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The Courage to Move On
The first time I picked up knitting needles was on a beautiful October morning, six months after my five-year-old daughter, Grace, died from a virulent form of strep. Learning to knit wasn’t just a way to distract me during the long months of grieving. It also was an attempt to redefine myself. Once Grace was born, I became the mother of a little girl. That meant I combed her fine blond hair and taught her the ABCs; that we lay together on the sofa, singing along to her favorite movie, Oliver!  I had a vision of a future in which Grace grew up and my role changed: I would shop with her for lipstick, teach her to ride waves in the ocean and share my favorite books with her. Once, when asked what she wanted to be when she grew up, Grace said: “I want to write books like my mommy, except I’ll write mine in nail polish.”
When your child dies, that imagined future dies too. Unable to grasp what had happened, I could no longer make sense of words. I could not read. I couldn’t write. I needed to find something new. Yes, for distraction, for meditation, but also to put me on a path that was not all wrapped up in who I had been. I needed something without Grace’s fingerprints on it.
This is the part of grief that I did not yet know. Like most of us I knew the common things: how hard each birthday and anniversary would be; how my husband, Lorne, and I might not sleep or eat very much; how we should try to talk about our pain. Grief brings an emptiness with it, like someone punched a hole in you. My arms and my lap ached from the emptiness Grace had left behind.
After the death of someone we love, we are forced to figure out who we are now. It is difficult to reach the point where you realize that moving forward doesn’t mean leaving behind the person you’ve lost. I remember how upset I became when we had to buy a new car shortly after Grace died. A part of me wanted to keep everything exactly as it had been. I even resisted painting the living room. Each small change seemed to make our daughter disappear a little more.
Then, that same October when I learned to knit, my husband began redoing the cracked asphalt sidewalk in front of our house. Every weekend, as the leaves changed from green to gold and then began to fall, he dug and measured and planned an intricate herringbone pattern. When the sidewalk was finished, he began work on the driveway, removing the sharp gravel and replacing it with cobblestones. By the following fall, Lorne had relined our small city yard with beach stones and circular patterns of cobblestone & brick. By the garden, he laid the stones in a heart shape for Grace.
This physical labor distracted him. It helped the long weekends to pass, and he found a new passion. Our yard, our driveway, our front walk—all of it had changed. And it was beautiful. One warm spring evening, I looked around our exquisite yard. When we moved to this house, Grace had dubbed it “our happy house.” That night I smiled—remembering and believing that, even with changes, it was indeed still our happy house.
How to move on: Part of the work of grieving is to channel our emotions and energy into activities that help us redefine ourselves. Some people turn to creative pursuits. For me, it was knitting. The soft clicking of the needles helped me to relax. Some people reach out and help others by volunteering. And some, recognizing that life is precious and short, fulfill their dreams.
To help yourself heal, do what moves you. Or do what matter. Adopt a cat. Visit Spain. Ride a bike. Help the homeless. Be a mentor. And in each new activity, remember the loved one who brought you there. Then take those first tentative steps into the rest of your life.                --By Ann Hood 

I Am Spring
I am the beginning
I am budding promise
I spill cleansing tears of life
from cloudy vessels
creating muddy puddles
where single-cell creatures abide
and splashing children play.
I am new green growth.
I softly flow
from winter’s barren hand.
On gentle breeze I fly
--embracing sorrow.
With compassion, we feather nests
where winged voices sing
winter-spring duets.
As frozen ice transforms 
to playful stream
I whisper truth—life is change.
I am spring,
I bless long, dark wintry days.
I crown mankind’s pain
with starry skies in deepest night
lighting solitary paths
from sorrow to joy
as the wheel of life turns
 ‘round and ‘round.
--Carol Clum, TCF website
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My Spring Bouquet
The rain poured so often, 
the bulbs I planted bloomed in profusion. 
I cut them all to take to your grave, 
leaving my yard as empty of blooms 
as your death left our life and hearts. 
It was a grand bouquet of flowers, 
like our lives when you were here, son. 
From the bulbs new flowers will bloom again. 
I am sad, but also hopeful…
I know the harsh lessons of nature are true. Like the flower, I will again bloom, too.
--Marilyn Arvizo, TCF South Bay/LA

SPRING'S TEARS
When the sun's sharp brilliance echoes in the luminescent blue
A grim, oppressive darkness stabs my aching heart anew.
Its golden glow upon my face, the warmth of winter's sun
Holds the promise of renewal when the icy months are done.

