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  July – August, 2008 
 

In this issue: 
·  Grief and time 
·  Annual picnic information 
·  Healthy grieving 
·  Upcoming remembrance walk 
·  Men and miscarriage 
·  Faith issues in grief 

 

Upcoming Meetings 
 

Wednesday, July 23 
Annual TCF Picnic, 6:30 

 

Wednesday, Aug. 27, 7:00 

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. 
 

 Jake, 
We will love & 
remember 
you forever.   
             Mom 
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         DDrraaggoonnff llyy  LLeeggeenndd  
 
                       In the bottom of an old pond lived  
                       some grubs who could not understand 
why none of their group ever came back after crawling 
up the stems of the lilies to the top of the water.  They 
promised each other that the next one who was called to 
make the upward climb would return and tell what 
happened to him.  Soon one of them felt an urgent 
impulse to seek the surface; he rested himself on the top 
of a lily pad and went through a glorious transformation, 
which made him a dragonfly with beautiful wings.  In 
vain, he tried to keep his promise.  Flying back and forth 
over the pond, he peered down at his friends below.  
Then he realized that even if they could see him they 
would not recognize such a radiant creature as one of 
their number. 
 

 
 

The fact that we cannot see our children or 
communicate with them in the usual way after the 

transformation, which we call death, is no proof that 
they cease to communicate with us.  

 
- Walter Dudley Cavert 
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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 needed, 
welcome, and truly 

appreciated. 
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. 

As postage costs continue to rise, please 
consider sponsoring an issue of The 
Compassionate Friends newsletter in 
memory of your child(ren) – maybe 
for their birthday and/or Heaven Day, or  
a favorite sport season, for example. 
Encourage your family and friends to  
consider this idea.  The Compassionate  
Friends newsletter is published every  
other month and goes out with love to  
many grieving families in many different 
stages of the grief journey, as well as  
others who support the mission of 
 The Compassionate Friends.   

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 Street, South Sioux City, NE 68776 

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  
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Love Gift from Linda Morrow 
In loving memory of her son 
Justin Lee “Bud” Stork 

7/21/73 - 9/20/07 
On the occasion of his 35th Birthday 

Every minute of every day on my mind and in 
my heart.  Happy Birthday, my Precious son... 

 
 

Love Gift from Priscilla Lockhorst 
In loving memory of 

Charlotte “Char” Lockhorst 
6/13/53 - 6/16/05 

On the occasion of her birthday 
We still miss her.  She was a loving daughter. 

Her family 



Time: How Long Will It 
Take? 
 
by Charlotte M. Mathes, LCSW, Ph.D.,  Author of And a Sword 
Shall Pierce Your Heart: Moving from Despair to Meaning After 
the Death of a Child      
 
Waiting? OK. But will a lightness of heart ever come? 
Does time really heal all wounds? Mothers who have 
experienced child death assure us that "it will get 
better." Friends and loved ones may tell us that "it is 
time to get over it and get on with life." We hear about 
closure, but researchers say that a mother never ceases 
mourning the death of her child. The truth is that there 
is no set chronology for mourning mothers. 
 

 
In mythology, Father Time is sometimes depicted as 
helping Truth out of a cave, symbolizing that in time 
all things come to light. We cannot hurry Truth along. 
Like the ancient alchemists, we must wait for kairos, 
the astrologically correct time, or God's time, for 
allowing things to turn out right. Our questions about 
how long it will take to heal may long remain 
unanswered. 
 

Changes in One's Sense of Time 
 

The grieving process alters our 
personal sense of time in 
several ways. During the 
traumatic hours after the death, 
everything in our other life 
comes to a halt, and our time 
stops. It takes a number of days 
before we realize that, although 

our world has changed forever, the rest of the world 
continues its usual operations. 
 

At my daughter's funeral, I was amazed when a 
friend told me he had to get back to his office. It 
dawned on me that people were going about their 
business. The world went on, though my world had 
ended. 
--Emily 
 

After the service I stood at the grave site, holding a 
rose from the casket. Time had stopped. My sister 
came up and said I had to leave because other people 
wanted to go home.  
--Annie 
 

For the rest of our life, however, 
the moment of our child's death 
continues frozen in time. We 
remember every detail of the 
event as if it was yesterday, and 
we continue to mark the 
chronology of our experiences 
with that dreadful date. Paul 
Newman, whose son died of a 
drug overdose, said that everything in his life was 
divided into two periods, time before his son died and 
afterward. 
 

As we continue to mourn, our normal sense of time 
alters in another way: we mark time carefully. We 
count the number of months we have lived without 
joy, since the light of our life has been extinguished. 
 

Dear Andrew, 
It's been nine months. It took me nine months to 
bring you into the world and now you have been 
away from this world for nine months. Today the 
grief washes over me and I hear myself crying 
'Mama.' I am a child myself, and I long for comfort. 
I don't know if comfort exists when you are gone. 
--Kate 
 

Part of our altered sense of time arises from knowing 
that the death of our child also means the death of part 
of our future. Holidays and family traditions will 
never be the same. Now we will always remember the 
birthday of the one who is gone, and the anniversary 
of her death is forever branded in our heart, marking 
our time. We mourn not only losses in our own future 
but the unlived future of our child. When we attend a 
graduation or a wedding, we ache for our child who 
was deprived of these rites of passage. How can we 
attend these ceremonies without feeling victimized? 
The way out of victimization I know is this:  

We must eventually come to see our own 
mourning process as a personal rite of 
passage. We are being initiated into a 
different life with new perspectives. 
 
