Sioux City, lowa

May — June, 2008

In this issue:
Spring, Memorial Day, &
graduation thoughts
For Mother’s & Father’'s Day
Meeting & TCF information
Tributes to loved ones
Couples’ grieving

Upcoming Meetings
Wednesday, May 28, 7:00
Wednesday, June 25, 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

On Joy and Sorrow
from "The Prophet”
by Kahlil Gibran

Then a woman said, Speak to us of Joy and Sorrow
And he answered:
Your joy is your sorrow unmasked.
And the selfsame well from which your laughter riss
was often times filled with your tears.
And how else can it be?
The deeper that sorrow carves into your being,
the more joy you can contain.
Is not the cup that holds your wine the very cup
that was burned in the potter's oven?
And is not the lute that soothes you spirit,
the very wood that was hollowed with knives?
When you are joyous,
look deep into your heart and you shall find
it is only that which has given you sorrow that igjiving you joy.
When you are sorrowful
look again in your heart, and you shall see that itruth,
you are weeping for that which has been your deligh

Some of you say, "Joy is greater than sorrow," an@thers say,
"Nay sorrow is the greater."

But | say unto you, they are inseparable.

Together they come, and when one sits alone withyat your board,
remember that the other is asleep upon your bed.

Verily you are suspended like scales between yousrsow and your
joy.

Only when you are empty are you at standstill and &dlanced.

When the Treasure-Keeper lifts you-to weigh his gold and his silver,
needs must your joy or your sornow rise or faII

Dear God, %_w ‘
Thank you for listening to me — ‘
the sorrows that bind my heart y ’f[
the fears that circle endlessly in my m|nd &

the memories il |

o

that make me yearn
for yesterdays
long gone.

Thank you

for listening to me —
my constant pleas
for relief

my quest

to understand

my insecurities
and self-doubt
about unknown
tomorrows

Thank you for listening to me —

as | struggle to regain life’s balance /
as | cautiously take each step e &g_ﬁ_'
as | seek to create a senseé of now. - o
1 only ask that you gface‘me with patience

to be still and hear%ur voice ’%?

to trust the fleeting beacons of hope

to know with a deep knowledge

that all will be well again.

Thank you for listening to me.

Help me to listen to You.

Amen

Prayer of the National Catholic Ministry to the Baved



Love Gifts

A Love Gift is a gift of money to The

I Your Love Gifts
Thank you! help keep our

Compassionate Friends for the purpose > Sioux City

running the Sioux City Chapter. Itis N chapter of The Compassionate
usually given in memory of a child A\ A8 .

who died, however may also be from Friends Qpe_n and able to heIp
individuals who want to honor one another on the grief journey!

a friend or relative. It may be in

thanksgiving that their children are 000000000000000000000000000000000000000

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

Encourage family and friends to add
their local Compassionate Friends
Chapter to their charitable gift list.

All proceeds given to the local chapter.

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

......F';..

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 newsietbsts and other chapter
expenses are greatly appreciated and will be aclettysd in the newsletter
unless you request that the gift not be publishéou 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 ' Sreet, South Sioux City, NE 68776

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

Meeting Time and Place ...
The Sioux City Chapter of The
Compassionate Friends meets &0

This newsletter format is not the same that |s p.m on thefourth Wednesday Jan.-

mailed/emailed out. Some items have been

removed to protect the privacy of our
Compassionate Friends...

Oct. (Nov., third Wed., Dec.,? Sun) at
Mercy Medical Center, Sioux City,
IA, in theLeiter Room on the {'

If you would like to receive the full version, floor off the parking ramp on's

please send an email request to:
newsletter@tcfsiouxcity.org

street .




Returning Colors

By Trudy Klaver
In memory of James, our son

As the colorful leaves fall from our “Autumn Magle,
have been noticing the vibrant colors they adduio o
lawn. | remember the days, months, and years that
everything in my world was either black or blacker.
Then, ever so gradually, it changed to shadesayf. gr
Rarely had | enjoyed the showy kaleidoscope of, rich
brilliant, brightly-hued colors since the deathoof son,
who died a little over four years ago. Today, fgears
and four months later, give or take a day or tiwon
beginning to behold the beauty of returning colot.
am thankful!

The thought of color brings me back to a time when
James and | had spent two months in the hospital in
Rochester without a respite from the confines sf hi
hospital room. He was given a pass to leave thpitabs
for a time in order to attend his college graduatio
ceremonies in early May. The day we arrived home, |
went outside and laid on the grass in our backgart

make-up, doing my hair, exercising, baking, cooking

and cleaning...they came badkie desire to go back to
church came back. It took much longer than my famil
and friends had hoped, but it came back in God’sogo

timing. The taste of food came back...too much so.

Do material things mean much to me anymore? No, not
at all like they did before. After our son died, |
remember telling Ken he could sell everything ia th
house, and it didn’t matter to me. | said, “All weed, |
guess, is a bed and a refrigerator.” Four yeaes, |8in
glad Ken didn’t sell everything. However, what rea
about now are those “things” that portray meanaqy
heart, such as pictures of my family, profound sgyi
that touch a heart-string, mementos that reminagime
the goodness of life, such as times past and tpresent
— those kinds of things.