It is this vow of nature's of resurgence in the spring
That bows my head, and breaks my heart; unlocks my suffering.
For you will miss again the beauty of this time of year
The growing warmth, the sunny days when life will reappear.

For nature has no power over death that holds you still,
And though I know, I still resent spring's early daffodil.
Oh, would that I could speak to Mother Nature face to face!
To beg she work her magic on your lonely resting place.

Why can't it be YOUR rebirth when the gray, cold days are done?
Why mightn't YOU not live again to see spring's fresh new dawn
and feel the warmth of sunshine
relish in the greening earth…
to open arms, embracing life
why can't it be YOUR birth?

You were so young, your life so new when death crept in the door,
And in my grief, beloved child, I'll ask forever more
The reason why the earth's renewed when spring comes 'round each year
Yet in your grave you're silent still,
and I
condemned
am here.

-Sally Migliaccio, TCF Babylon, NY
In Memory of Tracey

To Honor You
To honor you, I get up every day, take a breath, and start another day without you in it.
To honor you, I laugh and love with those who knew your smile and the way your eyes twinkled with mischief ….
To honor you, I take the time to appreciate everyone I love. I know now there is no guarantee of days or hours spent in their presence.
To honor you, I listen to music you would have liked, and sing at the top of my lungs, with the windows rolled down.
To honor you, I take chances, say what I feel, hold nothing back, risk making a fool of myself, and dance every dance.
You were my light, my heart, my gift of love, from the very highest source.
So, every day, I vow to make a difference, share a smile, live, laugh and love.
Now I live for us both, so all I do, I do to honor you.
--Connie F. Kiefer Byrd, TCF Tyler TX
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Listen
	Listen, gentle people, and hear my truest needs… I hear you stumbling for words. Relax. There are no words…
	I hear you remembering a funny story about my loved one and looking embarrassed, because you are laughing. Share it with me. Let me laugh. It gives me some-thing to hold on to in the middle of the night, when I feel only pain…
	Be your happy self…and let me be me. On days when I can laugh, I will. On days when I can speak of my loved one, I need you to share my memories…You don’t have to give me answers, as I will learn to live without them. 
	You don’t have to pretend my loved one never existed, thinking I will forget if you do. Let me speak her name, and you speak it too. She is always there, the one I love so deeply, always part of who I am. If you take that from me, I will be less of who I am.            --Jacqueline L. Rogers, TCF
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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 recollect so easily those early days. Yet as we live these days, like the earth from which we receive our sustenance, we too, in our searching, find places of warmth and change and love and growth deep within. Let our hearts and minds dwell in these places and be armed and renewed by them and let us have the courage and love to share them with our loved ones, to talk about even that first dim shape of new hope or of new acceptance or of new understanding or of 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
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A Gentle Reminder
to Go on Living
Finally, I have a platform to com
plain, vent, accuse, and generally make my thoughts known on how wrong everything is. The only problem with that is that I find myself with little to complain about. I have a wonderful wife and two great kids. I get along with my parents and in-laws. I’m good at my job and like my neighbors.…
Don’t get me wrong. I could search for things to complain about. My dog won’t obey me and has since trained my kids not to obey me. There is a petition circulating my neighborhood requesting that my truck be banned from the streets during daylight hours. Then, of course, there are the real things I could complain about: the war with Iraq, drought, forest fires, the economy, the presidential election campaign, and so on. And last, but certainly not least, my infant son dying three months ago.
