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Thank you to Mercy Medical Center Volunteers 
for attaching labels and taping our newsletters.   

Thank You to Mercy Medical Center for printing  
our newsletters and providing us a meeting place. 

    

              

Meeting Agenda 
23rd, 7:00 p.m. 

 
In January we plan to return to our regular meeting.  We will discuss how 
we managed throughout the holiday season.  Please bring something for 
Show and Share which helped you commemorate your child’s life during 
the holidays. 
                                               
                                                     

           

MMeeeettiinngg  AAggeennddaa  
2277tthh,,  77::0000  pp..mm..  

 
We have a special guest speaker for February 27th.  Vernice Ankerstjerne, 
bereaved wife and speaker, will speak on “Grief Journey: A Pathway 
Through Sorrow.”  Please come and invite people you know who are 
bereaved, whether it be loss of a child, parent, sibling, and/or a spouse.  
We are looking forward to listening to Vernice as she shares her story,  
as well as what she has learned through this journey. 

Meeting Place and Time… 
The Sioux City Chapter of The Compassionate 
Friends meets the fourth Wednesday Jan.-Oct.,   
in Nov., the third Wednesday, & in Dec., the 1st 
Sunday at Mercy Medical Center in the 
Leiter room on the 1st floor off the parking 
ramp on 5th street at 7:00 p.m. 
 

This newsletter format is not the same that is 
mailed/emailed out. Some items have been 
removed to protect the privacy of our 
Compassionate Friends… 
If you would like to receive the full version, 
please send an email request to: 
newsletter@tcfsiouxcity.org  
 

Jake, we will love you forever. 
Mom 

The Compassionate Friends 
(TCF) is a national non-profit, 
self-help support organization 
offering friendship 
,understanding, and hope to 
families grieving the death of a 
child of any age, from any cause. 
There is no religious affiliation. 
No individual membership fees or 
dues are charged, and all 
bereaved family members are 
welcome. 



TTCCFF  22000088  CCaalleennddaarr         
 

Wednesday, January 23, 2008 
�  Post-holiday blues discussion 
�  Show and Share…Bring something which helped you “remember” your child’s life during the holidays. 
 

Wednesday, February 27, 2008 
�  Special Guest Speaker…Vernice Ankerstjerne, “Grief Journey, A Pathway Through Sorrow” 
�  Show and Share…Bring something your child gave/made you for Valentines Day, or something that shows 

how much you love your child. 
 

Wednesday, March 26, 2008 
�  Alan Wolfelt’s book, Understanding Your Grief,  Touchstone 4...Explore Your Feelings of Loss 
�  Show and Share…Bring a drawing that depicts the various feelings you have encountered during your grief 

journey.  
 

Wednesday, April 23, 2008 
�  Alan Wolfelt’s book, Understanding Your Grief, Touchstone 5...Recognize You Are Not Going Crazy 
�  Show and share…Bring a linking object that connects you to your child. 
 

Wednesday, May 28, 2008 
�  Tear Soup video and follow-up discussion                                                   
�  Show and Share…We’ll mix up a “pot” of favorite memories  
 

Wednesday, June 25, 2008 
�  Alan Wolfelt’s book, Understanding Your Grief, Touchstone 6...Understand the Six Needs of Mourning 
�  Show and Share…Bring a family picture. 
 

Wednesday, July 23, 2008         
 3rd Annual Picnic…Hog Roast at Don M.’s, Ireton, Ia. 
 

Wednesday, August 27, 2008 
�  Alan Wolfelt’s book, Understanding Your Grief, Touchstone 7...Nurture Yourself 
�  Show and Share…Bring a memory book or a quilt or something that depicts different phases of your child’s 

life. 
  

Wednesday, September 24, 2008 
�  Alan Wolfelt’s book, Understanding Your Grief, Touchstone 8...Reach Out for Help 
�  Invite another bereaved person who does not belong to a support group. Ask them to come to one of the next 

few meetings. 
 

Wednesday, October 22, 2008 
�  Alan Wolfelt’s book, Understanding Your Grief, Touchstone 9...Seek Reconciliation, Not Resolution 
�  Show and Share…Bring something you have written, whether in a journal, letter, quotes, and /or something 

written that has helped you a great deal during your grief journey. 
 

Wednesday, November 12, 2008 
�  Facing the Upcoming Holidays Discussion      
�  Show and Share…Bring an ornament that has special significance to you. 
 

Sunday, December 14, 2008 
�  Annual Special Memorial Candlelight Service 
�  Please bring…dish to share, an item for the silent auction, and a framed picture of your child to set up on the 

display table.   
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MMMeeemmmooorrr iiieeesss   
Memories can be painful when parents and siblings are 
newly bereaved because even happy memories are a 
reminder that no further memories can be made with 
that deceased child.  We want so much more!  We 
want to be able to make so many more memories.  We 
resent the abrupt cessation of the life of our beloved 
child or sibling. 
 

As we do our grief work, however, all the memories – 
no matter how few or how many – become 
increasingly important.  Eventually we can relive our 
memories with real joy, grateful for them and even 
more appreciative of the time we had together.  If you 
are in the midst of painful memories at the moment, 
take heart that it will not always be so.   

  ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 

Those of us who have survived many years have 
learned that over the long run, the human mind 
chooses to recall only the best of memories – the 
happy ones, the humorous ones, the sentimental ones – 
and we learn that even the pain of unhappy memories 
diminishes.  It is then that memories bring joy and 
comfort in spite of lingering loneliness.  It is then that 
memories might even serve to further some project or 
interest your child or sibling would have wanted you to 
carry out in his or her absence.  In this sense, memories 
can become a real force for good in the world. 
 

WWWhhhaaattt   aaarrreee   yyyooouuu   mmmeeemmmooorrr iii eeesss   sssaaayyyiii nnnggg   tttooo   yyyooouuu???   
 
Shirley Ottman 
Denton, TX

  October Meeting 
 

At our October meeting we discussed Touchstone 3, 
Embrace the Uniqueness of Your Grief in Alan 
Wolfert’s book, Understanding Your Grief.  In life, 
everyone grieves, but their grief journeys are never 
precisely the same.  We all do the work of mourning in 
our own unique way.  A review of the reasons why: 

·  Your relationship with the person who died. 
·  The circumstances of the death 
·  The funeral experience and rituals 
·  The people in your life 
·  Your unique personality 
·  The unique personality of the person who died 
·  Your gender 
·  Your cultural background 
·  Your religious or spiritual background 
·  Other crises or stresses in your life right now 
·  Your experiences with loss & death in the past 
·  Your physical health 

From Understanding Your Grief by Alan Wolfert 

November Meeting 
 

On November 14, we were privileged to have Brenda 
Zahnley, Director of Bereavement Services at Christy-
Smith Funeral Homes, Sioux City, speak to us about coping 
with the upcoming holidays.  It was so encouraging to hear 
from Brenda, who works with the bereaved on a daily basis, 
that the holidays are hard for the newly bereaved as well as 
those who are a little further down the road on the grief 
journey.  She gave us many ideas as to how to deal with all 
the merriment and get-togethers and how to survive it in the 
midst of our various emotions and the expectations of 
others.  Many thanks to Brenda for the encouragement and 
helpful ideas that all of us need when we often just want to 
by-pass all the hub-hub of Thanksgiving,  Christmas, and 
New Years, and fast forward to January.  After Brenda’s 
presentation, we shared favorite Christmas ornaments, and 
the stories that go with them, that commemorate our love 
for our children who died.  This was followed by 
fellowship and refreshments. 
 

Also, many thanks to Christy-Smith Funeral Home for 
allowing us to have our November meeting in their facility  
We really appreciate their willingness to host us that 
evening.   

Photograph Board 
 

This is also a reminder that at each meeting 
we bring out our Photograph Board. If you 
would like to bring a picture (billfold size or 
no bigger than 4X6) of your child, please 
feel free to do so. We would love to have 
your child's picture displayed. Please 
include your child's name, birth date and 
Heaven date either on the back or on a 
separate piece of paper. Give it to Trudy 
Klaver and she will make sure to get his/her 
personal info up with the picture. 

MMeemmoorryy  iiss  aa  wwaayy  ooff   hhoollddiinngg  oonnttoo  tthhee  
tthhiinnggss  yyoouu  lloovvee,,  tthhee  tthhiinnggss  yyoouu  aarree,,  tthhee  
tthhiinnggss  yyoouu  nneevveerr  wwaanntt  ttoo  lloossee..  ––  FFrroomm  tthhee  
tteelleevviissiioonn  sshhooww  TThhee  WWoonnddeerr  YYeeaarrss  

May your Valentine’s Day be filled with roses 
that will encourage your broken heart and 
give you strength to offer a helping hand to 

others who are grieving. 



 

TThhaannkk  YYoouu         LL OOVVEE    GGII FFTTSS  
 

A Love Gift is a gift of money to The 
Compassionate Friends for the purpose of 
running the Sioux City Chapter.   
It is usually given in memory of a. 
child who died, however may also be  
from individuals who want to honor  
a friend or relative.  It may be in   
thanksgiving that their children are 
alive and well, or simply a gift of 
support for the work of TCF.  Others 
in the community make contributions  
because they want to help us with the  
newsletter, meeting costs, or  
maintaining a good lending library.   
The simple truth is that without 
your support, there would be little 
possibility for this group to exist.   
All gifts are welcome and truly  
appreciated.      
 
 
 
 
 
  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

 

 

Sioux City Chapter Love Gift Form 
Parent(s) Name         
 

Child’s Name            
 

Address    City _________________ 
 

State      Zip   Phone      Email    
 

Birth date(s)        Remembrance date(s)    
 

Tax-deductible donations that pay for the newsletter costs and other chapter expenses are 
greatly appreciated and will be acknowledged in the newsletter unless you request that 
the gift not be published.  You may make your donation in memory of your loved one and 
include a message. 
 

