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The Sioux City Chapter of EhCompassionate Friends
We need nOt Walk alone meets thdourth Wednesday Jan-Oct.,

in Nov., thethird Wednesday& in Dec.,the 1% Sunday
Novemben December, 2007 atMercy Medical Center in theLeiter room on

1% floor off the parking ramp on"sstreet af7:00 p.m.
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e Hope and ideas to cope Hope to see you there.
with the holiday season Grief shared is grief divided
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The Compassionate Friends (TCF) is a natior

non-profit, selthelp support organization Thank you to Mercy Medical Center Volunteers
offering friendship, understanding, and hdpe

families grieving the death of a child of any ac for attaching labels and taping our newsletters.
from any cause. There is no religious i Thank Yolu 0 Wy Med_lc_al Center for prlntllng
affiliation. No individual membership fees or our newsletters and providing us a meeting place
dues are charged, and all bereaved family

members are welcome. Join with us as we honor the memories of our childfehé Compassionate Friends

Worldwide Candle Lighting is held every year on the second Sunday in Decembe
7 p.m. for one hour, local time, around tflebei a 24 hour wave of light in memory

of all children who have died.
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% NEN This year our local TCF will join those around the world at that date andFilease
join us at 6:30 P.M., Dec. 9 at Mercy Medical in the Leiter Room for our own
Q Q Candle LightingCeremony.
o . A@, ---that their
Jake, We will love you and See inside for details about: &™) ok may
remember you forever. e International / Local Candle Lighting Ceremony \ ! ey = ’

. . . & B iwane chiho
Mom Sioux City TCF Angel Tree at Dec. meeting w e Algysshthe:

[ ]
e Sioux City TCF silent auction at Dec. meeting ‘e« cande forall ehildhen o have die
e Other December meeting information Sunday, December 9, 2007

/ PM Around the Globe



mailto:newsletter@tcfsiouxcity.org

Remembering Brian by Christy Glissman

This picture was taken by Laurie Pitts at the Sept 26th Compassionate Friend
meeting. Brian would have been 22 on Septembeg2@07. My sisters

~ Kathy Snyder and Sheryl Ehrmaiways send me yellow roses with lado

bow on his birthday. There is always the number of roses that he would be
that year. These rosesre in our church fo4 Sundag before | took them

home to enjoy them. After enjoying them for a few days | brought them out to
the cemetery.

Christy Glissman shared flowers in memory
of her sonBrian, with us at our Sépmeeting

One of my biggest fears has éethat when | am gone Brian
will be forgotten, so every year when these beautiful roses &
delivered to my door | smile because | know there is someol
out there besides me thinking about him, too. | have been s
fortunate to not only have found the Cgmassionate Friends,
but also to have such caring support from my family

and friends.

When the case went to court | asked my familwtite Victim
Impact Statementshey all did. Brian's oldest sistérisa, talked
about many memories, how her brother was such a great listener, and how he could always get a smile out c
her, which was no easy feathe talked about the future without hitlne children she would someday have that
would not know their uncle. (This has turned out not to be true, she now has two children and they know who
Uncle Brian is because we talk about him ahdre memories oftenhlis younger sister Emily wrote about

how he would try to keep her away frdrad stuff andhow he was her all day protecia school.

Brian's grandparestrecalled many precious memories of days

fishing and spring mushoon hunting outings. His uncle talked about the
tremendous hurtth& r i aeath saused all of us. His astihought

he was a good role model for their children and always enjoyed having
him around. His friendand now my

. sonin-law, thought of him as arother.
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Sometimes people think that holidays are really hard, and that first year ea¢
one is, but I can't really say that they are any worse for me than any other d
because | think about him every dagmetimes with tears, batostly with a
smile. My family and | are able to talk about haimd share memories easily.
Many times | have wondered how | have survived this long without him. |
always come to the same conclusitrst, of faith. | know where he isf |
didn't have tht, | never could have survived. And secondhe support |
received and continue to receive from family and friends.



The Fog by Peggy Pohlen

The morning arrives foggy obscuring my view.
The fog is so dense it closes tightly in.

It strangles life from me in all my grief.

Blocking outthe light and everything that's around,
Isolating me into my own little mound.

Obscuring my view of the wonders that abound.
The sun tries to lighten a small patch in the sky,
By adding its brightnessbut I still can't see by.

The sun's unrelenting amdntinues to shine.

Even though it's obscured by the thick fog in the sky.
The sun's rays continue to shine courageously on,
Finding a path through blinding fog.

Shedding a few rays of light and slowly enlarging my wol
Working so hard to expand my sriitle world.

To brighten my days and illuminate my nights.

Till once again | am able to assimilate the light.
To abound in the light so playful and new.

To melt the icy grief that has a hold on my heart.
Because of your death, | could not take part,

In this life that is so playful, hapmnd new.

Because | couldn't see through the fog of my grief.
To find my way tlough to peace and relief.

Michael Pohlen
12/4/96i 5/27/03
Forever in ourhearts

Happy Birthday, Michael by Peggy Pohlen

Today is the day | celebrate you entering my life,

with the first breath you took you took my breath away!

You were such a beautiful bundle of joy,

You stole all our hearts away!

You had such a love for living and for everyone you knew,

the depth of your love would brighten my life,

and make me be thankful for you!

