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March of the Seasons
On March 20 winter is over and spring is here. Nature continues its never-ending cycle: Death and Rebirth, Growth and Harvest. For many, there is reassurance in this never failing, familiar march of the seasons.
But we know, we especially know, that the cycle of the seasons will never be the same for some of us. In nature there is balance. The death and dormancy of winter are always replaced by the rebirth & awakening of spring. What is lost one year is replaced the next.…But for some of us, what we have lost can never be replaced. No gain can ever compensate us for the loss of a child.
I know, I know. Every other article or book or poem will cheerfully announce a new day, a visit from beyond, a rejoicing in heaven, “spiritual gifts,” and so forth. I know of no “spiritual gift” worth my son’s death.
When my son died, a very good and dear friend who had a tragedy of his own, said to me, “This will make you a more compassionate person.”
“I would rather be the meanest man on Earth and have my son back,” I snapped. But I was not given that choice.
When I was a small child, my parents would say to me, perhaps in order to profess their love and make me feel secure, “Steve, we would gladly give our lives for you.” This did not make me happy. In fact, it made me feel extremely fearful, anxious and guilty. I could not say the same thing! What a selfish and bad little boy I must be! I could not, for the life of me, imagine myself dying for any reason, not even to save my parents’ lives! I never breathed a word of this to anyone. It was my dirty little secret. I buried the thought deep, “I am an unworthy son.”
My son was depressed before he committed suicide.…He had to be depressed. He was tall, talented, handsome, and smart. He had everything to live for, but he must have thought otherwise. He must have thought we, his parents, would be better off without him. If he knew how much pain he has caused his parents and his sister, I know he would not have killed himself.
In the aftermath of David’s death, I realized many things. I realized that without being fully aware, I was bargaining with God, “Take me. Take my life and restore David to life & health.”  I did not verbalize it, but I was contemplating my own death and actually felt I could make a “deal.”
Then I had another realization. This was the other side of my parent’s statement. I, the parent, was willing to die for my child. It is normal for a parent to feel this way about a child. It is not normal for a child to feel this way about his parents—a revelation that lets me off the hook. After fifty years, a “spiritual gift.”
My daughter says she owes her (spiritual) life to her brother David. He taught her “life is precious.” She propelled herself through school, overcoming great odds, “for him.” More spiritual gifts.
I would like to say it was all worth it, but I can’t. I have been in TCF for more than five years, and I have never met a parent who would not trade all of the “gifts” back for even one day of their child’s life. I have not met anyone who would not trade his or her own life for the return of their child’s life. Many of us have tried (consciously or unconsciously) that same bargain with God.  But we don’t have that choice. We can’t make that bargain.
So, what do we do now? We don’t throw away the gifts out of spite. I am thankful my daughter has found herself. I am thankful if I am able to help another person. Choosing to throw away the gifts will not bring our children back. Choosing to help others in David’s name brings some dignity and meaning to his death. Throwing away the gifts would make his death meaningless. No parent wants his child to die in vain. Maybe I can give his death meaning… by accepting the spiritual gifts.
--Steve Leibowitz, TCF 
 of Northern Virginia
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Putting the Winter Behind Us
Underneath the hard crust, the energy and warmth of our earth is guarding and providing life to all that grows. We may personally know the coldness and hardness of a grief so fresh that we feel numb—a grief so hurtful that our body feels physically hard, our throats tight from tears shed or unshed, our chests banded tightly by our mourning heart.
If we are not now experiencing this, our memories easily recollect those early days. Yet as we live these days, like the earth from which we receive our sustenance, we too find places of warmth, change, love and growth deep within. Let our hearts & minds dwell in these places and be…renewed by them. Let us have the courage to share them with our loved ones, to talk about even that first dim shape of new hope, new acceptance, new understanding, or new love.
These are the new roots, born of our love for our child, that are forming and stirring within, gathering strength so that our lives, at the right time, can blossom once again and be fruitful in a new and deep way.
--Marie Andres, TCF South Maryland
[bookmark: _Hlk508736346] 	First Anniversary
A year has come and gone since I held you in my arms, the day you died. It seems like a blink of an eye on the one hand and an eternity on the other. Many people thought of you on this day. Some were able to share their sadness with me and we shed tears together. Others didn’t want to upset me, so they didn’t mention your name. How can anyone believe that I don’t think about you unless they say your name? I guess that people don’t really understand the constant emptiness I feel without you, or the good feeling I get when someone lets me know that they remember you.
I wish I could say to friends & family:
When you see me crying at the mention of Ali’s name, they are tears of pain and an expression of grief. I must cry in order to heal. Please make it comfortable for me to express my feelings so that I can progress through my grief.
The steps I am taking are baby steps. Please don’t expect me to return to normal just because a year has passed since my daughter’s death. The fact is that I’ll never be the person I was before this terrible tragedy occurred. I’m a different person now. Please be patient with me because I don’t know the new me yet.
I will never forget my daughter or the joy and love she brought to my life. It helps me to know that others remember her too. Please share your memories with me so that Ali may live for a few moments as you saw her.
There are no shortcuts through grief. Please don’t push me. I need to feel and experience my grief without a set time-table, without expectations I cannot live up to. I know you care & are concerned, but you can’t take this pain from me the way you would like to. I do need you for support and acceptance.
This is the first of many anniversaries. I can’t imagine the pain lessening, although many say it does. I just know I made it through the first of everything without Allison, and I am beginning the second year, wounded but alive.
--Grace Kuther, TCF Manhattan
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Communion
On the first anniversary of your death,
I went to the kitchen,
set the table with your Superman placemat
and pulled up your chair.
I made a peanut butter and jelly sandwich,
and removed the crust as always
for a special occasion.
I cut it into quarters and arranged the triangles on your red plate.
I poured milk in your blue plastic
Crayola crayon mug, put on its pointed top
with the hole in the tip for a straw.
I had no straws. I don’t buy them anymore.
Sitting next to your place,
I apologized for no straw.
I apologized for your death.
I apologized for not being there.
When I finished,
I wiped my eyes with your napkin,
gave thanks, ate the bread 
and drank the milk.
--Shelley Wagner, 
The Andrew Poems
Two Years Later
It has been two years, and it seems like yesterday. The pain is two years older, but still the same; the tears are two years older, but still the same. Will it be three times worse next year, or four times worse the next? I don’t know.
Bradley is two years older and will not remember you, except for the things I can tell him. I sit him on the counter next to the refrigerator, and he looks at the pictures I have on it of him and his big brother. I explain to him that he was only two when you were killed. He won’t remember how you used to tape leaves from the trees on the door to your room, so he wouldn’t get into your things. He was so afraid of the leaves when they would blow in the yard. 
He won’t remember going with us to get your learner’s license, running around wanting cookies and something to drink, distracting you from your test. He was so funny, and you were standing there rolling your eyes at him. He won’t remember riding in the front seat while you drove home, with me in the back. I was so proud. He won’t remember his two short years with you, but he’ll know —I promise.
 --Marilyn Baker, TCF Atlanta
Flowers, Trees, Plants & Things
Sheri, Sheri, how does your garden grow?
Sunflowers, tulips and mums
Aren’t we having fun?
Your garden grows full and abundant,
The dogwood trees are in full bloom,
The lilies are ready for Easter
to remind us of God’s resurrection.
This world is a beautiful place,
but heaven is a much greater place to be
With God, Sheri, angels, & a place for me
Love to my daughter at Easter. --Brenda Tomlin


