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WORLDWIDE CANDLE LIGHTING CEREMONY
December 12, 2021
Sponsored by:
The Eastern Jackson County (Independence) and South Kansas City Chapter of The Compassionate Friends

In memory of all children who have died, but will not be forgotten . . .
that their light may always shine

In loving memory of all children who are no longer with us, The Compassionate Friends extends an invitation for you, your family, and friends to join us and other bereaved families around the globe for the 25th Annual Worldwide Candle Lighting.

Sunday, December 12, 2021, at 7 pm
At Walnut Gardens Community of Christ
19201 RD Mize Rd
Independence, MO
What to bring:
1. If you would like a picture button, come at 6:30 pm. Bring a picture on plain paper 2 ¼ to 2 ½ inches  
2. Also bring a picture for the memory table 
3. A snack to share after the program
4. If desired, bring a gift for a needy child in memory of your child
5. Plus, we will be having a raffle.
 
As candles are lit at 7 p.m. local time, bereaved families gather to honor their loved ones in a way that transcends all ethnic, cultural, religious, and political boundaries. Believed to be the largest mass candle lighting on the globe, the ceremony creates a virtual 24-hour wave of light as it moves from time zone to time zone. Wherever you are at that time, we hope you will join us in this loving remembrance. A memorial message board will be available that day at www.thecompassionatefriends.org. Please allow time for sign in and find a seat before 7pm. 

NOVEMBER AGAIN
Leaves are turning the shades of autumn.
Then falling, one by one, to the misted ground below.
Summer flowers have faded and died.
The sun hides behind dark and dreary clouds.
It is November again.
Was it long ago that this month
brought warm thoughts of
THANKSGIVING together?
The smell of wood burning, walks in the nippy air.
This is the month you left us.
And all the warm glow of November
went with you.
All that remains are the chrysanthemums.
Planted in a special memorial garden
for you
Ready to burst into beautiful shades of yellow and orange.
They symbolize one more year
without you.
But our love has not diminished.
-Pat Dodge,
 In memory of her son, Scott

[image: May be a cartoon of text]You Don’t Just Lose Someone Once 
You lose them over and over, 
sometimes many times a day.
When the loss, momentarily forgotten,
creeps up, 
and attacks you from behind.
Fresh waves of grief as the realization hits home,
they are gone.
Again.
You don’t just lose someone once, 
you lose them every time you open your eyes to a new dawn,
and as you awaken, 
so does your memory, 
so does the jolting bolt of lightning that rips into your heart,
they are gone.
Again.
Losing someone is a journey,
not a one-off.
There is no end to the loss,
there is only a learned skill on how to stay afloat,
when it washes over.
Be kind to those who are sailing this stormy sea, 
they have a journey ahead of them,
and a daily shock to the system each time they realize,
they are gone,
Again.
You don’t just lose someone once, 
you lose them every day, 
for a lifetime.
© Donna Ashworth Words
Grief Is As Individual As A Fingerprint
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It’s a nearly universal human tendency to try to fit another’s experience into our own.

Even though I try hard not to, I still often find myself saying things like, “I know just how you feel” or, “This worked for me, it ought to work for you”.

Trouble is, grief is as individual as a fingerprint.

 The life that was shared before loss, the circumstances surrounding the loss, family structure, support systems (or lack thereof!), age, social connections, faith, friends and fears all shape how a particular person experiences and processes loss.
· Some of us have safe people in our circle and can talk things out with them.
· Others need a professional counselor to work through specific trauma associated with loss.
· Still others are internal processors and require lots and lots of time alone.
· One heart finds comfort pouring over old photographs and watching old videos.
· The next can’t bear to look at any of it.
· Exercise strengthens him but drains her.
· Social situations paralyze some of us and help pull others out of our shell.
· Frequent graveside visits are a means of connection for one person and only a reminder of death to another.
The list could go on and on.
So I’ll say it again:

However you make it through this Valley is just fine. There’s no right way or wrong way to grieve.