Article used here with author’s permission. 
Excerpted from the book And a Sword Shall Pierce Your Heart: Moving 
from Despair to Meaning After the Death of a Child by Charlotte M. 
Mathes, LCSW, Ph.D. Copyright © 2006 Charlotte Mathes. Published 
by Chiron Publications; September 2005; $19.95US/$23.50CAN; 978-
1888602340.  
Available on http://www.amazon.com     
 For more information, please visit www.charlottemathes.com. �



 
 
 
 
 
 
  

The following is submitted by Faye McCord, TCF Co-Chapter Leader, Jackson, MS in loving memory of all our children 
and in honor of those who have so valiantly given their lives on the battlefields so we can live free of tyranny and 
terrorism.  May we all pause to give thanks for our freedom as we celebrate Independence Day on July 4th. 
 

FREEDOM TO GRIEVE 
 
Freedom - condition of being free or unrestricted   Grief - intense sorrow 
Does someone always have to die for others to be free? 
If that's the case, then freedom always leads to grief. 
Does someone always have to leave their families to fight for freedom's course? 
If that 's the case, then freedom's fight always leaves their families in remorse. 
Does someone always have to chart the course so others will know the way? 
If that's the case, then Compassionate Friends has opened freedom's gates. 
Have others walked this path before me to wage their war with grief? 
If that's the case, then they have also fought through pain and torment, and have lost their child so sweet. 
Is it possible for us to join together? - To fight for our freedom to grieve? 
If that's the case, then together we'll march on to try to live our lives in peace. 
And together we'll fight the battles of grief - all parents who are sorely bereaved, 
And pay tribute to the children we have lost, for they've given us the freedom to grieve. 
 
Written by Faye McCord, 
In loving memory of my son, Lane McCord (1/26/65 - 9/13/98) 

����������	��
��        by Clara Hinton, May 5, 2008 
 

The days seem so long when grief enters into the picture.  Nothing seems right.  Food doesn't taste good.  The sun doesn't 
seem to be shining as brightly.  The flowers have lost their dazzle.  The night air seems cold rather than brisk.  Loss clothes 
us with a feeling of lonely desperation.  We want to turn back the clock to the moment right before we heard those terrifying 
words, "I'm so sorry." 
  

How can we move beyond grief and sorrow?  How does life begin taking on new meaning?  When will laughter seem okay?  
When will the pit in the stomach go away?  When will it feel like everything is good once again? 
  

Grief is like living through a terrible storm and dealing with the blunt force of the storm, as well as the aftermath.  It takes 
time to work through all of the damage done by the storm, but as we begin rebuilding there will be a moment when the 
sunshine will shine just a bit brighter and the burdens of life will seem a whole lot lighter.  People will help us smile once 
again.  The sky will look blue.  We will have our taste buds for life restored! 
  

Be kind to yourself as you work through the wreckage of loss.  As you work, you will begin to see light, and at the right 
time, you will see fresh grass growing beneath the storm-ridden sod.  Hope is alive and will bring healing!  
  

"The clouds of darkness following loss are understandable.   
But, the clouds will pass.  That I know for sure!"  --C. Hinton 
  

"The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want."  --Psalm 23:1  
 

Clara Hinton -- Site Founder/Author, Speaker, Workshop Leader  Visit silentgrief.com  for articles, resources, message boards, and 
additional support for healing through loss. Also Visit www.clarahinton.com for information about Grief Relief 

“Grief comes in unexpected surges... mysterious 
cues that set off a reminder of grief.  It comes 
crashing like a wave, sweeping me in its crest, 

twisting me inside out...then recedes.” 
-- Tony Talbot 

You calm the roar of the seas  
and the noise of the waves;  

you calm the fears of the peoples. 
-- Psalm 65:7 



The Six Needs of Mourning 
1. Accept the reality of the death. 
2. Let yourself feel the pain of the loss. 
3. Remember the person who died. 
4. Develop a new self-identity. 
5. Search for meaning. 
6. Let others help you – now and always. 

April Meeting           by Laurie Dreier 
 

On April 23rd we met to discuss “Touchstone 5 – Recognize You Are Not Crazy” in Understanding Your Grief by Alan 
Wolfelt.  Being thrust into living the life of a bereaved parent invariably causes us to ask the question, “Am I normal?” or 
to feel like we are “loosing it.”  Our grip on the life we once led is loosened and we may feel like we have been “picked 
up and dropped on the surface of the moon.”  Wolfelt describes many thought patterns, emotions, and experiences that 
may be upsetting and surreal.  He assures us that these things in grief are indeed common.  For the most part, these things 
that seem so different to us are in fact helping us to cope and are a part of our healing.  There’s no better place than The 
Compassionate Friends to talk about these things in our grief journey – as much, and as often as we want to! 
 

After our discussion, we had refreshments and remembered Jamie Klaver’s birthday.  We all had an opportunity to share a 
linking object that connects us to our beloved child that has died. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

May Meeting           by Laurie Dreier 
 

In May we came together towards the end of a month that 
included many occasions for us to attend celebrations like 
graduations, weddings, and the like.  This may not be easy for 
bereaved parents who didn’t get to enjoy those milestones in the 
lives of their children that have died.  We discussed “Touchstone 
6 – The Six Needs of Mourning” in Wolfelt’s book, 
Understanding Your Grief.   
 