To be honest, not much else has mattered since my son died. I miss him terribly, but I don’t feel right complaining. I’ve always been told that life wasn’t fair. Until my son’s death, I hadn’t experienced how unfair it could be. I have always been the happy-go-lucky, loud-talking, fun-loving, self-deprecating sharp wit (or is that half-wit?). I’m the jolly fat man who is quick with a joke and quicker with a beer. The happy Daddy, ready to wrestle, play trucks or Barbie. I’m a lot like Santa—only not as organized or as generous.
Or I should say, I was. What surprised me and helped my shattered heart was the generosity and compassion shown by almost everyone I knew. The support my wife and I received enabled us to hold our lives together for each other and for our other children. The kind word or open ear goes a long way when recovering from something like this. It’s a long process, recovering from the death of anyone you love, but it is longer when it is a child. It’s a journey that we are just beginning, and one that will never end. I know that it will get easier—because it can’t get any harder.
I often go to my son’s grave during my lunch hour from work. I read him the sports page, stressing the current plight of the Avalanche, hoping for some divine intervention. During one of these sessions, I was sitting under the tree that shades his grave, complaining how unfair it was for a father and son to be separated by six feet of earth. I was most of the way through my diatribe when a bird pooped on my shoulder. I didn’t look up because I wasn’t sure if he was done yet, but I did scramble to my feet, cursing & threatening. As I stood there griping and wiping, I thought to myself that this was a sign. Not immediately, mind you.  I mean, lightning bolts and thunderclaps are traditional signs from the afterlife. Bird poop generally doesn’t have any existential significance.
However, the bird bombing was a message from my son. I can see you, rolling your eyes, but I believe. It was my son’s way of telling me to get back to being myself. It’s all right to mourn and grieve; in fact, it is a must. There is no timetable for grieving, but I need to wipe it off and get back to work.
I’m not so quick to complain about it anymore. Nothing can change the fact that he is gone. If I’m not going to complain about my son dying, I shouldn’t be complaining about anything else. Because of my Irish blood and poet’s heart, it won’t surprise anyone when I raise a glass to toast my angel on occasion. But no longer will I complain about my loss —because I carry him in my heart and in my head. Besides, there are many large geese in the cemetery, and I don’t need my son to send me a bigger message.                    –Andrew Padden 
Memories
Time can never erase
The memory of your face;
Nor the passage of the years
Stem the volume of my tears.
You are with me for always,
In my heart throughout all days;
Then in my dreams nightly
Your star shines ever so brightly.
I want your spirit to remain
Inside of me, despite the pain.
To forget you would be a curse, because
No memories would be much worse.
You were born a part of me,
Now you live within the heart of me;
Forever precious, forever young,
My beautiful, darling little ones.
--Jacquelyn M. Comeaux, © 1999
In loving memory of my angels, Michelle, Jerry & Danny 
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Loss
I am here among friends, 
smiling at their humor
and making plans for tomorrow.
But there is another person,
lying curled in the corner,
crying out in unbelievable pain.
This, too, is me.
I am doing my household chores,
and routine is familiar and satisfying,
a gesture toward a need for living.
But there is another person,
lying in bed,
willing her mind a blank,
not wanting to think or be.
This, too, is me.
I look at a lovely spring day,
a view of a world of growth and change,
a world only God could make.
But that other person stares through tears
with unseeing eyes,
knowing there is no God.
That, too, is me.
I am surrounded by my family,
a gathering of love and joy
and tenderness,
of cherished moments and warm hugs. 
But another person is there, 
whose arms and heart ache
for one she can never hold and comfort.
That, too, is me.
Very slowly, I am learning 
there is room for joy and fun
and cherished moments with friends.
In this hurry-up world, 
with no space or patience
for grieving,
there may always be two of me,
and I’m doing the best I can for both.
That, too, is me.
--Beth Lorber, Gassville, AR

Jewels
My daughters were such girly girls,
Loved pink and shiny things
And the older they became
Their tastes expensive, like jeweled rings.