As long as you are not harming yourself or others (physically or emotionally) then carry on, dear heart.
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The time draws near 
And the calendar says 
Thanksgiving is really here.
Time to reflect and time to gather 
Thoughts of what to be thankful of.
Thankful? I think not. 
My life is not full these days 
And to be thankful is beyond my grasp.
But to give thanks? This, I believe, can be done. 
Searching my soul deep within 
Reasons to give thanks surface to the edge
Yes, I give thanks 
For the memories of yesterdays, 
The love, the laughter, the joy of each day when James was with us 
The trials & tribulations of being an active parent, 
The rewards & the challenges of raising a child, 
The days of blissful ignorance when I thought tragedy would never visit our home, 
The days when life was normal, even though I took it all for granted. 
For the treasures of today, 
The sunrise, sunset, the changing of the seasons, 
The newfound friends along this journey I reluctantly travel 
The tried & true friends who stand by me still, 
The strong and everlasting love of my husband 
The warmth of wet kisses from my canine companion & feline friend, 
The encouragement & support, compassion & caring I give & receive as I survive and help others survive. 
For the hopes and possibilities of a peaceful tomorrow,
With faith, love, & perseverance as I struggle to move on 
With James in my heart forevermore, spiritually guiding me with his new presence, 
With sorrow and reluctance, each new day, 
To yet, somehow, be open and loving, 
Not to forsake what I've learned 
Because of what I've lost.
 - Meg Avery, in memory of her son James

