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Next Meetings 
Please call one of the Chapter 

contacts if you want to chat 

over coffee. 

You are not stuck where you are… Unless you decide to be. 

 

Repeat after me: “My current situation is not my final destination’’ 

 

I know times may be hard for you right now, but just breathe. 

Last Thurs 

http://www.tcfcanada.net/
mailto:NationalOffice@TCFCanada.net
mailto:Kelowna@TCFCanada.net
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 Welcome Everyone and especially those receiving this news letter for the first time. Summer is upon us once again. It’s a 
time for a slower pace, enjoying time outdoors and sometimes vacations. For those of us who have lost a family member, 
what should be an enjoyable relaxing time can generate feelings of sadness and frustration as we try to do the things we 
used to, without a big part of our picture with us.  For some bereaved parents attending a bereavement group can bring 
comfort and understanding. Our meetings are held once a month for 1 1/2 or two hours in the evening. Our meetings 
should not be confused with counseling sessions. Participants are all bereaved parents (guardians), or grandparents who 
are dealing with the death of a child. We have been where you are and we continue to return to offer friendship and sup-
port through the natural grieving process after a child dies. Remember that  chapter volunteers are grieving, too. We are 
not paid staff and do not work for you, yet strive to reach out and facilitate through peer support. 
 
At the meetings You will hear from others whose child died from pre-birth to adulthood. Some who attend will be young 
and some will be old. Some will be women and some will be men.  
 
If you're shy or unable to talk about your loss, you do not have to speak, although you will have the opportunity. No one 
is forced to talk about his or her loss. Sometimes we are quiet for long pauses. Much can be gained by listening. Some 
people believe it’s harder to talk in front of strangers about something so intimate as the loss of a child, but because every-
one else at the meeting has had a similar experience, they understand much of what you are feeling and you will eventu-
ally reach a comfort level with those you meet. A point to always keep in mind is that what is said in the meeting stays in 
the meeting. The privacy of our members is important. We're all there to work toward healing. 
 
It may be hard for you to believe, but occasionally you will hear laughter. This is not a dishonor to any child. Rather it is 
often a reaction to a wonderful memory of a child. 
 
When you come to a meeting of The Compassionate Friends, we ask that you attend at least three meetings before you 
decide if the group is for you. For many, the first meeting may also be the first time you've been able to talk about what 
has happened to you and to your family and to your child. This can bring a lot of emotion to the forefront, emotion which 
seems to disappear over the months as you talk about your loss. Don't worry, we'll bring the tissues. Tears are a natural 
release for a grieving person and is a way to help cleanse the body of toxins. 

The Editor 

My Daughter 
 

To me you are absolutely 

every beautiful thing I could 

have wished for & I want 

to thank you for bringing so 

many smiles into my life. 

Thank you for being in all 

my favorite memories & all 

my most thankful prayers. 

Of all the things I could have 

been, I will always be grateful 

beyond words 

that I got to be the parent 

of the sweetest girl in the 

whole, wide world. 

A Face Before Me 

 
There is always a face before me 

A voice I wish to hear 

A smile I always remember 

Of a daughter I loved so dear. 

You Were Real 

 
You were real 

I held you in my arms 

I loved you 

We talked, we fought 

We laughed, we cried 

We gave, we sought 

We lived, you DIED 

I hold you in my HEART 

I love you ALWAYS 

YOU ARE REAL 

A selection of poems In Memory of Erika 
 

 by ~ Aileen Cross, Mother of Erika 
Newsletter for Childless Parents | 

www.tcf.org.uk 
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Love Gifts  

OK News Letter Summer 2019 

You came just after Midnight  

On a cold November morn  

Crying, pink and crumpled  

And a Mother was born  

You went away years later  

To do your job with pride  

Happy, willing, hopeful  

And a Mother cried  

You left the world in early hours  

Of an August summertime  

Alone, depressed, despairing  

And a Mother died.  
 

by ~  Jill Myers from Kiss Today Goodbye  
Lifted from TCF UK Summer 2018 

Thank you 

 

 

are a tax-deductible donations of money, library books or 

equipment made to the chapter in memory of a child, or as a 

memorial gift on the death of a friend or relative. Love Gifts 

are a “living memorial” on anniversaries of birth or death, 

holidays, special occasions or “just because”.  
Dr. Eileen Sowerby in memory of  her son John 

Reg Purdom in memory of  his son Trevor Harrison  

Irmgard Krause in memory of  her daughter Ingrid Angelica Graham  

Brenda & Wren Torgerson in memory of their daughter Colleen 

THE GIFT OF SOMEONE  

WHO LISTENS 
 

 

 

 
 

Those of us who have traveled a while 

Along this path called grief 

Need to stop and remember that mile, 

That first mile of no relief. 

It wasn’t the person with answers 

Who told us of ways to deal. 

It wasn’t the one who 

talked and talked 

That helped us start to heal. 

Think of the friends who quietly sat 

And held our hands in theirs. 

The ones who let us talk and talk 

And hugged away our tears. 

We need to always remember 

That more than the words we speak, 

It’s the gift of someone who listens 

That most of us desperately seek. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

by ~ Nancy Myerholtz 
TCF Waterville/Toledo, OH 

My grief journey has  

no one destination. 

I wIll not “get over It.” 

The understanding that 

I don’t have to be done  

‘Is lIberatIng.’ 

I will mourn this death 

for the rest of my life. 
 

by ~Alan Wolfelt. The Wilderness of Grief. 
Lifted from TCF North Shore 

Surviving: 
How am I doing? Some days,  

I don’t know how to answer that… 

Yes, I’m surviving …  

but it’s difficult and grief hurts.  

I wish that people understood that 

missing you does not ever go away. 
 

Cindy Adkins 
 

In three words I can sum up everything  

I’ve learned about life:  

it goes on. 
 

Robert Frost 
 

My joy is greater. 

My heart is fuller. 

My love is deeper. 

My hope is broader. 

My life is richer and my 

Faith is stronger because 

You were part of my life. 
 

Mother Grieving Loss of Child  
 

When we lose our children, we don’t just lose 

them at the stage they were when they passed. 

We lose them at every stage we missed, and 

our hearts will forever ache  

with that knowledge. 
 

L. Behrndt 
 

Death is not extinguishing the light;  

it is only putting out the lamp  

because the dawn has come. 
 
