt 

sorry for the little children buried there.  I felt my tears mingle with those of the parents who had stood here before me, 

earlier in the day.  My sympathy turned to those parents (and grandparents, to be sure). 

 

Moments later, as I looked around this cemetery, in a larger view, a different view emerged.  Amidst the bounty of 

flowers and palm, amidst the crosses and wreaths, amidst even little Easter baskets, I saw only tender love, dedication, 

and commitment to the memory of loved ones buried there.  Such commitments can only be carried out by parents who 

know it is important to survive. 

 

These other parents, too, have lost children.  Young children, teenage children, and adult children.  That does not stop 

them from coming.  That does not stop them from loving.  That does not stop them from living.  May the Hope of Spring, 

and the warmth of its sun, brighten your days. 

 

- Bob McCullough, TCF/Burlington County, NJ 

     
 

 

 

 

Love is Eternal 
 

Easter's Blessing to all  
who are missing someone 

Today 
It is never any good dwelling on goodbyes. 

It is not the being together that it prolongs, 

                    - it is the parting. 

 

      - Elizabeth Asquith Bibesco   
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The Greatest Grief 
 

 A sudden accident killed your child.  That terrible 

phone call changed your life with no warning - you didn't 

get to say goodbye - this has  to be the most terrible loss of 

all. 

 Your child died by suicide - you feel you should 

have been able to prevent it.  Your guilt is devastating.  How 

can you live with such an incomprehensible tragedy? 

 You only had one child - now you have none and 

your focus in life is gone.  What's the point of living?  What 

could be more devastating? 

 You've experienced the deaths of more than one of 

your children - will it happen again?  How does one survive 

this pain again? 

 When your baby died, your arms died - you have 

few memories and you're too young to be suffering like this 

- this loss is the most unfair. 

 Someone murdered your child - an unbelievable 

violation - you're angry and your frustration with the legal 

system feeds your anger.  This must be the very worst. 

 You're a single parent - your child has died and you 

have no one to lean on, no one to share your grief - surely 

your suffering is the most painful. 

 The unbelievable has happened - your adult child 

has died - you had invested so much in that child - now who 

is going to care for you in your old age? 

 You had to watch your child suffer bravely through 

a long illness - you were helpless to ease his pain and to 

prevent his death - how do you erase those horrible 

images?  Yours must be the greatest grief. 

 The truth is that the death of any child is the greatest 

loss, regardless of the cause, regardless of the age.  Our own 

experience is far more painful than we had ever previously 

envisioned, so how could we possibly comprehend what 

others have undergone?  To make comparisons between our 

own suffering and the pain of others is an exercise in 

futility.  It accomplishes nothing and can sometimes be 

hurtful to others.  To say that one type of death produces a 

greater or deeper grief than another tends to place different 

values on the children who have died.  Each child is worthy 

of 100% of our grief, each person's sorrow is 100%, and 

each loss is 100% because we love each child, those still 

living and those who have died, with 100% of our being.  I 

can't imagine wanting to walk in the shoes of any other 

bereaved parent, can you? 

 

-~Peggy Gibson, TCF/Nashville, TN         

 

 

 

 

 
 

Beautiful Dream 
 

Eyes open wide 

I awake from a beautiful dream 

Within seconds the painful reality of my life sets in 

I find myself wanting to scream 

 

Grief so strong 

Impossible to explain 

Living with a broken heart 

Struggling with the pain 

 

Eyes closed tight 

I pray for that beautiful dream 

A short escape from the painful reality 

That makes me want to scream 

 

~ Robert Willis, TCF/Frederick, MD 
 

'Child loss unites people in a way that is inexplicable to others 
but requires no explanation to those who are bereaved.  It 
feels as though when we are in a group we somehow create a 
force of compassion that is palpable.  Strangers become 
friends very quickly in this group.' 
~ TCF/UK  
 

 

  
 
 I cried today 
       And honored you 
 I laughed today 
       And honored you 
 I hurt today 
       And honored you 
 I smiled today 
       And honored you 
 I hurt today 
       And honored you 
 I loved today 
       And honored you  
 I honor you  
       With every thought 
      With every action 
       With every breath 
 
 - Tanya Lord, St. Paul Chapter 

https://www.google.com/imgres?imgurl=https%3A%2F%2Fc1.staticflickr.com%2F5%2F4112%2F4986607878_aa21af8fe8_b.jpg&imgrefurl=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.flickr.com%2Fphotos%2F25792994%40N04%2F4986607878&docid=AYWAj3vS8zwI5M&tbnid=L8fcnMMXDyg-ZM%3A&vet=10ahUKEwiVhqvt9
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Out Of The Blue 
 

How is it several years down the road, I am sometimes asked 

the question, “How much longer will it take?”  Maybe they 

want to hear that I'm "all over it" and that everything is 

hunky dory in my life now that this much time has elapsed. 