The holidays are coming up
and I’ve been feeling sad
But now I feel I’m learning to
find reasons to be glad
For some time now my heart’s been filled
with anger at the Lord
“He’s let me down”, “He doesn’t care”
I struck a sour chord
But somehow some amazing way
I’m learning now to trust
to know that there’s a higher plan
and I’ll go on, I must
I finally know and realize
Some truth and some of why
That Jesus had to suffer so
and why he had to die
He’s been there too, He’s felt the pain
He knows life at its worst
He cares for us, He’s always there
although we may feel cursed
He knows we all face tragedy
that life gets very rough
Death, divorce and illness come
there’s always war, it’s tough
But he’s right here beside us still
and He will never leave
He understands the way we feel
This I do believe
So, thank you Lord for showing me
Your loving and Your light
And give me strength to make it through
And somehow, make it right.
-Jenny Donaldson, Chad’s mom-South Kansas City TCF
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Low-Fat, Lite Holidays
By Darcie D. Sims, PhD, CHT, CT, GMS, bereaved mother
I’m tired of low fat! I’m tired of fat-free. I’m tired of thinking rice cakes are good; they’re not the same as Oreos! I’m tired of trying to be creative in my thinking, my eating, my living, and I’m tired of dreading the holidays. In fact, I’m just plain tired.
Can anyone stop the holidays please? Can anyone find a fat substitute that really tastes like mom’s pumpkin pie? Can anyone figure out a cure for the pain of these memories? Probably not. So, as long as we are stuck with the approaching holidays and as long as we remain determined to be healthy and keep up the good low-fat fight, what can we do to turn this season of despair into a season of hope? Where are the beacons of light?
Be patient with yourself. Know that hardly anyone is as happy as you think they might be. We all have our hurts to hide. We are always in a hurry. We want things to be better now. Do what you can this season and let that be enough.
Be realistic. It will hurt, especially if there is an empty chair at the table. Don’t try to block bad moments. Be ready for them. Lay in a supply of tissues (a roll of toilet paper is more efficient). Anticipation is often far worse than reality. Let those hurting moments come, deal with them and let them go. Leave the word “ought” out of this holiday.
Plan ahead. Grieving people often experience a lack of concentration. Make lists. Prioritize everything. Decide what is really important. (Breathing and potty time rank right up there!)
Redefine expectations.  Be honest in what you expect to be able to do. We live in a world of ought’s and should's and suffer from guilt because we cannot meet our own expectations.
Be kind and gentle to yourself. Figure out what you should do, balance it against what you are capable of doing, and then compromise. Forgive yourself for living when your child died.
Listen to yourself. Find the quiet space within where all answers live. As you become aware of your needs, tell family members and friends. Keep some traditions; choose which ones. Don’t toss out everything this year. You can always try changing a routine. Try whatever pops into your head. You can always scrap it if it doesn’t work.
Take care of yourself physically. Eat right. Exercise (or at least watch someone else). Jog your memory!
Hold on to your purse and charge cards. You can’t buy away your grief, although you might be tempted to try.
Screen all holiday activities:
Will it be the holiday without it? Why do you do this activity? Tradition, habit, obligation? Do you have to do this, or can others do it for you? Do you like doing it? How could this activity be done differently?
Give yourself the gift of emotions. Put the motion back into the emotions. Toss a nerf ball when you’re angry, pound a pillow. Go outside and yell while you shovel snow. Find a way to express the intensity of your feelings in a personally non-destructive way.
Buy a gift for your child. Give it away to someone who would otherwise not have a gift. It is the giving, the exchanging of love that we miss. When you share love, it grows.
Hang the stockings, place a wreath on the grave.  Do whatever feels right for you and your family.
Share your holidays. Ride the ferry, visit a soup kitchen or nursing home, spend an evening at the bus station. There are lots of lonely people who could use your love and caring.
Work at lifting depression. Take responsibility for yourself. We cannot wait for someone else to wrap up some joy and give it to us. We have to do that for ourselves. Think of things you enjoy and give yourself a treat.
Understand that heartaches will be unpacked. As you sift through the decorations, appreciate the warm, loving memories of each piece. Don’t deny yourself the gift of healing tears.
Ask for help. Make a help-on-a-stick sign and stand on the porch, waving it. Someone will notice (but they may not stop). Just because you ask for help doesn’t guarantee you’ll get some; but if you never ask, no one will ever know how much you might need help or even a hug.
Learn to look for joy in the moment. Learn to celebrate what you do have instead of making mental lists of what you’re missing. Change the way you look at things.
Light a special candle. Not in memory of a death, but in celebration of a life and a love shared! Never forget that once someone loved us and we loved back. NO ONE can deny that.
Live through the hurt. Joy can return to warm your heart. I’m not going to let yesterday use up today. If I have a terrific memory to cherish, I’ll enjoy it. I will not allow pain or fear or sadness to ruin the entire season. It may not be the same as before we became bereaved; but whatever it is can be something, and that just may be the beacon of hope in this season of despair.
Grab the fruitcake and the low-fat turkey and get moving to the rhythms of this holiday season—the season where love and memory might lighten the heart and chase the gloom. Skip the fat, shed the tears, light the candle, and find the light. Make this holiday season full of light and love.
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The New Year
After the holidays, we will be off on another 365. Some of you, I know, wonder if you can make it. That’s such an enormous amount of time to contemplate all at once, isn’t it? You may have some of your “firsts” coming in the months ahead, and the normal impulse seems to be to lump all those days together and dread them concurrently, like a prisoner serving several life sentences.
It’s possible to do it that way, but that’s the hard way. Getting through this day may take all the energy you can muster. Why try to handle March or May or July (or when-ever your special days are) now? You can’t really, and by trying, you end up only defeating yourself in your effort to effectively survive this day. When this day is past, March or May or July will still be there, trying to defeat your tomorrow—but only if you let them!
Get past this day--and tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow. By the time March, May or July gets here you’ll have improved your coping skills. You can better handle your special days with more practice. I encourage you to know you can and will be better. Use this New Year to work toward that end.      
  —Mary Cleckley, Atlanta, GA


In the distance bells are ringing,
Houses glow with festive light.
How can voices still be singing?
This should be a silent night.

Someday, Christmases may find you
Laughing as in days long past~
Memories may yet remind you:
Love alone is made to last.

So for now, may these words shine
Through night and day to where you are:
Love transcends the darkest times...
It is the light of every star.