I’m Still Counting
My son’s favorite character on Sesame Street was The Count. Todd would laugh and count and laugh some more whenever The Count would appear on PBS. “Come on, Mom,” he would say, “Count with 
me.” So, I would join him, and we’d count together. When my child died, I started counting hours. One hour since he died, two hours, then 24 hours, 36 hours, 96 hours. I started counting weeks, then months and finally years. I was totally focused on the moment that my son left this earth.
Now I count the years and months, weeks and days. While this may not sound like progress, it truly is a step back into life. Three years, seven months, one week and one day. I stopped adding the hours. Moreover, when people ask me about it, I generally say about 3½ years. I try to keep it simple for outsiders who can’t begin to understand.
Every month I dread the 19th. Another month is added to the time between my son’s last breath and now. It’s almost as if time might separate us, erase him from the memory of those who knew and loved him.
Despite my obsession with counting, I am moving forward in many ways. I think of my child each day. I honor his life each day, and I feel a real apprehension about his daughters each day. Their lives are horribly different from what they might have been if Todd had lived.…
I know I cannot change this. So along with my private obsession, there is a deep lingering sadness for my son’s children and for opportunities lost. In the meantime, I count years, months and days. I keep my unconditional love for my child in my heart and in my life. And I continue to reach out and become the person I am meant to be. And I’m still counting with Todd.
--Annette Mennen Baldwin, 
TCF Katy, TX
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Bereavement Balance Beam
Notice the athlete as she carefully 
and gracefully strolls across 
the balance beams. 
She makes it look so easy.
We watch and hold our breath,
hoping she won’t fall.
She artistically swivels at the end,
goes back to the middle,
and without missing a beat,
lands perfectly on the mat below.
I am not an athlete, nor an acrobat,
yet I walk a balance beam every day.
I tread gingerly across the beam;
I know you haven’t noticed.
I hold my breath, not as a spectator,
but as a participant.
I wear an outfit not of spandex 
nor sweats, but of steel-plated armor guarding my emotions.
I give a presentation of poise and control, which I’ve learned 
with each step I’ve taken.
I know how to survive, 
take each day one step at a time,
sometimes pausing for laughter,
sometimes trembling with tears.
Then there were the times I fell off,
which in the beginning took but a mere reminder of what I’ve lost.
And I toppled off the balance beam only to struggle silently 
to climb back on.
What caused the fall?
--Perhaps a mention of his name,
--perhaps hearing his favorite song,
--seeing a young boy on a bicycle 
and knowing it wasn’t James,
--seeing a mom at the store shopping 
for back-to-school items,
--reminiscing about bedtime stories
which are now no longer told,
--watching someone else’s child 
at the soccer fields,
--driving in the car alone with no one
next to me in the passenger seat.
But I learned to stay on 
the balance beam,
handle those moments of pain and loss,
keep my composure, let the tears fall,
but let not my steps falter.
Turn the corner without tripping,
keep life in balance and in perspective
with a huge void on the other side.
Now, almost five years later,
I’ve nearly perfected this trick.
Can’t compete with a professional athlete.
They have the physical, visible aspect 
of this performance down pat.
I’m still working on the emotional, 
mental portion but doing quite well.
Till I hear my young niece 
gets to be a mom,
--or my sister-in-law moans 
that her son is away for a week
and the house is so quiet,
--or yet another friend 
has become a grandmother,
--someone else we know 
is graduating or marrying,
--my nephew turns 16 and gets a license,
--all the reminders of who I’m missing:
what James never will accomplish,
the opportunities 
that James missed out on,
the life I wish I could see James 
experience and be a part of.
It’s all a matter of balance,
keeping the stride,
maintaining a sense of normalcy,
balancing, in spite of a broken heart
and an emotional handicap.
And learning that when falling below,
there are friends to help me back up,
memories to give me smiles,
determination to live the life
James would have wanted…
for both of us.
--Meg Avery, TCF Winnett