Rabindranath Tagore 

 
Lifted from TCF North Shore 
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We are One, Forever Bonded 
 

It was Father’s Day 2011. It had only been 14 weeks since our youngest son Tony had drowned in our swimming 
pool at home in Savannah, Georgia. I can remember sitting on the back porch in a rocking chair looking out over the 
yard, the trees, the bird feeders, and the tall grass of my un-mowed yard, waving in the easterly breeze. This was 
in stark contrast to the well-manicured #16 fairway of the Magnolia Golf Course that our house abutted. THAT Fa-
ther’s Day meant nothing. I felt I was a failure as a father ... for I had, somehow, in some way, allowed one of my 
brood to die.   
 
For many years, I dreaded Father’s Day. It’s not because my other two children didn’t celebrate me or make me 
feel very awesomely special on THAT day, but because it had lost the significance of coming together for one day a 
year, with ALL of my children that I fathered. A 100% attendance to show the love, devotion, and admiration of ME. 
DAD. POP. PAPA BEAR. OLD MAN.   
 
I used to enjoy their stories about me and how they perceived me in their growing, youthful, innocent years. It was 
laughingly obvious my recollections of their stories and events were not as they remembered. There were many 
hearty laughs and, on some occasions, raised eyebrows as secrets of past “adventures” finally came to light. 
Now, there I am...14 weeks after the death of one of my children. Saddened beyond description. Broken deep within. I 
felt like a failure. I was a failure.  
   
I couldn’t do Father’s Day for several years after that. I just wanted to be left alone, with no one making a fuss 
over me; the father who had not done his job. I had failed one of my children; therefore, I was not deserving of any 
celebration or accolades from my other son and daughter. I simply wanted Father’s Day, the second Sunday of the 
month of June, to come and go without anyone reminding me that I had only been two-thirds successful at Father-
hood; 67% may be great in baseball, but not at being a great dad. 
    
It is now seven years later and I’m in a different place, emotionally, spiritually, and even physically, then I was in 2011. 
I now find myself thinking of Father’s Day as a special time to remember Tony and to continue to share his stories, as 
my son and daughter continue to share their stories and memories (as well as wishes and hopes) of me.   
I find it extremely difficult to still “celebrate” on that day, but I now find it enjoyable that my grown son and daughter still 
come to our house and show a special kind of love on a special kind of day. But, it is still not without a tear being 
shed. In my mind, my family circle is still fractured. A third of my children is no longer with us. I find it difficult with the 
things I say or react to towards the other two children. I do not want to slight them in anyway. I still love them dearly, 
but I still love and miss their brother so terribly much.  
     
So, for THIS Father’s Day, June 14, 2018, I no longer dread but I look forward to it. I do want to see my older son and 
daughter on that day, and I do look forward to their hugs and their expressions of love, but I do not intend for it to be, 
nor want it to be, a celebration. Yes, I am a father. Yes, I have three children. And yes, I will always have three chil-
dren. As I watch Tony’s brother and sister grow older and wiser and more settled into their midlife routines and raise 
their own children, I do feel a sense of accomplishment and pride to call myself their Father and a Grandfather to their 
children! I love each one separately and dearly. But for Tony, my third and youngest offspring--forever 29--I’ll always 
have that tinge of failure and sadness on Father’s Day. To use a line from a Kenny Chesney song, “I wonder what 
he’d be today.”  
    
I am a Father. I am forever a bereaved Father, on a journey of grief that I know will last until my last breath. So,  
Father’s Day, every year hence, will be a bittersweet day for me. Happy to see my son and daughter in their ever-
changing family trials and tribulations, but in the same breath, still thinking of what could’ve been and should’ve been 
stories of Tony’s maturity in life, his family, and his purpose.  
    
Just as each of us grieve differently than our wives, and just as each of us dads grieve different from each other, I  
acknowledge that Father’s Day across the nation, in all the different households of our many compassionate friends, 
Father’s Day will be different ... different perspectives of reflection, lost-love, and grief.  
  
For the grieving fathers of our wonderful TCF family, I wish to extend love, light, and the hope for renewed happiness 
this Father’s Day 2018. Let us never forget the child that is no longer with us. May all of you be warmed by the memo-
ries of good times, laughter, expressions of love, smiles, and the gleam in their eyes. As Darcy Sims once said, “It’s 
not how they died, it’s how they lived.”   
 
God bless every Father out there who knows what I’m talking about. I am you and you are me. We are one, forever 
bonded. If you come to this year’s conference in St. Louis, July 27-29, be sure to find me and share a hug.  

by ~ Mark Rambis—Tony’s Papa Bear  
June 2018   
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A LIGHT IN THE DARKNESS  

 
 
Shortly after our fifteen-year-old son, Adam, died, I wanted to do something as a public remembrance of him.  I needed to let the outside 

world know that we were grieving thoroughly for the loss of all that Adam was and all that he would have been.  I especially didn’t want 

others to forget my son.  Our house is nestled in a clearing in the woods and accessible only by a very long driveway.  Passersby cannot 

see our house from the road.  And so, on a blustery November day barely a month after he died, I tied a large white bow for our Adam 

on a tree by the side of the road at the end of our driveway.  It was a sign of love, of hope, of sorrow beyond all comprehension.  

Throughout the past year, as the bow became tattered and worn, I replaced it several times and have even managed to grow a few white 

flowers at the base of the tree beneath that white bow.  Little else that I have done for my son since he died has held as much signifi-

cance to me as this white bow, which has come to symbolize Adam’s life, death and our grief. 

 

Just prior to leaving for a family gathering at my mother’s house on Christmas Day, I was feeling, as I regularly do, that I wanted to do 

something special for Adam.  I made a luminaria with a gold angel on it; my husband, surviving son and I placed the luminaria under the 

white bow in the small flower garden.  There, in the brilliance of a cold, clear Christmas afternoon, we lit a candle for our Adam.  We 

added a second luminaria to burn in remembrance of all the children who have died.  No one else could see the candles burning on that 

bright, sunlit day, but knowing they were there gave me a sense of peace.  Last year, all afternoon while I was at my mother’s house I 

thought of those luminarias burning by the side of the road for our Adam and all of the children who have died.  I was uplifted and em-

braced by a sense of warmth I had not previously experienced. 

