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A Bereaved Mom’s Thoughts on Bereaved Dads 
& Stepdads on Father’s Day 

 

Father’s Day, a day we honor those wonderful dads, for many is a day 
that can be bittersweet.  There are two groups of fathers that fall into that 
category and, if I may, would like to speak up for.  I know I have 
mentioned the bereaved moms on Mother’s Day, but I ask you to keep in 
mind those dads whose children have died before them.  Just as the 
bereaved siblings are oftentimes the forgotten mourners, the fathers can 
become invisible too.  I know many a bereaved dad who, when met on the 
street got the question, How is your wife doing?”  I suppose for the 
person who asks, it is easier not to confront the father’s grief head on by 
asking about someone not present and therefore, easing their own 
discomfort.  I am here to tell you that those dads hurt every bit as much as 
the moms, but, because of the macho burden placed on men by society, 
don’t always freely show it like we mothers do, and they keep it bottled 
up inside. Take a minute, at any time, but especially on days such as 
Father’s Day where the focus is on them, to tell that dad you are thinking 
of them.  I guarantee they will appreciate it.   
 

The other group that more often than not are overlooked are the 
stepfathers.  I think that we have the fairy tale, Cinderella, to thank for the 
bum rap that many of us stepparents get! That is particularly true when 
that parent isn’t the “real” parent.  However, I know many, many step-
dads who deserve the title of father minus the “step” even more than the 
biological ones.  They are dads, like one I know personally, who sat up all 
night long after a 13-hour workday and comforted his stepdaughters who 
were suffering a miserable case of chicken pox, made the midnight trips 
to the Emergency Room, as well as delighted along with them in their 
triumphs, and agonized in their defeats.  And I know one in particular 
who grieved with every fiber of his being when his stepdaughter, (though 
he never uses the term “stepdaughter,” it is always “daughter”) Nina, died 
almost eight years ago.  Along with other bereaved stepparents he didn’t 
deserve comments such as, “Well, at least it doesn’t hurt as much because 
she wasn’t your REAL daughter.”  To him, (just as many others I know), 
she is just as significant as his own flesh and blood. 
 

I wish all the father’s, dad’s, daddy’s, stepfather’s and stepdad’s (which 
is a step UP) a day filled with love, support, understanding, warm hugs, 
and an abundance of comforting memories. Happy Father’s Day!   
With gentle thoughts, 
Cathy Seehuetter, 
Nina’s mom 
TCF St. Paul, MN 
(Published in the 
St. Paul Pioneer  
Press’s Bulletin Board,  
2006) 

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. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

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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 May – June, 2009 
 

In this issue: 
·  Mother’s Day & Father’s Day 
·  Meeting notes 
·  Letting go of guilt 
·  Infant loss 
·  College-age sibling grief 
 

Upcoming Meetings 
 

 Wednesdays, 7:00 p.m. 
Mercy Medical Center, 801 5th St., 

Sioux City, IA, Leiter Room 
  
 

May 27 
June 24 

 

Jake, 
We will love & remember 
you forever.   
             Mom 
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Dan & Peggy Pohlen 
in memory of their beloved son, 

Michael Pohlen 
“Forever in our hearts.” 

* * * * * * * * * * 

Jim & Verda Marienau 
in memory of their son, 

Jon Marienau 
on the occasion of the first anniversary of his home-going, May 24th. 

“We love you and miss you!” 
* * * * * * * * * * 

Linda Morrow 
in memory of her son, 

Justin Lee Stork 
“Eternal love . . . I miss you . . .” 

* * * * * * * * * * 

Priscilla & Peter Lockhorst 
in memory of their daughter, 

Charlotte Lockhorst 
on the occasion of her birthday June 13th, and her heaven date, June 16th. 

“She will always be in our hearts.  We love her and miss her.” 
* * * * * * * * * * 

Paul & Mary Madsen 
in memory of their beloved son, 

Greg Madsen 
on the occasion of his birthday, May 22nd, and his heaven date, May 16th. 

“We love and miss you every day.” 
* * * * * * * * * * 

Randy & Denice Christoffel 
in memory of their dear son, 

Tyler Christoffel 
on the occasion of his birthday, May 28th  

“We love you and miss you.” 
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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. 

Love Gifts from. . .  

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. 

Please keep our postal mail 
& email database updated!  
If you have a postal or email 
address change, or if you no longer 
wish to receive the newsletter by 
postal mail or email, please email 
newsletter@tcfsiouxcity.org or 
send a note to TCF, P.O. Box 132, 
Aurelia, IA  51005.  As postage 
costs increase, please help us 
keep things updated.  If you 
would like your child(ren)’s 
name(s) included in the newsletter 
in the months of their birth / death, 
please include your child’s name 
and dates (For privacy, the years will no 
longer be included). Thank you for 
keeping our addresses current!        

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: NOTE  NEW  ADDRESS 
The Compassionate Friends, P.O. Box 132, Aurelia, IA  51005 



Hope For The Day 
By Clara Hinton 
April 20, 2009 
  

Are you struggling with pain and sorrow today?  Does life 
have you feeling like there is no light at the end of the tunnel?   
Is your heart feeling broken and hopeless?  Then, think on this: 
  

Just for today - 
I can face my fears with courage. 
I can set aside my worries. 
I can think healthy thoughts. 
I can read something hopeful. 
I can say thank you for one blessing. 
I can look to the heavens with awe. 

--------------- 
Visit Silent Grief for articles, resources, message boards,  
and additional support for healing through loss. 
Also Visit www.clarahinton.com for information about  
Grief Relief, Resiliency, and a free weekly subscription to Weekly Focus. 
Clara Hinton - Site Founder, Author, and Speaker 

When Mother’s Day Feels Empty 
By Clara Hinton 

There are no words to 
completely describe what a 
mother feels when her child has 
died. She feels lost, abandoned, 
afraid, lonely, forgotten, and 
most of all, empty. The 
emptiness is like none other 
because it is an emptiness of the 
heart. When a child dies, part of 
a mother's heart also dies.  
 