We commemorated Tyler Christoffel’s birthday and enjoyed 

delicious food and good conversation, as always.  During our sharing time, two people showed us interesting and unique 
items – and the stories behind them – that gave us some ideas to remember the lives of our children that have died 

Visit The Compassionate Friends national website 
http://www.compassionatefriends.org 

Email  
Trudy K. 
leader@tcfsiouxcity.org  

            Birthday Table 
This is just a reminder about our Birthday Table. If 
you would like to "celebrate" your child's birthday in 
some way, if possible, please let us know ahead of 
time and we will make sure to have the table ready; 
if not, that’s ok, too. 
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.  
 

Photograph Board 
 

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. 
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CCoommee  ttooggeetthheerr   wwii tthh  yyoouurr   ffeell llooww  CCoommppaassssiioonnaattee  FFrr iieennddss!!           
 

On July 23rd, Don and Marie M. are hosting a TCF picnic at their home.   This will be our gathering for the month of July.  
After we eat at Don & Marie’s, we are hoping to have a bonfire at Calvin and Patsy B.’s place, about a block away.  Don’t 
worry if you are a little late, there will still be plenty! 
 

Come for a night of fellowship, food, and conversations that should lift your spirit.  Even though our gathering will be a 
relaxed picnic setting, there will still be opportunity to talk about our kids if you would like to.  You will find this atmosphere 
to be a wonderful way to build our bonds of Compassionate Friendship!  Come as you are, both physically and emotionally, 
and we will still wrap our arms around you and encourage you on this grief journey.   
 

Please bring a hot or cold dish and your lawn chair.  The rest will be provided.  Hope to see you there at 6:30!  
 



Remembering 
you 
with 

Love 
on your 

special day... 

  
Give sorrow words;  
     the grief that does not speak 

Whispers the oe’r fraught heart, 
       and bids it break. 
     -- William Shakespeare, Macbeth 

We will never 
  forget you; 

     always  
        love you . . . 

Remembering Our July Children... 

Remembering Our August Children. . . 

OOuurr   lloovvee  ffoorr   
yyoouu  

ggrroowwss  
ffoorreevveerrmmoorree..  

“Let 
my 

hidden 
weeping 

arise 
and 

blossom.” 
   Rainer Marie Rilke 

You 
By Sandy Goodman 

 

I saw you tonight 
your eyes 
your hair 

your cockeyed grin 
and your swagger. 

your brother became you for one second in time 
and I held my breath and watched, 

waiting for the exhilaration of  
seeing you again 

but instead 
I felt his warmth 

his joy 
his essence 

and I knew without a doubt 
that you will never be what I am waiting to see 

I must instead start looking for . . . 
what you already are . . . 

Our sweetest songs 
are those that tell 

of saddest thought. 
 
--Percy Bysshe Shelley 

 
 

NEWSLETTER 
Submission Dates 

                        

July & August 2008                  Due:  6/10/2008 
September & October          Due:  8/10/2008 
 

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 P.O. Box 132, Aurelia, IA  51005. 

 

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 understanding… 

 

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. 

    



My Little Ray of Sunshine... 
 By Jenn Wendel 
 

Today marked the five year anniversary of your death 
believe it or not... I wasn't a mess. 
Oh how I miss you and wish you were here 
but I no longer question, I no longer fear. 
  

I was driving to work and asked God for a sign... 
when out popped the sun with rays like no other 
it was like God handed it to you and said "Here, give to your mother." 
I knew it was you when I noticed the sun and ray 
and I just smiled, thought of some memories... and on with my day. 
  

Never a day, or an hour for that matter goes on without a thought 
of who or what you would be today 
and I will always hold you close in our own special way. 
Through the sun, a rain drop, your brother’s eyes 
I know we will never have to say our good-byes! 
  

Aubrey Reann Bogenreif 
7-13-2000   -   4-29-2003 

Remembering 
Aubrey Reann Bogenreif 

 

Today I was driving to work and I happened 
to notice the sun covered the gray clouds 
with rays of light just shining so brightly.  I 
asked God if that was a sign that he was 
sending me to know that he was thinking of 
me today and that Aubrey was with me.  He 
didn't answer right then and there, but when 
I got to work and opened my email from my 
cousin with a message something like, 
"Know your little ray of sunshine is with 
you today," I knew right then and there it 
was my sign.  It gets better: a Christian 
friend of mine sent me a card via email to 
let me know she was thinking of me and 
when I opened it, it was a picture of the sky, 
the sun, clouds slightly covering it, with 
rays of sunshine beaming down.  When I 
emailed her to tell her about the sunshine 
story, she said before she picked the card 
that she prayed to God to pick the right card 
to send to me... and the sunshine picture was 
the card she sent!!!  God is great and God is good and I hope each and everyone of you feels that.  Thanks for thinking of 
me today because I know it is only by your prayers, thoughts, and by God's promise, that I am able to take another breath 
without my dear Aubrey!    --  Jenn Wendel 
 

TThhee  FFuueell   YYoouu  NNeeeedd  
DDoonn’’ tt   TTuurr nn  ttoo  aann    
UUnnhheeaall tthhyy  DDiieett   ffoorr   CCoommffoorr tt   
Adapted from Memory-of.com newsletter 
 

When a death happens, the bereaved 
family’s home is usually suddenly filled with enough food to 
feed an army.  Most of us generally try to eat healthy, but in our 
grief, we may find ourselves willing to listen to an older bit of 
wisdom —“Now is the time to eat something and remind 
ourselves of the simple pleasures in life."  The first cookie may 
have the intended effect, especially if we have been forgetting to 
eat, or simply physically and/or emotionally unable to eat at all 
in the first shock-filled hours or days with all the chaos 
surrounding the funeral.  But the tenth cookie in a row can 
compounded the sadness and exhaustion with a stomach ache.  
Weeks later, we may still find ourselves uncharacteristically 
forgetting to eat some days and binging on others.  Weight may 
fluctuate and our metabolic system may be out of whack.  
Nutrition can seem like a trivial issue in the context of a death, 

but food can either play a supportive role in the grieving process or become the source of a whole new set of problems.   
 