 

I have to admit in all honesty that, although it is so much 

better where I am now compared to way back there where 

fresh, raw bleeding grief abides.  I do still have to deal with 

the remnants of grief from time to time.  It comes and sits on 

my shoulders and says "here I am - deal with me again" and 

I do, for denying the remnants doesn't work anymore than 

denying the fresh grief works. 

 

The main difference is that I have had eight years to learn 

about my needs on those yearly special events, such as 

birthdays, death days, Mother's Day, holidays, etc. and I 

know how to handle those times.  Practice hasn't made me 

perfect but it has helped.  Those days don't devastate me as 

they once did.  I don't anticipate them weeks ahead of time 

as I did when I was learning to create a life without my 

child.  I, long ago, created my new life, my new normal. 

 

The things that cause me to deal with the pain again are not 

things I am able to anticipate.  Instead, they come out of the 

blue to mow me down, not kind enough to give me 

warning.  For example, occasions such as the birth of a baby 

boy to my brother's son and his wife, seeming to assure that 

with good luck my family's name would be 

perpetuated.  Although I knew intellectually that my 

husband's family name would die with him, since our son 

had not married when he died, I had not dealt emotionally 

with that fact.  As I looked at that beautiful baby boy  there 

in the hospital nursery, there was no way in the world I 

could have anticipated that we would never have that 

particular grandchild to carry on my husband's family 

name.  It is a one-time experience.  Once you have dealt 

with that out of the blue event, it becomes, like the yearly 

special days, familiar.  So much so that when my nephew's 

second son was born two years later, there was no remnants 

hanging about. 

 

So I know that this was yet another first I had put behind 

me.  I also knew there would be other firsts I would have to 

face. 

 

~ Mary Cleckley, Lawrenceville, Georgia           

 

 

Once Was Strong 
 

I was once strong, self-assured and confident, 
With what I thought was an unbreakable 

and tenacious spirit, 
But we all have our vulnerabilities. 

Sometimes they are things we just don't see, 
And life can have a way of finding our weaknesses. 

So, when something happens out of the blue, 
A totally unexpected and indescribably dreadful 

event, 
It just shakes you to the very core, 

And your irrepressible will and strength are suddenly 
gone. 

Adrift and battered by the reality of grief and 
powerlessness, 

You grapple to accept there are things in life  
you can't ever control, 

And you battle each day to carry on and survive 
the awful agony. 

But you go on and eventually you find the strength 
to bear it, 

Because despite all you've lost, there is still love 
in the world, 

The eternal love that connects you to your loved 
one in the next world, 

And the love of those you love and those who love 
you, 

Who remain left behind and really need each other. 
I'm still fragile and sometimes stumble and fall, 

And I'm not strong like I once was, but I'm still here, 
Because where there is love there is life. 

 
- Steven Katsineris, Father of Chione  

Lovingly lifted from TCF/Vic, AU 

The worst wounds, the deadliest of them, aren't the ones people see on the 
outside.  They're the ones that make us bleed internally. 
 
~ Sherrilyn Kenyon         Grief Watch  
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The Healing Power of Ritual 
HOW A MEMORIAL SPACE 

                                   can help a grieving person 
 

Creating a personal memorial space is a way of honoring a loved one and inviting positive spiritual feelings into our home.  A 

memorial space can include anything that reminds you of your loved one.  It might simply include a photo, along with a few 

possessions or symbols of that person. 

 

The memorial space doesn't need to be huge or elaborate - it can be something fairly simple and unobtrusive on a dresser, 

bookshelf, outdoor area or another location. It is a sacred space with special articles of remembrance.  Many of us have an 

instinctive need to remember those who are most valuable to us in an atmosphere of music, candles, poetry, readings, incense, 

flowers, plants, arts and crafts.  This space may be secular, spiritual, religious or a combination of all of these areas of life. 