Mother's Day is a traditional 
holiday that has grown bigger and bigger throughout the 

years. We are 
bombarded with 
advertisements to 
take mothers out 
for a special dinner 
or buy Mother's 
Day flowers. For 

more than a month before Mother's Day, reminders are 
placed everywhere. It's impossible to pick up a 
newspaper, listen to the radio, or turn on the television 
without some kind of reminder of Mother's Day. There 
are Mother's Day banquets, Mother's Day baby 
dedications at church, and special family gatherings to 
honor mothers. All of this is wonderful except for the 
mother that is grieving the loss of her child especially if 
it was her only child, or a child lost before being born. 
For the grieving mother, every reminder of Mother's 
Day may be like another wound to the heart. With each 
reminder, and the emptiness feels darker and colder than 
she ever imagined possible.  
 

What is a grieving mother to do when there are so many 
reminders of the precious child she has lost? Mother's 

Day is the only holiday that specifically uses the word 
mother, so there is no real way of avoiding this day. A 
grieving mother can, however, prepare for Mother's Day 
well in advance so that she knows how to avoid placing 
additional pain in her life. Remember that Mother's Day 
is not a holiday that has to be celebrated. If a grieving 
mother does not want to attend a banquet, or watch baby 
dedications at church, or see special family gatherings at 
restaurants, then she has the right to choose not to 
participate in these events without feeling guilty. Many 
mothers choose to stay home and do nothing special at 
all on Mother's Day, and that is fine. Grief follows no 
rules and there is no right or wrong way to grieve. 
Explain to others that this day is painful. Giving yourself 
permission to grieve in your own way is very healing 
and helpful, especially during such a difficult day as 
Mother's Day.  
 

Do what feels right for you. Maybe that means taking a 
mini trip away where nobody knows you. Maybe it is 
staying at home. Perhaps a walk in the woods or a walk 
along the sandy beach would help you during this empty 
time. Journal your thoughts. Release a balloon. Or, 
maybe you want to avoid Mother's Day altogether. You 
know what feels best for your heart, and giving yourself 
permission to do what is right for you can be the most 
healing thing of all. Lastly, remind yourself often that 
you will not always feel this empty. With each passing 
day new hope will enter your empty heart until one day 
you will wake up to realize that the empty hole is 
beginning to fill with some joy. Mother's Day is only 
one day. With a little bit of preparation you can make it 
through, and you will have walked one more step in 
your journey of healing!  
 
Clara Hinton Site Founder/Author, Speaker, Workshop Leader  
Visit http://www.silentgrief.com  for articles, resources, message 
boards, and additional support for healing through loss. 

Just for today - 
I can remind myself that I am never alone. 
I can forgive others and myself. 
I can imagine a time when I will feel happy. 
I can step out of the darkness and appreciate the sun. 
I can count the stars and know that I am counted among 
them. 
  

Just for today - 
I can choose to live with hope.   
 

"My heart is lifted up when I focus on hope."  -- Clara Hinton 

Giving yourself permission to 
grieve in your own way is very 
healing and helpful, especially 
during such a difficult day as 

Mother's Day.����



I don't know if it's the 
influence of 
Hollywood - happy 

endings - or that the insistence upon “happily ever after” is 
a reflection of our compulsion with "being positive."  It - 
our blind eye to unhappiness - has its prototype roots as 
well, as evidenced by fairy tales, which frequently do end 
“. . .and they lived happily ever after.” 
 

Bereaved parents are familiar with these beliefs.  Before 
their child died, they, too, may have held such views.  
After their child dies, they don't know what to believe.  
Optimism, confidence in the future, and faith in the current 
of life characterizes the conscious minds of many.  Such 
folks hold the view that everything will be okay; all things 
work out for best.  I don't know if they are aware of 
subconscious more fatalistic beliefs, which probably lurk in 
their unconscious, but consciously, they maintain that a 
positive outlook will create a more favorable outcome.  
Because they see a loved one hurting, they feel compelled 
to offer this so-called wisdom.  This advice frequently 
surfaces after about one year of grief.  Even if they don't 
realize it, most others (who haven't experienced the death 
of a child), believe there is a schedule for grief.  With the 
best of intentions, when a certain time has passed, and the 
bereaved parent is still moping (as if the death were 
yesterday), they encourage the devastated ones to "move 
on." 
 

In response to a frustrated mom (on one of my grief sites) 
who had been urged to do the “move on” thing, I wrote the 
following: 
 

It's exactly what we are confronting....moving on, without 
our child. The whole thing could be summed up in those 
two words, MOVING ON.  It's not just that it's flip, it's the 
point.....moving on  
WITHOUT.  The contrast of that HUGE truth and the 
challenge of it, with the summing it up into two simple 
words, “move on,” is comical, and points to the chasm 
between our life now and BEFORE, and the disparity 
between our lives now and the lives of others. 
 

As if we could....“move on.”  As if we can....“move on.”  
As if we don't know that we need to....or die.  As if just 
saying it takes care of it... “move on.”  As if we aren't 
constantly confronted with the reality that our child is not 
moving on.  As if the gap between our moving on and our 
child's not moving on isn't getting bigger by the day.  As if 
the difference between our lives and others’ isn't growing 
larger as everyone else moves on. We're stuck at “D-Day,” 
which could be either “diagnosis” or “death.” 
 

“MOVE ON.”  Yeah, easy for you to say. . .  Moving on 
means knowing at deeper and deeper levels that our child is 
dead.  And it's that reality that is so difficult to move on 
from, to digest, let alone accept, let alone continue on.  Our 
fear is that we are moving on, everyone is moving on, life 
moves on, and our child is not. 
 

“MOVE ON” sounds simple and obvious.  “MOVE ON” 
captures the hell in a nutshell. 
 

Other parents on moving on:   
"I don't think there is any moving on. People just don't get 
it. Time is not the same for us as it is for outsiders. I  
may be carried forward by time, but I bring the past with 
me. I am forever reeling it in like a long rope, keeping my 
sons close to me no matter how  
much time goes by." 
 