First, there is the positive side.  Bringing food after a death can be a supportive gesture of sympathy.  Most of us have 
experienced the comfort food can provide.  The taste of a favorite food can bring at least a fleeting smile to your face, and 
maybe even remind you that there still are many pleasant things to enjoy in life.  Eating right can provide you with 
strength and energy during challenging times.  Going out to eat with friends can get you out of the house and socializing.  
Enjoying the favorite foods of a departed loved one can even provide a sense of connection. 
 

“MY TRIBUTE”  will be your chance to tell us 
about your child who has died. It can be a short story, 
an amusing anecdote, a list of treasured memories, or 
just a line or two if that’s all you want.  We will include 
as many stories and pictures as room allows in each 
newsletter. 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 6/10/08 to be considered for the July – Aug. 
edition. We look forward to reading and sharing about 
all of our children.  Please feel free to send something 
any time.  It need not be for your child(ren)’s birth or 
death month.  It is a comfort to share our children’s 
lives with one another and I want to know about 
your beloved children.   –Laurie, editor 



But eating can also become complicated after a loss.  Many 
people will experience a loss of appetite during a period of 

grief.  Others will find themselves 
eating too much and often the less 
healthy options.  If you are having 
either, or both, of these problems, 
the first thing to know is that you 
are not alone, and for most people 
eating habits will return to normal 

after a short amount of time.  Never be too hard on 
yourself about how you are dealing with grief.  The 
death of a child is likely the most difficult experience of 
your life.  It is understandable that this degree of stress and 
sadness will cause a disruption to your routines.  Eating 
less may be a way you need to express your sense of loss.  
Indulging in certain foods might provide you an occasional 
source of comfort that you currently can’t do without.  But 
if the problem lingers for months upon months, or reaches 
the point where your overall health is at risk of 
deteriorating, it is time to take action.   
 

If you’re having trouble eating, focus on the basics – 
staying hydrated and getting your protein.  Carry snacks 
around with you so you have food when you’re feeling able 
to eat.  You might want to keep a few hard boiled eggs, 
carrot sticks, and fruit in the fridge and some trail mix or 
granola bars in your pocket, purse or car.  Schedule meal 
dates with friends and family and tell them what you’re 
going through so they can provide you with encouragement 
and support.   

As with all parts of the grieving process, it is 
important to communicate and to be honest.   
If a friend offers to bring you some food, say yes! 
 

If you are overeating it is most likely a result of turning to 
food for solace.  Food is often used as a comforting and 
calming influence.  Recognizing that this is happening is 
half the battle.  Make a list of other things you can do to 
provide a modicum of comfort.  Taking a walk, calling a 
friend, treating yourself to a favorite healthy snack, etc.  
Challenge yourself to do one of these things the next time 
you get the munchies.   
 

In either case, talking to a health professional is a good 
idea.  A medical doctor will help you identify your specific 
health risks and a plan of action.  A therapist or grief 
counselor can help you 
identify what you’re feeling, 
how you’re coping with it, and 
what alternate strategies might 
work best for you.   
 

Instead of feeling guilt 
about changes in your eating habits, recognize that 
you have been doing what you have needed to do to 
cope – and that is as it should be.  When you are ready 
and able, honor the love between you and your child, and 
all of your family members, by doing what you can to 
accomplish the changes you need to make for health and 
strength on this journey through grief. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

“Loss provides an opportunity to take inventory of our lives,  
to reconsider priorities, and to determine new directions.”  -- Gerald L. Sittser 

““ CChheerriisshh  TThhee   CChhiilldd rreenn””   ––    
AA  WWaa llkk   ttoo   RReemm eemm bb eerr  aa nndd   HHoonnoorr  CChhiilldd rreenn  WWhhoo   HHaa vvee   DDiieedd                   
SSuunndd aa yy ,,  SSeepp tt..  1144,,  22000088,,  11::0000,,  SSiioouuxx  CCiittyy ,,  IIoowwaa   
 

Christy-Smith Funeral Homes is sponsoring their eighth annual “Remembrance Walk” for parents, 
siblings, relatives and friends who have experienced the death of a child of any age.  Please join us on 
Sunday, September 14th, 2008 at the Christy-Smith Family Resource Center, 1819 Morningside Ave., 
Sioux City, Iowa. by 1:00p.m., rain or shine.  Pre-registration is required.  Balloons and name tags will be 
handed out beginning at 12:30 p.m.  Please come early to avoid the rush!  The walk will begin at the 
resource center and will end at Latham Park with a short remembrance service in honor of the children.  
Refreshments will be served back at the Community Room of Christy-Smith Resource Center.   
 

To pre-register, or if you have questions, please contact Brenda Zahnley, Director of Bereavement 
Services, at (712) 276-7319.     PUT  THE  DATE  ON  YOUR  CALENDAR  RIGHT  NOW! 
 

Please join us for comfort, strength, fellowship, a nd hope  
as we remember and honor our children. 



Book Review 
MMaaccii ’’ ss  PPllaaccee  ––  TThhee  LLoossss  ooff   aa  CChhii lldd  TThhrroouugghh  aa  FFaatthheerr’’ ss  EEyyeess    by Michael S. Miller 
 

 
 
 
Hello TCF Members, 
 

My name is Mike Miller and I 
am a member of The 
Compassionate Friends of West 
Phoenix.  I recently wrote and 
published a book explaining the 
grief process for fathers after 
losing a child.  The book is also 
intended for women who are trying to understand their 
spouses’ feelings after losing a child.  You can purchase 
the book through just about any online book store.  I 
welcome any feedback and comments you have 
pertaining to the book.  All proceeds of the book go to 
The Maci Danielle Miller Scholarship fund.  Thank you 
and God Bless. 
 