By Jim Howard
Copyright Hallmark Cards
Kansas City MO
 

Christmas Past, Christmas Present
As the holidays approach, most bereaved parents feel anxiety, apprehension, and some little bit of fear. The past is gone along with our beautiful children. We live in the now, the new reality, of holidays without our children.
This will be my fifth Christmas without my son, Todd. It will be my fourth Christmas without his children. And yet, I find that on some small level, I am looking forward to the holiday. I imagine the Christmases of the past when Todd was growing up and after he started his family. I also imagine Christmases of the future where Todd’s children share in the traditions that their dad so dearly loved. But that won’t happen. I have come to accept that wives and children go on with their lives. I have come to accept that my son’s children will not be a part of their father’s family, his heritage, or his legacy. That is the reality.
But I have also found that wonderful people can help make the holiday special. I do very little at Christmas. Some shopping…. most of it on the Internet, a little in local stores. I send cash to my son’s children. I don’t know who or what they are these days, but cash is far better than something that has no significance to them. I do get pleasure in few things. I buy small toiletries for nursing home residents. I buy a gift for my dad’s sister who is now 88. I buy for my mom’s sister, my cousin, her husband and her daughter. I buy for my best friend. That’s enough buying. My husband and I decide whether we want something special for the two of us and, if so, we buy it. Otherwise, we skip the gift giving. We won’t be decorating this year, but we haven’t decorated for five years.
We have changed our traditions…. traditions that Todd loved so much. It is simply too painful to do this alone. We spend time with my family and a few friends. We marvel at the wonder that is Christmas for children. John and my aunt cook and my cousin, her daughter and I clean up in the big country kitchen of my cousin’s home. Gifts are exchanged. There is no Christmas tree, but the three acres in front of the house are decorated with all kinds of lights and lighted figures. Santa and his reindeer are in the front garden, close to the road. Angels, reindeer and more gather in the west pasture and front yard. The house is framed in lights. It’s quite lovely. For me that is enough.
Christmas will never be what it once was, but I no longer dread the holidays as I once did. Some of my Compassionate Friends have returned to old traditions with their surviving children and maybe even with grandchildren. Each of us learns to deal with Christmas in our own way. Each year I am a different person with a new perspective on the holidays. Next year I may decide to skip it all or immerse myself in the season. My truth is ever changing.
Find what is right for you. Pressures from others mean nothing. You choose whether a celebration is in order. You choose how to celebrate. You choose the old traditions, or you choose some new ones…. maybe you choose nothing and decide to go with the flow of the moment. As bereaved parents, you will always remember your child at Christmas, but as the years add up and grief starts to release its grip on your soul, you may find that you can keep
your child in your heart and have room for the spirit of Christmas as well.
The holidays do get better. Life does get better. The days will gradually become softer and sweeter. The nights will ease into gentleness. Friendships will again have luster, and relationships will become deeper and more meaningful. That is the future for each of us. The present is driven by where we are in our grief. So, for this and every Christmas Holiday season,
be who you are and mark the day as you choose.
May we all have serenity throughout the Holiday season and in the years ahead.
Annette Mennen Baldwin
In memory of my son, Todd Mennen
TCF, Katy, TX

 Litany of Remembrance
In the rising of the sun and in its going down, we remember them.
In the blowing of the wind and in the chill of winter, we remember them.
In the opening of buds and the rebirth of spring, we remember them.
In the blueness of the sky and in the warmth of summer, we remember them.
In the rustling of leaves and in the beauty of autumn, we remember them.
In the beginning of the year and when it ends, we remember them.
When we are weary and in need of strength, we remember them.
When we are lost and sick at heart, we remember them.
When we have joy we yearn to share, we remember them.
So long as we live, they too shall live, for they are now a part of us, as we remember them.
--From Gates of Prayer, 
Reform Judaism Prayerbook
 