Ten Years of Lessons
from the Heart
It seems impossible that it’s been ten years since my two oldest children—21-year-old Denis and 19-year-old Peggy—were killed in the same car accident! Peggy died instantly and four days later, the day after we buried her, Denis died. In one week, we planned two funerals, proclaiming to the world how much we loved them and how unique each was! Now, looking at their pictures and reminiscing, I ask myself what the past ten years have taught me, and I must admit that it’s been a lot!
My life has changed, my family tapestry has been rewoven. Different routines and traditions have been established, and new celebrations, friendships and interests have been developed. I have discovered the things that ease my heart and allow me to breathe without feeling that excruciating pain from losing someone dearly loved.
In the early days of my grief, all I wanted to know was, how do I survive? In an effort to learn, I read everything I could get my hands on. I ran to the public library, the bookstores, searching their shelves for words that would soothe my pain, reading the heart-felt prose and poetry of all those bereaved persons before me. That is how I first heard of The Compassionate Friends, which later became such an integral part of my life. Story after story touched my heart and gave me guidelines for surviving.
On Sundays I reverently took my favorite paperbacks to church and read their comforting phrases, cover to cover, as the priest and congregation worshipped around me. Anything that moved me and gave me a consoling thought, I memorized and shared with my husband Joe and my daughter Annie. Reading was my first step to recovery in those dark beginning days, pulling me out of the depths and filling me with positive thoughts to get through a day.
To conquer the utter exhaustion that assaulted my body (a big component of the grief process), I learned to rearrange my activities and to carefully pick and choose those things that would not be overwhelming and might even bring some enjoyment. Simplifying chores and cutting plans into shortened hours made it possible for me to make a list of things I could handle and rescue me from defeat. As I got stronger, I was able to include more activities and to increase the time I spent on them.
--Elaine Stillwell 
At first
my very name was grief.
My thoughts were grief
and everything I touched
was turned to grief.
But now
I own the light of memories.
My eyes can see you,
and my thoughts can know you
for what you really are:
more than a young life lost,
more than a radiance 
gone into night.
Today you have become
a gift beyond my grief,
a treasure to my world
though you have left
my world and me behind.
--Sascha Wagner, Wintersun
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Any Child’s Death Diminishes Me
“Any man’s death diminishes me...”
John Donne in Devotion XVII
What difference does it make
whether a child is still born
or dies after some years of life?
She spoke of the lack of memories
because her child was stillborn.
He commented on the deep pain
brought by those very memories
which remind him of what he has lost!
When it comes to a child’s death,
does the type of death matter?
Is a murder worse than an accident?
Suicide worse than chronic illness?
Teenage worse than older adult?
Stillborn worse than teenage?
I’ve tried to be thankful
that Jeanie wasn’t murdered,
that she did not commit suicide,
that she and those dear boys
did not linger, comatose,
or die from prolonged illness.
I could not find thankfulness
though I have sought diligently 
for it within my deepest being!
The death of each child,
whatever the age or circumstances,
brings its own guilt and anger,
its own despair and questioning.
Any child’s death diminishes
the parents who love that child.
And for those bereaved parents,
that death is surely the worst,
their grief the most severe!
--Robert F. Gloor
Ode to Endurance
sever years since you left
you’d think my heart would heal
seven years – science tells us
it takes for our whole body to renew 
all molecules regenerated
so I think I should be ready
to let go of you
but the hole 
in my soul
persists
--Lynn Marti Avant, Ames Iowa