Michael S. Miller 
mike.miller@primosolutionsllc.com  
 
Review & note printed here with author’s permission. 
 
 
 
 

Nobody Understands Me:  
Men & Miscarriage                by Clara Hinton   
 

When a miscarriage occurs, the way a father grieves the loss 
is often quite different from the way a woman grieves. This is 
a natural response because a woman must deal with her body 
that is constantly reminding her she is no longer pregnant. 
She has many hormonal changes occurring daily. Her once 
growing uterus now goes back to normal size. There are no 
more swollen, tender breasts to remind her of the beauty of 
nurturing a growing baby. Nausea that was once so prevalent 
has now ceased. Plus, a woman has all of the emotional grief 
of lost dreams of a wonderful life with her baby.  
 

What about the father, though? Realistically, most people 
think that a father's role in miscarriage is to be a support for 
his wife. He is expected to take no time off from work. In 
fact, he is expected to continue marching to the beat of the 
drum, never even missing a step.  
 

Fathers suffer through the grief of a miscarriage, too. They 
often have very deep feelings for the unborn baby, dreaming 
of the day when daddy's little girl will be dressed in ruffles 

Losing a child is the most devastating thing that 
can ever happen to anyone.  Learning to live with 
that loss is equally devastating.  Outlined in this 
book is the true story of one man's loss in the 
hope that it provides comfort and understanding 
to you.  This journey  outlines the psychology 
behind the way you feel day in and day out, and 
displays a first hand understanding to why things 
are happening the way they are.  
  

This book is intended for men, suffering from the 
loss of their child, in any number of situations.  
Yet, if you are a loved one trying to understand 
what is happening to the man in your life, it can 
provide guidance as well.  Through the detailed 
explanations, we hope that those that want to 
understand the way a man truly feels with such 
great loss will understand just how incredibly 
painful it can be. 
 

To order: 
Publish America: 
http://www.publishamerica.com/shopping/shopdisplayproducts.a
sp?Search=Yes 

Barnes and Noble:  http://search.barnesandnoble.com/Macis-
Place/Michael-S-Miller/e/9781605635965/?itm=1 
Amazon:  
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1605635960/campus
icom/ref=nosim Gone Too Soon   

by Sharon Froese  
 

We never got to hold you 
Or kiss your little head 

Or watch you sleeping soundly 
All snuggled in your bed 

 

We can't count your tiny fingers 
Or your even smaller toes 

We won't see your smile, your beautiful eyes 
Or your cute little button nose 

 

You're gone too soon - we don't even know 
If you're a girl or boy 

Our hearts are filled with sorrow 
When they should be full of joy 

 

We know you are in heaven 
Where there is no pain or tears 

You'll never get hurt or sick 
In heaven there are no fears 

 

And though we're sad you're not here right now 
For us to hold today 

We know we'll hold you in our arms 
When we're in heaven with you someday 



and lace, or daydreaming about tossing a football in 
the backyard with his son. A father does not have the 
physical symptoms of miscarriage to deal with, but he 
certainly feels the pain of his wife's grief, wanting to 
do something to make it all better, yet knowing that he 
can't take away her sorrow.  
 
When miscarriage occurs, a man's dreams stop very 
abruptly, and he often does not feel like he can share 
his personal pain with his wife because she is in deep 

grief, too. So, what's a father to 
do? He feels like a failure, 
and that only adds to the 
personal grief of miscarriage 
and loss.  
 
Most men do what comes 

natural to them- they don't talk openly about 
their pain. This is not said to fault men, but simply is 
said to help us understand. Men have a more "hands 
on" approach to grieving a loss. A typical way to work 
through the grief of miscarriage is for the father to 
pick a work project, and put all of his time and energy 
into it for weeks. He might have the power saw going 
late at night working to complete a cabinet he has 

designed for his wife. Unfortunately, the lack of time 
spent with his grieving wife is often mistaken as not 
caring.  
 

We have a real need to understand that most men will 
be physical, rather than emotional, grievers. A man 
has a strong need to feel needed, and to be the one 
who is stronger and in charge. Miscarriage knocks the 
strength from a man and suddenly he is left feeling 
powerless to "fix it". He cannot bring the baby back. 
He cannot take away his wife's grief and sadness. 
And, he cannot shelve his own grief for very long. 
Grief is very demanding and very draining!  
 

Fathers need our understanding during child loss as 
much as mothers. Just because a father does not cry 
openly or talk constantly about the baby, doesn't mean 
he is not grieving the loss. Fathers need our support 
and understanding, too!  
 

Fathers need to make a special effort to express in 
some way, verbally or written, to their wives that they 
are hurting. Part of a wife's healing is to know that her 
husband hurts, too. Grieving together is so difficult, 
yet so vital to keeping the marriage healthy and alive! 

 
  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Meeting Time and Place … 
The Sioux City Chapter of The  
Compassionate Friends meets at 7:00 
p.m on the fourth Wednesday Jan.-
Oct.  (Nov., third Wed., Dec.,2nd Sun.) at 
Mercy Medical Center, Sioux City, 
IA,  in the Leiter Room on the 1st 
floor off the parking ramp on 5th 
street . 
 