A gold and opal bezel set
Was Sarah’s grad ring gift.
An amethyst collection was giv’n
On Amy’s birthday Pittsburgh trip.

Each Christmas or vacation,
New jewels for each event.
Not always pricey or refined
But special ‘cause of what each meant.

The girls would scrap, pretend to fight,
Over who would get each family piece.
Grandma’s giant diamond necklace
Or MY wedding rings when I’m deceased!

And now, with both my daughters gone, 
As I look ‘round at this “stuff”
It’s just leftover memories
Of my precious jewels above.
By Barbara Batson

Behind My Eyes
Behind my eyes
Inside my head
Behind my eyes
I feel alone, like something’d died.

I hide my tears
The voice inside
My precious girls
Have gone, they’ve died.

A shield up front
Portrays a smile
That fools my friends
But it’s a lie.

Behind my eyes
My soul on hold
A weight, a pain	Comment by Theresa Phillips: 
My heavy load.

I sob, I cry.
I hate inside.
I wipe my tears
And just ask why.

My girls are gone
We’ve said goodbyes
Inside my head
Behind my eyes.
By Don Batson 

PRETENDING
 
In order to continue on
    I pretend I can get along without you.
    I pretend I don't miss you as much as I do.
 
In order to get through each day
    I pretend my heart is not still broken.
    I pretend my life did not shatter into a million pieces    
    the day you were taken from me.
 
In order not to lose my mind
    I pretend I do not feel the need to cry.
    I pretend pictures of you do not make me endlessly ask why?
 
In order to see a glimpse of you
    I look into your children's faces.
    And then I do not have to pretend because I see you in them.
    I see your eyes, I see your smile.
    I see the way you walk and move.
    I see your impish grin.
    I hear your voice, I see your sense of humor.
    I see your faith and your courage.
 
And because I am your mother - I cry.  But I also smile
because it's so good to see you again.
                            - Sylvia Heinzle

      Catching Butterflies

It often hurt to come upon reminders of my son
   Tho' often since I lost him I would search around for one
Which always brought on sadness and the tears that I would shed                                             Were caused by names or faces, all things that I would dread.
                                             
But then one day I came upon a man who'd lost his son
I found that things I ran from, he wouldn't even shun.
But rather he would treasure, and I said I wondered why
He told me that he called them "Catching Butterflies."

This view of his intrigued me; I wanted to hear more
And learned that he took all of them and carefully would store
All of the reminders that I chose to push away
He would tuck deep down inside his heart each and every day.

Now a name or likeness when catching me off guard
Does not upset me as it did and I don't find it hard
For now, instead I see these times as opportunities
To see my son awakened in these new fresh memories.
Dottie Williams
TCF Pittsburgh PA
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A Beginning
One day you wake up and realize that you must have survived it because you are still here, alive and breathing. But you don’t remember the infinitely small steps & decisions you took to get there. You are only aware that you have shed miles of tears on what seems to be an endless road of sorrow.
One day—one glorious day—you wake up and feel your skin tingle again, and you forget just for an instant that your heart is broken…and it is a beginning.
--Susan Borrowman
TCF, Kingston, Ontario
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If she had to leave
I’m glad she left
in Spring --
When skies are warm
Flowers bloom and
Birds begin to sing
Their sweet song heralding
Beginnings.
--Jeannine McKee
It’s Spring!  
The Butterflies Are Coming!
Many of us at TCF hold the butterfly with utmost regard, for it is a symbol of our child’s life after death.  We think of our children being born into a free and more beautiful existence after the drudgery of a caterpillar’s life here on earth.
But what about us?  Does the butterfly hold an even deeper meaning for bereaved  parents?  It seems in fact we have died also.  We are never the same after the death of our child.  But can we be transformed into a beautiful creature, or are we doomed to be trapped in the web of a cocoon forever?  I believe it is simply a matter of choice.  We can stay in the silken threads which we have spun for ourselves. It’s quite safe there.  Perhaps if we isolate ourselves with a really tough cocoon, no one can ever reach in far enough to hurt us again.
But if we take a chance on emerging into a new person, the light of our children’s love will have a chance to shine through our newly formed wings.  It won’t be easy.  The grief cocoon holds anger, fear, guilt, and despair.  But we can work through it.  In fact, there’s no going around it.  All butterflies must work their way through an ugly cocoon.
It’s spring.  The butterflies are coming.  Won’t you join them?
--Kathie Slief, Tulsa TCF