 

It became apparent that those luminarias had also been of great importance to my husband and surviving son, for that evening, as we 

were preparing to leave my mother’s house, we each wondered aloud if the candles would still be burning.  Throughout the day, our 

thoughts of those luminarias had allowed each of us to endure the unendurable, and it now seemed crucial that the candles would still be 

lit when we returned home.  My husband, surviving son and I needed to see that very small flicker of light glowing through the darkness. 

 

The ride home from my mother’s house on Christmas night had always been a time of supreme bliss for me; my two boys tucked safely 

into the backseat of the car, each of us filled with the joy and wonder of the day.  I had savored this time and counted my blessings.  Last 

year, our first Christmas without Adam, I wept.  But this year, I was focused on those candles and all they represented.  We drove home 

in silence, each of us lost in our own private memories of Adam; each of us wishing that somehow, some way the candles still burned. 

 

As we anxiously approached our driveway, we strained to distinguish a glimmer of light in the darkness of that Christmas night.  And 

YES, the candles remained burning and SO much brighter than we had expected!  When we reached our driveway, our hearts soared as 

we saw that there, under the white bow in the very small flower garden by the side of the road a third candle now burned with our two. 

 

The third candle had been placed by two very caring people who undoubtedly understood the very profound nature of their very compas-

sionate deed.  They are bereaved parents as well, who on a cold, dark Christmas night had come to our home to secretly fill our mailbox 

with small, meaningful gifts.  All to be discovered on another day, at another time.  What they left behind was a promise of light, per-

haps just a small flicker at first, but light nonetheless, always burning through the darkness of our grief. 
 

 
 by ~ Nina A Henry  

Lifted from TCF Ottawa 

Cherish your health: 
If it is good, preserve it.   

If it is unstable, improve it.   
If it is beyond  

what you can improve,  

get help. 
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Just 3 small things… 
How practising gratitude has lightened my life 

without Phoebe 
 
“It is not joy that makes us grateful, it is gratitude that 

makes us joyful” Brother David Steindl-Rast. 
 

Practising gratitude could, I understand, appear 

like an incongruous or even insensitive suggestion 

to make to a bereaved parent; after all the loss of 

a child is pretty much universally perceived to be 

the worst and most traumatic of all losses and 

what an earth have we to be grateful for, we 

have had the most precious of things snatched 

away from us….? 

 

I was well aware of this when I shared my 

thoughts with a room full of other bereaved par-

ents at last year’s TCF gathering. I didn’t want to 

cause offense or upset anyone. But I decided to 

share that I keep a gratitude diary because it 

really has helped me to find peace, hope and 

even a little joy in my life following the loss of my 4 

year old daughter, Phoebe in 2016. 

 

I first came across the concept of a gratitude 

practice last summer. Gratitude was the subject 

of the penultimate chapter of “From Grief to 

Growth” by Paula Stephens. At that time, I admit I 

was somewhat sceptical, but, as Paula herself 

was a bereaved parent and because the 

recommendation kept popping up over and over 

in books I read subsequently, I decided to give it 

a try. I began noting three to five things that I was 

grateful for in a journal. 

 

At first it wasn’t easy, but I was thinking too big, 

looking for the extraordinary. Once I reset the bar 

and began to see the beauty in simple, ordinary 

moments, my practise began bear fruit. Before 

losing Phoebe I took so much for granted. I lived 

life at such a pace that I never took the time to 

fully appreciate the value of the small stuff. I sup-

pose I’d always appreciated things like clean 

sheets or the smell of freshly cut grass but now in 

search of things to record each day, I refocused 

and gradually, I began to realise just how founda-

tional fluffy socks, morning dew or spotting the first 

snowdrop are in terms of finding a little relief and 

even happiness.. 
 

Once I realised this and how Important it was to 

actually write down my 3 things down each day, 

my practice gained momentum. I’m an Insta-

gram fan, and recently I saw this quote posted: 

“By writing down the things you are grateful for, 

you start looking for more things to be grateful 

for” and I concur beyond doubt… Brene Brown 

(another of my favourite writers) talks about the 

“magic” of gratitude in an interview with Oprah 

Winfrey that you can find on YouTube and I quite 

like this way of describing it because it has been 

nothing short of transformative for me….. 

 

Practising gratitude daily has completely 

changed my perspective; I no longer see happi-

ness as a destination beyond the grasp of the 

bereaved parent or as something I might be 

able to experience one day in the distant future, 

perhaps when I’m stronger or when enough time 

has elapsed. It has helped me to find peace in 

the present and to focus less on the pain of the 

past or related to a future without Phoebe. I now 

believe in the power of opening my eyes and my 

heart to the small, quite ordinary moments of joy 

that occur (really they do, think the taste of your 

coffee or the smell of clean, dry washing fresh 

from the tumble dryer) every day. It has been 

illuminating and liberating. Life has begun to feel 

lighter and so at the risk of sounding nauseatingly 

evangelical, I would urge you to try. Perhaps writ-

ing down 3 things is too much to start with, so 

maybe just look for one thing, however seem-

ingly small or insignificant “just one little thing” as 

is the mantra of another bereaved parent I fol-

low on Instagram and just see where that takes 

you…..  

 

“I believe a joyful life is made of joyful 

moments, gracefully strung together 

by trust, gratitude and inspiration” 

Brene Brown 
 

 by ~ Claire Casson 8th February 2017, 
www.beyondtheroundabout.wordpress.com.  

Lifted from Newsletter for Childless Parents | www.tcf.org.uk 

Don't take guilt trips..   

Take a trip to the mall, even to the next county,   
to a foreign country, but NOT to where the guilt is.  
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When I think of death, and of late the idea has come 

with alarming frequency, I seem at peace with the idea 

that a day will dawn when I will no longer be among 

those living in this valley of strange humours. 
 
I can accept the idea of my own demise, but I Am  

unable to accept the death of anyone else. I find it  

impossible to let a friend or relative go into that  

country of no return. 
 
Disbelief becomes my close companion, and  

anger follows in its wake. 
 
I answer the heroic question 'Death, where is thy 

sting? ' with ' it is here in my heart and  

mind and memories.' 
 
Having courage does not mean that  

we are unafraid. Having courage and  

showing courage mean we face our fears. 
 