Relationships

...they mean

more to me

than ever “\‘
before. | had

always been a

began weeping. Our youngest son, Danny, came eutsi@eople - person.

to sit beside me and began gently stroking my tioair

Some would

comfort me. He asked me what was wrong. My answegall me a social

completely surprised him. | responded by saying,
“When did the grass turn green? When did the flovger
start blooming? When did the trees bud ouhen did
our cold, black, winter, turn into beautiful col@rgve
had missed spring without realizing it. | think theas
the last time | beheld the beauty of color unti hast
year.

| remember during one of our Compassionate Friends
meetings shortly after James died, our assignmasttov
illustrate our grief in color. Although everyone’s
drawings were black and gray, the one that really
described my grief journey the best was completely
black. It illustrated my black abyss very vividijhere
were no words to explain that hole; only black.

They
don’t return as fast as we would like, and they'don
return as vibrantly as we would like. But, gradyathey
do return. Am | referring to tangible colors, likee
color of leaves, flowers, food and clothing? Intpar
yes. However, | am speaking more about my outlook,
my general attitude, my desire to go on living. The
enjoyment of being with others came back, notilike
did before, but I am able to smile, laugh, and esr@ck
a joke now and then. The enjoyment of doing simple,
minute things came back. Caring about putting on

butterfly. That

has changed the

most. The

people | am drawn to outside of my family and my
closest friends are people who are hurting. | feel
magnetized to them remembering how it felt to lmmal
and to feel isolated, broken, and wanting so desekgr
to die. | can’'t help but want to be with despdsate
hurting people. | have come to understand thatisvdo
not have to fill the void, simply “being there” che
enough. | feel as though my personal mission is to
comfort others, hopefully extending a cup of colatev
in Jesus’ name.

New interests have gotten my attention that | never
imagined | would enjoyPainting, gardening, and
writing are all things that | seldom did beforeiriiag
(as in walls and house trim) for me was always a
disaster, so whenever painting had to be done, my
husband and daughter would take over, and | woeild b
the go-fer. The extent of my garden interests was
watching flowers grow into something beautiful. fas
digging into dirt, transplanting, hoeing, rakinggdaso
on, it was not for me. The last time | had written
anything was when | was in college and the onlgoea
| wrote was because it was an assignment. However,
since James’ death, the numbers of hours | havd spe



those hobbies are countless. | thoroughly enjoy the  before James’ death. Four years ago, | believétbwi
“color” of these activities and can’t wait for thext a doubt, that my life would be BLACK from that day
project awaiting my energy and attention. forward. | thank God that He promises “joy in the
In closing, | must add that the colors are differethan  morning.” It's not the joy | once had; it's noteth
they had been before, howeveEverything changes. | familiar colors | had enjoyed before, but there are
am definitely not the same person | was back befthre definitely moments of joy and colors that only Guath
this happened. There are things from the pastliyre create. Are there still black and

miss about me, just as there are things | misstdifeu

gray days? Yes, but they don’t last as long arg Htre  Thank you, God, for returning the joy of color back
not as intense as they use to be. | still cry easily, into my life. | pray they will continue to be more

but that’s only because Jamie was and continubs,to  vibrant each and every day

one of the “colors” | love.

The Sacred Ground

Going to the place we laid you

Memorlal Day to be close; to be near

finding here...some comfort
in the love we share

For each grave where a soldier lies at his rest. a name etched so boldly
. . on the
For each prayer that is said today out of love. cold. cold
For each sign of remembering someone who died. _ Stone
] ) A precious name to me
Let us also give thought to the mothers and fatheise brothers and sisters, so sacred so alone

running fingers tender over letters
acting out my love
gentle fingers
that once ran through your hair

the friends and lovers, whom death left behind.
Sascha, from "Wintersun”

) and across your cheek
In Loving Memory of placing hand so gently on the ground
Anthony Derek Clark as if to feel your presence all around
Apr.12, 1990 — Apr.11, 2007 So precious in this quiet place
of resting making me

aware of how you fill this space
I’'m moving flowers here and there
arranging as | did your hair
I'm making beauty of the place
as the beauty in your face

Anthony Derek Clark -- itis here in stillness

. and through my silent tears
He was a very persistent seeing now with new, wise eyes

and determined young You are not below the ground
man. If he put his mind to | carry you in my heart
something he could do it. Your spirit dwells with God

That goes for sports, We are not far apart

gaming, and school. He and yet so flaginr?omenmes seems
was a typical teenager, and Wg|k' away

with dreams for the future. He was able to staymg game on-line with ...this sacred place...this sacred ground
friends he had never met until 3a.m. and get Uffttaeights at 6 a.m.. He ...with silent sound

wanted to better himself with his sports but disréint to give up on his fun ~ Nas S"a?ge'y broughgs"g‘e flwe‘? releas
things. He loved the water and had learned holgdtch some air;” he was ?_23ér¥1veea§;rgntl':ngcgar
looking forward to doing more 360's in the air. ldeed to fly. We miss By Bev Swanson

him something fierce. Mom & Dad — Linda and Scott Clark, and Sisterswanda and Abby



In Loving Memory of a Dear Son by Yossi zur, Asaf's father

| am subscribed to the TCF newsletter and finehiamazing tribute to all the children who didn’t e grow
up and didn’t have a chance to experience thevi&entended for them. | am subscribed and read the
newsletter even though | am very far away, in lsrae

My son Asaf (nicknamed Blondi by all his friendswaw.Blondi.co.il) was murdered on Marct'52003 in a
suicide bombing terror attack in Israel. Asaf wasa city bus coming back from school to our horAsaf was
almost seventeen years old, an eleventh gradegimsehool.

