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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.

--by Carol Clum, in memory of her son Jason and her granddaughter Hannah
The Price You Pay
You are not here because your child died,
You are here because they lived.
Grief is the price you pay for love.
Don’t you dare only remember that they died,
Remember that they lived.
--Darcie Sims
[image: image2.png]I used to worR tivelessly
To become a big success
I wanted to impress everyone
With the things that I possess

Things that were important

Now fiave a different place

VYour deatfi Aias changed me.
I no longer vun that race

I used to color carefully
To stay within tfie {ines
I wanted to please everyone
With my neatly done designs

I now color witfi abandon
I want tfie world to see
That sometfiing is differen

I am not the same me

®2013 K
Wiwww.thegrieftoolbox.com. 7= - <

www.faceboox.com/grieftoolbox.





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, 

In loving memory of my angels, Michelle, Jerry & Danny

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
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 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
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 natures 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
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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Spring, Soon
Is this our season

more than some other

turn of the year?

Is it?

With winter dancing out and in,

freezing the melted snow

one more time?

Is this the season

between death and life?

Is it?

With sorrow struggling in and out,

finding the touch of hope

one more time?
--Sascha Wagner

                                                                   


             SOMEHOW IT’S SPRING

   It’s spring in some places now. And in some places, it will be winter for another couple of weeks (months?). Somewhere the tulips are beginning to push through the soft earth and somewhere the birds are returning to sing. Somewhere the air is warmer, the breezes more gentle, the land begins to awaken from a frozen sleep. The trees are beginning to bud and even the air smells fresh and clean. Somewhere windows are open, and the sound of the vacuum can be heard, marking the beginning of spring cleaning… a ritual given to us long before our forefathers set sail for a new world. Somewhere the last holiday decoration is being packed away (those holiday diehards!) and somewhere a lawn mower is being readied for a new season.

   As spring approaches, we begin to shed our overcoats and stand in front of the mirror… examining the body for the extra lumps we’ve accumulated during the hibernation season. We lace up our jogging shoes and make our way to the sidewalks, high school tracks and to the gym, eager to strip away the added inches that came because it was dark and gloomy, and food seemed to soothe and comfort during the dark days of winter. Somewhere someone is planning a wedding, a graduation, a family reunion. Vacation brochures begin to appear, and plans are discussed in anticipation of summer.

   Spring is the reawakening season… the great wake up call for the earth. Somewhere, someone is answering that get up call… greeting the new season with vim, vigor, and vitality. There are smiles and renewed energy and hope seems to simply float on the softened air. Somewhere… all of that is occurring, but not within me.   It’s still snowing inside my being. It’s still winter inside here and there aren’t any tulips about to burst open in my spirit. I’ve still got my snow boots on and the sun hasn’t quite made it to my world. It’s still winter inside me… I wonder if spring will ever come.

   Oh, there have been moments of spring in the past. Wonderful, warm fleeting moments; moments when I “forgot” about the pain, the emptiness, the despair, the grief. Moments when the world was right side up and the music made me dance. But they were only moments and I’m waiting for spring to arrive in me.

   Hope… the major ingredient in spring, seems to elude my grasp. Just when I think there might be some hope, a memory comes creeping across my soul and its winter again in my heart. It’s this lack of hope that seems especially cruel during springtime. I thought this winter inside me would end and I was looking forward to a more peaceful time in my life. I thought we would settle down, plant a garden and live our life filled with memories and the opportunity to make new ones. HA! I thought grief would end at some point. The books all say it will… everyone else looks like their grief has subsided… how come spring missed us?!

   A season without hope is the ultimate in despair and I’ve spent too many such seasons. Where does hope go and how do I get it back?

   Hope is that elusive something that keeps us moving, even in the dark. We are only powerless when we have no hope, no vision, no faith in our own abilities. We may be helpless at times. We may question the arrival of spring, but we are only truly powerless when we have no hope no dreams…

   Don’t lose the hope! Search for it! Fight for it! Demand its return. Hope changes as we do and it can be so disguised that we may not recognize it, but it can be found — in the moments of our memories. We probably won’t ever have totally happy lives again… We probably didn’t have that kind of life anyway; we just thought we did.