"I hate when people say things like that – ‘Time to move 
on...’ As if they know. . . " 
 
 

"We are moving on.  Each day we choose to get up and do 
anything, function in any single way, we are choosing to 
move on." 
 

Therein lies the challenge.       
How to move on?   There isn't 
one answer and the answer isn't 
simple.  It keeps changing in an 
erratic sort of way.  For many, 
there is guilt, i.e. how can I enjoy 
life when my child cannot?  For 
many, there's a permanent pall or 
shroud, making life artificial at 
best.  For many, for me, there's a 
profound and fundamental lack of 
desire to continue.                    

 

The answer may be hidden in the question. While we 
continue to live from day to day in whatever state of 
“moving on,” or not “moving on” we are in, wondering 
how to do it, we can come to a place along the way where 
we are able to look back on the path just traveled and see 
that we are making progress.  Perhaps one way to sum up 
is from Dietrich Bonhoeffer, a German theologian who 
lived in the early 1900's: 
 

"Nothing can fill the gap when we are away from those 
we love, and it would be wrong to try and find anything.  
We must simply hold out and win through.  That sounds 
very hard at first, but at the same time, it is a great 
consolation, since leaving the gap unfilled preserves the 
bonds between us.  It is nonsense to say that God fills the 
gap.  He does not fill it, but keeps it empty so that our 
communion with another may be kept alive, even at the 
cost of pain." 
– Nancy Levin

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… 

Don’t forget to check us out on the web: 
www.tcfsiouxcity.org  

“Move On”  
By Nancy Levin, Miles’ mom 



His Choice of Me 
By Angela Gwynn 
In memory of her beloved son, Dallas 
I have struggled with the idea that there could be “good death.” How 
could I ever entertain that idea? All death is bad. All death is 
shattering. Especially his. My son!  Is there such a thing as a good 
death and a bad death? I have come to believe there is. Thomas 
Lynch defined a good death thus: A death surrounded by the faces of 
family and people who care... the death where family and friends 
could be present to the glorious and sorrowful mysteries.   
 

It still amazes me that slowly I am finding the small, thankful things 
in my son’s death. These are things that could have been denied me, 
things that would have made trying to come to grips with his death 
all the more painful, all the harder and perhaps impossible...  I am 
thankful he did not die alone, in some alley, in some strange place 
where no one knew him. That he had come home to me and that I 
was there in the end, as I was there in the beginning. That he did not 
suffer a cruel death. That his last days were filled with my deep 
abiding love and the love and admiration of his worshipful little 
brother.  I am thankful I got one last birthday card, one last kiss, one 
last look, one last chance... If there is anything to be thankful for in 
death... it would be these things for me.   
 

I can not lie and say I have fully accepted what has happened to him, 
to me, to everyone who ever loved him, but I know that now, small 
things come, small things creep in, small things are persistent and 
true…if I be still, be still and listen.  A man named John Claypool 
who went through the journey of his daughter’s illness and eventual 
death, when recalling the immense suffering of Job losing all his 
possessions and his children said:  They were gifts--gifts beyond his 
deserving, graciously given him by Another... to be angry because a 
gift has been taken away, is to miss the point of life. That to ever 
have had the things we cherish is more than we deserve.  
 

 I would like to believe that I deserved my son. But in many ways, 
deserving him was not in the equation. He was truly a gift. In every 
way. He was on loan to me... for love. To learn that kind of love, 

experience that kind of love, for lessons and…for losing. For losing.  For how could I ever have truly, deeply, 
and completely learned what the gift of his life meant to me...unless I lost him?  I still don’t know the fullness of that 
statement, that idea. But in my seeking, my never ending, all consuming seeking for meaning and comfort and hope and 
peace...I have come upon this and study on it within myself.  What answer I will come to in the end... whether I believe 
what I have said here, or whether I will believe something else, I cannot say right now. But it is one more step on the 
stairs of my journey.  The only thing I can do is ask. To keep asking. To ask until my asking is done.  And to fully 
meditate...draw within myself every idea, every possibility, every last ounce of knowledge from every far flung corner 
and from under every hiding place... so that Peace may come. Hope can return. Laughter can find its place again... and the 
cycle of life and its meaning safely reside within me. 

Freedom Is Not Free 
- Kelly Strong 
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Cheyenne �

When we cannot change the parts we wish were different, 
the unfairness and cruelty of life, we’ve only one choice. 
To live or die. Yet, to surrender our existence would be to 
abandon all that is beautiful about our children who died. 
Indeed, living after a traumatic death is both an act of will 
and an act of surrender.  How does one exist in a 
world where children die? I think, perhaps, 
through that for which we are willing to risk 
everything - love. 
~ Mr. Livingstone, a father who lost two children. His eldest son 
succeeded at suicide, and his youngest, only 13, died of leukemia.����  



Memories 
are treasures 
we hold in 
our hearts. 

Remembering Our May Children 
 
����
����

Remembering Our June Children  

In your gathering of memories,  
 invite your courage 
  to remember  everything.   
        ~Sascha  

We will 
always 

celebrate 
your life! Our hearts still ache with sadness, 

and secret tears still fall, 
what it meant to loose you, 

no one will ever know. 

OUR CHILDREN LOVED, MISSED, AND REMEMBERED 
 

We all know how difficult those “Special Days” can be – birthdays and death anniversary days.  Please remember these 
parents on their special days and let them know that they are not alone; someone cares about their pain and their grief. ..  ..  
It means so much to be remembered! Dear Parents: Every effort is made to publish accurate information regarding the birth and 
remembrance dates.  Please let the Newsletter Editor know if there is an error in the listing, in order to correct our records.  Birth & 
death years will no longer be published due to privacy guidelines, but we will keep the years on file.  Thank you. 
 

We miss you every single day. 