We live in Haifa which is right on the Mediterrame@ea and have beautiful beaches. Asaf lovedhguaind it
was his favorite hobby in his last years. In otdecommemorate his love to the sea and to surfiegneated
his headstone as a surfing board coming out frenwidives of the sea, this way we want everybody to
remember him and this way he will be surfing till

eternity.

My small story to the newsletter about Asaf is frbis

ninth grade; he had a book report to fill. | use@¢hase

him and encourage him to finish reading the boak dm

the report, but he always had something betteotandl

promised to start the work “tomorrow”. Eventualbne

day | stayed home and told him that today he idingp

the book. | turned off all music, TV, computer and

everything else that would distract him. And | eveld

him he had to do it in our living room so he woln&

tempted in his room, and so | will be able to kaapeye

on him. Asaf opened the recliner and started regdi

started my work and was very pleased with the sddrhear. | was sure Asaf is reading the booksarah will
start his report. When | came into the living roeome 30 minutes later, | saw him sleeping likalayb |
couldn’t help myself and ran out, bursting in lateghto get my camera and take his picture.

Years later, minutes before his funeral, | looketis face for the last time
and this is how he looked, like a sleeping chitdirsiocent, so cute.

Remembrance
In the rising of the sun For we are weary
and in its going down — and in need of strength —
we remember them. we remember them.
In the blowing of the wind When we are lost
and in the chill of winter — and sick at heart — A
we remember them. we remember them. \v __/
In the opening of buds When we have joys we A‘ 2
and in the warmth of summer — Yyearn to share — =
Asaf “Blondi” Zur we remember them. we remember them. \'/
27 April, 1986 — 5 March, 2003 In the rustling of leaves So long as we live
Always Loved and Remembered and the beauty of autumn —  They too shall live

we remember them. For they are now part of us: —

| will heal them and lead them. In the beginning of the year As we remember them.
I will give full comfort and when it ends — -- from the Jewish service for the dead, called
to them and to those who mourn for them, we remember them. “Izkor,” which means “Remembrance”
I, the Creator, who gave them life. .
Peace, peace to the far and near, _ Treasure each other
says the Lord, and | will heal them in the recognition that we do not know

Isaiah 57:18-19 how long we shall have each other-* Joshua Loth Liebman



Remembering Our May

Memories of
special times
we have spent
together keep
us close forever.

Children

Grandparents are a Special Gift
Author unknown

Grandparents are a special gift...
God gives them to each child.

Their love outshines the brightest star...
Their love can never be defiled.

Oh, but when a child becomes an angel,
Grandparents feel the pain and sorrow.

Beyond any pain they've known in life,
Or will ever come to know tomorrow.
For a grandparent holds a special love
For the child their child has had.

And, to lose what they hold dear...

Remembering Our June Children Leaves them heartbroken and sad.

Their legacy is their grandchildren...
So how can they learn to survive?

Will the dreams of their tomorrows

Alive In Somehow be kept alive?
Yes, a grandparent is a survivor...

Our Hearts And life has taught them how to

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 td
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 tb
newsletter@tcfsiouxcity.org
or P.O. Box 132, Aurelia, IA

Email
Trudy K.

Forever

Slowly tapering off
until just the last lingering drops

The rain falls overhead gently land on the ground
softly pattering and then just a memory
soothir_lg lingering in the air
caressing The rain falls on my head

A melodious symphony of nature mingling on my face
beginning quietly with tears
gaining intensity easing my pain
until a steady, constant downpour my grief

A wondrous, private concert Water provides sustenance,

experienced only by open ears an essential ingredient for life,
Music from the heavens so precioust nourishes the earth

| listen, enraptured and my withered heart.
cherishing the experience Healing my loss
Washing away my sorrow
Restoring my soul -- Kirsti A. Dyer

leader@tcfsiouxcity.org

All items published in the TCF Sioux City Newslettare the personal reflections of the
writer. All content is subject to editing. TCF Sia City reserves the right to not publisk
any article due to content and space limitationshank vou for understandin...




Hereitis 4
Quintin Glenn-Thomas Streeter years since
5/28/1982- 4/27/200:« Quintin left
this world
and at times (especially this time of year) itashard
to believe he's gone. In June it will be 5 yeanses
we actually saw him. We all miss him so much but
we know he is in our hearts forever. Quintin hashs
a loving and giving heart, a handsome and smart
young man. At 5 years old, his son Caleb is
inheriting some of his traits which is really stgan
beings he just turned 1 two weeks before Quintin
died. This is one instance | am sure glad | told

Quintin that "When you grow up | hope you haveadmd he acts just like you!"

| call it the "rhet’s curse"

- and thanks, Quintin, for letting me put the curseyou! --- Love, Mom

Here are a couple poems that | think are fittingtfee time of year for our family.