Our July “meeting” will be our 3rd annual picnic!  Don 
and Marie M.’s home, 6:30 p.m.   Please bring a hot or 
cold dish, lawn chair, and the rest will be provided!   

Mtg. 7:00. Discussing “Touchstone 7, Nurture Yourself,” 
in Understanding Your Grief.  If possible, bring a memory 
book, quilt, or other item that depicts different phases of 
your child’s life, no matter how short or long it was. 

Friends who are willing, 
comfortable, and able to 
listen to such pain are 
few and far between… 
but when found are 
precious gifts. 
__Rev. Kevin Hoogland, 
Wisconsin 

We must no longer 
be afraid to challenge 
a culture that expects 
silence on the subject 
of death, a culture that 
closets the process 
and then once death 
happens, asks us to 
grieve privately and quickly. 
__Barbara K. Roberts, 
Death without Denial 



 
 
 
 

TThhee  PPrroommiissee  
 

Of angel wings and 
heavenly things 
There's very little 
known, 
For those who have 
the answers 
Are, forever, from us gone. 
 

Life in the hereafter, 
In faith, I must accept; 
Thoughts that trouble not the people 
With families still intact. 
 

But, those of us, who've traveled  
Down the lonely path of grief, 
Are forever seeking answers 
To the riddle which is life. 
 

We trek through shadowed forests 
Past the ugly shroud of death, 
Toward a promise for the future 
Of a kinder, better place. 
 

So we look to see the angel wings 
And listen for the hymn, 
That God will send to guide us 
When we leave to be with him. 
 

Diane Robertson 
TCF - Colorado Springs 

““ TThhee  wwaatteerr   II   wwii ll ll   ggiivvee  
tthheemm  wwii ll ll   bbeeccoommee  iinn  tthheemm  

aa  sspprr iinngg  wwhhiicchh  wwii ll ll   
pprroovviiddee  tthheemm  wwii tthh    

ll ii ffee--ggiivviinngg  wwaatteerr   aanndd    
ggiivvee  tthheemm  eetteerrnnaall   ll ii ffee..””     

– Jesus,  
John 4:14 

TThhee  TTeeaarrss  
The tears streamed down, 

and I let them flow 
as freely as they would, 

making a pillow  
for my heart. 

 
On them I rested. 
Thank you Lord, 
for the healing  
gift of tears. 

 
Augustine 

"Confessions," IX:12 

“Climb the mountains 
and get their good 

tidings.  Nature’s peace 
will flow into you as 

sunshine flows into trees.  
The winds will blow their 
freshness into you, and 
the storms their energy, 
while cares will drop off 

like falling leaves.” 
-- John Muir 

SSoommeeoonnee  WWhhoo'' ll ll   WWaattcchh  OOvveerr   MM ee  
 

      I remember how I used to watch over you.   
I can remember the things I would say,  
as I tried to guide you along the way. 

 

But since you've gone, and our lives have changed, 
it seems the roles have been rearranged.   

Sometimes it feels like it used to be –  
only you're the one watching over me. 

 

I know in my mind that you're not here;  
yet there are times when you feel so near.   
I've learned if I let the love flow through, 

 I'll get to keep a part of you. 
 

For though death comes - the love never goes 
away.  Your presence is with me every day.   

For my guardian angel you now will be,  
and you're the someone who'll watch over me. 

 
Carolyn Bryan 
TCF - Orange Park, FL 

So Many Years Without You  
 

Death and dying, the wounds are so very deep,  
Life is so precious, it should be ours to keep.  
Sometimes the price we pay  
for bringing a life into this world 
is much too costly,  
A mountain much too steep.  
So many tears I've cried since you've been gone,  
So many years without you.  
 

I've looked at every picture, time and time again.  
Talked to every one of your friends.  
Listened to the recording of your voice,  
My heart cries out, you see I don't have a choice.  
Life goes on, so many years without you.  
 

I've got to be strong for family that's still here.  
The wait is so long, too many years.  
Can I keep up this battle that will never be won?  
I've got to hold on, got to push away these tears  
For the day will come when I'll see you again, son.  
So many years without you.  
 

Love always,  
Dad  
 

Written by Lee Coon  
In memory of Michael Anthony Coon 



“Why is He so present a commander in our time of prosperity  
and so very absent a help in time of trouble?” 

– C.S. Lewis, A Grief Observed 
 
 

 

After James died, a dear 
friend gave us a stepping 
stone for our flower 

gardens which read, "My God will meet all your needs 
according to His glorious riches in Christ Jesus." This 
quote is taken from Philippians 4:19.  This stone is the only 
one I could not place in my garden because it ate my 
insides away.  Let me explain: 
 

I have always had a personal relationship with Christ.  I 
grew up in a Christ-centered home, brought up in the 
church, accepted Him as my own personal Savior since I 
was about 18, and through many difficult circumstances in 
life, continued to profess Him as my personal Savior  and 
believed He walked with me through all the storms of my 
life. 
 

However when James, our 23 year old son died of 
leukemia in 2003, I was forced to face God straight on in 
the hundreds of hours I spent in my back yard gardens 
wailing the pain of grief.  I thought I knew God and I 
thought I was able to say "Amen" to everything 
Scripture told me about God, His Son, Jesus, and the 
everlasting, unconditional love He 
has for all His children.  However, 
watching my son suffer through 
leukemia, and then die made me 
question everything I knew about 
God, His promises, and His love.  
 