Downpour 
The rain falls overhead   
    softly pattering   
    soothing   
    caressing   
A melodious symphony of nature   
    beginning quietly   
    gaining intensity   
    until a steady, constant 
downpour   
A wondrous, private concert   
    experienced only by open ears   
Music from the heavens so 
precious   
    I listen, enraptured   
    cherishing the experience   

    
Slowly tapering off   
    until just the last lingering drops   
    gently land on the ground   
    and then just a memory   
    lingering in the air   
The rain falls on my head   
    mingling on my face   
    with tears   
    easing my pain   
        my grief   
Water provides sustenance,   
    an essential ingredient for life,   
It nourishes the earth   
    and my withered heart.   
Healing my loss   
Washing away my sorrow   
Restoring my soul.   
 

-Kirsti A. Dyer 
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Chapter Co-Leaders  
 

Don M. 
712-441-0144 
mulder@hickorytech.net 

Patsy B. 
712-278-2089  
cell 712-441-4126 
amstoobp@hotmail.com 



March Meeting Notes, by Laurie Dreier 

February Meeting Notes, by Trudy Klaver 
Our February meeting was welcomed by about 20 parents who spent the evening sharing 
about the autumn of our grief from When Mourning Dawns: Living Your Way Fully 
Through the Seasons Of Your Grief by James E. Miller.  We talked about how the autumn of 
our grief is what we experience when we begin our grief journey in its raw stages.  When we 
begin this trek, we don’t know at all what it will be like to live without the physical presence 
of our child.  Only time will teach us the hard lessons to be learned.  Time will give us the 
wisdom of owning priorities, etc.  Time will give us a new perspective on what being real is, 
and what it means to savor moments and relationships.  It was a good discussion.  The 

Compassionate Friends is definitely the place to let the walls fall 
and just be.  It is truly a safe haven.  Thank you to one and all for 
coming and openly sharing from your broken and mending hearts 

with the rest of us. 
 

A time of lunch and fellowship followed the discussion.                                       
We ended up sharing pictures of our kids, gifts received which help mend a broken 
heart, stories of our kids, and a song by Josh Groben entitled “Where You Are.”   
 

             
We opened our discussion from When Mourning Dawns. . . by listening to the author’s comments about the feelings of 
numbness, confusion, and disorientation in the early stages of grief.  The author, James Miller, speaks of the 
overwhelming sensation that grief is insurmountable.  He says that the only way to grasp the awful truth, to begin to deal 
with our emotions is not by trying to take on the entirety of it, but piece by piece, little by little, hurt by hurt.  The 
thoughts in this book always lead into very helpful and heartfelt discussion in our group!  During our time of 
refreshments, we commemorated Jake Dreier’s birthday.  We had good conversation with our Compassionate Friends, 
who are always willing to listen without judging and who accept those of us who just want to come to a meeting and sit 
and listen.  Our meeting concluded as we listened to a song by Natalie Grant, “Held.” 

*$���
���������
������������������"���������+   ~Edna St. Vincent Millay 

April Meeting Notes, by Laurie Dreier 
Author James Miller begins this section of When Mourning Dawns . . . with the statement, “The death of someone dear is 
an experience unlike any other.”   We who have lost children know the depths of that statement.  At April’s meeting, we 
entered into a heartfelt time of sharing about the feelings of fear within our grief experience. We may be afraid of what’s 
happened already, what’s happening now, and afraid of what is to come.  We talked about how our fears can also play into 
other emotions in grief, such as anger.  It may be anger directed at specific people, ourselves, even God, or situations.  Or, 
it may be just anger, under the surface, and not directed at anything or anyone specifically.  We may find ourselves 
lashing out at those who don’t understand.  The main thing that came from our discussion was that ALL of these emotions 
are OK to have!  These are normal feelings in grief and we learn to work through them.  We commemorated Jamie 
Klaver’s birthday during our time of refreshments and enjoyed a recording of Jamie singing one of his playful creations, 
“The Cupcake Song.”  

*��	��"����������������������"��������������������	 �
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��������+   ~Kahlil Gibran 
 

2009 National Conference in Portland 
 

Online registration is now open for the 32nd National Conference in 
Portland, Oregon August 7-9, 2009 with the theme Mountains of 
Compassion – Roses of Love.  As with past national conferences the 
upcoming event promises a good dose of caring, sharing, and healing with 
well over eleven hundred people who understand much of what all those 
attending the conference have gone through.  There will be plenty to do, or 
you can simply relax with friends, old and new, during the conference, which 
features four outstanding keynote speakers:  Candy Lightner, founder of 

Mothers Against Drunk Drivers (MADD), Reg and Maggie Green, parents of Nicholas, who was shot and killed 
by highway bandits in Italy in 1994, Darcie Sims a bereaved parent, nationally certified grief management specialist, and 
Michele Longo Eder, author and accomplished lawyer who journaled about her personal tragedy.  
There is so much more information at this link: 
http://www.compassionatefriends.org/News_Events/2009_National_Conference_in_Portland.aspx 

Julie L. shows the group two 
beautiful quilts made in memory of 
her son, Michael. 



A Mother’s Loving Tribute  by Denice Christoffel  
 

It is hard to believe that Tyler has been gone from our world 7 years on June 10th.  
He was such a special and helpful boy.  He loved animals, so we always had 
kittens and puppies.  He loved sports so we spent a lot of time at ballgames (his, 
and his brothers’ and sister’s games).  Tyler had a lot of friends.  Now we are 
watching his friends as they get ready to graduate from high school.  We wonder 
how tall and handsome he would be by now.  It is sad to realize that Tyler never 
got to meet any of his nieces and nephews.  We really miss his beautiful smile.   
 -- Love, Mom & Dad, Randy and 
Denice Christoffel and sister, Michelle 
and brothers, Ryan, Luke, and Justin 
“I believe that I shall see the goodness 
of the Lord in the land of the living.  
Wait for the Lord; be 
strong and let your 
heart take courage.” 
~Psalm 27:13-14 
 

 

                               

Many people ask how long grief lasts. Others ask if it ever ends. The answer is somewhere in between. Death 
ends a life; it does not end a relationship. However, after a death, that relationship must change. It's important to 
note that people do not "finish grieving" or "resolve the grief" or "get over the loss." Rather, they learn to adjust 
to the loss and to life without their loved one.  
 