Today is your angelversary

Many heartaches and tears have come and gone
Your not being here is ever so wrong

We think of you often

Living on your memory from day after day

In order to cope it seems the only way

Each moment in the time of our life

Brings us another moment to you

We keep going on; it's what we have to do

In sharing memories on your angelversary

We have hope knowing one day we'll be together
Living in heaven with you forever

-- Doyle Alldredge

“MY TRIBUTE”  will be your chance to tell us
about your child who has died. It can be a shortyst
an amusing anecdote, a list of treasured memanies
just a line or two if that’s all you wantWe will
include as many stories and pictures as room allow
in each newsletter. They will be printed in theerd
they are received. The success of this feature will
depend entirely upoiOU. We need your stories
and your memories to make it a succesbyou

would like a photo to go with the article, please
include. Send email toewsletter@tcfsiouxcity.ord
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. editionWe look
forward to reading and sharing about all of our
children. Please feel free to send something iamg. t
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 | want to know about your
beloved children. -Laurie, edito

[2)

One for Quintin's Heaven Day and one for his iRiey.

.............................................................................

Quintin Glenn-Thomas Streeter
5/28/1982 - 4/27/2004

: Happy Birthday Quintin

i It's your 26th birthday, another year gone by
¢ Itis sad to know you will not be here :

i It seems all | want is to cry.

: We shared 21 birthdays together

i Candles multiplying by the years

i We thought forever.

: While we celebrate your birth Quintin

i We cry at your passing :

i We cherish the memories about you Qumtln
i Your birthday will always be :

: Never to be forgotten

i Itis a promise from me.

¢ ljust like to say

i Though we be apart

¢ It’s still a special day

i Happy Birthday Quintin!

: -- By: Doyle Alldredge

s .
............................................................................

-- author, unknown



. MOTHERS'’ DAY,
‘BEFORE"AND “AFTER”

“Once a mother, always a mother; death. Unlike previous joyful dinners out with mguf
once afather, always a father.” children pampering their mom, we spent the day naki
: funeral arrangements and choosing a casket for afne
We are forever their parent them. In the early evening, | overheard it saiddmeone
While sorting through boxes and bags, it is notsurali for  else, “Happy Mother’'s Day.” | turned to my own meth
me to find something unexpected. It happened jhet tand apologized for having forgotten. | could noagme
other day. Shifting through a box, | came across ever celebrating another Mother’s Day again. | ane she
wrinkled, somewhat yellowed piece of lined schomper. | dads have these same feelings on Father's Day.&dst h
carefully unfolded it only to find a drawing of aick-Mom  goes out to them, because | think we forget they,tfust
and stick-daughter standing along side a mammoisy.da like us, grieve and hurt, too.
The mom and little girl were holding hands with bBugp-
sided grins on their faces. In her little girl jsarning-to-
print handwriting were the words, “Happy Mother'syD
Mommy. | love you, Kristina.”

For those mothers and fathers who have lost thely o
child, I have been saddened by stories told to ynthem
of attending church on Mother’'s Day Sunday and wihen
pastor asked the mothers in the church to please sthey
Even six years later, little were undecided on whether they should stand or Inot.
“gifts” such as these can bringhope that they will always remember, and the fattes
fresh tears. It is times like well, “Once a mother, always a mother; once father,
these that | am glad that | wasalways a father.” We are forever their parents.
an incredible pack rat,
especially when it came to
saving things that my children
have made. | can picture my
then-blond, petite little Nina
(her nickname), with the wispy hair, bent over kitehen
table, crayon in hand, creating that hand-made fiked
with love. Memories of breakfasts in bed, only éturn to
the kitchen after finishing the “gourmet” meal ssahwvith
tender care, to find it in such disarray that akdwours to
clean up! Even through the tears, these are theteste
memories.

If we are fortunate to have surviving children, ythere
often forgotten as well. In the early days, we leeo
obsessed with the one who is missing. My own céaiidr
showed quiet patience with this. | often wondethéy
thought “What about us? We're still here!” Now with
almost seven Mother’'s Days behind me, | try to atcate
what | do have. This does not happen overnightuhél
that in celebrating my surviving children, | couddill
honor Nina’'s memory and find ways to include hewad.

| have developed a ritual where | get up early bat t
morning and bring flowers out to the cemetery. ihfpra
flower and a note to some of the mothers that WhWkmgo
As | type this, | look at another gift from a MotleDay have buried children there to tell them | am thirgkiof
past; a little statue of a harried mom, surrourigechop, them and their child. There is something very meglivthen
broom and bucket, that says, “World's Greatest Mom,  reaching out to others. | then sit by my daughgnesesite
chosen for me at a neighborhood garage sale. | aamees on the spring-green grass listening to the swekto€aa

it accidentally shortly after Nina’s death, unearghit from robin. | bring her a flower and write in her jourrtalling

its hiding place. | wondered to myself, why hadtked it  her how thankful | am to be her mother, how mudbve
away. Did Nina know that | did and did she thin&tthoy and miss her. That is our private time togethes; rést of
doing so, | hadn’t appreciated her gift? Did | etreank her the day is spent honoring my other children.

for it along with the other garage sale items tnet
proudly brought home to me, or did it show on mgefa
that | really didn’t need anymore “junk” around theuse?
Sometimes resurrecting these treasures can bring
unpleasant feelings of guilt as we wonder if ouldrhn
knew how much their little gestures of love meanis.
When our child dies, it becomes easy to secondsgues
ourselves, trapped in our fixations and exaggematas the
negative things that may have occurred during bild's
life.