Was this the God I came to know and 
love?  Was this HIS expression of love?  
Was this providing for all my needs and 
the needs of my husband and children?  
Was this an answer to our prayers for 
the last 4 years of Jamie's life?  Was 
this His gift of comfort?  Could He not have healed Jamie?  
Could He not have spared him a diagnosis?  Could He not 
have spared him the suffering?  Could He not have 
answered our prayers with an affirmative outcome?  He 
could have! I know He could have!  I believed in miracles!  
I had hope!  We all had hope.  James didn't want to die.  He 
wanted to live!  He had hope!  Others were given a second 
chance to live after suffering the horrors of cancer!  Jamie 
was young!  Jamie had a perfect stem cell transplant 
through his sister!  Jamie went into remission and only had 
one year to go before he would be given a clean bill of 
health.  Why God!  Why!  Why did you have to take my 
son!  And what does it mean when Scripture says, "I will 

supply all of your needs…"  I don't think so! I fought with 
the words to this verse and many others as the hours, 
weeks, months, years slipped away in mourning. 
 

Do I understand now?  Am I at peace with what we were 
given to face.  Do I have closure to Jamie's life (I detest the 
word closure, by the way).  Do I have all the answers now?  
Did He supply for all my needs?  The questions go on 
endlessly.  I wrestled with them all, and sometimes, still do 
so. 
 

I have come to some sort of understanding in order to "live 
life fully" until my time on earth is done.  I do not 
understand God and His ways.  Who am I to think I could 
enter into the mind of Christ to understand His ways.  I am 
only human… just a mom who loves her son. 
 

I love God! I want only to live for Him, and make a 
difference in my daily life.  My ways are not His ways.  
My will is not His will.  My needs are far greater than any 
man could ever touch.  I think this is one of those verses 
that gets misquoted when someone is grieving or facing 

unfathomable, painful situations in 
life.  After struggling with this verse 
for 5 years now, I have come to peace 
with it.  
 

It now speaks to my heart in this way: 
God's opportunity to show His 
grace and glory in my life as I 
have never known before are the 
times in my life when grief 
threatened to overcome me with 
despair and agony.  He was, and is, 
the Source.  He has an unending 

supply to offer me.  I need to trust Him with all my needs, 
in simple childlike faith.  It is my heavenly privilege to 
trust "all my needs" to His glorious riches.  In His great 
love, He has thrown open to me His exhaustive treasury.  
 

In closing, does it mean I WILL GET WHAT I WANT?  
No!  Does it mean I WILL GET WHAT I THINK I 
NEED?  No!  To me, it means that He is opening up the 
channel whereby His grace and glory are available to me, if 
I only believe and trust Him.  
 

The stepping stone is once again in my gardens, and 
I can look at it in peace. 

II tt  ttaakkeess  aa  lloott  ooff   ccoouurraaggee  ttoo  rreelleeaassee  tthhee  ffaammii ll iiaarr  aanndd  sseeeemmiinnggllyy  
sseeccuurree,,  ttoo  eemmbbrraaccee  tthhee  nneeww..                ----  AAllaann  CCoohheenn  

��� ���� � �������� ����������� ���� � �������� �������� �������� 
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Written by Trudy Klaver, 

in memory of my son, James 



Their Room Without Them 
Cleaning and Clearing Out Your Child’s Bedroom 
Adapted from the Memory-of.com newsletter 
 

Losing a child is the worst thing that a 
person can experience.  Grieving parents 
feel as though they've lost a part of 
themselves, as well as their child.  The 
fact is that children are just not supposed 
to die before their parents.  Time only 
seems to dull the pain into something 

manageable, never eradicating it.  Each step in the grief process is 
hard.  It's not an issue of it becoming “easy,” but learning to live 
with the pain in a functional, and eventually, even in a productive 
way.  It's the living with the pain that you become accustomed to, 
not the loss itself. 
 

Sorting through and dealing with possessions that 
your child has left behind can be an especially 
difficult step.  After the loss of a child, their 
bedroom can become a sort of paralyzing “sad 
zone,” or at the same time, it may be a very 
comforting place to be – like a way to be near to the 
child.  It can even become like a “shrine.”  This isn’t necessarily a 
bad, or wrong thing, since it is part of the grieving process.  
Unlike packing up a house or apartment which can have strict 
timelines involved as to when everything must be done, it’s 
possible that your child's bedroom can be left as it is indefinitely.  
When is it the right time to pack it up?  Only you can know; there 
is not a right or wrong time to do it.  In the very early days and 
weeks of your loss, do not let well-intentioned relatives or friends 
make that decision for you, or even do it without you, thinking it 

will some how spare you any more pain. 
 

The emotions that this process will stir in 
you may be overwhelming.  The smell and 
feel of the fabric of the clothes and bedding 
will flood you in memories.  It's okay to be 
nervous about doing it.  Some parents want 

to share the experience with a family member or friend, as a pillar 
of support through the ordeal.  Others, who may feel embarrassed 
to weep openly (even though they know that they shouldn't) 
prefer to go through it privately.  Just don't be pressured into how 
to handle this difficult step; you know what is a comfort to you 
and what is not.  Listen to your heart, and do what you need to do. 

 

Packing up your child’s room marks the finality of their life.  But, their memories live on through 
mementos and keepsakes.  Some parents are comforted by having some of their child's possessions 
around the house on display, while others prefer to keep them in a private spot, unseen to guests.  It 
may be healing to give away some of your child's things to friends or family, or to those who can't 
afford nice clothes or toys.  Again, there is no simple answer to what to do with your child's things, so 
just do what feels right to you.  If there is any doubt as what to do with an item, wait, and do not feel hurried to make a 
choice.  When deciding if you should give something away, try to process how you may feel when you see it for the first 
time again with the other person.  Will you feel joy or sadness by the memories it may bring?  Go at our own pace and 
allow yourself to grieve through this step, you will know when you're ready to make these decisions.   