During the first year, all of the anniversary dates with the loved one missing for the first time must be 
experienced. These dates include holidays, birthdays, weddings and other anniversaries, and finally, the 
anniversary of the date of the death. Those grieving probably will have more difficulty during these periods, and 
should recognize that this is normal. Even years after the death, "surges of grief" may be experienced during 
special times such as a graduation, wedding, or the birth of a child. 
From Managing Grief  http://www.canceradvocacy.org 
 

In loving memory of 
Tyler John 
Christoffel 

5/28/90 – 6/10/02 

Tylers’s Memory Garden 

It is not fair, not fair at all. . . . 
   

I should be getting out invitations and worrying about the graduation that is coming up.  But I am not.  
I just get to receive them in the mail and think: I should be doing this.  I can get mad again at the 
reason and “unreason” of the situation . . .   - anonymous   

My Garden  by Peggy Pohlen 
My garden is barren the ground remains black. 
I can’t plant the seeds they remain in the pack. 
The garden I once loved remains, lifeless and still. 
Waiting to be planted, and carefully tilled. 
The last time I planted my garden with love, 
I had the help of a loving young son. 
My young son who helped me before he died, 
Went to meet the creator and be by His side. 
My love of gardening and making sure it was tilled, 
Died the day my young son was killed. 

“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. 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 
rldreier6@newulmtel.net  Please note subject as “TCF 
TRIBUTE” or mail to TCF,  P.O.Box 132, Aurelia, IA 
51005. We need to receive by 6/10/09 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.     –Laurie Dreier, editor 

“If we are loved and remembered, then we live on forever in the hearts of those who love us.” ~ Ten Menten 



 
January 25, 2009 
Dear God, 
 

How can I still have a bad day? How can I miss James so 
much 5 ½ years later? How can I wake up in the wee hours 
of the morning and sense his presence so alive in me? How 
can the memories of James’ affect me so much that I tear 
up and cry so easily all day long? Shouldn’t those tears be 
dry by now? Shouldn’t I have learned how to keep them at 
bay? Am I such a baby? Over these past years since his 
death, I feel as though I’ve grieved like no other, mourned 
so intensely and so often, like no one else on this planet. I 
would think that I’ve cried my personal oceans dry. How 
can it be? I do not understand! 
 

As my mind tried to wrap itself around why such deep pain 
can last so long, my thoughts gravitated toward You, as 
they so often do. I began to pray, asking You why this 
hurts so much. It took me until the wee hours of the 
morning, 24 hours later to come to any type of 
understanding. After my wrestling’s and my un-welcomed 
tears, I think I understand, or should I say, I understand as 
much as I am able in my humanness.  
 

Let me backtrack…our marriage was a holy and sacred 
union between You, Ken, and me. We have always 
believed that it was a triangle...the foundation of our 
marriage to one another. (Without You, it would be just 
two people falling in love and marrying.) Out of our bond 
of love, You created four beautiful, wonderful gifts to 
us…our children. In my understanding, there is nothing 
more sacred and holy than the gift of life…the miracle of 
our children’s births. Absolutely miraculous!  
 

Simply put, when we baptized our children as infants, we 
vowed to love, teach, and train them with Your help. We 
testified that that each child was a gift from You, and that 
they ultimately belonged to You. We believed that, and 
thought we understood it as well. What we did not realize 
at the time was that these precious gifts, our children, may 
die before us and that we might be asked to give them back 
to You. Our youthful, innocent naiveness perhaps verbally 
spoke, “They belong to You,” but we did not even begin to 
comprehend what that might mean to us. How could we? 
Only other people’s children die, and quite honestly, we 
hadn't even thought of children dying when our babes were 
born. In Your great love and compassion, You would never 
ask us to let go of our children into Your ultimate, eternal 
care…at least not before we died. “God is good…all the 
time, right?"  
 

You loved each child before they came into being…So did 
we!  

We loved our children in the womb as well. We had no 
idea that the cost of loving them would be so high.  
There is no bond so sacred…so holy…as the love a parent 
has for their child/ren. I firmly believe that You understand 
that! When I think of You, Father, and the love You have 
for Your son, Jesus, I know You know. I know You 
understand my heart. I know You understand my 
tears…the feeling of being ripped apart from our son, who 
was born from our loving union, loved in our home, loved 
from our hearts...every minute of every day… from every 
fiber of our being. You, too, watched Your son die. You 
gave the ultimate sacrifice because of Your love for the 
whole human race. I feel as though I gave the ultimate 
sacrifice as well, dear Father. I watched my son die, too!  
 

I say all this because I think it helped me come to terms 
with why this separation hurts so much. It is the price we 
pay for loving them so. It is the price You asked us to pay 
for loving James so thoroughly. We had no idea that our 
physical relationship with him would last only 23 years. 
Thank God we didn’t know!  
 

I have known since James’ death that I would continue to 
love him forever. That is a given. I know I will always 
"remember," and I will purposely never forget. I don’t 
want to forget. I know I will “never get over it.” I know 
that when I die people will say, “She never did get over the 
death of her son.” They are absolutely right.  
 

What I realize now, but must now accept…is that the 
sacred bond of love between a parent and a child is 
forever…whether they live or whether they die. I thought I 
had learned how to weave James’ life, illness, and death 
into my life. I think I have. But, what I hadn’t done yet, is 
to fully accept that I will forever have a day, now and then, 
that I just really miss him, and may cry because of that 
emptiness.  
 

By the grace of God, I have survived! Yes, the sacredness 
has been torn from my life, but I will tarry on. I must! For 
the sake of my precious husband, Ken. For the sake of my 
other surviving children. For the sake of our precious, little 
grandson, Andre. For the sake of other bereaved parents 
who must survive this as well. But also for Christ’s sake.  
 