Mother's Day and Father's Day are holidays esphcial
created for us. Try to get through them the best ylou
can, in whatever way feels right for you. Truly,yogou
know what that is. Whether it is alone those fiest years
or with people that you love and who understand, do
something that you find comforting. It is your dégr you
were the giver of a precious life - you held a miieain
your arms. Even as powerfully destructive as deatéven
that cannot take those memories away from youy #re
your child’s gift to you.

The first Mother's Days after Nina died was a grief\\/jth gentle thoughts and peace on your
numbing blur, as it occurred only three days follayvher special day. Cathy L. Seehuetter, TCF/St. Paul, MN



Class of 2006

A small town in lowa
Their graduation is at hand,
But for this small class,
Instead of joy, heartache is the plan.
They lost one of their own
in April of last year,
An accident scarred their prom,
A loss of one so dear.
It's March now, a short year of healing,
But for this small class,
another loss this season.
He sat in class on Friday,
an empty chair by Monday,
A short illness, the only reason.
I've known this class a long time.
They have been my kid's friends.
I've watched them grow for many years,
Ball games and concerts,
too many to mention.
| did not want to intrude,
Not wanting to cramp their style,
So, "Good game, Jake"
"Nice concert, KayAnn"
Was about all I'd have to say.
A great joy amongst this sorrow
To this class of Aurelia High
For they really knew these souls
As only classmates can.
You see, the real loss is mine.
I've let too many chances slip by
To really get to know them.
| was watching from the sidelines.
Now God has these two saints,
They stand by His side.
I'm left down here, but not alone.
For He's given me more saints to know.
By Blaine Perry

In loving memonpf
JakeDreier &

class of 2006Aurelia

Spring comes and with it the uneasy awarenesdfafuli days ahead. For those who are still gdimgpugh all the "firsts"
without their child, and those who will continuedibuggle on these occasions, we want to assuretyau parents have coped
and managed. Mother's Day...Father's Day...prgraduation...weddings...vacations...these are algacnily times which
often catch us unaware and bring unexpected tedrpanful memories of young lives cut short. Yaan make these special
days easier with some planning and with encouragefrem those who have already been there. PlaacahDon't attend
functions just out of “obligation.” Only do whatdls manageable at the time.

Which ever days lie ahead for your family, try t@dis on doing something meaningful and tangiblemembrance of your
child. Share thoughts and suggestions about tesilfilities: planting a tree, starting a gardesnating a book to the library,

lighting a candle, putting flowers on the altartaking a long talked-of vacation. Remember, tea moments of sadness are
expressions of love

Mothers Day by Peggy Pohlen
Mothers Day ushers in and | in relief,
that | am not still over come with the heavinesgrdf.

_ My family has remembered my special day with care,
“We shall find peace. We shall hear angels, Helping me not to sink into despair.

we shall see the sky sparkling with | am grateful for their remembrance,
diamonds." And their special love and helping me
-Chekov Through this potentially rough day with One Big Hug

They that sow in tears, shall reap in joy
Psalm 126:



When You Feel You Can’'t Go On

I'm sorry that you're hurting so desperately righdv. | know how painful
the seconds, and minutes, and days can be, howtHengghts are.
| understand how very hard hanging on is, and hawmtourage it takes.

| ask though that you hold onto one day at a time

Just one day, and slowly this despair will pas® TEelings you fear you're trapped in will serveitipurpose, and then
fade away. Difficult to imagine isn't it? AlImost jpossible to believe when every cell in your bodseiéms cries out in
agony, desperately in need of comfort. When itsféike the only thing in the whole world that cani¢h your pain and
banish it is beyond your grasp. And after all tiise, the assurance that you will heal has becamengty, broken
promise.

Just let one tiny cell in your body continue toiéet in the promise of healing. Just one. You caresder every other
cell to your despair. Just that one little celfaith that you can heal and be whole again is ehdadkeep you going, is
enough to lead you through the darkness. Althougan't banish your suffering, it can sustain yatildhe time comes
for you to let your pain go. And the letting go aarly occur in its own time, as much as we woutd ko push the pain
away forever

The Wedding By Peggy Pohlen Hold on. Hold on to appreciate the beauty of the earth, to
One of your cousins got married today feel the songs of the birds in your heart, to leard to teach,
| sensed your presence in the church this day. (i to laugh a genuine laugh, to dance on the beacksto
I was unable to see you or touch your face, #2 & peacefully, to experience contentment, to wanetod other

But with my heart, | gave you a loving embra place but in the here and now, to trust in yoursaitl to trust
| told you | loved you and missed you so, your life.

And that | was sad it had been your time to go.
When the wedding was over and dance had begun,
Oh, how | missed you my dear son.

| remembered you dancing to that sweet little song,
While everyone watched as you twirled around.