 

The space can be a portable or permanent fixture in one's daily habitat.  It promotes the grieving process as normal and gives 

the griever personal meaning.  It fosters good memories of the loved one, provides comfort and gives us a safe place to mourn, 

pray, read and remember.  This space lets us express our emotions and can reduce stress, anxiety and depression.  It shows 

that grieving is not about forgetting.  Grieving is a sorting process.  Its presence lets our grieving heal us and allows us to 

remember with love instead of pain.  One by one we take hold of the things that have become a part of who we are and build 

ourselves up again. 

 

A memorial space lets us remember one person or many persons from our family of origin and special others.  Hispanic 

households, Buddhist oriental homes and Zoroastrians' habitats have had memorial spaces in their homes for decades, 

sometimes centuries.  In a 2001 study, researchers found that creating this space is the second most important ritual activity 

that helps the bereaved.  (The first most important activity is designing a remembrance ceremony or celebration.) 

 

Many of us feel comfortable using a memorial space as often as it feels right to do so - daily, weekly, monthly or yearly on an 

anniversary date or on holidays. 

 

For myself, in my simple space are the photos of my Mom, Dad and only sister, with candles lit at holiday time, a small 

ceramic angel, a porcelain flower my sister gave to me and an embroidered cloth from my Mom's family.  This is all I need to 

bring me comfort and good memories of them.  I hope you, the readers of this piece, find what is best for your memorial space 

and that it brings you comfort and peace as well. 

 

~ Rev. Jennifer Malewski, MDiv, BCC, CT 

   Staff Chaplain at the University of Kansas Hospital in Kansas City, KS   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"  Grief, as we all have heard, comes in waves.  That's a lie. These aren't waves; these are gargantuan freight trains that ram 

into your very soul, from nowhere.  They come as you stand in the fruit aisle of the supermarket, looking around you, 

wondering how the hell anyone can manage to get on with life when this terrible thing has happened and suddenly, from out 

of nowhere that train comes hurtling at you.  It feels as if someone has sucked out everything you have - your guts, your heart, 

your oxygen, your whole being."      

 

- Siblings, London, England  

https://www.google.com/imgres?imgurl=https%3A%2F%2Fthumbs.dreamstime.com%2Fz%2Fcozy-patio-comfy-chairs-quiet-shaded-lovely-decor-cheerful-sunflower-wreath-perhaps-glowing-candles-evening-76925017.jpg&imgrefurl=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.dreamstime.com%2Fstock-pho
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Dreaming of You 
 

There is a space between 

the dream world I have left, 

and the busy day I am about to join. 

Soon I will return to a world in which 

you do not live anymore. 

I want to linger in this space, 

and remember every detail 

of my dream with you. 

I can clearly see your face, 

you haven't aged. 

You are still my older brother, 

even though you are 

playing with my children, 

whom you have never met. 

I touch your arm, 

and tell you about my life now. 

I can hardly believe 

you are here with me . . . 

I want to stay right there, with you, 

not let you out of my sight, 

and bask in your presence . . . 

I have missed you so much. 

As I recall details of my dream, 

I miss you so intensely, 

my heart aches . . . 

I don't want to open my eyes . . . 

My heart aches and yet, 

I don't want to leave that space. 

As right in this space, 

I allow myself to be with you, 

to think of you, 

and in that moment, 

I feel so close to you. 

It's been so long since I have seen you, 

those dreams are the closest I can get to you. 

It's a bitter sweet experience, 

dreaming of you . . . 

I've opened my eyes, 

I'm getting ready for the day. 

Soon, that sensation 

of being so close to you  

will be gone . . . 

And I don't want to let you go. 