Love Gift  $   Please make check to The Compassionate Friends 
 
 

In Memory of  ____________________________________________ 
  
 

On the occasion of      _______   
 
 

Message    ___________________________________________ 
  

 
          
 

Please mail to: The Compassionate Friends, 318 E.18th St., South Sioux City, NE 68776 

Encourage family and 
friends to add their local 
Compassionate Friends 

Chapter to their charitable 
gift list .  A gift given in 

memory of your child would 
mean so much…  All 
proceeds given to the 

chapters are used within 
the community for outreach 
and to provide a place for 
newly bereaved families to 

seek support. 

 

All items published in the TCF Sioux City Newsletter are the personal reflections of the writer.  All content is subject to editing.  
TCF Sioux City reserves the right to not publish any article due to content and space limitations. Thank you for 

FFoorr   aall ll   tthhee  ggeenneerroouuss  ddoonnaattiioonnss.. 

A NEW YEAR 
By: Shirley Ottman                                                  
Bereaved Mother                                                       
Denton, TX 

 
A time for looking ahead 
and not behind.  
A time for  faith 
and not despair. 
A time for long great gulps of hopeful expectation. 
Drink deeply, friend,  
so that fortified with the promises it brings, 
This New Year will keep you 
near fresh springs of healing love, 
Where you may come to weave old and loving memories 
with new understandings and acceptance… 
                                                   and find peace. 



  
 
Love Tears  
by Trudy Klaver 
 
Yesterday, as I was sitting with 3 
generations of bereaved women, I 
noticed that all of us had tears in our 
eyes, sharing the sadness of losing a 
son, a brother, a grandson, a nephew, 
and/or a cousin.  As I sat and visited 
with this particular family, I found 
myself consoling the pre-teen sister 
whose 5 year-old brother had died 
only a few months before.  She was 
crying quietly, tears rolling down her 
cheeks, holding a teddy bear I had 
just given her.  I found myself telling 
what I had learned throughout my 
grief journey over the past four years 
since our son, James, died. 
 
I had always believed that tears were a 
sign of weakness, and that it was 
important to hide them, lest others 
think I wasn't very strong, and that 
perhaps I didn't depend on the Lord 
enough to be so overwhelmed with 
grief.  Each tear shed and each cry 
uttered was a sign of weakness to 
anyone observing.  Oh my! Was I 
wrong!  So very wrong, indeed.  In 
the past four years, I feel as though as 
I have cried more than I haven't.  
However, my opinion of crying and 
tears has changed 180 degrees. I've 
learned that tears are a sign of two 
things. 
 

Secondly, I now believe that tears 
show an inordinate amount of 
strength.  It takes a very strong person 
to be willing to share those personal 
tears with others.  It takes a great deal 
of energy to be authentic in a society 
when, "I'm fine," is the expected 
answer to "How are you?"  Tears may 
cause others to judge us, to make 
some uncomfortable, and also cause 
us additional, unforeseen grief.  
However, God created these tears for 
a purpose.  They express the language 
of the heart.  At times, they convey 
joy.  How often do we see someone 
cry because they are immensely 
happy?  Tears that sometimes 
accompany happiness can also be 
used to express deep, deep, pain.  The 
tears of joy are very accepted and 
understood in our society, and yet, 
when they become an expression of 
pain and sadness, even 
four…ten…twenty years after the  

 
death of a child, they may be 
perceived by others as weakness, and 
sometimes, even unacceptable. 
 
The lessons learned from 
experiencing the "valley of the 
shadow of death" after our son died 
are unending.  Because it was 
uncharted territory for all of us in our 
family, we had perceived ideas how 
one should grieve.  Only when we 
were thrown into it, did we realize 
how little we knew.  
 
As I sat with this small group of 
bereaved women, both young and 
older, I heard myself saying to the 
younger one, "It's OK to cry, honey.  
It's all OK.  Each tear you shed tells 
the world how much you love your 
brother, Jake.  When you accept that 
the tears are love tears, somehow, the 
tears become more bearable, and in a 
bittersweet way, worth it.  Why?  
Merely because you loved and will 
continue to love him for the rest of 
your life. Try to be comfortable with 
your “love tears” because they will 
more than likely be your companions 
for the rest of your life.  It won't 
always hurt this intensely, however, 
you will always think of him, and 
miss him, and yes, perhaps even cry.  
But it's alright.  Each silent tear that 
flows is all in the name of love.  That 
is something worth crying about." 

First of all, and most 
importantly, tears are a sign 

of an intense, deep, 
irreplaceable love for the one 

who has died.  These are 
what I now call “love tears.”  
Each tear shed signifies an 
immense amount of love for 
another human being.  They 

are beautiful tears and 
signify love…amazing love. 