Hold onbecause it's worth the terrible waiting. Hold on
because you are worthy. Hold on because the wigdatwill
follow you out of this darkness will be a tremendayft. Hold

You didn’t seem to notice you didn't care, on because you have so much love and joy waitifgto
That all eyes had been on you as you danced alartbere. experienced. Hold on because life is precious, gvengh it
Your younger brother now asks me to dance, can bring terrible losses. Hold on because these isauch that
And | remember you fondly as we do a little prance. you can't now imagine waiting ahead on your journay

I twirl him around as | once did to you, destiny that only you can fulfill. Hold on althougbu're

And watched his eyes glisten as yours use to do. exhausted and your grasp is shaky, and you warg than

My heart fills with sadness my eyes fill with tears anything to let go sometimes, hold on even though.

As | recall you in those sweet little years

Please hold on.

So much in life can be difficult, even impossildeunderstand. | know, | know... So many of us hanied in despair,
"why?" "why?" "why?," and still the answers and tdwenfort failed to show. Survival can be a long éekly road, in
spite of all those who've stumbled down the pafbreeyou. And it can be a treacherous, torturousrjey - so easy to
get lost, and yet impossible to avoid even onefphstep.

And the light, the light at the end of the darkrtahfor so long cannot be seen, although eventyallpl begin to feel its'
warmth as you move forward. And forward you musvenm order to get through the hell of rememberofgjespair, of
rage, of grief. Keep looking forward please. Régbu must, doubt your ability to survive the joaynif you have to, but
never let go of the guide ropes, although whenafose your fingers around them, your hands feeltgntipey are there.
Please trust me, they are there...

When you're exhausted, when all you have to coniis @ weakened, weary faith, hold on. When yonktlyiou want to
die, hold on until you recognize that it's not tegdu seek, but for the pain to go away. Hold @tduse this darkness
will surely fade away.Hold on...Please hold o

Written by: Tammie Byram Fowles, author_of Birth®aaThe Journey to Wholeness

http://sageplace.conmused here with author’s permission Compassionate Friends
when you feel the need.

Reach out to one of your




Helping a Father Through Father's Day

Clara Hinton
Jun. 08, 2003

Father's Day has

become a

traditional holiday

celebrated by
many with gifts, cards, family gatherings, and pgdheven
a special dinner out just for daddy. Stores bediregising
for Father's Day weeks in advance of the actuatgl
The scenes in advertisements and cards alwayst@epic
loving father with a child snuggled close to tha¢cal
man called daddy

Many fathers, however, have experienced the dei@sta
of losing a child, and there seems to be an almmst
existent recognition of the fact that fathers sufifem
feelings of lost dreams, loneliness, failure, arsslof
identity when a child has died. Very rarely are ocwants
of support made to the father in a family when iéddmas
died. For some reason, our society seems to be imore
tune to the feelings of the pain a mother expesgsritiring
child loss. Fathers are somehow expected to begsro
emotionally, and they are expected to heal muchexoo

What can be done to show support on Father’s Day to
father who has experienced the deep pain of lasiciyld?
Probably the most appreciated gesture of suppantdize
to acknowledge the fact that the father is stitither even
though his child is no longer living on this earftefer to
him as a father, and express your genuine sorrowiso
loss. Fathers who have lost a child as early asamiage
should certainly be included among the group af\gnig
fathers. Often, fathers of miscarried babies axengiven
any recognition of being a father.

Finding a Father’s Day card specifically for fatharho
have lost a child can be next to impossible. If gaanot
find a card with an appropriate verse, choose rakixtard
and write your own message from the heart

Mothers Day without You

Even in the fleeting time that the two of
us were three, you taught us of the purest
form of love, that there can be - of a mother
for her baby, for the new life that she bore,
for the miracle love created.

How could anyone ask for more? Short-
lived was my chance at motherhood,
because you could not stay. . . . | would give
almost anything to see you smile today.

-Sharon S. O'Keefe

“Sharing in your sorrow this Father’s Day” or
“Blessings to you this Father’'s Day as God watches
over your heavenly angel” will show a tremendous
amount of compassion and support to a father who
is grieving the loss of a child on Father’s Day.

Recognize the fact that fathers go through
emotional upheavals during the grief of child loss.
Fathers grieve differently than mothers, so they
might not want a lot of

special treatment on Father’'s Day. Men are
generally less apt to talk about their feelingb it
and loss than women, but those feelings are still
there and need to be recognized. Father's Day
without a child can be just as emotionally
heartbreaking for a father as Mother’s Day is for a
mother without her child. We need to be sensitive
to the needs of fathers, too!

Special holidays stir up many different emotions
for fathers, and Father's Day is a particularly
difficult holiday to go through following the loss

a child. With help and support from family and
friends, a father can move forward in his grief. By
letting a father know that he has not been forgotte
on Father’s Day, you will validate his identity as
father, and you will allow him the special privikeg
of once again being called that most cherished
name of all—daddy.

Finally, find some way to validate the fact that a
father is still a father even though his child ¢t n
living. Fathers are by nature “fixers” and the lo$s
a child is one loss that cannot be fixed. This fact
often very hard for a man to accept. By giving a
card and a personal word on Father’'s Day, you will
help validate to the father that he is still hombre
among that special group of men called fathers on
Father’'s Day. Validation of fatherhood on Father’s
Day is one more step forward in this process we
call grief. http://www.silentgrief.com

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 litdges,
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 yoside.
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 star




February & March Meetings
By Trudy Klaver

TheFebruary meeting was well

attended. We had a special speaker,
teacher and author, Vernice Ankerstjerne,
who shared with us some of the things
she has learned in her grief journey. She
gave us ideas as to things that we can do
to visually remember our child’s life such
as engrave a remembrance bench, plant a
tree, write, etc.