 

- Claire Kuhnell 

  Lovingly lifted from Brothers & Sisters, TCF/Victoria 

 

 

 

A Simple Hug 
 

There's something in a simple hug 

That always warms the heart; 

It welcomes us back home 

And makes it easier to part 

 

A hug's a way to share the joy 

And sad times we go through, 

Or just a way for friends to say 

They like you 'cause you're you 

 

Hugs are meant for anyone 

For whom we really care, 

From your grandma to your neighbor, 

Or a cuddly teddy bear 

 

A hug is an amazing thing - 

It's just the perfect way 

To show the love we're feeling 

But can't find the words to say 

 

It's funny how a little hug 

Makes everyone feel good; 

In every place and type, 

It's always understood 

 

And hugs don't need new equipment, 

Special batteries or parts 

Just open up your arms 

And open up your hearts 

 

~ Johnny Ray Ryder Jr. 

 
 

 

 

Hearts that are united through the 
medium of sorrow, 
Will not be separated by the glory 
of happiness. 
Love that is cleansed by tears will 
remain eternally pure and 
beautiful . . . 
- Kahil Gibran   

https://www.google.com/imgres?imgurl=https%3A%2F%2Fpilgrimshospice.com%2Fwordpress%2Fwp-content%2Fuploads%2F2018%2F11%2FHeart-hands.jpg&imgrefurl=https%3A%2F%2Fpilgrimshospice.com%2Fevent%2Fgrieving-hearts-adult-drop-in-support-group-3%2F2019-01-30%2F&do
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Dad's Dog House 
 
A dog house is a place where a dog will usually 

feel safe, and at times it is where he serves out a 

punishment.  I have been known to get myself in 

the latter proverbial "Dog House".  I expect it 

started way back before I ever got married to my wonderful wife, 

Gloria.  Usually, I was aware of my predicament and at other times 

not so much.  When our son Carson was about 9 years old he 

received a puppy.  Rusty was a German Shorthair Pointer who 

stole our hearts but at times found himself in the proverbial "Dog 

House". 

 When Carson died, our world shattered like a glass 

Christmas ornament being smashed with a sledge hammer.  Rusty 

wasn't immune to Carson's death.  When Carson finally lost his 

battle to depression, he shut Rusty in a bedroom before he took his 

own life.  It was, in a sense, a safe dog house for Rusty.  He 

undoubtedly knew something was wrong when he heard the 

gunshot, smelled death filter through the house, and heard the 

horrific screams and yells when Gloria and I would later come 

home to find our son.  I believe Rusty felt his own grief; not long 

after Carson died, he was diagnosed with cancer.  He was only 

given 4 - 6 months to live. 

 All of us grieved the best we could.  While my heart 

ached, I would find myself giving Rusty a long hug, missing my 

son and loving his dog at the same time.  I was consciously aware 

that Rusty was a living connection to our son and he wouldn't be 

with us for very long.  These hugs were usually when we were 

alone because Rusty wouldn't tell anyone about the depths of my 

pain.  Perhaps it was the Grace of God, or the love Rusty received, 

or his awareness of how much we needed him after Carson's death, 

but he stayed with us for over two and a half more years. 

 Gloria and I will always grieve our earthly loss of Carson 

and will support each other the best we can.  There are times when 

I want to grieve by myself.  I am more willing to fully let go, to 

yell, to cry, when I am not worrying about what others might think 

or having to appear strong for my wife or anyone else. It is much 

like being in my own proverbial "Dog House", but this dog house 

isn't because I've done or said anything wrong, it is because I want 

a safe place to grieve and heal. 

 I think everyone needs their own proverbial "Dog 

House", a place where we feel safe to grieve.  I feel this is 

especially important for men as we are, more often than not, 

unwilling to fully allow ourselves to grieve around 

others.  Hopefully we can find that place, a bathroom, garage, man 

cave, or our dog's dog house, where we can fully grieve, because 

grieving is necessary to heal.  I still seek my dog house, but not as 

much as I used to - a sure sign of healing and growth.  Now if I 

could only stay out of that other dog house. 

 

~ John Jordan, TCF/Minneapolis, MN   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Walking Through Grief 

 

he walked . . . 

 

the funeral was over 

the crowds had gone home 

life had resumed for some 

what would resume for him 

 

how can he hold his Grief 

how can he be there for her sisters 

what to do when no sleep came 

how does he endure this chaos 

 

so he walked . . . 

 

in the dark 

before sunrise each morning 

a strange figure on local streets 

head down hood pulled low 

 

he walked to wrestle his Grief 

he walked to wrestle Life 

he walked to shout at Death 

so premature, so lonely, so unjustified 

he walked for his sanity 

he walked to find his way through 

 

he walked 

and he walked 

and he walked . . . 