So, Lord, I give my life to You! I surrender all…all of my 
brokenness, all of my concerns, all of the pain of this life to 
You. That is what You want! That is what You have asked 
of me. Let me be who You want me to be…forever…until 
I join You, Jamie, and all those who have gone before 
me…to Your throne.  
 

I love You, Lord.  Loving You through eternity, 
Mom 
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By Trudy Klaver, James’ mom 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Letting Go of Guilt  
by Clara Hinton 
 

Quite often, the first feelings that overtake a mother or 
father following the death of a child are feelings of 
extreme guilt. Thoughts of “if only” seem to 
relentlessly keep returning. “If only” I had taken her 
to the doctor sooner. “If only” I had not given him the 
car keys when I knew the roads were icy. “If only” I 
had not turned my back to answer the phone. “If only” 
I had not left him playing alone in the bathtub. Guilt is 
such a heavy burden of grief to carry around!  
 
How does a parent move beyond the guilt of losing a 
child? How can a parent shed the painful feelings of 
inadequacy? How does a parent ever find a way to let 
go of the guilt?  
 

The most difficult step in releasing the tight clutch 
that guilt holds on a parents’ heart is dealing with the 
reality of the loss. “My child died” are often the most  

 
 
difficult three words that will ever come from the 
mouth of a parent. Those words are hard words, yet 
they are words that are necessary to say and to 
understand before being able to rid oneself of guilt.  
 

When we live in an “if only” emotional environment, 
we have not yet come to the full realization that child 
loss has actually occurred. We are still working 
through the mental “if only” reasoning which 
continues to wreak havoc on a parent’s heart. When a 
parent lives in an “if only” state, the reality of the 
child’s death can never be completely accepted. As 
painful as it is, a parent must—at some point—make 
the hard choice to accept the reality that the child has 
died.  
 

Because a parent’s primary role is to nurture and care 
for the child, a parent often has a feeling of deserving 
punishment when a child dies. That is simply another 
way of 

TThhee  BBrr eeaatthh  ooff   NNeeww  HHooppee  
Day and night I shall swim 
In the sweetness – hope – river. 
  

May my mind every morning become 
As beautiful as hope – dawn – rays 
   

Peace begins 
When expectation ends. 
   

Each sacred hope 
Is a blessingful gift 
From Heaven’s heart. 
   

Hope abides; therefore I abide. 
Countless frustrations have not cowed me. 
I am still alive, vibrant with life. 
The black cloud will disappear, 
The morning sun will appear once again  
In all its supernal glory. 
   

From “Wings of Joy”  by Sri Chinmoy 

Fathers Day By Peggy Pohlen 
As Fathers Day comes and your son’s now in heaven, 

My wish for you now is to feel his presence. 
He loved you so dearly with his mischievous little eyes, 

That sparkled like stars straight from the skies. 
His beautiful smiles and the wonderful warm hugs, 

Are never to be forgotten, 
Just to be stored in a different place, 

From the memory they will go, 
To be stored in your hearts warm embrace. 

The love that you feel will never subside, 
For your loved one’s in heaven-but in spirit by your side. 

So, talk to him still and tell him of your day, 
And ask him to help you get through each day. 

Until in heaven, you will no longer be apart, 
And you can rejoice in heaven-as your eternity starts 
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Source: University of Minnesota Extension Service 
 

�  Develop strong relationships with family and friends who will be able to support you in a time of Crisis. 
You'll also benefit if you're available to support them. 

�  View problems as surmountable. You may not be able to change the things that happen to you, but you 
can change the way you think about them and react to them. 

�  Make decisions and take actions, even small ones, instead of hoping problems will go away. 
�  Do at least one small thing every day that helps you move toward your goals. 
�  Take good care of yourself with a healthy diet and regular exercise. 
�  Write in a personal journal or find another healthy outlet to explore your feelings. 
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expressing the heaviness of guilt. 
A parent often wrestles with the 
thought that “because my child 
died, I do not deserve to ever smile 
again.” Guilt continues to prevent 
many parents from moving 
forward in this difficult journey we 
call grief.  
 

It takes a lot of concentrated effort, hard work, and 
support from others to be able to forgive oneself and 
finally let go of the gnawing feeling of guilt following 
the death of a child. Until a parent makes the decision 
to leave the heavy weight of guilt behind, joy can 
never return to a heart that has been so deeply 
wounded by the loss of a child.  
 

Letting go of guilt is a decision that must be made. 
There is no timetable for making that decision, and 
others cannot force that decision on any parent. 
Eventually, a parent will come to the realization that 
the child’s death is real, and there is a hard choice to 
be made—to continue to live in the guilt of the loss, or 

to let go of that heaviness of guilt 
and begin to experience a bit of 
peace and joy once again.  
 

Letting go of guilt requires a real 
effort to put an end to the “if only” 
questions. Letting go of guilt means 
that a parent no longer blames 
himself for the death of the child. 

Letting go of guilt means forgiving oneself and 
accepting oneself. Letting go of guilt means being 
gentle with oneself and allowing time for healing to 
take place.  
 

Letting go of guilt is one of the most difficult parts of 
grief work. It takes a lot of energy, understanding, and 
patience. But, when guilt is finally set free, a parent’s 
heart can begin to 
walk the journey of 
healing through 
child loss. 

 

 

 

  
 

In his book, Out of Solitude, Henri Nouwen wrote, "When we honestly ask ourselves which persons in our 
lives mean the most to us, we often find that it is those who, instead of giving advice, solutions, or cures, have 
chosen rather to share our pain and touch our wounds with a warm 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 and 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." 

Phone or Email Friends  
Peggy  (712) 752-8592  
6 year old son died in a farm accident 
Melissa    SMunsen@aol.com  
Twins- 32 day old daughter, complications 
of prematurity 
5 ½ yr old son, multiple medical conditions 
Rhonda  (605) 565-3660  
3 day old daughter to a bacterial infection 
18 year old daughter in a car accident 
Trudy  (712) 546-8239  
23 year old son died from leukemia 
Stan & Judy  (712) 722-1941 
15 year old daughter, car accident -13 year 
son, car accident, 18 month old daughter, 
burns - Stillborn grandson 
Laurie     rldreier6@newulmtel.net 
18 year old son died of bacterial meningitis 
 

No Baby, Only Pain 
Author: Carol N. 