December Meeting 
 

On December 9, we joined the thousands around the world observing a 24-hour wave of light in memory of all children who 
have died.  Between 40 and 50 family members came to participate in this special Remembrance program.  The title of our 
program was “The Colors of Our Grief Journey,” written by Ken and Trudy K.. As part of the program, we all wrote our 
child(ren) a message and placed it inside a colored Christmas ornament. 
We hung those balls on the tree, as well as an angel for each child.  It was a very special candle 
lighting service in which we could remember our children – their smiles, their laughs, their 
unforgettable personalities.  We were encouraged with words of wisdom by those whose children 
died 10 – 25 years ago, to have hope and to never give up, and reminded that we will survive.   
We were treated at the end of the program by Don M. singing “Children of the Heavenly Father.”   
Even though this remembrance service may include tears of love and sorrow, it is also a very   
consoling and uplifting time we share with one another during this time of year.   
Afterwards, we held the annual silent auction to raise funds for The Compassionate Friends of Sioux 
City, and enjoyed many delicious treats and good conversation. 
All of the care and preparation that went into this special evening is very much appreciated 
by all in attendance!   
May you each be blessed with gentle holidays from our local TCF to each of you.                         TCF Angel Tree, 2007 



                                      RReemmeemmbbeerr iinngg  OOuurr  JJaannuuaarryy  CChhii llddrreenn              
 

   
 
 

 
 

 
 

                 “Hope sees the invisible, feels the intangible, 
                and achieves the impossible.”  -- anonymous 

 
 

RReemmeemmbbeerr iinngg  OOuurr  FFeebbrruuaarryy  CChhii llddrreenn  

 Light From Beyond       By Peggy Pohlen 
 
The lawn is dead with the frosty night, 
But with the dawn it shimmers like thousands of beacons of light. 
Precious jewels from beyond, give us hope to carry on. 
Which little light shines down from above, 
Reflecting your new life and all of your love? 

May Peace of heart fill all your days,  
May serenity grace your soul. 

May tranquil moments bless you life, 
And keep your spirit whole. 

If I take the wings of the morning 
and settle at the farthest limits of the sea, 
even there your hand shall lead me, 
and your right hand shall hold me fast. 
                                              -- Psalm 139:9-10 

FFoorreevveerr  iinn    
oouurr  

hheeaarrttss  

WWee  wwii ll ll   
LLoovvee  yyoouu  
FFoorreevveerr   

Sorrow is like a 
precious treasure,  

shown only to friends.  
– African proverb 

“’Cause when I look to the sky, something tells me you’re here with me 
And you make everything alright. 
And when I feel like I’m lost, something tells me you’re here with me. 
And I can always find my way when you are here.”   -- Train, When I look to the Sky 



 
 

 
 
 
 

Wishes for Bereaved Parents for the Coming Year 
By Joe Rosseau, former National TCF President 
 

To the Newly Bereaved, we wish you patience – patience with yourselves in the painful weeks, months, even 
years ahead. 
To the Bereaved Siblings, we wish you and your parents a new understanding to each other’s needs and the 
beginnings of good communication. 
To Those Of You Who Are Single Parents, we wish you the inner resources we know you will need to cope, 
often alone, with your loss. 
To Those Of You Who Are Plagued With Guilt, we wish you the reassurance that you did the very best you 
could under the circumstances, and that your child knew that. 
To Those Of You Who Have Suffered Multiple Losses, those who have experienced the death of more than 
one child, we wish you the endurance you will need to fight your way back to a meaningful life again. 
To Those Of You Who Are Deeply Depressed, we wish you the first steps out of the “valley of the shadow.” 
To Those Experiencing Marital Difficulties after the death of your child, we wish you a special willingness 
and ability to communicate with each other. 
To All The Fathers, we wish you the ability to express your grief, to move beyond society’s  
conditioning, to cry. 
To Those With Few Or No Memories Of Your Child, perhaps because you suffered through a stillbirth, a 
miscarriage, or infant death, we wish you the sure knowledge that your child is a person and THAT YOUR 
GRIEF IS REAL. 
To Those Of You Unable To Cry, we wish you healing tears. 
To Those Of Your Who Are Tired, Exhausted From Grieving, we wish you the strength to face just one 
more hour, just one more day. 
To All Others With Special Needs that we have not mentioned, we wish you the understanding you need and 
the assurance that you are loved. 

Forgive Until Forever 
 
Grieving is a fierce and overwhelming 
expression of love thrust upon us by a 
deep and hurtful loss. Yet, grieving is 
frequently such an entanglement of 
feelings that we often fail to recognize 
that ultimately forgiveness must be an 
integral part of our grief and our healing. 
For what is LOVE, if forgiveness 
is silent within us? 
 
We learn to forgive our children 
for dying, ourselves for not 
preventing it. We begin to forgive  
God or the fate we see ruling the 
universe. We start to forgive friends 
and relatives for abandoning us in  
their own bewilderment over the  
onslaught of emotions they sense in  
our words and behavior. 

I believe we must be open to the balm 
of forgiveness. Through its expression 
in our lives, be it through thought, 
word, or deed, we find small ways to 
seek life once more. Deep within us, 
forgiveness is capable of treading the 
wasteland of our souls to help us feel 
again the love that has not died. 
 
It is the beginning of release from the 
dominance of pain, not from the 
continual hurt of missing those we have 
lost, but from lacking the fullness of the 
love we shared with our child. That 
love lives with strength inside ourselves, 
and yet our beings are so entrapped 
in a whirling vortex of anger, despair, 
frustration, abandonment and depression 
that we often feel it only lightly. 