 

and over time his walking changed 

from dark to light 

from confusion to purpose 

 

and 

over time  

he found his Way 

 

he thanks his daughter for her Guidance. 

 

- Tony Gee, Father of Nellie (15) 

   Lovingly lifted from TCF/Vic, AU 

 
 
 
“When your child dies, everything hurts - every part of 
your mind, your body, your heart, and your soul - every 
cell in your body aches from the tips of your hair to the 
tips of your toes.  It’s as if every tiny molecule within 
you is screaming in protest, “No, no, no, this can’t be 
true!” 
   
  ~ Dr. Joanne Cacciatore/FB,  
         May 2013 BBC Interview 

https://www.google.com/imgres?imgurl=https%3A%2F%2Ftarget.scene7.com%2Fis%2Fimage%2FTarget%2FGUEST_247a0d3f-ff72-4e7d-9e11-81c1e1bc7dfe%3Fwid%3D488%26hei%3D488%26fmt%3Dpjpeg&imgrefurl=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.target.com%2Fp%2Fpet-squeak-arf-frame-dog-house-pink
https://www.google.com/imgres?imgurl=http%3A%2F%2Fcjfirstcandle.org%2Fwp-content%2Fuploads%2F2017%2F06%2Fpexels-photo-196988-300x200.jpeg&imgrefurl=https%3A%2F%2Ffirstcandle.org%2Ffathersday%2F&docid=s0yuKr1-M-qS8M&tbnid=lrxVRT2zfYSCzM%3A&vet=10ahUKEwiXj
https://www.google.com/imgres?imgurl=https%3A%2F%2Fpbcdn1.podbean.com%2Fimglogo%2Fep-logo%2Fpbblog2504594%2FGrief3.jpg&imgrefurl=https%3A%2F%2Fthirddegreemind.podbean.com%2Fe%2Fliving-with-grief-1525550719%2F&docid=eCpIfQb0UERn5M&tbnid=_sgY6b_nDGRUoM%3A&
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The Scent of My Baby 
 

When we think of babies, 

We think of that certain scent. 

The scent that newborns seem to have, 

For me - that came and went. 

The scent of my baby 

Is a different one. 

It's not shampoo or baby powders. 

It's not that "newborn scent" 

But that of fresh cut flowers. 

For God chose my son to be with Him 

And leave me down below. 

So the flowers I place upon his grave  

Are the only scent I know. 

So when I smell a flower  

My son always comes to mind 

And the delicate scent of a flower  

Seems to suit my son just fine. 

For my son touched and brightened my life 

Just like a flower may. 

And the true beauty of a flower 

Was my son in every way. 

 

~Debby Root, TCF/Fox Valley 

 

 

 

“The world around you moves on, as if your life was never 

shattered, and all you want the world to do is say that your baby 

mattered."  

 

 ~ AJ Clark-Coates 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   Hands 
 

  Little hand prints  

  In a frame, 

               Flashback of memories 

          days long gone, 

          yet still so fresh in my mind 

         as if only yesterday. 

 

        Tiny hand of my baby girl, 

         Fingers curled around my own, 

       Only a reflex to some, 

       But not in my mind, 

      For me only the purest 

     of loving connections. 

 

          Outstretched toddler hand  

         reaching out for mine, 

         trusting mother's protective grasp, 

         maneuvering the busy streets, 

         we skipped together, 

         hand-in-hand. 

 

         Slender-fingered teenage beauty, 

          polished nails, smooth scented hands. 

         Seeking independence, 

         Hands pushing me away, 

          Sensing somehow her reluctance, 

        Not really ready, not quite yet . . . 

 

          Hands of her adult years, 

          I thought would have held mine 

          as I navigated through the ageing years. 

         Hands to comfort and hold, but never to be, 

         I am left only with my memories, 

         and tiny hand prints, 

          in a frame . . .   