Planting Hope
I knelt beside the Japanese maple and grasped a slender, brittle branch. It felt dry in my hand. I twisted it gently, and it snapped. I tested another, larger branch. It too broke off with a sharp crack. I hung my head. Only a few months old, and the tree was already dead. All around it plants were thriving. Delicate-leaved azaleas. Hydrangeas with their mop-like blooms. But the Japanese maple was supposed to be the centerpiece of this backyard garden. A memorial to my son Danny, who was killed a few months earlier in a robbery. I had nurtured the sapling so carefully. Is this your last blow, God? I asked. Am I going to lose anything else? Are you even listening? 
I stood and surveyed the rest of the garden. I had planted it myself in the weeks after Danny’s death. Literally carved it out of our back lawn. Most everything else had taken during the hot, humid Georgia summer. Everything but this maple, which sprouted from the soil just a few feet from a bench at the garden’s heart. I had done all I could to keep it going. Watered it carefully. Added fertilizer. Put mulch around the base. Nothing worked. It’s like Danny’s life, I thought bitterly. Nothing we did worked there, either. Maybe I just need to accept that what’s gone is gone—and that’s it.
Danny had been a wonderful child—bright, good grades, well-behaved. Then, in high school, he struggled to fit in — until he found the wrong crowd. He began hanging out with kids who did drugs. He tried marijuana, then moved on to LSD and, later, cocaine. Before we quite knew what had hit us, he was addicted.
We battled those drugs for eight long years, starting when Danny was just 15. We tried counselors, hospitals, tough love, kicking him out, moving him back in. And prayer. Lots of prayer. I prayed every day that Danny would find healing. That we all would. That somehow, he with our help, could kick this terrible addiction. But those prayers never seemed to get answered.
The day Danny was murdered, he was hanging out in a motel room. A few fellow drug users had come to the room to do some cocaine with him. Thinking that he had some money, they decided to hit him over the head and rob him. But they hit him too hard, and he died. Police caught the killers a short time later.
The afternoon two plainclothes officers showed up at our door, I was sitting at my desk, getting started on our taxes. It was April when the sun shines and the air is fresh in Atlanta. Just the day before, my wife, Sharon, and I had gone to a nursery to buy spring plants—including a 15-dollar Japanese maple sapling, all of 18 inches high. The officers walked into the living room, asked if Sharon could come downstairs and told us in matter-of-fact voices what had happened. Numb, I went to find our daughter, Laura, who was living at home then while attending Emory University. Then came the phone calls to our families.
The following weeks were chaotic with the funeral arrangements to be made, calls from the police about the murder case, friends and family visiting. Sharon and I were overwhelmed. Every task reminded me of the years of ache and helplessness. God, I asked, is this how you answer prayer? Have I been praying into a void?
One day I wandered out into the garage, where I had been putting all of the condolence gifts. There, scattered on the floor, was yet another chore: bunches of plants, sent with cards in pretty pots. They were thoughtful, but even contemplating disposing of them depressed me. I walked back inside to the family room, which looks onto our backyard. It was a clear day, and the lawn shone green in the sunshine. I stared at it for a while, until a thought began forming: What if, instead of throwing those plants away, I put them in the ground? I like gardening, and I could picture a neatly bordered oval alive with blooms and deep green leaves. Maybe a path and a bench. A memory garden. A place to remember. But also, a place we might find peace. Peace we hadn’t felt in eight long years.
That evening, I discussed my gardening idea with Laura and Sharon. “That’s a great idea, Dad,” said Laura. “I think it will help you too.” Sharon, who had grown withdrawn since Danny’s death, said only, “I guess. But it seems like a lot of work. If it were up to me, I’d just throw them away.”
But I needed that garden. The very next day I walked out to the backyard with a shovel and a 20-pound post-hole digger. Over the next week—time off I had after the funeral—I dug up a 20-foot-by-30-foot section of lawn, setting aside any rocks I found to use as a border. Sweating in the warm sun, I chiseled the ground and prepared it for planting.
After agonizing over the right balance of sun and shade, I took the plants out of their pots, spread soil and fertilizer, and began putting roots into the ground. Those first days hacking into Georgia’s hard clay dirt, I found myself cursing and railing with nearly every swing of the shovel. I cursed the drugs, the murderers. And I called out to Danny and God. Why? Pound. Why? Pound. Why?
As the garden progressed, though, my anger started to subside. I went back to my job at work and began doing most of the planting in the evenings. Working by twilight, I arranged azaleas into eye-catching patterns of white, coral and red. I grouped the hydrangeas to set off the other plants. I bought a bench and situated it beneath a canopy of dogwood branches. The stones I had dug up earlier worked perfectly as a border, and I used others to make a path from an arched trellis to the bench. Sometimes, bent to the ground, my hands in the soil, I looked back and saw Sharon watching me from the kitchen window. Maybe when I’m done we can sit on this bench together and enjoy these flowers, I thought.
When the last azalea had been placed in the ground and the last stone laid, I stood back and examined my handiwork. It looked pretty good. But it still lacked one thing. A focal point. I looked around and then saw the Japanese maple sapling, still sitting in its pot. Perfect! I thought. I’ll plant it next to the bench. We had bought the little tree the day before Danny died. It would be like a part of him were still alive, still with us.
Now, five months later, holding the maple’s dead branches in my hand, that earlier glimmer of hope seemed mocking. Yes, just like Danny. Another hope shattered, I thought. Twisting the branches in my fingers… I knew what I should do with the tree. Dig it up and throw it away. After all, hadn’t counselors sometimes advised us to give up on Danny? Kick him out and dust off our hands? We hadn’t—and what had our persistence accomplished?
Still, looking at that small maple, I thought about everything that it signified, and felt something stir inside me -- a flicker of determination, a tiny spark of hope. I would not quit—not yet.
I’ll give it one last chance, I decided. So, I dug the maple out of its spot by the bench and dragged it to a walled ledge that got morning sunlight. I scooped out a new hole, put the tree in, shoveled dirt on top, and went inside the house.
The following spring the azaleas bloomed again. Sharon, who had begun taking walks in the garden, occasionally hurried into the house to tell me about the appearance of a new, particularly beautiful flower. And in those moments, I could see her beginning to heal.
One day I was standing in the family room surveying the yard myself. Every-thing was bright with new spring growth. I glanced toward the maple, about 50 feet away, and saw a patch of red in it. Is there a cardinal in that tree? I wondered. I grabbed a pair of binoculars and looked. The red patch wasn’t moving. What on earth could it be? I set down the binoculars and went outside. I walked around the garden, past the trellis, which was laced with Carolina jasmine, and stood before the maple. A small batch of red leaves was growing from a branch. They shivered in the afternoon breeze. I reached out and touched one. It was soft and delicate. Impossible, I thought. This tree was dead. But these leaves are alive.
I stood, uncertain whether I should even tell Sharon. It didn’t seem quite real —the maple, come back to life. And yet, looking around that vibrant, peaceful garden, I knew it was true. As true as an answer to prayer. I smiled. An image came to mind, an image of Danny, that filled me with peace and reassurance. I stood by the maple a moment longer. Then I went inside to tell Sharon.
--Chuck West, Lilburn, Georgia