We are able to say,  

“I have fallen, but I will get up.” 

 

 

 by ~Maya Angelou 
Lifted from TCF North Shore 

 

Sometimes,  

when I say  

‘I’M okay.  

I want someone  

to look me  

in the eyes,  

hug me tight  

and say,  

‘I know you’re not.’ 
 

via curiano.com 

Sometimes  you have to 

stop thinking so much,  

and just go where your  

heart takes you. 
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THE AFTERMATH OF SUICIDE 
I had never experienced the death of a close loved one before my brother died. When David died, my world came 

crashing down around me, shattering me into a million pieces. My brother and I were close, but I had no suspi-

cion that he was contemplating suicide and had been for a long time. The night my sister called to tell me he was 

dead is etched into my memory forever. If I shut my eyes, I can go back to that time and place almost three years 

ago and still hear her voice. It is a very painful memory and one that I don’t call up, but it is there, nonetheless. 
 
The overwhelming feelings of shock, disbelief, numbness, despair and sadness are very vivid. At the same time, I 

was outraged at what he had done to us, to me. How dare he do this? I couldn’t even begin to guess how many 

times I said, I can’t believe this is happening. 
 
The first six months was a confusing and emotionally draining period for me. I was obsessed with wanting to 

have answers, especially from him. I read many books on suicide and finally, after reading Iris Bolton’s book, 

“My Son, My Son”, I came to realize that what she said was true: You can ask why a million times, but you  

finally have to let it go, because the person you need the answers from is not here to give them to you. If only for 

the sake of your own sanity, you have to stop asking, “Why?” “I couldn’t even begin to guess how many times I 

said, I can’t believe this is happening.” 
 
Our family drew closer together from this tragedy, and it made me more aware of how much I value and love 

them. I also had the support of a good friend who was willing to spend hours talking and crying with me. I still 

get very angry at my brother for changing our lives so irrevocably. That anger inevitably turns to sadness. I can-

not see his smiling face, or hear his laughter, or watch him grow into adulthood. Yes, I had dreams of him too. He 

was an intelligent, warm, sensitive and caring young man, and I was eager to see what direction his life would 

take. I can’t help but wonder what he would be like today. I miss him very much.  
 
I will never agree with his solution, but it was his choice to make and I have to learn to live with it. I am abso-

lutely certain beyond a shadow of a doubt that I will be with him again. Only then will I get answers to my ques-

tions. I have no choice but to wait until that time. 
 

 by ~ Nicki Wright, TCF, MO-DAN, KS 
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Resurrection 
Long, long, long ago; way before this  

winter’s snow first fell upon these weathered fields;  

I used to sit and watch and  

feel and dream of how the spring would be. 

When through the winter’s stormy sea 

She’d raise her green and growing head, 

Her warmth would resurrect the dead. 

Long before this winter’s snow 

I dreamt of this day’s sunny glow 

And thought somehow my pain would pass 

With winter’s pain, and peace like grass 

Would simply grow. The pain’s not gone. 

It’s still as cold and hard and long 

As lonely pain has ever been, 

It cuts so deep and far within. 

Long before this winter’s snow 

I ran from pain, looked high and low 

For some fast way to get around 

Its hurt and cold. I’d have found, 

If I had looked at what was there, 

That things don’t follow fast or fair. 

That life goes on, and times do change, 

And grass does grow despite life’s pains. 

Long before this winter’s snow 

I thought that this day’s sunny glow, 

The smiling children and growing things 

And flowers bright were brought by spring. 

Now, I know the sun does shine, 

That children smile, and from  

the dark, cold, grime 

A flower comes. It groans, yet sings, 

And through its pain, its peace begins. 
 

 by ~ Mary Ann Bernard  

Lifted from TCF North Shore 

Myths and facts about grief  

Myth: The pain will go away faster if you ignore it. 

Fact: Trying to ignore your pain or keep it from surfacing 

will only make it worse in the long run. For real healing, it 

is necessary to face your grief and actively deal with it. 

Myth: It’s important to “be strong” in the face of loss. 

Fact: Feeling sad, frightened, or lonely is a normal reac-

tion to loss. Crying doesn’t mean you are weak. You don’t 

need to “protect” your family or friends by putting on a 

brave front. Showing your true feelings can help them and 

you. 

Myth: If you don’t cry, it means you aren’t sorry about 

the loss. 

Fact: Crying is a normal response to sadness, but it’s not 

the only one. Those who don’t cry may feel the pain just 

as deeply as others. They may simply have other ways of 

showing it. 

Myth: Grief should last about a year. 

Fact: There is no specific time frame for grieving. How 

long it takes differs from person to person. 

Myth: Moving on with your life means forgetting 

about your loss. 

Fact: Moving on means you've accepted your loss—but 

that's not the same as forgetting. You can move on with 

your life and keep the memory of someone or something 

you lost as an important part of you. In fact, as we move 

through life, these memories can become more and more 

integral to defining the people we are. 

AlOne we eXist,  

tOgether ...  we flOurish 
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SURRENDERING TO GRIEF 
 
Your grieving heart… 
 
In the beginning, when your grief is new and raw, and overwhelmingly painful and scary, it is important that you 
not mess with it.  
 
You may tell yourself: "This is just too much to bear! I can't stand it!" As hard as it may be, however, you must 
experience the full impact of the loss. Let it wash over your soul at will. Follow it, cry when you want, yell at God, 
scream into your pillow. Don't suppress new grief, or avoid it, or try to change it.  
 
It's your grief! Claim it. Experience it. Surrender to your grief. And don't let anyone take away your right to it. 
 
Death makes people uncomfortable. They fear it. They understand why you are bereaved, but they have unreal-
istic expectations as to how you should grieve, and for how long. Why? Underneath, they are uncomfortable with 
your grief and want it to go away as soon as possible. That's why they attempt to comfort you and give you ad-
vice and encourage you to "get over it" and "get on with your life" as soon as possible.  
 
Their discomfort and awkwardness with your situation can lead to some pretty severe "foot-in-mouth" disease. 
 
They may even make some incredibly stupid and insensitive remarks like: 
 
 "Thank God you can have more children" (Like it's a pet turtle that died)  

 "She would want you to go on" (How do you know?)  