  

  ~ Cathy Seehuetter, TCF/St.Paul, MN 

           In Memory of my daughter, Nina 

Survivor 
 She walked into the room, her memory seared into my mind.  I will never forget her face - the pain was 
excruciating, raw, all surrounding and all encompassing.  She held her down parka around her like a blanket that could 
keep out the mind-numbing cold, unimaginable pain, emptiness and sadness that went to the core of your heart and soul. 
 Three years later I saw her at The Compassionate Friends - she had survived!  Her hair and nails were done, the 
blanket of protection was not on the surface, though always will be a part of her, but more hidden.  Loss of a beloved child is 
a scar that time can cover but never erase. 
 There was a smile and conversation.  Slowly the layers of indescribable pain are peeled away, one moment, one 
hour, one day, one week, one month, one year at a time.  She survived, and life somehow goes on with our memories, 
stories, tears and deepest love that death can not take away. 
 
TCF/Minneapolis, MN member 

https://www.google.com/imgres?imgurl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.readysteadybaby.org.uk%2Fthemes%2Freadysteadybaby%2Fimages%2Fphotography%2Fhomepage%2FiStock_000017700683SmallWithGrad.jpg&imgrefurl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.readysteadybaby.org.uk%2F&docid=1MplUfgPqdnhTM&tbn
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Endowment 
Hope gives us vision for regaining 

the tenderness of memories. 
Hope carries us through 
to survival and healing. 

 
Hope offers us courage 

for acceptance and overcoming. 
Hope gives us 

new spirit and new laughter. 
 

Hope is among the greatest gifts 
to be found in time of sorrow. 

But hope cannot restore on earth 
what is lost to death. 

 
Hope can only go forward 

and make us new. 
Give space to hope in your life. 

 
~ Sascha Wagner 

How TCF Gave Me Hope 

 

How TCF gave me hope.  The obvious answer is seeing 

people who have been through similar experiences 

surviving and thriving.  The thing that surprised me the 

most was the great friends I've made because of 

TCF.  Friends from all over the country, people that in 

a "normal" world I would have nothing in common 

with or would never have had the opportunity to get to 

know.  Getting together with or talking with these 

friends has truly given me something to look forward 

to.  After Adam died there were very few things I 

looked forward to and now I truly look forward to 

seeing my TCF friends knowing that together we have 

a safe place to laugh, to cry and to talk about our kids 

and that feels so good. 
 
 ~ Chris Gigliotti, Adam Thomas Travis's Mom 

       Punxsutawney, PA 

 

 

 
 

 
 

Carrying the grief 
of child loss 

requires a lifetime 
of great courage. 
Our children will 

never be too heavy 
for us . . . we are 

bereaved parents. 
Lovingly lifted from Coeur d’Alene 

  

Where Else? 

 

Where else - can you come into a group of complete strangers and talk about the death of your child?  

Where else - can you know that you are not alone in your bereavement? 

Where else - can others sincerely say to you, "I know how you feel"? 

Where else - will you not hear, "It's time you were over it and started getting on with your life", and other 

 unwelcome advise? 

Where else - can you cry without feeling ashamed or laugh without feeling guilt? 

Where else - can you just listen and not talk if you do not wish to? 

Where else - can you reach out to newly bereaved parents who are experiencing the grief and pain you have felt? 

Where else - can you share the love and memories of your children with others? 

Where else - NO WHERE BUT AT THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS. 

 

       ~ Dave Ziv, TCF/Buck Mont Chapter  

https://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=2ahUKEwjXhPPIrOHfAhVJ_4MKHb-JByIQjRx6BAgBEAU&url=https%3A%2F%2Fpngtree.com%2Ffreepng%2Fcrown-decorative-lines-dividing-lines_1710073.html&psig=AOvVaw1EZsq5_XmOQk3940nHA5
http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=2ahUKEwjC4JrOr-HfAhWDy4MKHQUDD9sQjRx6BAgBEAU&url=http%3A%2F%2Fminibeastsbugshop.com.au%2Four-products%2Finvertebrate-kits%2Fbutterfly-educational-life-cycle-kit%2F&psig=A
http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=2ahUKEwjC4JrOr-HfAhWDy4MKHQUDD9sQjRx6BAgBEAU&url=http%3A%2F%2Fminibeastsbugshop.com.au%2Four-products%2Finvertebrate-kits%2Fbutterfly-educational-life-cycle-kit%2F&psig=A
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Register Now! August 24, 2019 
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. 

 

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, Past Executive Director 

TCF National U.S. 