The Room Just Down The Hall 
  
There’s a room just down the hall, 
Where there’s never a sound at all, 
But once these walls knew laughter, 
And music from the radio. 
There’s posters on the wall, 
In the room just down the hall, 
And love is all that lives here, 
In the place that you called home. 
  
On the bed where you dreamed your dreams 

You were what you wanted to be — 
A fireman and a cowboy, 

Shootin’ straight and riding tall. 
And I remember what you wanted to be, 

When you grew up — just like me! 
And the world was just like heaven 

In the room just down the hall. 
  
Now sometimes late at night, 
By the flickering candlelight, 
I find simple comfort, 
Just lying on your bed. 
I finally fall to sleep, 
With your picture next to me. 
And again my tears find freedom. 
On the pillow where you laid your head. 

  
Lying there in the night, 
I know it’ll be all right; 
I always feel you close. 

I often hear you call, 
From the place you now call “home,” 

In the room you call your own. 
Heaven again lies waitin’, 

In the room just down the hall. 
  
Jeremiah Sundown 
TCF/Nashville, TN 



The Principles of The Compassionate Friends 
 

Founded in England in 1969, TCF was established in the United States in 1972.  There are over 600 local chapters, and 
TCF operates as separate entities in at least 30 countries around the world.  The mission of The Compassionate Friends 
is to assist families toward the positive resolution of grief following the death of a child of any age and to provide 
information to help others be supportive.  There are seven principles of The Compassionate Friends.  Here are the first 
four: 
 

1. TCF offers friendship and understanding to 
bereaved parents. 

·  We have learned that the death of our child has caused a 
pain that can best be understood fully by another 
bereaved parent. 

·  We focus on supporting parents, siblings, and 
grandparents in their journeys through grief.  

·  We define the terms “parent,” “grandparent,” “brother,” 
and “sister” broadly, welcoming the bereaved from all 
family units. 

·  Knowing that all need love and support, we reach out as 
our own grief subsides to those who still feel alone and 
abandoned. 

 

2. TCF believes that bereaved parents can help each 
other toward a positive resolution of their grief.  

·  We understand that each parent must find his or her own 
way through grief. 

·  We know that expressing thoughts and feelings is part of 
the healing process. We offer an opportunity for sharing 
and learning from other bereaved parents. 

·  We do not offer professional psychotherapy or 
counseling. 

·  We seek the cooperation and the support of the 
professional community but do not depend on it for 
supervision or formal guidance. 

 

3. TCF reaches out to all bereaved parents across 
barriers of religion, race, income or ethnic group.  

·  We respect everyone’s beliefs and espouse no specific 
religious or philosophical ideology.  

·  We welcome parents, siblings, and grandparents of all 
ages, grieving the death of a child, sibling, or grandchild 
of any age, and from any cause.  

·  We do not charge individual dues or fees for participation in local chapter meetings. 
·  We do not take sides on political issues or endorse political candidates.  
·  We treat each other with care and respect, showing consideration for those with whom we may disagree. 

 

4. TCF understands that every bereaved parent has individual needs and rights.  
·  We never suggest that there is a correct way to grieve or that there is a preferred solution to the emotional and spiritual dilemmas 

raised by the death of our children. 
·  Everyone deserves an opportunity to be heard. 
·  No one is compelled to speak. 
·  All have the responsibility to listen. 

--------------------------------------------------- 

Some Notes From Your Sioux City Chapter 
The success of our chapter of The Compassionate Friends depends upon those who have come along far enough on the 
grief journey coming forward as those before them have done, to help out in several different ways.  There is still the need 
for additional meeting facilitators, meeting room set up helpers, special events help, and correspondence.  A few of the 
missing library books have found their way back!  Thanks!  To get information about volunteering, or about library books 
that are missing, please contact the phone numbers and/or email addresses on the back page.  Helping out others helps 
YOU, too!  Thank you for helping your Compassionate Friends group! 

YOUR  COMPASSIONATE  FRIEND 
    by Steven L. Channing 
I can tell by that look friend, that you need to talk,  
So come take my hand and let's go for a walk.  
See, I'm not like the others - I won't shy away,  
Because I want to hear what you've got to say.  
Your child has died and you need to be heard,  
But they don't want to hear a single word.  
They tell you your child's "with God", so be strong.  
They say all the "right" things that somehow seem wrong.  
They're just hurting for you and trying to say,  
They'd give anything to help take your pain away.  
But they're struggling with feelings they can't understand  
So forgive them for not offering a helping hand.  
I'll walk in your shoes for more than a mile.  
I'll wait while you cry and be glad if you  smile.  
I won't criticize you or judge you or scorn,  
I'll just stay and listen 'til your night turns to morn.  
Yes, the journey is hard and unbearably long,  
And I know that you think that you're not quite that strong.  
So just take my hand 'cause I've got time to spare,  
And I know how it hurts, friend, for I have been there.  
See, I owe a debt you can help me repay  
For not long ago, I was helped the same way.  
As I stumbled and fell thru a world so unreal,  
So believe when I say that I know how you feel.  
I don't look for praise or financial gain  
And I'm sure not the kind who gets joy out of pain.  
I'm just a strong shoulder who'll be here 'til the end-  
I'll be your Compassionate Friend. 
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SSoorrrrooww  iiss  ll iikkee  aa  pprreecciioouuss  ttrreeaassuurree,,    
sshhoowwnn  oonnllyy  ttoo  ff rr iieennddss. – African proverb 