 "I understand how you feel" (You don't have a clue how I feel)  

 "God needed another angel" (Not as much as I needed him) 
 
Try to understand that they mean well, but are acting out of fear and showing a profound ignorance of how a 
healthy grief process works. Just try to forgive these souls, and spend as little time with them as possible.  
Instead, surround yourself with true, stalwart friends, who will silently stand witness to your grief, and not attempt 
to manipulate it. 
 
Your grieving heart… 
 
In the depths of your despair right now, you likely will not see the wisdom of the grief process. It's only later, in 
retrospect, that you'll realize how miraculously it swept you along toward a successful conclusion; providing just 
the right thing at just the time you needed it. 
 
The message for you right now is this: trust the grief. As painful as this process is, grief is your friend and will 
guide you eventually and surely back to life. 
 
You may feel like no one could ever feel the depth of the pain you feel right now. But the fact is that the vast ma-
jority of people experience serious grief at some time in their lives, and come through it without suffering perma-
nent harm. But they (and you) cannot escape the powerful process that Sigmund Freud called the "work of 

mourning". 
 
And work, it is. Experts agree that it is essential to your future mental health to allow 
yourself to grieve immediately, when the loss is fresh, and fully, as long as it takes. Do 
not delay your grief or avoid it, or try to limit how long it lasts. 
 
The only way to heal is to experience all the anger, frustration and despair. You are 
destined to shed the tears, drop by drop. There are no short cuts. You don't "get over" 
death and grieving, you go through it, step by step. So don't allow yourself to be 

"rescued" by well-meaning friends from this important healing work. 
 

Lifted from https://www.recover-from-grief.com/parents-grief.html 

When the world says, “Give up,”                       Hope whispers,  

“Try it one more time” 
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HOW I TRANSFORMED GRIEF INTO GROWTH 

On a balmy summer evening in 2011, my beloved 26-year-old son David was 

killed instantly in a motorcycle accident and my life was forever changed. Sud-

denly plunged into a crazy altered reality, I wandered helplessly through disbe-

lief, confusion, anguish, and searing pain. 

For a long time I felt stuck in my misery, since death is so permanent and so 

unarguably final. I couldn’t stop thinking about what his last moments were like 

for him and what his life could have been (and should have been). 

But as the days and weeks rolled by, I became increasingly aware of a question 

that wouldn’t go away and for which I had no answer: 

How will I go on? 

I knew I had to go on, but I just couldn’t figure out how to resume my life without any hope of ever feeling bet-

ter about David’s death. I consulted therapists, clergy, organizations, and a multitude of authors that included 

other bereaved parents. 

I finally realized I needed some kind of structure for grieving and it had to be something other than the long-

accepted five stage model. Progressing through predictable stages didn’t resonate for me and I couldn’t imagine 

ever completing any of them.  For me, they all overlapped and co-occurred, persistently swelling and receding. 

In time, I learned it was necessary and okay to take breaks from my grieving. In order to face my new reality, I 

needed periodic respite that could shift my focus (even for a short while) and get my mind momentarily away 

from pain. Sometimes I went to a movie – only comedies, please! – and helping others was always beneficial. 

But my biggest realization, much to my loved ones’ disappointment, is that grief doesn’t end. You don’t get 

over the death of someone you love, in the sense of no longer caring they’re gone. It’s never going to be fine. 

And I don’t think it’s our job to get over it. 

Grief does, however, evolve. I’ve already experienced less frequent and less intense waves of emotion now than 

when David first died. And because we’re individuals, it evolves differently for each of us. I’ve come to believe 

our job as grievers is to incorporate our loss into the rest of our lives and weave this strand into the larger mean-

ingful and beautiful tapestry of life. 

I identified 4 main aspects, or facets, of grieving I was paying attention to at various times. These include  

Accepting (as in acknowledging the new reality; not liking or endorsing what happened), Adapting, Meaning-

Making, and Replenishing. Each facet was important in the process of incorporating the loss into my life and I 

learned to regularly spend some time with them, including ones that weren’t organically evident in a while. 
 
 Accepting I acknowledged my thoughts and feelings by telling my story. I wrote and talked to many people 

and I made photo scrapbooks and collages.  
 
 Adapting helped me to discover new traditions and ways of thinking, talking about, and doing what is now 

my new normal.  
 
 Meaning-Making challenged me to consider new beliefs, figure out if they fit into my world view, and 

choose those that felt healing to me. And  
 
 Replenishing encouraged me to be mindful of and engaged in healthy self-care. 

Through this ongoing process I’ve become healthier, more serene, more grateful, and more helpful to others 

than I ever thought possible. I now feel confident in my answer to that question: how will I go on? I will con-

tinue to practice Accepting, Adapting, Meaning-Making, and Replenishing. 

And I wish the same for you. By practicing these 4 facets in our individual ways, we can all transform grief into 

growth. 
 

 by ~ Ruth Field  

An Angel says, 'Never borrow from the future. If you worry about what may happen tomorrow and it  
doesn't happen, you have worried in vain.. Even if it does happen, you have to worry twice.' 

https://www.opentohope.com/author/ruthfield816/
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WHEN WILL THIS ALL STOP? 
 

The End of Grieving 
 
Your grieving heart...  
How long does it take for grieving to end?   
As your read this, your loss may still be fresh, raw and excruciating. You may find it hard to believe you can ever 
recover or heal from this horrible thing. It will take a long time, there's no way around that. But we include here a 
brief description of what usually happens after your grieving is finished, so you can survive now, with hope in the 
back of your mind. There are brighter days ahead.  
The grieving process is a very personal and individual thing. Your unique relationship with your loved one, and 
the manner in which he died will dictate the length and depth of your own "roller coaster ride". As we have said 
several times, there is no healthy way to shorten the process; there are no short cuts to the resolution of grief. 
You must let it run it's course.  
There is also no "normal" amount of time for mourning. Some people adjust to a new life in a matter of months. 
Others take a year or more, or up to 2 years or longer to complete their grieving. Most take a year or two. The 
best length of time for you? Whatever you need.  
Even after you are "done", you may experience grief feelings from time to time, especially during special dates 
and anniversaries, or during holidays. Expect it.  
The end of grief does not mean that you forget your beloved, or cease to love them. When you experience a 
tragic loss, it breaks your heart.  
 Can you mend your broken heart? Yes. 
 Does this mean that you are dishonoring your loved one? No. 