   Don’t let death rob you of the moments of joy still to be remembered and found. Don’t let grief rob you of those spring places where love and joy live forever in the heart. Somewhere it is spring… Deal with the anger, the guilt, the depression as it comes and then let it go as you can… so there is room for joy to come again. Let hope come in… it’s spring.

~Darcie Sims

Putting the Winter Behind Us

[By the time you read this, we may or may not still be looking at a winter landscape, with the earth cold, the land sharply defined.] 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
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The Battle Within

The war we fight is as horrendous to us as any war ever fought anywhere, anytime. Many people around us, however, are unaware that we continue to fight this war. The best allies we have are those who are fighting the same war and understand our continuing struggle. The wounds we suffer, especially in our worst early battles, are very deep and slow to heal; indeed, the wounds never completely heal. The pain initially is so bad that we sometimes are nearly ready to give up the fight, as our will is nearly exhausted. As days, weeks, months and years pass, we slowly win more major battles, but the small skirmishes still come, often unpredictably.

Just as our wounds never completely heal, the battles seem to never end. In time we come to understand that these battles will be part of our lives forever, although the frequency and intensity will gradually become less. We also find that our pain is lessened when we help those new combatants who are suddenly forced into this conflict. We hope that no one else is drawn into this war, but we know that inevitably, others will suddenly and unwillingly be forced into the battles. The war we fight is a silent war…within our own psyches. Such is the war of grief we fight as parents who have suffered the death of a child.
 --Dave & Marsha Wildin, TCF, Algona, IA 

To My Miscarried Baby

Out of our love you came,

Planned, wanted, welcomed!

Your announcement created excitement,

…Joy…

Friends and family inquired,

Do you want a girl or boy?

Will you take Lamaze?

What colors for the nursery?

Then suddenly you’re gone—

and…silence…

No one talks about a baby

 who won’t be.

Were you real or a dream?

I feel alone and empty,

Where can I put my love 

that was for you?

Now what does it mean?

--Betty Butler, TCF, North Shore, IL
Because My Son Died

Because my son died – 


I know the emptiness, the awful


aloneness that follows those 


unforgettable words, “He’s gone.”

Because my son died – 


I can feel a searing empathy


with all other mothers and


fathers who have lost a child.

Because my son died –


I find myself agonizing with


the parents of those children,


young men and women whose deaths


are reported with frightening


regularity on our television news;


from murder, suicide, 


and auto accidents.

Because my son died –


I follow with a sense of dread


the reports that we are sending


young men and women to fight


a war on the other side of the world.


I hurt with those mothers


and fathers who watch them go,


wondering whether they


will see them again.

Because my son died –

I have had to rearrange my               priorities.


Things that once seemed important 


no longer matter. I look with 

different eyes at the scenes around    me.


When I see a sunset,


I wonder if John sees it too.


When I look out to sea,


I remember that that is 


where John is buried.


Because he loved nature,


nature brings him closer to me.

Because my son died –


I have had to learn that a nice neat 
sense of order that says 


that children will survive


their parents is myth,


not the reality.

Because my son died –


I must live with memories –


funny moments, tender moments,


special times when we were


very happy or very close, and,


yes, times when we had our


differences.

Because my son died –


I am one of 


The Compassionate Friends,


and, while I would rather not be 
eligible to belong, I have found


here love, true sympathy


and understanding.  


I know that I am not alone


in my grief.

--Fran MacArthur, 

TCF, Southern Maryland

He was too young to die, Lord.

So young and strong and filled with promise. So vital, so radiant, giving so much joy wherever he went. 

He was so brilliant; on this one boy you lavished so many talents that could have enriched your world.  

He had already received so many honors, and there were so many honors to come.  