After listening to Vernice, she graciously
signed her book and gave it to anyone
who wished to have one, with the request
to later pass it on to someone else who
may need it. She kindly spent time;
listening to us share with her about our
children who have died. After this, our
group sharing was a time of hearts
opening to bear one another up on this
journey of grief.

Our March meeting was attended by
about 20 bereaved parents, but number.
didn’t seem to make a difference at all.
We spoke to one another’s hearts, not
only about our utter grief, but also about
the expectation of the joy that will come
but in its own time. It was a very good
meeting. We also shared and talked
about how the vast amount of emotions
reflect how we feel about life.
Immediately after the death of our child,
many of us alluded to everything seeming
very black, empty, alone. As the monthg
and years progress, although the full-
vivid colors rarely come back as they
once were, we are able and do experiernce
some smiles, laughs, and even joys again.
However, the feeling about how life after
our child’s death has changed us, was
universal. Whether it was one month
ago, or 20 years ago, we have been
forever changed and know we will neve
be who we once were.

(%2}

There is a way for your child(ren) who have
died to be remembered and represented at th
conference. In keeping with Nashville’s music
industry theme, all the remembered children

April, May and June Agendas

By Trudy Klaver

, we plan on discussing
Understanding Your Grieby Alan Wolfelt,
“Touchstone 5...Recognize You Are Not
Crazy.” For Show and Share Time, please
bring a linking object that connects you to
your child.

On May 28, we plan on watchintjrear
Soup”together, the video based on that
book. We will also mix up a “pot” of our
favorite memories. Please plan to attend
these meetings, for it is in sharing that we
begin to heal our grief.

On June 25 we plan on discussing the
next chapter in Dr. Wolfelt's book,
Understanding Your GriefTouchstone
6...Understand the Six Needs of
Mourning.” For our sharing time, please
bring a family picture.

MRl T olan

By Trudy Klaver

Our local TCF library is missing up to 25 book®leasecheck
your houseand return what you have borrowed/e all
understand how we can misplace and forget thingsour
grief-scrambled lives.Our library is a source of comfort,
encouragement, and aids in healing those who avky ereaved
as well as those of us who are further along ingoigf journey.
Please return these books as soon as possibldaentorcontinue to
minister to the needs of our fellow bereaved patehtank you so
much for your cooperation in this matter!

Amanda The Panda

For grieving families, there is a wonderful grolgcéted in Des
Moines) that wants to help. Check on-liwevw.AmandaThePanda.org
or call 515-223-4847 for more informatidhcould change your life!

The Compassionate Friends Annual

National Conference The 3f'National
TCF Conference is held this year framly 18-20

in Nashville, Tenn Please check out the national
web-site atvww.compassionatefriends.org

eynote Speakers, Workshops, Sharing Sessions yAiets
Bring a Healing Experience to Nashville, Tennessee

will have their names and pictures displayed on http://www.compassionatefriends.org/2008_Nationani€rence/2008_Conference_Intro.htm

a “record.”

Click on theSponsor a Recorlihk for theorder form and follow the easy instructioMghether or not you are able to attend
the conference, a child, sibling, grandchild, orved one can still be remembere®rders must be received by July 1, 2008.



We need not walk alone. We are

Many thanks to Mary L.and other The Compassionate Friends.we
volunteers who help prepare the . .
welcome folders that are given to all ngw _hOpe to see yo'~_J soon. In walking the grief
comers to our Compassionate Friends journey along side others, we help
meetings. These contain contact ourselves, too.

information, a wrist band, and other

information.

— Luciano de Crescenzo

WE NEED HELP TO SURVIVE!
By Trudy Klaver

Two more facilitators to take turns leading
Our local TCF is in dire need of others meetings
to step up to the plate if our group is - Secretary and an alternate to take minutes of the
going to survive. The need for our loc: meetings and submit to the newsletter editor
group is very obvious. It has, and Set-up before the meetings

continues to draw many, many . . . .
bereaved parents, whether it is for those whodd died Special Guest Coordinator to help find occasional
guest speakers

1 month ago, or 1-2-5 years ago, or even 20 yeprs We

need you to help! We are not asking the newly dere Special Events Committee to help plan and set uf
to take on one of these roles. It is too earlyyfmn to be in First Time Responder to contact those who come
some type of leadership role. However, if those ate a to a meeting for the first time, or to contact ngwl
little further into their grief journey could takae small bereaved parents

role, the majority of the work will not need to dene by Many hands make Iig ht work!IPlease contact

1-3 people. Please take a look at the followinghopgs . . > help i
that need to be filled and let us know if you caiphn ITerztinekr%Lc':fsmuxmtv.org you can help in any way.

some way. Thank you.

“HOPE FOR THE DAY" by Clara Hinton  April 7, 2008

Robert Frost said it best when he penned, "Thexsswarm but the wind was chill.” You know howstwith an April day when the
sun is out and the wind is still. Then, you're amenth on into the middle of May. But, if you saoh as dare to speak, a cloud
comes over the sunlit arch, a wind comes off agfngzeak, and you're two months back in the midtidarch.”