 Will you ever forget them? No. 

 Will they always have a place in your heart? Yes.  
Lifted from https://www.recover-from-grief.com/parents-grief.html 

I’m unreliable. I’m late.  

I’m disorganized  

I’m weepy.  

I can’t make decisions. 

 I’m angry for reasons  

you cannot possible understand. 

Neither can I. 

I’m lost.  

I’m not me anymore. 

The mirror is lying, and  

this cannot be me. 

This is what grief looks like. 

Please, love me through it. 

 
by ~ Johanne Caccidore 

From Dear Cheyenne 

OK News Letter Summer 2019 

Inner Peace: 
 

If you can start the day without caffeine, 
If you can always be cheerful, ignoring aches and pains, 

If you can resist complaining and  boring people   
with your troubles, 

If you can eat the same food every day and be grateful for it,  
If you can understand when your loved ones  

are too busy to give you any time, 
If you can take criticism and blame without resentment, 

If you can conquer tension without medical help, 
If you can relax without alcohol, 

If you can sleep without the aid of drugs 
 

Then You Are Probably....The Family Dog! 
 

And you thought I was going to get all spiritual? 
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Changing How We Think About Grief  
Julia Samuel is a psychotherapist who has spent more than twenty-five years helping people grieve the loss of loved ones. She is the UK’s leading grief 

expert, author of Grief Works: Stories of Life, Death, and Surviving, and godmother to Prince George. She believes that when we face our fears—the 

death of someone we love, our own death, or being with bereaved friends—we are better able to cope with them. Here she shares her perspective on 

why we fear grief and pain and how we can talk about them openly.  

Q: Why does grief sometimes come in waves?  

We’re wired to protect ourselves so we’re not faced with reality all at once. We adjust to it bit by bit. Imagine walking into a room and seeing or smell-

ing something that reminds you of the person who’s died. In that moment, you are acutely aware that they are not coming back. The pain forces you to 

face reality, its harshness and its brutality. The process of grieving is moving in and out of these moments.  

Q: Why do people have a hard time talking to loved ones about death?  

People who’ve been given a fatal diagnosis may only have weeks, months, or years to live. But often nobody around them, not even their partners or 

close friends, will talk to them about the fact that they’re going to die. They have this kind of magical thinking: “If I acknowledge that you’re going to 

die, I’m going to hasten your death. So if I don’t think about it, then good things will happen.” But the truth is that talking about death can be cathartic. 

When you start the conversation and take time to listen, it can help your loved one find the words for what they’re feeling. They can have a good cry 

and then sometimes feel lighter. So it doesn’t drag them back; it helps them move through what they’re feeling. We’re all going to die. We’re all going 

to know people who die. The more we accept that and talk about it, the more we’ll be able to connect authentically with our loved ones during those 

hard times.  

Q: What can help people who are grieving the loss of a loved one?  

The thing that helps most when people are suffering is the love of others. When we lose love, we seek it. But we don’t all receive love in the same way. 

You can get clues for how your loved one receives love by paying attention to how they give love. Often, we offer connection in the same way that we 

want to receive it. For example, maybe you have a friend who always finds a helpful book or sends you an inspirational quote when you’re having a 

tough time. She might also appreciate the same things if the roles were reversed. If you pay attention to the way your loved one connects with you, it 

can give you clues for how best to connect with them in return.  

Q: If a child goes through a great loss, how can we help them become more resilient?  

Those closest to the grieving child know their needs best. But in general, children need as much truth and information as adults— just in age-

appropriate language. Parents love their children, and their instinct is to protect them. But children may experience this as exclusion. They may make up 

what they don’t know, and what they make up can be limitless and terrifying. So the truth, however difficult it is, is better than a lie or nothing at all. 

Children’s grief is like jumping in and out of puddles. They can be very sad one minute and very happy the next. You need to give them opportunities 

to be both. You can set aside specific times to talk about the loved one they’ve lost. It may help to create a memory jar or memory book. In other mo-

ments, though, they will likely want to have fun with their friends, play sports, or make crafts. Above all, children need to know that they’re loved. 

They need to be comforted. They need structure. They need to experience some things that feel familiar after something so unfamiliar and chaotic has 

happened.  

 by ~ Julia Samuel 

Just when 

the  

butterfly 

thought 

her life  

was over,  

she began 

to fly 

Sometimes you just need to 

talk about something—not to 
get sympathy or help,  

but just to kill it’s power  
by allowing  

the truth of things  

to hit the air. 
 

 by ~ Karen Salmansohn 
tinybuddha.com 



14/16 

 

OK News Letter Summer 2019 

Angel Dates: 