 

No ultrasound pictures were ever taken, only pain 
No heartbeat was ever seen or heard, only pain 

No monthly doctor appointments were ever needed, only pain 
No planning or anticipating of the next several months, only pain 

No looking forward to the aches and pains of pregnancy, only pain 
No baby shower to plan, only pain 
No baby clothes to buy, only pain 

No hours of labor to dread, only pain 
No feelings of complete happiness and love after his or her delivery, only pain 

No reason was ever given why I had to lose you, only pain 
No baby, only pain. 
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By Steve Bryant               TCF, Des Moines, Iowa 

 
 

      Anyone who knows me knows I 
believe that everything happens for a 
reason.  I do not know the reason for 
what happened to Bailey. So far the 
doctors don’t know either. They say it 
could have been a virus that attacked 
and destroyed a perfect pregnancy. 
They say that we might never know 
what happened to her medically. I 
have spent countless hours trying to 
sort things out lately. But I don’t think 
we will ever truly know why she was taken.  
 I do know, however that Bailey touched many lives in 
the short time  
she was here. And I’d like to share how she transformed 
my life in just two days; forever changing the way I look at 
things.   
 She made me realize that I need to slow down and 
cherish the “little things” in life that people talk about and I 
could not even see.  
 She makes me want to be a better father, a better 
husband, a better son,  
a better friend, and a better person.  
 She brought me new meanings to the words 
compassion, caring, family, friendship, forgiving, 
unconditional love, selflessness, and thankfulness.  
 Some of the things she taught me have to do with the 
way I look and  “see” things. For example . . .   
 When I first heard we were pregnant, I was excited, of 
course. But I was also scared silly. I remember selfishly 
thinking in the first couple of months of the pregnancy 
about our life. I even asked my wife “. . . Why do we want 
a baby now?” We have three other kids; 16, 13, and 9. My 
God, I am 43 years old! We have the perfect life; we come 
and go as we want, we do what we want, we vacation when 
and where we want. Our other children are older and can 
pretty much take care of themselves. All I could think 
about was myself and how a baby would get in the way . . . 
Now all I think about is her and how I would give 
anything to have her in my life.  
 Recently, I was having lunch with a friend and there 
was a crying baby close by. I remember thinking how 
annoying it was and how I wished it would be quiet. I hate 
to admit it, but I was even questioning if I was ready for 
that noise again in my life . . . I never got to hear Bailey 
cry. Now, I would give anything to hear my baby cry.  
 I remember “teasing” Kim about changing the baby’s 
diapers and that she would have to be in charge of that 

department. I would have helped her of 
course, but not really enjoyed it, and 
probably complained about it . . . Now, I 
would give anything to change Bailey’s 
diapers.  
 We talked about daycare and 
complained about the high cost of 
daycare . . . Now, I would give anything 
to write that check.  
 I would not let Kim buy any diapers 
until just recently at Sam’s Club, even 

though she wanted to buy the first diapers 6 months ago . . . 
Then, in those last hours, I hoped and prayed for Bailey to 
wet as it would have been a positive sign of recovery. Now, 
I would give anything to get to pay for diapers.  
 I had not been tucking in our    other children at night 
as faithfully as  I once did, thinking, They’re old enough 
now  . . . Now, I will tuck them in until THEY tell me not 
to. I forgot how much that meant to them.  
 I used to see children throwing temper tantrums when 
we were out and sometimes think, Thank God my kids  are 
older so I do not have to deal with that . . . Now, I would 
give anything to see Bailey throw a temper tantrum.  
 We have brand-new white carpet in our house and I 
remember thinking and hoping that it would not get soiled 
with the new baby . . . Now, I’d love to have that problem.  
 I recently had a discussion with my wife about how we 
would deal with the night feedings. I thought to myself, 
She is going to be a stay-at-home mom. That’s her job. I 
need to be rested. And she even agreed that she would be 
doing most of that ‘chore’ . . . Oh, how blind   I was. Now, 
I would be so thankful to be exhausted when I went in to 
work because I was up half the night with the baby.   
 My friends at work have been teasing me and saying 
how my world was going to change soon with the baby 
coming. They were right, but for a different reason. Thanks 
to my daughter Bailey, my world and life have changed 
forever.  I am so thankful I knew her and I am grateful for 
what she taught  me in just two days.  
 I love you, Bailey. I thank you, and I will miss you 
forever.  
 
Steven wrote and delivered this at Bailey’s funeral. He and 
his wife, Kimberly, have three other children, Whitney, 
Taylor, and Jessica. 
 
Reprinted from We Need Not Walk Alone, the national magazine 
of The Compassionate Friends, with permission. 

“. . . gently they go, the beautiful, the tender, the kind. . . 
I know. But I do not approve. And I am not resigned." 
- Edna St. Vincent Millay 



Experiencing the Death of a Sibling 
as a College Student 

P. Gill White, PhD. 
Director, The Sibling Connection 
 

           When college 
students contact me 
about the loss of a 
sibling, they often tell 
me their whole world 
has betrayed them. 
They have grown up 
learning about the 
hazards of everything 
from tooth decay to 
unprotected sex. But 
no one told them 
anything about the 
emotional pain of 
losing a sibling.  
          While some 
individuals have 