During my travels this past year I have encountered many seatmates on airplanes who would ask if I were traveling for “business or pleasure.”  Of course, I always tell them about TCF and why I’m headed wherever that flight is taking me.  Without fail, every seatmate either knew someone who is a bereaved parent or sibling or they, too, were a bereaved parent.  Most asked where they could get information.  After the first few trips I realized I needed to carry an assortment of TCF pamphlets, newsletters and the chapter roster with me wherever I go.  I have been constantly amazed at how often that particular bag needs to be “restocked” with its contents being drained by the lady in the furniture store, the man on the airplane or the fellow in the flower shop.
On Christmas Eve I stopped at a local supermarket.  The aisles were crowded and the lines very long and slow moving.  While waiting in the checkout line I began to notice the other shoppers around me. Even though I was in a very crowded place with hundreds of people, I was feeling a little lonely.  It was Christmas Eve, I had just moved to this area, and due to complicated schedules, for the first time ever my family and I would not be together for the holidays.  I couldn’t help but be a little envious of all those around me, their shopping carts overflowing with ingredients for traditional holiday dinners to be shared with family and friends.
Several minutes went by and I had not made any significant progress in reaching the checkout area.  I decided the items in my cart were not important and I didn’t really need to be there. As I was trying to maneuver my way out of the line, the man who had been very impatiently waiting behind me asked if I could direct him to a certain specialty shop in the area.  I apologized for not being able to help him and explained I had just recently moved here from California and that I, too, was still finding my way around.  He then commented that he hoped my leaving sunny California for the blustery Midwest was for a good reason.  Without hesitation I explained about TCF and what we do at the national office.
The man just looked at me for several seconds and asked if I believed in coincidences.  He then told me that he was just dreading going to his mother’s for the traditional family holiday gathering the next day.  This man’s three-year-old nephew had died suddenly as the result of a misdiagnosis and improper medications several months earlier.  He didn’t know how to deal with his brother (the child’s father).  He was convinced he would only say things that would remind his brother of Nicholas, so he felt it best to not say anything at all.  He also said how much he missed the little guy, but knew his loss was nothing compared to his brother’s.  And therefore, he thought he shouldn’t even mention how HE felt.  He confessed to feeling inadequate at knowing what he could do to help his brother and was also feeling guilty for not being very supportive.  And, he resented the fact that his mother (the child’s grandmother) could not quite get her act together and remember that she has other grandchildren who need her attention too.  He was doing the grocery shopping for their holiday meal since she just couldn’t get in the spirit of things.
Needless to say, I launched into a whole workshop session on “how can I help” right there in the grocery store.  Thank goodness I had learned to carry that bag with me because I was able to hand this man pamphlets and a copy of the holiday issue of the national newsletter that I just happened to have with me.  We continued to talk as we both pushed carts through the line and out the door to the parking lot.  As I got into my car I remember thinking, I guess I really did need to be at that store after all.
A few weeks later I received a phone call from the grandmother. She told me how her son brought all the materials I had given him to the family dinner. When Nicholas’ father arrived, the man I met went right to him, put his arms around him and cried.  The grandmother said, “all barriers came down.”  She said they all cried together for the first time, they hugged, they read the national newsletter I had given him, and they talked…and talked…and cried…and talked some more. She wondered if I had any idea at all of how much this had meant to her.  Yes, I believe I do.
As a dear friend recently told me: “One of the universal things about healing through TCF is we all remember THAT first someone who helped us when we needed it most. And instead of just saying thanks, we do the ultimate honor to that person’s child and to our own—we pass that help on to another stranger —and in doing so we honor our child, and we do the one thing that helps us most to heal.  We help one another along the path into the valley and out again.”
As Compassionate Friends we slowly learn that as we are wistfully watching the so-called “normal” world around us and feeling as though no one else could ever understand our feelings, our pain or our loneliness, we need only turn around in a grocery store line and find another struggler to reach out to in compassion and understanding, and we find we need not walk alone!
-- Diana Cunningham 
Thanks for the Little While
Thank you for life, 
for its good times and bad.
Thank you for love, 
even when I can’t feel it.
Thank you for the love I used to share,
for the arms that held me tight.
Thank you for my family
in faraway places,
in different times.
Thank you for the songs we sang,
for the dreams we saved,
for the smiles we shared.
Thank you for the strength 
that eludes me just now.
Thank you for the weakness
that sends me to my knees.
Thank you for the searching,
the reaching, the hoping.
Thank you for the bonds of memory 
that hold me in place,
even when I don’t believe in it anymore,
or…forget what it is all about.
Thank you most of all
for having been blessed
with the love I have known,
even now when I fear I will forget it.
Thank you for memory and
for filling it full measure for me.
It wasn’t nearly long enough,
but it will have to do.
Thanks for the moments we danced.
Thanks for the little while.…
--Darcie D. Sims 