The kindness and love you showenhe,

shown from the depths of your soul,

and would manifest itself by your dazzling brown eyes,

deep from the depths of your soul!

| am so happy you became such antegral part of my life,

but | was so sad when it came time for our physical relationship to part.
| was so blessed that | had you physically with me for six and a half short years
For now we must continue to develop a spiritual relationship,

not with the same sense of touch we use to know.

| must listen to the silence and let you speak to my heart.

I must feel a gentle embrace when sadness is all | can face.

| now can talk to you in my heart and ask you to help me to be brave.
And thank you for the butterflies, birds and animals,

you send to say hello, to help ease my Idimeess and sadness.

Until I am no longer in the physical realm,

and | am with you in the spiritual realm, in heaven,

know that I will love you always, Mom




A Blazing Autumn Blessing

Dear James,

_ As | was driving by church the other daystinctively | looked at the "Jamie Tree,"

{§ otherwise known as the Blazing Autumn Maple that was planted on the one year
anniversary of your "homgoing." It is not unusual for me to direct my gaze at

"your" tree as | go down 4th Avenue on my way home..However, on this

particular October day, "your" tree beautified the church lawn in all of its potential
splendor. . .all of its autumn glory. . .all of its most spectacular fall colors that it could
possibly display. Only one thought kept echoimgny mind. It was you saying to

me, "Hey, Mom. Stop and look at this beauty." . . .

Jami eds tree (part of a reflection by Trudy Klaver)

Thanksgiving Through Tears By Trudy Kiaver

Té MyTearshave now become a paf who | am. | have learned that they are a symbol of the deep love |
have for my son. | do not need to be embarrassed of them.

Hé MyHeart will always hurt, but I am thankful that it is open to loving again.
Aé AndreJ amené Our new | ightrefteghinggsmites athdslaughtembintocour lives once again.
Né Dev el opi"Nogmal ismaking so long, and yet, in a way, it has a sense of freedom to it.

Kél am t hankf ul Kenh, hna myseif havensursiiedhtogdther through the deepyvaflsorrow
after the death of our son.

S What a humbl i ng ekapngwiih etimecnewlyi bereated paremtseaeTine Compassionate
Friends.

Gé God's Gracehas kept me alive for the sake of my family.
|é T hletensity of our grieving no longer consumes every waking hour.
Vé | Value the moments spent loving and laughing and giving to others.

| é I have gained so margsights from the many authors who have shared their grief experiences with me.
They hae become my dear friends, and | give thanks for their messages of hope when my world had
fallen apart.

Né A |l | Nawrk gets my undivided attention. | find peace and refreshment enjoying the grass so green, the
vibrant colors of our roses, the waromson my back, the beautiful blue skies, and the uniquely shaped
clouds. ltdraws me into a state of awe.

Gé Gardening has become a newly discovered hobby since Jamie's death. | truly feel as though some of my
most "worshipful* moments are spent in theet of our flower gardens.

Hél reali ze t haHeavénand the atheromearthfl anoso thankful that | know and believe
that one day | will see Jamie again. | look forward to Heaven with much anticipation.

Oé Our family means more to méan life, or anything life has to offer. | am thankful that although Jamie is
physically absent, | am blessed with my loving husb&rather children, a son in law, and a little
grandson.

Lé G o Hovesme. Even though | felt abandoned for so long, Ithamkful that when | wanted to give up, He
did not give up on me.

lé Al t hough t IBotatiomweretintpartandfbr my grief journey, | am thankful that there is joy in
being with people once again.

Dél praise God t IDia tButllam also thankftl tha fam ad lahget afraid to live.

Aé T h anniversary dates of our son, although painful, have also been days that we bathe our minds and
hearts in remembering the good years of our son's life.

Y é Yah-weh: "God with us."



FOR THAT | AM THANKFUL  Dparcie D. Sims

It doesn't seem to get any better, but it doesn't get any worse either.
For that, | am thankful.
There are no more pictures to be taken, but there are memories to be cheris
For that | am thankful.
There is a Missing chair atéhable, but the circle of family gathers close.
For that | am thankful.
The turkey is smaller, but there is still stuffing.
For that, | am thankful.
The days are shorter, but the nights are softer.
For that, | am thankful.
The pain is still there, but iasts only moments.
For that, | am thankful.
The calendar still turns, the holidays still appear and they still cost too much.

And | am still here.
For that, | am thankful.
The room is still empty, the soul still aches, but the heart remembers.
For that, lam thankful.

The guest still come, the dishes pile, up, but the dishwasher works.

For that, | am thankful.
The name is still missing, the words still unspoken, but the silence is shared

For that, | am thankful.
The snow still falls, the sled still waitsd the spirit still wants to.
For that, | am thankful.
The stillness remains, but the sadness is smaller.
For that, | am thankful.

The moment is gone, but the lovddgever.
For that, | am blessed.
For that, | am grateful. . .
Love was once (and stif) a part of my being . . .
For that, | am living.

May your holidays be filled with reasons to be thankful.
Having loved, and having been loved,
is perhaps the most wondrous reason of all

November Meeting

On November 14, we will be meeting at the ChriStyiith Resarce Center. The address is 1819
Morningside AvenuePlease use the REAR door. Brenda Zahnley, Bereavement Counselor at Ch
Smith, will be our guest speaker. The title of her prograr WANT TO RUN AWAY AND MAKE
THE HOLIDAYS DISAPPER HOW DO | COFE?0 Following Brenda's program we will take a lung
break and then discuss how we plan to cope with the holiBésase bring an ornament that has spec
meaning to you in regards to your deceased child.