So it is with grieving. One moment we are feelgupd, being warmed by the sunshine of life. Weaateve and happy and humming
a happy melody that's coming from our heart. Theéthout warning, the storm clouds roll in and sedly we find ourselves in the
middle of bad weather. We are seeking shelter ttmrstorm, and we feel cold, afraid, and so alone.

These sudden steps back into grief will not alwagso intense, and the spells of grief will grovitfar and farther apart. We won't
linger as long on our grief, and we'll feel morecontrol of what is happening. We will probablyeebe totally free of the bad
weather storm clouds of grief, but neither wouldwamnt to be because those periods of longing alyhose times that keep us
connected with the one we love.

As for those times when we leap into happy momemntsfnember the joy | felt watching the vibrantars of the rainbow
following my storm!

"Hope is what we count on when the storm clouds leov
nearby. Hope gives us the strength to hold or{'C. Hinton

"And now, Lord, for what do | wait? My hope is ifthee."

--Psalm 39:7
Visit http://www.silentgrief.confor articles, resources, message boards,
and additional support for healing through losd¢soAvisit
www.clarahinton.confor information about grief relief, resiliency

Thank you taMercy Medical Center Volunteersfor attaching labels and taping our
newsletters. Thank You tdercy Medical Center for printing our newsletters and providing
us a meeting plac




Grieving In Pairs Some Waysto Help a Grieving Spouse

How many times have people . Assign top priority to your marriage

said, “Well thank God you have relationship.

each other.” How many times . Cultivate transparency, openness, and honesty.
have you felt “each other” to be . Accept the pain that you feel. Be willing to
entirely inadequate at meeting share it and to listen to your spouse’s

your needs? _ expression of the pain he or she is feeling.
Alarming statistics are available Be patient with your spouse and with yourself.
telling us of the roc'ky roa_lds Recognize that your spouse is probably not at
parepts encounter in their the same place in the grief process as you, and
marriage after the death of a that is okay.

child. We sometimes see in

ourselves a touchiness or

quickness to become irritated
that wasn't there before. It always seems thatmag”
day is my wife’s “Good” day, or the day she wakes u
crying was the day | had planned on playing tennis.

Don’t expect your spouse to be your only
source of healing.

Keep working at communicationGive special
attention to your affection for each other. Learn
and practice gestures of love. Remember to
stay in touch physically; the importance of

Or sometimes, even more difficult, we both havad tay human touching and hugging is hard to

and find no help from the other in pulling thingsck overestimate.

together. How can one person hold up another laken - Allow or create space in your relationship.
himself is down in the mud? Everyone is entitled to a degree of privacy with

their feelings, including their grief.

Allow yourselves to enjoy life and each other.
Be willing to laugh together, as well as to cry
together. Work at finding some fun things to
do together.

Each person grieves differently. This is a rule theven
applies within a family. And the needs of everdividual
are different. While you may need to talk and talkour
spouse may need some time alone to reflect inwardly

You both have been through the worst experieng@of - Help each other to remember that life is more
life. And while at times you can face recoveryagsam, than this child who has died. As important as
sometimes you must develop the patience to betablait this child is to you, and as much as you feel
out certain needs alone or with someone else. iZeghiat pain over his or her death, your marriage

no matter how it is shown, your partner hurts too. relationship involves far more than this child.
Jerry Hunt / TCF - White River Junction, Vermont Howard Cupp, Norman, OK
Mothers Day Vera / TCF - St. Louis, MO

Even in my sorrow, | feel special. For | know thee meaning of the word-Mother. | have
reached the ultimate -from the joy of birth to swerow of death. | belong to a special group
who truly know the meaning of the word-Mothét/ould | have not accepted the gift, if | had
known the terrible loss | would feel by having @aken away from me? | would still hold out
my hands and accept such a precious gift, sincéotee and to cherish, even for a short while,
is worth every tear.This year on Mother's Day, I'll shed my tears, Ibtithem be as soft as
summer's rain. A rain that nourishes the eardrstthat heal and cleanse my heart.

I'm reminded of grief as | walk in the spring. _
The long tall grass, dead from the past: Thoughts on Spring (/
N

)

Oh, Little Butterfly,
Messenger of God,
When | see you in the sky
| cannot help but nod.
You bring me respite

being replaced slowly, by fresh tender green grass — by Peggy Pohlen
slowly creeping taller,

choking out the dead grass, This is how grief it seems to me,

J Messenger of God
making it look smaller consumes my being like the tall dead grass. \S )
The winds and the rain then slowly in time small amounts of healing occurs

make the dead grass fall, My tall dead grief begins to fall down to cover gr@und. From grief and despair
matting it gradually First becoming matting for the ground, Every time | see you

to the lifeless ground. then the fresh healing of green begins to surround. Sailing through the air.
The dead grass is matted The new life creeps taller and taller choking oytgprief, You renew my faith

and mulch it provides, till only periodically it can be seen. \

as an excellent base But grief has provided mulch for new life to thrive In all God's wondrous plan,

And | know it's all in FAITH,
Not in what | understand.
Kathryn Poland (4-12-01)

for the new grass to thrive Providing fertilizer so life can be stronger thafdre,
the loss of my son and when grief came to my door.