1 July 2009 Mandy Lauren Lutgen 28 Daughter of Dawn Rahier Suddenly - unknown cause 

1 July 2008 Thomas Russell  Milburn 20 Son of Phyllis Beardsley & Grant M Head injury - fall 

2 July 2009 Andrew Scott Walker 21 Son of Scott & Cynthia Walker Unknown 

4 July 2014 Miles Douglas Wohlford 14 Son of Randi Lund Wohlford Accidental 

5 July 2015 Judd Samuel Rueben 40 Son of Adella Meier Drug Overdose 

5 July 2003 Kimberly Dawn 20 Daughter of Russell & Brenda Brown Unknown 

6 July 2016 Kelsey Leigh Machnau 47 Daughter of Marlene Stevenson Medical—Brain Aneurysm 

7 July 2008 Michelle Bowman 38 Daughter of Jocelyn Biss Medical - Infection 

8 July 1996 Andy Woods 18 Son of Glen & Linda Woods Motor vehicle accident 

9 July 2009 Edward Austin Blackburn 19 Son of Fran Blackburn Motor vehicle accident 

9 July 2009 Sam Treschow 18 Son of Michael & Jill Treschow Medical—Cancer 

12 July 2001 Kelsey Alia Korberg 20 Daughter of  Kerry & Sheryn Korberg Suicide 

15 July 2007 Chris Klotz 18 Son of Dana Klotz Motor vehicle accident 

16 July 2005 Todd Trenholme 31 Son of Neil & Linda Trenholme Motor vehicle accident 

19 July 2010 Cole Devon Barr 26 Son of Shiela Barr Unknown 

20 July 2008 Scott Donald John Eek 19 Son of Donald & Lynn Eek Motor cycle accident 

24 July 1999 Douglas Frost 19 Son of  Richard & Jane Frost Medical—Stomach Cancer 

26 July 1987 Jason Degner Baby Son of Neil & Sonya Degner Stillborn 

26 July 2001 John Vammen 27 Son of Ove & Valerie Vammen Medical—Heart Failure 

26 July 2004 Steven Candida 18 Son of Karen & Rocco Candida Medical—Bone cancer 

26 July 2003 Benjamin Shigrov 19 Son of Natalie Ilyin Cliff jumping & hit a boat 

27 July 2016 Jordan Gert Siegmueller 24 Son of Peter and Trina Siegmueller  Accidenta drowning 

28 July 1995 Lyle Ross Luchak 18 Son of Brian & Laura Luchak Unknown 

28 July 2005 Michael Justin 29 Son of Gord & Sharon Black Air Plane crash 

28 July 2005 Devon Truant 27 Son of  Brigitte Truant Medical—Liver failure 

28 July 2010 Todd Steven Hardy 52 Son of Gladys Hardy Cancer 

28 July 2016 Jon Newton-Rolfe 45 Son of Pam & Gary Sweetman Unknown 

29 July 2002 Ian Gordon Minion 37 Son of Robbie Minion Medical—Heart Disease 

29 July 2018 Holly Anne Lemon 31 Daughter of Lesley Lemon Suicide 

31 July 2009 Makayla Shelton  Daughter of Sheri & Jeremy Shelton Unknown 

1 June 2005 Michael John Rudisill 24 Son of Marian Rudisill Drug incident 

1 June 2003 Bo Darnell 50 Son of Dorothy Larsen Medical - Cancer 

1 June 2017 Noah Adams Baby Son of Amy & Jordyn Adams 23 weeks gestation 

4 June 1991 Matthew James Knox 13 Son of Katerine Knox Drowning 

4 June 2012 Cal Wade Newsham 39 Son of Cal & Glenice Newsham Unknown Cause 

6 June 2018 Marco Brandon Daniel Beg 19 Son of Yvette & Jered Dennis Motor Bike Accident 

7 June 2010 Kim Todd 36 Daughter of Leah Todd Motor vehicle accident 

10 June 2009 Charlie Dakota Jordan 9 Son of Darcy Jordan & Shaun Klotz Unkown 

10 June 2018 Kristina Lynn 26 Daughter of Kathleen & Joe Diett Motor Vehicle Accident 

15 June 2013 Bradley Michael Thomas 18 Son of  Denise Wilson Accidental - Industrial accident 

17 June 2018 Joshua Anthony Kevin 25 Son of Carla &Paul Daggett Accident (Train Collision) 

21 June 2004 Glenn Alexander 43 Son of Calvin & Shirley Alexander Accidental 

21 June 2006 Malcolm Gordon 31 Son of E. Bloomquist & J. Cunningham Medical—Heart 

22 June 1971 Bruno Bertetti 4 Son of  Cecilia Bertetti Motor vehicle accident 

24 June 1973  Susannah Sosnowsky Baby Daughter of Cathy & Woldy Sosnowsky Premature 

25 June 2016 Alexa Brianna Braden Baby Daughter of Janet Braden New Born 

27 June 2011 Lola Potash 4 Jennifer Large & Isaac Potash Unexpected death due to Epi-

28 June 2010 Darin Michael Brierly 15 Son of Kim Cunliffe Suicide 

30 June 1986 Jessica Lynn Esau Baby Daughter of Shelly & Cary Esau Unknown 
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3 August 2018 Justin John Christian 9 Son of Kelly & Jeremy Brouwer Medical - DIPG  

7 August  2013 Andrew Stephen Leduc 37 Son of Diane Murrell MVA Hit & Run 

8 August 2009 Devin Sean Paul Quinn 21 Son of Sandy & Paul Quinn Cliff Jumping 

8 August 2014 Kevin George Verner Fors 49 Son of Jean Clark Motor Cycle Accident 

15 August 2009 Chelsea Rankin 35 Daughter of  Dan & Joy Rankin Medical—Cancer 

16 August 2010 Brandon William Beday 33 Son of Lana Beday Accidental - Electrocuted - BC 

16 August 2014 Justin Charbonneau 20 Son of Jody Power Suicide 

18 August 2003 Stephanie Jodi Robak 15 Daughter of Corrine & John Robak Motor vehicle accident 

18 August 2009 Mark McLeod 49 Son of Pat & Keith McLeod Unknown 

19 August 1996 Jennifer Lynn Urton 19 Daughter of Debbie & Brian Urton Seizure 

20 August 2008 Robert Alexander 47 Son of  Sharon Wallace Medical - Long Term illness 

20 August 2011 Cheyenne Mary Jane Ecka- 6 Daughter of Lindsey Pelky Airplane crash 

23 August 2007 Kaela Marie Deschenes Baby Daughter of Rachel & Christian Deschenes Stillborn 

23 August 2016 Dylan Kristian 20 Son of  Cheryl Fraughton Unknown 

28-August 2006 Abby Marie 15 Daughter of Louise & Richard Caillaud Medical—Cancer 