5:30 pm: Dinner and Keynote Address -  

Mitch Carmody 

 

LIMITED SEATING 
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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REGISTRATION FORM 
 

Please Join Us! 

A DAY WITH MITCH CARMODY 
August 24, 2019 

At the Norwood Hotel, 112 Marion Street, Winnipeg, MB 

  
Register now (Cost includes workshops, lunch, dinner and breaks) 
  
COST $50 early bird registration by June 15 
            $75 after June 15 

July 31st is the final day registrations can be accepted.   LIMITED SEATING. 
  
Thanks to the Morgoch Family and Candace Memories Show & Shine, TCF/Winnipeg is able to offer this 

day at a much-reduced cost. 
  
Payable by cheque, money order or e-transfer to: 

The Compassionate Friends 
685 William Avenue 
Winnipeg, MB R3E 0Z2 

  
NAME________________________________________________parent___sibling___grandparent___other___      

ADDRESS________________________________________________________________________________ 
PHONE NO._________________________Email_________________________________________________  
  

Child’s/Grandchild’s/Sibling’s Name ___________________________________________________________ 

Relationship to Attendee______________________________________________________________________ 
 

Add additional Child’s/Grandchild’s/Sibling’s Name_______________________________________________  

Relationship to Attendee_____________________________________________________________________ 

 

Dinner Choice: Spice rubbed grilled chicken_____ 

                           Veal cutlet with mushroom sauce_____ 

                           Pan-fried pickerel_____ 

                           Cheddar and vegetable quiche with salad_____ 

  
  
  
Norwood Hotel – www.norwood-hotel.com Phone: (204) 233 4475   

  
Guest Room Rates - Special discounted rate for conference attendees 
                                 Quote Reservation No. 385605 (Cannot be guaranteed after July 31) 
Standard with 1 queen                      $119.00 

Standard with 2 queens                     $124.00  
Executive with 2 queens                   $134.00 
King deluxe with 1 king bed             $139.00 

Suite with 1 king and pullout couch $179.00  

         (plus taxes and parking $10.00 per day) 
 

http://www.norwood-hotel.com
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March 12 Palliative Manitoba and Cropo Funeral Chapel Grief Seminar: Grief in the Workplace  

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

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

 

March 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. 

 

April 2—May 7 Kids/Teens Grieve Too—Please contact Palliative Manitoba at 204-889-8525 ext 232. 

 

April 9  Palliative Manitoba and Chapel Lawn Funeral Home Grief Seminar: Grief Yoga 

  Time: 3—4 pm.  Location: Chapel Lawn Funeral Home, 4000 Portage Avenue. Cost: Free. 

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

 

April 16  Palliative Manitoba and Cropo Funeral Chapel Grief Seminar: Alive in Memory  

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

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

 

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

 

May 11  13th Annual Andrew Dunn Walk/Run—See page 3 for details. 

 

August 24 A Day With Mitch Carmody—See pages 17 and 18 (registration form).  

 

 

 

 

    

 

  

 

 

 

                                            From the Late Darcie Sims 

I wish to recommend Mitch Carmody as a speaker.  His programs, Proactive Grieving® and The Twenty Faces of Grief® are both well 
written and presented with integrity and compassion.  His experiences as a griever give Mitch an important insight into the mental, emotional and 
physical aspects of grief.  These experiences allow him to speak from the heart as well as the “head” and I believe you will find his presentations 
to be both educational and enlightening. 

Mitch has done considerable work in developing his S.T.A.I.R.S® process of working through grief and it is accessible to anyone coping 
with the death of a loved one.  Many times clinical knowledge is not easily grasped by the bereaved and therefore unavailable  to them.  The work-
shops that Mitch provides are both well researched and presented.  I believe that anyone would benefit from his work. 

As an artist, Mitch has been able to bring his grief to life and gives the viewer an opportunity to experience not only Mitch’s grief, but to 
access their own as well.  His Twenty Faces of Grief® cards are an excellent tool for use with the bereaved. 

I would recommend Mitch’s presentations to any audience.  
                                                                                                            Darcie D. Sims, Ph.D., CHT, CT, GMS 

                                                                                                                           Director, American Grief Academy, Grief Inc. 

MARK YOUR CALENDAR 