Let us all heed the quiet message 
heard so softly in that maelstrom of  
the spirit. Forgive.....Forgive..... Forgive  
until forever. Let love enfold our anguish,  
helping us to learn to grow and strive  
beyond this hour to a rich tomorrow. 
 
Don Hackett 
TCF, Hingham, Massachusetts 



Seasons of Grief 
By Sandy Goodman 

It is winter today. There is no sun, 
not even a flash of light to focus 
on. The air has become murky as 
if it has solidified, losing its 
clarity. Ice covers everything, 
smothering any life that might 
have been.  
 
Staring out my window, I compare 
the bite of winter to my grief: the 
coldness, the shadows, and my 
reluctance to breathe in any more 
discomfort. Grief, like winter, 
appears uninvited and unwelcome. 
We abhor the pain and wonder 
why we must endure the distress, 
while all along we feel the 
imminent arrival.  
 

Winter compels the earth to rest. 
Everything stops struggling, stops 
performing, and sleeps. Abruptly, 
nature's need to "do" is gone and 
"being" is all that is necessary. 
All that was living before appears 
lifeless. The leaves disappear from 
the trees, flowers no longer grace 
our gardens, and the grass is 
entombed by snow. But what is 
going on beneath that which we 
see? Are the flowers really gone, 
or are they only changing . . . 
becoming new, becoming 
different?  
 
I ponder how much further I dare 
go with this. Can I contend that 
grief, like winter, is a gift? Can I 
talk about the metamorphosis of 
grief, and contemplate gratitude for 
its presence? I do not know, but 
that is where my thoughts are 
leading me.  
 

Grief necessitates a sabbatical 
from living. We stop struggling, 
stop performing, and freeze. Our 

compulsion to "do" dissolves, and 
"being" is all that is possible. Our 
life as we knew it disappears, 
dreams are shattered, and our 
hearts are ripped from us in the 
blink of an eye. We are gone, lost 
in our grief. But what is transpiring 
in our heart? Is everything gone, or 
is it only changing . . . becoming 
new, becoming different?  
 
Grief is harsher than winter. The 
tasks of daily living are amplified, 
and what was once soft and blurred 
becomes sharp and ragged. While 
winter invariably ends and I 
remember that spring will arrive, 
grief makes no such promise. I 
must wait without assurance. There 
are moments when winter is 
beautiful: a blanket of fresh snow 
on Christmas morning or the 
surprise of a warm breeze in 
February. 

 

There are nights when winter is 
hard and ugly, when temperatures 
plummet and the howl of the wind 
threatens our sanity. Grief is the 
same. A special memory comes 
into my heart and grief becomes 
bittersweet . . . beautiful. Then, a 
letter addressed to my son arrives 
in the mail, and I am back to the 
harsh reality that he is gone. 
 
My grief transformed me. It tore 
out everything within me and said 
There! It is GONE! What are you 
going to do? You have NOTHING 
LEFT TO HANG ON TO! You 

must begin again. You must 
change.  
 
And change is what I did. As 
winter alters the earth, my grief 
changed me. It gave me a period of 
time to step back from living and 
just be, a space in my existence to 
feel only that which I needed to 
feel. It was a time for reflection, 
reprioritizing, and searching. 
Without it, I would remain as 
empty as a garden that never rests. 
 
"But it was painful, horrifying, and 
devastating," you say. "How can 
you be thankful for such a thing?"  
 
Grief, like winter, freezes our 
world. Both appear painful, 
horrifying, and devastating, but it 
is our preparation for, reaction to, 
and perception of that creates our 
discomfort. It is our need to label 
that which appraises discomfort as 
bad. If we deny that death is 
possible for those we love, we will 
be stunned and terrified by its 
occurrence. If we react to the first 
blizzard of winter with panic and 
fear, we will be too afraid to honor 
its power. If we perceive a fatal ice 
storm as an act of God, we will 
shake our fist at Him and spend 
more time than we have asking 
why. And if we distinguish death 
as the end of a loved one's 
existence, we will be eternally 
saddened by their absence. The 
path to spring, to the end of 
winter, requires only our patience 
and perseverance. The path to 
healing requires that and more: it 
requires that we learn to think 
differently.  
 
We are a society that fears death. 
We consider it an end to life, love, 
and all that came before. Those 
who die either cease to be, or they 



exist in a place that is unavailable 
to us. It is not surprising that fear is 
present. However, if we alter our 
beliefs, we can then change our 
preparation for, reaction to, and 
perception of death. If we come to 
know that death is a change in 
form and not an end, we will not 
eliminate the winters of our 
grieving, but we will lessen our 
suffering. 
 
When my son died in 1996, I had 
no other option but to change my 
thinking. I could not live another 
day presuming he no longer 
existed. By saying to myself often 
I am changing my perception of 
death, I announced to the universe 
and my higher self that I intended 
to change what I believed. I placed 
my intent, reached for it, and 
settled for nothing less.  
 
I invited experiences by talking to 
Jason and asking him to come to 

me in a dream or to give me a sign 
of his presence. I meditated and 
made myself more aware of that 
which isn't seen or touched. I 
opened up a doorway of possibility 
and welcomed all that came from 
love to enter.  
 