Why, then? In my agony I ask, Why him? Why not someone less gifted, someone less good, some hophead, rioter, thief, drug addict, brute or hood? 

Yet, I know even as I demand what seems to me a rational answer, that I am only intensifying my grief. 

Plunging deeper into the blind and witless place where all hope is gone. A dark lost place where our own gifts will be blunted, and ruin replaces the goodness he brought and wished for me.

Instead let us thank you for the marvel that this man was, that I may say good bye to him without shame or regret, rejoicing in the blessed years he was given to us.  Knowing that his bright young life, his many gifts, have not truly been stilled or wasted, only lifted to a higher level where the rest of us cannot follow yet.  

Separation, Yes, Loss, Never.

For his spirit will be with us always, and when we meet him again, we will be even more proud.  

Thank you for this answer, God.

--Marjorie Holmes in Lord, Let Me Love
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May I Go?

May I go? May I go Now?

Do you think the time is right?

May I say goodbye to pain-filled days & endless lonely nights?

I’ve lived my life and done my best, an example tried to be.

So. can I take the step beyond and set my spirit free?

I didn’t want to go at first. I fought with all my might.

But something seems to draw me now to a warm loving light.

I want to go, I really do. It’s difficult to stay.

But I will try the best I can to live just one more day

to give you time to care for me and share your love and tears.

I know you’re sad and afraid, because I see your tears.

I’ll not be far, I promise, and hope you’ll always know 

that my spirit will be close to you, wherever you may go.

Thank you for loving me. You know I love you too.

That’s why it’s hard to say good-bye & end this life with you.

So, hold me now, just one more time, and let me hear you say,

because you care so much for me, you’ll let me go today.

--Author Unknown. Submitted by Dianna Tull, Bereaved Parent, Springfield, IL, in loving memory of her son Robbie McIntyre.
Easter could be just another day,

Leaving me sad with little to say.

Easter could be just another dinner,

But this season I am no beginner.


I know so many little ones will be gleeful,

While my world is truly in upheaval.

But I will find a way to say your name,

So, others will know there is no shame.


Even though you are gone from today,

My feelings of love are not kept at bay.


My loved one will be a part of this Easter season,

To not include them is the same as high treason.


Even if they still do not include you,

I will find a way to make do.


I may tell a story or just light a candle

I have to wait to see what I can handle.

I will keep my tears at bay and smile,

For you, I will try to go that extra mile.

For every day and night is the same you see,

My most precious loved one not physically with me.


This Easter season is not like any others,

Because now TCF “friends” help me recover.

--Debbie Rambis aka Tony's mom 

Rituals for Grief at 

the Passover Seder

For Jewish people, the annual festival of Passover recounts the Biblical Exodus from Egyptian bondage to the freedom of the Promised Land.  Historically it is the time of our collective liberation from being an enslaved people, Avadim hayeenu Atah binei Chorin, "Once we were slaves, now we are free.”

Seasonally, this Feast of Springtime occurs in Mid-April when the blossoms of trees and flowers start to bud and soon are seen in their full bloom beauty (although this year it begins at the end of March). Truly the holiday incorporates both themes of freedom and renewal as Jews retell the story each year among loving family and special friends seated around the dinner table, reading and singing in harmony and happiness.

How is it possible for bereaved parents, grandparents, siblings and other relatives to feel a part of these rituals in the shadow of a child’s death?  How can one be festive on this festival?  How may one feel free when pained from such a devastating loss?  How can one recover from past burdens & be renewed for the future?

Perhaps bereaved family members can attempt to identify with the positive and hopeful messages of Passover by investing new meaning into the Seder prayers, symbols and traditions.  (If these suggestions arrive too late for this year, perhaps they can be saved for next year.)

1. Designate a place setting for your son or daughter to be left vacant at the table, with a photo of him or her upon the unoccupied seat.  This will acknowledge his/her absence while evoking his/her presence through memory.