[image: ]Comparing
There was a program on the Educational Channel called “I’m Glad I’m Alive.”  It was about children who were dying of cancer or leukemia.  It showed how they and their families handled situations and experiences before the child died.
My immediate thought was for the parents and how they were going to feel when their child did die. Then I thought, “Knowing their child is going to die, at least they will have time to say goodbye.”  My son was smiling and happy one minute, and only minutes later lay crumpled and dead on the ground.  I didn’t have time to hold him and tell him how much I loved him.  I sat there feeling that my hurt was greater.
Then it struck me that I was comparing my pain and the depth of my grief with theirs.  It is that same comparison that I object to when a parent says to me, “But Arthur was only six when he died; mine was 18. You didn’t know him as long as I did.”
When grieving parents say something like that to me, I feel a clutching in-side that says, “How dare you!”  To me they are implying that since the circum-stances surrounding their child’s death are more painful than mine, my pain should be less.  Resentment immediately wells up in me.
I hurt because my child, at that time and that place in his life, was taken away from me.  My love and need for Arthur and my experience with him were as full as they could have been at that moment.  Had he been older than six, or younger than six, my pain would have come from that point.  I experienced my child to the fullest capacity I had at that particular time.  It only follows that I will grieve to my fullest.
Each of us experiences our own pain.  I hurt because MY child is dead. If I had stubbed my toe, I would not feel less pain when I met a man who broke a leg.  If I cut my finger and you had an operation on the same day, try as I may, I could not feel your incision.  I could only feel my cut finger.  I can only feel my own pain.
To compare the depth of our grief by comparing circumstances with another bereaved parent is to negate their feelings as well as our own. To compare is to imply judgment, and there is no place for judgment among Compassionate Friends. The secret to survival and to quicker healing is the sharing of a common bond, empathy and understanding, not comparison and judgment.
 --Margaret Gerner, TCF, St. Louis, MO
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April Song
It’s getting to be a habit, mourning through April,
This lovely month, this bitter month 
as winter coils around spring.
April sings its song of death;
April sings its song of birth.
And how dare the flowers bloom
in the midst of my grief.
--Lynn Marti Avant, Ames Iowa