Finally, I accepted what happened 
and expressed gratitude. When the 
lights went off and then on again 
for no apparent reason, I was quick 
to say "thank you." If I was only 
thanking the power company, it 
didn't matter. No one knew. The 
more I accepted as real, the more I 
experienced. We hear often that 
"seeing is believing," but this is 
about "believing is seeing."  
 
My journey has been both desolate 
and inspiring. There have been 
moments when I thought the cold 
and darkness would never end, and 
moments when tears of joy washed 
away the pain and light permeated 

my being.                                        
I invite you to walk the path of 
grief a little differently: to nurture 
winter's bleakness and look deep 
into its purpose. And just as we 
must think differently to see 
winter's grace, we must think 
differently to see the gift of grief. 
It is there, buried beneath a frozen 
crust that protects and restores 
while the winter of our soul . . . 
ensues. 
 
Reprinted with permission.  Sandy 
Goodman is the author of Love 
Never Dies: A Mother’s Journey 
from Loss to Love (Jodere Group, 
2002), and the founder and 
chapter leader of the Wind River 
Chapter of The Compassionate 
Friends. She has presented at 
national conferences for The 
Compassionate Friends, Bereaved 
Parents of the USA and the 
Tragedy Assistance Program for 
Survivors. 

 

 

“MY TRIBUTE” will be your chance to tell us about your child who has died. It can be a short story, an amusing 
anecdote, or a list of treasured memories. I WANT STORIES & PICTURES ABOUT YOUR CHILD!  We will dedicate a 
page each newsletter and will include as many stories as room allows. They will be printed in the order they are received. 
The success of this feature will depend entirely upon YOU. We need your stories and your memories to make it a 
success. If you would like a photo to go with the article, please include.  Send email to newsletter@tcfsiouxcity.org  
Please note subject as “TCF TRIBUTE.” Or mail to TCF Newsletter Editor, P.O.Box 132, Aurelia, IA 51005. 
We need to receive by 2/10/08 to be considered for the March - April edition. We look forward to reading 
and sharing about all of our children. 

       Birthday Table 
This is just a reminder about our 
Birthday Table. If you would 
like to "celebrate" your child's 
birthday in some way, please let 
us know ahead of time, if 
possible, at 
newsletter@tcfsiouxcity.org  and 
we will make sure to have the 
table ready.  You may bring your 
child's favorite treat, cake, ice 
cream, etc. as well as any items 
and/or pictures that you would 
like to share with the group. We 
are very open to how you would 
like to recognize your child's 
birthday that evening.  

There is a sacredness in tears.  
They are not the mark of weakness, 

but of power.  They speak more 
eloquently than 10,000 tongues.  

They are the messengers of 
overwhelming grief, of deep 

contrition and of unspeakable love. 
-- Washington Irving 



  
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
THE ROSE: A symbol of love that 
cannot be separated by death.                                                                
 

THE HEART:  Broken, bruised,  
and bandaged, but not defeated. 

And now, there's one more symbol:  
 

THE HAND : As we offer our 
hands to each other in friendship, 
in understanding, in strength,  

we are saying:  
 
WE NEED NOT WALK 
ALONE, WE ARE THE 

         COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS! 
May your Valentine's Day be 
filled with roses that will encourage 
your broken heart and give 
you strength to offer a helping 
hand to others who are grieving.  
- By Marilyn Heavilin TCF Redlands, CA 

 

 
 

Resolving to  
Care for Ourselves  
 

We all approach the New 
Year very differently. Many 
cannot wait for the year our child 
or sibling died to pass, while others 
feel it separates them further from 
that person. But, the one thing 
most newly bereaved agree 
on, is that they are glad the 
holidays are over.  For some the 
anticipation was far worse than the 
holiday itself. When pain and 
stress control our lives it is very 
difficult to be optimistic. 
 

We must try to face the New 
Year with the thought that we 
will not always be in this much 
pain. As difficult as it is for us to 
believe, the pain does soften. One 
day you will find a tolerable life 
again. It will not be the same as it 
was, but in many ways our lives 
can be richer, for we don’t fret 
over the trivial things we used to. 
We have learned the real values in 
life.  
 

January is the time of year we 
struggle to put all our trying 
events behind us, and begin 
the year with new expectations. 
Unfortunately, that does not apply 
to our grief. We cannot “get on 
with our life” until we have spent 
sufficient time resolving our 
grief. All too often, we choose to 
repress the most painful emotions. 
They are too difficult to share with 
others, and we feel too fragile to 
deal with them.  
 
Once unresolved issues become 
delayed grief, it can be very 
damaging, and much harder to 
resolve.  Perhaps, one of our New 
Year resolutions should be 
allowing ourselves freedom to 
grieve. We need to take time 

to read, attend meetings, phone 
a friend, cry, walk, eat healthier,  
and in general remove our name  
from the bottom of the list of  
people to care for, we need to  
place ourselves at the top of the  
list, making ourselves number 
one. We cannot always be a 
reservoir of strength; this may 
be the time to let others care 
for us. 
 