Dr. Seuss Poem
by Mark & Debbie Rambis
 
Grief of a child is a whoa,
No one should ever have bestowed.
It's no laughing matter
As there is nothing sadder!
 
Your life's upside down.
Seems you are crazy bound.
You begin to have rushes,
Oh those heart beat gushes!
 
You try but can't sleep
Even counting those sheep.
You toss and you turn
Beginning to sleep yearn.
 
Or sleeping all the time?
This does put you in a bind.
You get dressed and are done.
But you ask, "Who is this I've become!"
 
To the fridge you do run
Always eating quite a sum
You have eaten so well
That you begin to "swell"!
 
Now the Doctor says, "Diet!
And pretend to row a kayak!"
And take these two pills,
As they'll make you not ill.
 
You take this new script
It makes you feel adrift.
You walk with a hop,
But this world must stop!
 
Your friends express glee!
You flail, "It's not really me!"
But they want the old you
You put on "the mask" and play too.
 
But when the mask falls off in the end
You'll find "The Compassionate Friends"
Who show you they care
For you without airs.
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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

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 
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

Mark your calendar for this upcoming event:
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Make your hotel reservations now. 
We are very pleased to welcome back TCF’s annual national conference, this year in person! This eagerly anticipated event for those bereaved parents, grandparents, and siblings who attend seeking renewed hope, ways of coping with their grief, and friendships made with those who truly understand the painful loss of a child, sibling, or grandchild. With inspirational keynote speakers, numerous workshops including a wide variety of topics, and the always memorable candle lighting program on Saturday evening, culminating with the popular Walk to Remember on Sunday morning, and so much more, the TCF 45th National Conference is a much-needed gift that we give to ourselves!
This year’s conference will be held at the Marriott Marquis Houston. Reservations can now be made online at TCF’s dedicated reservation link. TCF’s discounted room rate with Marriott is $149 per night plus tax. Please note that each attendee will only be able to reserve two rooms. Since the conference begins early on Friday and pre-conference activities are offered on Thursday evening, attendees usually find it beneficial to arrive on Thursday.
For those not able to make your reservations online, call the Marriott Reservation line at 877.688.4323. When calling be sure to mention The Compassionate Friends National Conference to receive your room rate.

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

We are very grateful for donations received from:
Denise Landes in Memory of Taylor Pennington (9/6/92-3-2-22) daughter of Shannon and Todd Pennington
Friends of Shannon and Andre:  Timothy Metcalf in Memory of Taylor Pennington (9/6/92-3-2-22) daughter of Shannon and Todd Pennington
Kim Schultz in memory of Taylor Pennington (9/6/92-3-2-22) daughter of Shannon and Todd Pennington
The Orangetheory Fitness Group Family in memory of Taylor Pennington (9/6/92-3-2-22) daughter of Shannon and Todd Pennington

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. 

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.
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Just because
someone carries it well
doesn't mean it isn't
heavy.
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dragonfly

Having flown the earth
for 300 million years,
dragonflies symbolize our ability
to overcome times of hardship.
They can remind us
‘to take time to reconnect
with our own strength,
courage and
happiness.
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You know how some new parents look
into the window at the maternity centre
and share with other parents in
excitement?

What if our angels are gathering around
looking down at us, showing us off for
being so stron%ond saying my parent's
awesome, which one's your's?
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TCF 45th National Conference
Houston, TX + August 5-7, 2022
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Supporting Family After a Child Dies





image2.wmf

image3.wmf