Mark your calendar for this upcoming event:[image: May be an image of sky and text that says 'Conference NATIONAL 2021']The Compassionate Friends
2021 Virtual National Conference
July 16 – 18, 2021 
Stay tuned for future information. I personally enjoyed the virtual conference last year. 

Remember when you came to your first meeting and someone was there who was a little farther down the road and gave you a hug or shared something that made you feel like you are not crazy. Well if you are a little bit farther down the road please feel free to come back to our meetings and help families that are just starting their grief journey. 

Love Gifts:
A special thank you for the generous donation from Kathy Wilcox in memory of Jeff.
Please help us help others. Make a LOVE GIFT today. Tax deductible Love Gifts may be sent to: TCF C/O Theresa Phillips 6200 Kentucky Ave, Raytown, MO 64133

Please visit our website at www.easternjacksoncountytcf.org
Find us on Facebook at https://www.facebook.com/groups/1582699755290182 
We have several volunteers who write remembrance cards to families on birthdays and death dates. Just a reminder if you have an address change please email phillipsplace@aol.com or mail a note to TCF, C/O Theresa Phillips 6200 Kentucky Raytown, MO 64133 so the roster can be updated.

Please remember that you can give to The Compassionate Friends through your United Way pledge at work or as a single gift, but you MUST WRITE IT IN.
image4.jpeg




image5.jpeg
When someone dies,

you don't get over





image6.png
g jumps out at you

when you're

; ’- expecting it.

- Dominic Cooper




image7.jpeg
To those famih’es who carry
their children in their Rearts

toaag, instead af/‘n their arms,

we wfsﬂgou @EGCG anr’/ove

aniﬁw@ort sftﬁo.se umunageu.




image8.jpeg
021 NATIONAL

Confercnce 1
/

o 415».'5, S5





image1.png
The Compassionate Friends

Eastern Jackson County Chapter
Supporting Family After a Child Dies





image2.jpeg
The pain of today
Shares space with the
Memories of love
Love does not change
Love is not broken
Love never dies

Love is FOREVER, i





image3.jpeg
2 ey Bl

2 f Death 1eave£. heartache
" NO ONE__ CAN HEAL,
lovelnge;gmemory 2