We can’t expect this to be a 
good year if our grief is fresh. 
But, we should expect good 
things as well as bad. We have  
survived the impossible ordeal  
of the death and funeral.  We  
have learned to take one day  
at a time, and not to set our  
expectations too high. If a good  
day comes, cherish it.  
 

Many times we have problems 
with the most important  
ingredient of recovery, and that  
is to learn to laugh and be happy  
again. We feel guilty for that  
moment of pleasure, and  
sometimes even feel it  
disrespectful.  This is not a sign  
of forgetting, or a lack of love,  
it is a very healthy sign of hope.  
 

I would like to share the last 
stanza of one of Sascha 
Wagner’s poems, “The New 
Year,” with you: 
 

But let us not forget 
that this may be the year 

when love and hope and 
courage 

find each other somewhere 
in the darkness 

to lift their voice and speak 

Let there be light. 
 
By Marie Hofmockel  
~ TCF,Valley Forge 

A new year is unfolding – like a 
blossom with petals curled tightly 

concealing the beauty within. 
 
Lord, let this year be filled with the 
things that are truly good – with the 
comfort of warmth in our 
relationships, with the strength to 
help those who need our help, and 
the humility and openness to accept 
help from others. 
 
As we make our resolutions for the 
year ahead, let us go forward with 
great hope that all things can be 
possible – with Your help and 
guidance.     
                                    --- Anonymous 



 
Dedicated in honor of all bereaved parents, and in loving memory of all our children  -- For Valentines Day  -- 
 

S.W.A.K.  – Sealed With A Kiss 
By Faye McCord, TCF Co-Leader, Jackson, MS Chapter 
 

            Remember how we used to write to those we loved the best? 
Our letters we would fill with hopes and dreams and seal them with a kiss. 

 

To you, our child, we write today – and wish we could impart, 
The hopes and dreams that once we had, now crush our breaking hearts. 

 

The thoughts of what we had planned for you float through our wishful minds, 
Then burst like bubbles in the air, while dreams explode with time. 

 

And yet we still have hope and still dream on, and think of all we’ll miss, 
   And wish with all our hearts we could write to you, and seal it with a kiss. 

 

The grief we have for you is like a weight upon our chests, 
There’s no way we can ignore it – it never gives us a rest. 
 

And no words could ever tell of our longing to express, 
To write a love letter to you, our child, and to seal it with a kiss. 
 

And if we had but one chance more to write to you today, 
The words would come with no regrets and we’d like for them to say . . . 
 

“To love and to be loved by you, our child, . . . an honor and so blest, 
Our time on earth cut short, it’s true . . . But We Sealed It With A Kiss.” 
 

TTThhhiiisss   CCCaaannn   BBBeee   AAA   CCCooonnnssstttrrruuuccctttiiivvveee,,,   III fff    NNNooottt   AAA   HHHaaappppppyyy   YYYeeeaaarrr   
 
Happy New Year??? "How can it ever be again?" "How will I ever make it through another year  
of this torment?"  
 

When we are hurting and so terribly depressed, it is hard to see any good in our new year, but we must try. First, 
we must hold on tightly to the idea that we will not always be this miserable, that we will some day feel good 
again. This is almost impossible to believe, but even if we don't believe it, we must tell ourselves over and over 
again that IT IS TRUE - BECAUSE IT IS! Many parents whose children have died in the past will attest to this. 
Remember also, no one can suffer indefinitely as you are suffering now.  
 

Second, we must face the new year with the knowledge that this year offers us a CHOICE - whether we will be 
on our way to healing this time next year or still be in the pit of intense grief. We must remind ourselves that if 
we choose to be on our way to healing by the following year, we must work to get there and that work entails  
allowing ourselves to go through our grief, to cry, to be angry, to talk about our guilt, to do whatever is 
necessary to move towards healing.  
 

Third, we must look for good in our lives and find reason to go on and accept the fact that our continued 
suffering will not bring our child back. Many of us have other children and a spouse for whom we must go on. 
More important, we have our own lives that must be lived. Most of us know that our dead children would want 
us to go on!  
 

No, this coming year may not be a happy one, but it can be a constructive one. Through our grief we can grow 
and become more understanding, loving, compassionate, and aware of the real values in life.  
LET US NOT WASTE THIS NEW YEAR.  
 
~Margaret H. Gerner, TCF, St. Louis, MO  
reprinted from the book We Need Not Walk Alone 



 

HELP  NEEDED:  AN  IMPORTANT  MESSAGE! 
 
Peggy P., co-leader of our local TCF, is stepping down from the co-leader position as of now.  We would like to thank Peggy 
for her years of service given in memory of her son, Michael.  We greatly appreciate her help in supporting and leading other 
bereaved parents, while she was grieving Michael’s death as well.  Peggy, you will be greatly missed as co-leader!   