2. Place a fourth sheet or loaf of Matzah as your personal “bread of affliction” representing your painful loss.

3. Explain that the Maror (bitter herbs of slavery) signifies the bitterness of bereavement enslaving the heart and soul.

4. Indicate that the Salt Water, symbolizing the tears of harsh bondage, reflect weeping and tears shed in mourning for your child.

5. Say that the hard-boiled egg’s oval shape, implying that life goes on generation after generation, also is a 

sign that the lives of people who have lost a son or daughter are hardened forever.

6. Make a sandwich of sweet Charosetz and distasteful Horseradish, teaching that with a bitter experience comes an anticipated hope for the future.

7. Add an 11th plague to the traditional ten, the grievous plague of death of a young person, and diminish 11 drops of wine from your full cup to show decreased joy.

8. Set out the Cup of Elijah, harbinger of the Messiah, to await his arrival as the messenger for peace of mind and heart.

9. Ask, “Why is this night different from all other nights?” and know that it is different from all those times spent together with your loved one alive, but the same as all other occasions since his/her death and absence from the family.

10. Revise L’shanah Habaah B’yerushalayim, “Next year in Jerusalem,” and recite with all your strength, L’shanah Habaah B’shalom, “Next year in peace and wholeness.”

These variations may enable people whose spirits are at the lowest point during holidays, painfully reminded by the calendar, to find some solace in participating with other Jews throughout the world in this heritage and linking them with Klal Yisreal, the fellowship of the Jewish people in common history and destiny.

These festival rituals may have the effect of sensitizing other persons to the private, agonizing ordeal of bereavement.

Passover may become a public opportunity to express the loss of grieving parents, grandparents and siblings among family and friends, and for them to extend empathy and support.

What a beautiful way to work through the pain and mourning of a beloved child toward freedom and renewal.

--Rabbi Ronald Kaplan, pastoral counselor and licensed chaplain at The Healing Center, Cherry Hill, NJ

Death

Death is like taking off a tight shoe.

Even when you are dead,


you are still alive.

You do not cease to exist at death.

That is only illusion.

You go through the doorway of death alive

And there is no altering of consciousness.

It is not a strange land you go to


but a land of living reality where

The growth process is a continuation.

Life and death

should not be considered as opposites.

It is closer to the truth

to speak of dying as an entrance

Rather than an exit.

What the doorway of death offers

is a resurgence of tremendous vitality,

for you are entering from what could be described

as a watered-down version of life

into the thing itself,

the vitality of the primary reality.

--Author Unknown


Now the green blade rises 


from the buried grain

Wheat that in the dark earth 


many days has lain;

Love lives again, 


that with the dead has been:

Love is come again 


like wheat arising green.

In the grave they laid him, 


Love whom sin had slain,

Thinking that he would


never wake again,

Laid in the earth 


like grain that sleeps unseen:

Love is come again 


like wheat arising green.

Forth he came at Easter, 


like the risen grain,

He that for three days 


in the grave had lain;

Raised from the dead 


my living Lord is seen:

Love is come again 


like wheat arising green

When our hearts are wintry, 


grieving or in pain,

Your touch can call us back to life again,

Fields of our hearts 


that dead and bare have been:

Love is come again 


like wheat arising green.

J.M. Crum, 1872-1958, from The Oxford Book of Carols, Oxford University Press.
Upcoming EventS:
 Mark your calendar for Eastern Jackson County’s Walk to Remember on September 21, 2019 at Waterfall Park in Independence, MO. More details to follow
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42ND TCF NATIONAL CONFERENCE
JULY 19 - JULY 21
If interested in attending the Conference, go to www.compassionatefriends.org to register before June 15. I recommend booking your hotel ASAP to guarantee a room at the event.
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
For Remembrance dates 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.
There is a sacredness in tears.


They are not the mark of weakness, 


but of power.


They speak more eloquently 


than 10,000 tongues.


They are the messengers of overwhelming grief,


of deep contrition & unspeakable love.


--Washington Irving