28 August 2013 Shane Gorner 19 Son of  Brenda Gorner Workplace Accident 

1 Jun 17 Noah Adams Son of Amy & Jordyn Adams 

20Jun-85 Thomas Scott Jeffery Son on Dianne & Bill Jeffery 

4-Jun-70 Bradley Albert Son of Marlene Kish  

5-Jun-90 Austin Blackburn Son of Francis Blackburn 

5 Jun 57 Glen Anderson Son of Sue Anderson 

6-Jun-00 Liam George Stainton Son of Sheila & Jay Stainton  

7-Jun-94 Linden Jared Son of Vicktoria Gyori 

8 Jun 75 Raymond Shane Guze Son of  Shyan Desrosiers 

9 Jun 88 Payton Leigh Budd Daughter of Thomas Budd 

10-Jun-78 Tashanna Marie  Daughter of D & B Ducharme 

11-Jun-82 Evan Larsen Son of Dorothy Larsen 

12-Jun-81 Braden Alan Williams Son of Dianne Perrier 

13-Jun-96 Dylan Kristian Son of  Cheryl Fraughton 

14-Jun-86 Marc Evans Son of Marcia Evans 

14-Jun-88 Ryan Grant Handley Son of Rosanne Arcuri 

14 Jun 91 Kristina Lynn Daughter of Kathleen & Joe Diett 

15-Jun-82 Stephanie Sharon Daughter of Heather McCullough 

16-Jun-77 Graham John Son of Diane & Don Christie 

8-Jun-86 Travis Leonard  Son of Len & Lynn Storgaard 

20-Jun-76 Michael Justin Son of Gord & Sharon Black 

21-Jun-75 Judd Samuel Rueben Son of Idella Meier 

22-Jun-02 Ronald Gallacher Son of Lily Gallacher 

23-Jun-73 Susannah Sosnowsky Daughter of C & W Sosnowsky 

25 Jun 16 Alexa Brianna Braden Daughter of Janet Braden 

26-Jun-73 Jason King Son of Faith Penner  

28 Jun 94 Joel Matthew Son of  Steve & Dallas Roshinsky 

29-Jun-83 Liam Arthur Kavanagh Son of Patrick & Sandra Kavanagh 

30-Jun-80 Douglas Frost Son of Richard & Jane Frost 

30-Jun-86 Jessica Lynn Esau Daughter of Shelly & Cary Esau 

30-Jun-88 Andrew Scott Walker Son of  Scott & Cynthia Walker 

   

5-Jul-73 Robert  Son of Becky & Ray Isaac 

6-Jul-14 Dylan Cordell Hanna Son of Sherry & Rick Hanna 

7-Jul-86 Aaron James Mennear Son of Sylvia & Jim Mennear 

8-Jul-88 Stephanie Jodi Robak Daughter of Corrine & John  Robak 

12-Jul-81 Jordan Nicole Cooper Daughter of Shelly & Kerry Cooper 

15-Jul-77 Christina N. Thompson Daughter of Linda & Rick Cichon 

17-Jul-94 Justin Charbonneau Son of Jody Power 

20 Jul 84 Robert Graham Son of Kathy Bigg 

21-Jul-76 Jeffrey Roger Striha Son of Donna & Mike Striha 

26-Jul-83 James Michael Sweet Son of Shelley Isaac 

26-Jul-87 Jason Degner Son of Neil & Sonya Degner 

27-Jul-60 Glenn Alexander Son of Calvin & Shirley Alexander 

29-Jul-83 Dustin Richard Son of Jim & Karen Bacon 

29-Jul-87 Thomas R. Milburn Son of Phyllis Beardsley  

   

June Birthdays Happy Birthday 

July Birthdays 
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1-Aug-72 Kimberly Disterwoudt Daughter of Carol Allenbach 

8-Aug-87 Brittany Marie Joy Daughter of D & K Mitchell 

10-Aug-72 Sonja Rosette Smyth Daughter of Rita & Errol Smyth 

11-Aug-87 Tanya Marie Seeley Daughter of Al & Carol Seeley 

17-aug-91 Abby Marie Daughter of L & R Caillaud 

22-Aug-70 Brett Richard Abramyk Son of Mark Richard Abramyk 

22-Aug-70 Holly Louvain Dingwall Daughter of Wendy McIntyre 

23-Aug-67 Jason Kennedy Rout Son of Petrine Paquette 

23-Aug-07 Kaela M. Deschenes Daughter of  R & C Deschenes 

August Birthdays 

June along with all of its many celebrations has arrived. This month 

brings us: 
 
Father’s Day, the end of the school year, graduations, and naturally 

there will be some of us who will face the dream June weddings of 

children from other families and friends instead of our own. June 

can become a most overwhelmingly busy month by comparison to 

the imaginary lazy days of summer one might conjure up in the cor-

ner of one’s mind. So much for tranquility and escape in the trials of 

overcoming the whip of grief’s blow. 
 
Yet, on the other side of the story, June, complete with the entire 

bustle, will be loyal.  June will still bring the grieving parent warm 

summer nights to stroll and ponder over old consoling memories 

under starlit skies. June will be faithful to still breezes in the ceme-

teries and special places we all visit to quietly cry. June is one of 

those caring months that tries to calm one’s soul, promising to give 

each of us a small measure of comfort whenever possible. For this I 

am always thankful. 
 
My prayer this month is that June will wrap her arms around each 

who grieve and embrace you with peacefulness beyond this world. 

May we always remember our children are within our hearts and we 

walk this path among Compassionate Friends. 

 
                                                 by ~ Jane Oja, TCF Central Oregan 

After the First Year 
 

After the first year the pain changes from a crushing 
weight to a wickedly cutting edge. Time speeds up 
from a grinding plodding to a more normal routine. 
And sometimes you forget, for a moment, that your 
whole life was destroyed just last year.  
 

After the first year you start to remember the good 
times. You can tell a funny story about your child and 
save the crying for later. But sometimes it seems like 
you’re the only one left who mourns. “What’s the mat-
ter with you anyway? It’s been a whole year.” After the 
first year your child seems a little closer and yet still so 
far away. Miracle of miracles, you haven’t forgotten 
how he walks, his voice, the shape of his head, or the 
solid warmth of his fingers curving around yours. 
Those memories ambush you at many unlikely mo-
ments and tear you apart.  
 

After the first year, your heart begins to thaw. You re-
member that you once loved your surviving children 
and you love them once again. You remember that life 
used to hold joy; and you rediscover some small en-
joyment in living. You learn to piece your life back to-
gether in a different pattern. After the first year you 
pick up your burdens and go on. Amazingly you have 
survived a blow more painful than anything you ever 
imagined. Even though you wish you had died too, it 
slowly dawns on you that you must still live because 
after the first year, comes the second year.  

by ~ Liz Ford TCF Madison, WI  

OK News Letter Summer 2019 

“LOSS HURTS! WE ALL GRIEVE ALONE, BUT ……. 

WE DO NOT HAVE TO BE ALONE AS WE GRIEVE.  

Help us remember our loved one. There is no such thing as ‘closure’ when it comes to love. The 

only thing that closes at a funeral is the casket! You don’t stop loving someone just because they 

died. Talk about the deceased, share your memories and let me share mine.” 
 

Quote by Darcie D. Sims 