 
As Peggy said at the December meeting, you need not be “perfect” to help others along the grief journey.  Whether you are 
more newly bereaved, or further along, you would be able to offer other grieving parents understanding and listening with 
compassion.  Different perspectives are helpful in a discussion group such as ours because even though we all understand 
such a loss, we each have an individual and personal way of processing our grief.  Please consider this seriously!  Please let 
Trudy know if you are willing to help her!  We all have been helped within this circle of support, and we can “pay it forward” 
to keep our special group going strong! 
 

.****************************** 

 

 
 

In order to keep our group running successfully, we are in very great and immediate need of someone to fill Peggy’s place 
as co-leader.  Trudy will continue as leader throughout the coming months, but is planning to step down before the end of 
2008.  We believe it is not healthy for the leader, nor the group, to have only one person in the leader position.  We are 
asking that you please consider being a co-leader with Trudy to get accustomed to the position.  The main responsibility is 
to facilitate the group discussion every other month. We are all bereaved mothers and fathers and do not have all the 
answers.  We only know what it is to have buried a child.  Please do not allow the idea of being a co-leader intimidate 
you!  For this group to remain healthy and able to reach out to help all bereaved parents, WE  NEED YOUR  HELP! 

We are also in need of a secretary for our TCF group.  Mary L. has generously helped out in this capacity in memory of 
her children, Amy and Jake.  We are very grateful for all Mary has done.  Thank you, Mary!  Anyone willing to help out 
by keeping notes on our meetings and activities to submit to the newsletter, please contact Trudy 

When we honestly ask ourselves which person in our lives means the most to us, we often find that it is those who, 
instead of giving much advice, solutions, or cures, have chosen rather to share our pain and touch our wounds with 
a gentle and tender hand. The friend who can be silent with us in a moment of despair or confusion, who can stay 
with us in an hour of grief or bereavement, who can tolerate not knowing, not curing, not healing and face with us 
the reality of our powerlessness, that is a friend who cares." — Henri Nouwen from Out of Solitude 

A New Year’s Prayer 
 

Dear Lord, please give me . . . 
A few friends who understand me and remain my friends; 
Work to do which has real value, without which the world would be the poorer; 
A mind unafraid to travel, even though the trail be not blazed; 
An understanding heart; 
A sense of humor; 
Time for quiet, silent meditation; 
A feeling of the presence of God; 
The patience to wait for the coming of these things, 
With the wisdom to recognize them when they come.  Amen. 
-- Anonymous 

We hope to see you soon.   
Joy shared is joy multiplied.   
Grief shared is grief divided. 

“Death is not extinguishing the light; it is only putting out the lamp because the dawn has come.” 
                             -- Rabindranath Tagore 

Email  
Trudy K. at leader@tcfsiouxcity.org   
23 year old son died from leukemia. 



TThheerree’’ ss  aa  VVaalleennttiinnee    
WWaaii ttiinngg  ffoorr   YYoouu  
By Mary Cleckley, Lawrenceville, GA 
Bereaved Parents USA 
 
There’s a valentine waiting for you, 
That’s different from all the others. 
It’s there every month at our meetings, 
Of heartbroken fathers and mothers. 
 
Its envelope is made of caring, 
The glue of understanding seals it tight. 
This non-judgmental group who’ve “been there,” 
Help to take away your fear and fright. 
 
So, come join with us together, 
Read your loving message printed clear. 
In not only this month’s valentine, 
But all those throughout the year. 

 
May your heart be warmed by precious memories and the glow of love between you and your 

precious child(ren) in heaven all through the cold days of winter.  Have  
a Valentine’s Day that is sweetened with peace and hope! 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The Compassionate Friends 
Sioux City, Iowa 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   NEWSLETTER Submission Dates: 
         Due 
 

March & April 2008                   2/10/2008 
May & June 2008    4/10/2008 
 

If you would like to submit any poems, articles, or tribute 
pages to remember your child(ren), please submit by the due 
dates listed above.  If you are submitting work that you did not 
write, please include author and source.  Send to 
newsletter@tcfsiouxcity.org  or TCF Newsletter Editor, 
P.O. Box 132, Aurelia, IA  51005. 

The Compassionate Friends Credo 
 

We need not walk alone, 
We are the Compassionate Friends. 

We reach out to each other with love, with understanding and with hope. 
Our children have died at all ages and from many different causes, 

but our love for our children unites us. 
Your pain becomes my pain just as your hope becomes my hope. 

We come together from all walks of life, from many different circumstances. 
We are a unique family because we represent many races and creeds. 

We are young, and we are old. 
Some of us are far along in our grief, but others still feel a grief so fresh 

and so intensely painful that we feel helpless and see no hope. 
Some of us have found our faith to be a source of strength; 

some of us are struggling to find answers. 
Some of us are angry, filled with guilt or in deep depression; 

others radiate an inner peace. 
But whatever pain we bring to this gathering of The Compassionate Friends, 
it is pain we share just as we share with each other our love for our children. 

We are all seeking and struggling to build a future for ourselves, 
as we reach out to each other in love 
and share the pain as well as the joy, 
share the anger as well as the peace, 
share the faith as well as the doubts 

and help each other to grieve as well as to grow. 
WE NEED NOT WALK ALONE. 

WE ARE THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS. 