 Christmas Is the Hardest Holiday!
Why is Christmas the hardest holiday? Is it because of all those traditions that mean so much but NOW lie broken and empty in my heart? Is it especially hard NOW…because every time I try to roll out the cookie dough, tears drop into little salt pools on the counter? Is Christmas so hard NOW because of all the tinsel and tissue? Because of all the crowds dashing madly into and out of stores… buying something wonderful for someone wonderful? Is Christmas so hard NOW because I don’t need to shop or bake or decorate anymore? Is Christmas so hard because I don’t have someone wonderful anymore?
It’s been a long time since I endured my first bereaved holiday season. But even NOW, my heart sometimes still echoes with emptiness as I roll out the cookie dough or hang his special ornament on our treasure tree. I think that hurt will always be with me, but now I know it only as a momentary ache—not like the first year when grief washed over me in waves, each new wave hurling me deeper and deeper into despair.
And it’s not like the second year’s hurt when I found myself both surprised and angry that IT hadn’t gone away YET. I grew anxious about my sanity in the third year when my hands shook as I unwrapped the precious ornaments. When was I going to get better?!! When was grief going to end?!! Was I doomed to suffer miserably at every holiday for the rest of my life?!!
The year the little satin balls wouldn’t stay on the tree, I gave up. Even the Christmas tree died! As my daughter and I dragged the brittle (and shedding) mess out into the snow drift on Christmas morning, I knew we had reached the bottom. He had died, but W were alive. Had our grief so permeated our house, our lives, that even a Christmas tree could not survive? His death was more than enough…had we lost love, too?
That was the year we began to understand. And that was the year we decided to keep Christmas anyway. So, what if our now completely bare tree was stuck in the snowdrift, already waiting for the trash man? So, what if the cookies were still a bit too salty with tears?
So, in the middle of that Christmas day, now years past, we returned to that forlorn, frozen stick of a tree. And carefully, we hung the bare branches with popcorn strings and suetballs (not quite the same as satin!). I’m sure we were a strange sight that afternoon, but with a mixture of tears and snowflakes, we began to let the hurt out and make room for the healing to begin.
With each kernel strung, we found ourselves remembering. Some memories came with pain. Others began to grow within us—warming heart places we thought had frozen long ago. By the time we were finished, we were exhausted. Memories take a lot of work! At last WE had a tree (although it was not the one we were expecting); but we had one, decorated with tears and memories, sadness and remembered laughter.
And now we’ve grown older (and maybe a little wiser) and we’ve learned that love isn’t something you toss out, bury, pack away, or forget. Love isn’t something that ends with death. Life can become good and whole and complete once again.…not when we try to fill up the empty spaces left by loved ones no longer within hug’s reach, but when we realize that love creates new spaces in the heart and expands the spirit and deepens the joy of simply being alive.
We saved a tiny twig from that frozen tree…to remind us of what we almost lost. That was the year we chose to let Christmas come back. Now we don’t have to wait for joy to return. For now we know it lives within us—where Christmas is EVERY DAY.
--By Darcie Sims 
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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

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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Each person's grief
has its own fingerprint.
Every journey of sorrow

has a unique map.

John Mark Green
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