positive experiences of support following the loss and are 
grateful to the doctors, nurses, family, and friends who 
helped them, others feel abandoned. After the funeral, 
people ask them how their parents are doing, but not how 
are they doing. They have heard almost unbelievably 
inconsiderate comments from "helpful" people, things like 
"Well, at least it was only a brother!" One student was told 
that "you probably need therapy --just losing a sibling 
couldn't possibly affect you that much." Another heard this 
"I'd be glad if my sister was dead!"  
          Overall, the feeling is that of betrayal -- learning the 
hard lesson that our society prefers to keep grief in the 
background. Even the most basic facts about grief are 
practically unknown in the general public.   
           The loss of a brother or sister is particularly difficult 
for college students, since it happens at a time that already 
stresses many individuals beyond their capacity to cope. 
Returning to college after a funeral, students may 
experience a sense of unreality, or a feeling of living in a 
surreal world. If bereaved students are going to continue 
with studies, they must deal with their grief process in this 
sometimes less structured sometimes too structured 
environment, and it may be especially challenging for them 
to obtain the necessary support.  
What about me? 
         The loss of a sibling at such a time of life that is 
already overloaded with stress can be overwhelming. It 
makes sense that some students take time off from their 
studies to deal with their grief.  For those who do return to 
college after the death of a sibling, the world may seem 
unreal at first. It is as if their consciousness is split between 
college life and life with the family at home. Part of them 

wants to be back home, taking care of their parents and 
other siblings, while another part wants to continue with 
their own life. Besides the sadness that accompanies them 
everywhere, anger can surface as they feel that everyone is 
neglecting them and focusing on the dead sibling. "What 
about me?" they think on some days, secretly. "Don't I 
matter? Do I have to die to get any attention?"  
           Such thoughts create guilt and they swing to the 
other side of the issue, thinking they must be terrible and 
secretly think they should have died instead of their sibling. 
So their moods swing back and forth--from feeling sad and 
anxious, normal grief reactions,  to feeling good and 
wanting to participate with their college friends in some 
normal life activities--then feeling guilty for having fun at 
a party, or even for forgetting about the loss for a few 
minutes.  
Acting Out and Acting In 
           Students deal with these overwhelming and mixed 
emotions in a variety of ways. Some do it by pushing the 
grief process into the background. Others "act out" their 
feelings by engaging in risky behavior such as drinking and 
driving, or even cheating and shoplifting. Some will "act-
in" their feelings by withdrawing, and may become 
addicted to the internet or pornography. Still other 
bereaved students cry and appear to be grieving, but are 
actually playing the part of a grieving person, while 
keeping their true feelings well hidden behind strong 
defenses.  
Ask for help 
           Most schools do have some programs in place for 
grieving students, such as support groups, counselors, and 
residence hall assistants who are there to listen. As time 
goes by, and the student does not reach out, there are 
additional secondary issues, such as poor grades (from the 
inability to concentrate) and the consequences of their 
acting-out to deal with. The connection between the 
bereavement and the behavior is not so readily apparent, 
and helpers not so ready to help.  
           Here are some ideas to prevent this from happening 
when you return to college after the loss of a sibling:  
*   Seek out and use whatever resources are available at 
your school, such as the counseling center, or support 
groups 
*   Talk to your 
professors if you 
need to make 
changes in your 
schedule, or need 
additional help 
because of a lack 
of concentration 
*   If you find 
yourself "self-
medicating" with 



TO  OUR  NEW  MEMBERS 
Coming to the first meeting is the hardest, but you have 
nothing to lose and everything to gain! Try not to judge 
your first meeting as to whether or not The 
Compassionate Friends will work for you. At the next 
meeting you may find just the right person or just the 
right words said that will help you in your grief work. 
TO  OUR  MEMBERS  WHO  ARE  FURTHER  
DOWN THE “GRIEF ROAD” 
We need your encouragement and your support. Each 
meeting we have new parents.  THINK BACK – what 
would it have been like for you at your first meeting if 
there had not been any TCF “veterans” to welcome you, 
share your grief, encourage you and tell you, “your pain 
will not always be this bad, it really does get better!” 

Quotes from Words of Hope and Courage 
by Maya Angelou 
"The nice thing about HOPE is that you can give it to  
Someone else, someone else who needs it even more than  
you do, and you will find you have not given yours away 
at all." 
 

"Hope and fear cannot occupy the same space at the same  
time.  Invite one to stay." 

alcohol and drugs or sex, get help! Talk to your RA, your 
counselor, campus chaplain, or doctor. 
*   Consider the level of interest and caring from your 
fellow students before sharing the experience of your 
sibling's death. While those who care and have experienced 
loss themselves may be helpful and comforting, others may 
alienate you, since they don't know what to say or do.  
*   If necessary, be proactive with your grief. Find time 
during the day or week to deliberately confront it, and find 
appropriate others to be with you at this time. Since many 
students have unrealistic ideas about how long it takes to 
recover from a loss, the most appropriate help at this time 
might have to be a professional caregiver. 
*   Reduce your stress level by not taking on too many 
demanding tasks.  

Educate yourself about the grief process and about sibling 
loss. Read other articles. This cognitive understanding will 
help to support you when your feelings seem 
uncontrollable. 
*   If possible, talk to other bereaved students--your 
campus counselor may be able to help you find them. This 
will help you feel less alone.  
*   Don't measure your grief by any one else's standard. We 
all have our own unique way of dealing with loss, and each 
loss is different. Don't worry about whether you are doing 
it "the right way".  
*   Express yourself through creative pursuits such as 
drawing, painting, or singing, or active pursuits such as 
athletics, dance, and playing a musical instrument. 
The Sibling Connection website 
http://counselingstlouis.net/index.html

  
For further information, email the Sibling Connection  info@counselingstlouis.net 
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Ebb And Flow lyrics by Misery Signals. 
In loving memory of Jake Dreier, and in honor  
of his surviving siblings, Nathan, Erin, & Luke. 
Love, Mom 

 
 
 

   NNEEWWSSLL EETTTTEERR  SSuubbmmiissssiioonn  DDuuee  DDaatteess::             
July & August, 2009   6/10/2009 
Sept. & Oct., 2009   8/10/2009 
 

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,  rldreier6@newulmtel.net  or The Compassionate 
Friends P.O. Box 132, Aurelia, IA  51005. 

If you learn from your suffering, and really come to understand the lesson you were taught, you might be able to help 
someone else who's now in the phase you may have just completed.  Maybe that's what it's all about after all...   Anonymous  


