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And Then There Was Hope
words. In May I was rocked by
the dual anticipation of Mother’s
Day and my son’s birthday. In
June I participated in the balloon
liftoff; I sprained my ankle as we
were walking back from the park.
That night, as I set at home with
ice on my ankle, I thought about
the past five months. I realized
that I was a different person than I
had been earlier in the year. I was
no longer the woman who walked
into her first Compassionate
Friends meeting because I was no
longer walking alone. There were
others at my side, in front of me,
behind me, encouraging me,
offering gentle suggestions,
understanding and listening as I
told my child’s story over and
over and over again.
I discovered that those who
had walked this road before me
were holding the lanterns of hope
to cast light on my life path. It
was these people and only these
people who could reach me, who
1 & 2 could teach me, whose voices
could penetrate my fog, whose
2
hearts could help me to begin the
2
healing process.
By the time I marked the first
anniversary of my son’s death, I
3
was beginning to discover that I
had been transformed into a
different person. Like my child
whose body had died but whose
4
spirit lived on symbolically in the
butterfly, I had become a different
5
person. I physically felt the pain
of other parents. The first time I
6
offered advice I sat in wonder at
the realization that this very effort
7 & 8 brought a little more light into my
soul. Part of my healing process
9
became the helping process.

Once, in what is now another
life, I thought support groups were
for someone else. I felt that with
research, personal work,
discussions with the elders in my
family and wise friends, I would
find all the answers I needed. This
worked well until December of
2002. My son died. The death of
my only child changed everything.
My standard methods of “self
help” were not going to get me
through this. I needed more than
even Solomon could give me.
And I desperately needed hope.
My first meeting at
Compassionate Friends was in
March of 2003. My son had been
gone almost three months; I was
traumatized, I could not speak and
I was doubtful that I would ever
find even an obscure hint of peace
in my life. April’s meeting was
somewhat better. I spoke a few
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Healing is what we seek, but
we will never be “cured”. As
parents who have lost our children,
we will never be the same people
we were before our child died. I
came to accept this fact. But I also
found that we can live with this
wound which, despite our initial
certainly to the contrary, is not
usually fatal. It is forever, it is
painful, it is the worst wound a
human can feel, but it is not fatal.
Even when I was wracked with
physical pain in my grief, the light
of my Compassionate Friends gave
me a new perspective, one of hope.
Yes, a part of me died with my
son, but the part that remains is
constantly changing, continually
evolving and always reaching for
the light of hope. We each choose
different ways to reach for hope, to
live our lives as well as we
possibly can without our precious
children. But eventually we all
awaken to hope. My hope did not
come as an epiphany out of the
blue, but rather, it was more like a
false dawn followed by true, muted
rays of the morning sun. My hope
was a process. I engaged the
process by reaching out to others,
listening, learning. I learned that
the quick answer is rarely the right
answer.
Continued on page 2
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Our Credo
We need not walk alone.
We are The Compassionate Friends.
We reach out to each other with
love,
With understanding, and with hope.
The children we mourn have died at
All ages and from many different
Causes, but our love for them
unites us.
Your pain becomes my pain
Just as your hope becomes my hope.
We come together from all walks of
life, from many different
circumstances.
We are a unique family because
We represent many races, creeds and
relationships.
We are young, and we are old.
Some of us are far along in our grief,
But others still feel a grief so fresh
And so intensely painful
That we feel helpless and see no
hope.
Some of us have found our faith
To be a source of strength;
While some of us are struggling to
find answers.
Some of us are angry,
Filled with guilt or in deep
depression;
While others radiate an inner peace.
But whatever pain we bring
To this gathering of
The Compassionate Friends,
It is pain we will share
Just as we share with each other
Our love for the children who have
died.
We are all seeking and struggling
To build a future for ourselves,
But we are committed to
Building that future together
We reach out to each other in love
to share the pain as well as the joy,
Share the anger as well as the peace,
Share the faith as well as the doubts
And help each other to grieve
As well as to grow.
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I learned that silence often says more than words. I made peace
with my pain, and I began to reach out to others with words of hope. For
words were my gift to those who had given me so much.
At Compassionate Friends we see many new faces each year. Most
parents continue their relationship with the group for at least a year,
some for even two years. A few stay three years. The good news is that
those who do not choose to come to meetings have chosen to go forward
with their lives in a different way. Going forward with their lives is a
very positive step and the goal of each bereaved parent. Not all of us
stay; not all of us should stay. But for some of us, the hope continues to
rekindle at each meeting. As we meet the newly bereaved and listen to
their story, to their child’s story, to the outpouring of pure agony and
heartbreak, we hold the lantern. These parents will not know exactly
what it is that we are doing as they are lost in the fog, as we all once
were. Yet, we quietly hold the lantern, we keep the chapter moving forward, we meet parents and talk about their children, about our children,
about grief, about life, about death, about pain and about hope. I have
chosen to stay and hold the lantern for those who have followed me. For
this gives me hope and peace and it keeps my child close to me in even
the darkest of nights.
As grief is our companion, time moves forward; the pain becomes
less searing, less encompassing. We learn to co-exist with our loss. We
treasure our memories, we love our children and our hearts ache with our
terrible loss. Yet, we have moved forward on the path. We are holding
the lantern for others who find themselves on this path in life. We give
this gift of hope with our presence which symbolizes the future of every
newly bereaved parent. I remember my child as I walk this road with
you.

We need not walk alone….
We are The Compassionate
Friends.
.
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Annette Mennen Baldwin
In memory of my son, Todd Mennen
TCF, Katy, TX

STANDING
People say
“Oh you are doing so well,
you are so strong,
you are an inspiration!”
We do not feel strong.
We feel shaken to the core,
Saddened beyond belief,
Pain beyond comprehension,
Forever changed.
What do they see that we cannot
see?

“That a horrible storm,
unexpectedly ripped through
our lives and we are
still standing”
They are amazed
We are paralyzed
Still Standing
Julie Short
TCF Southeastern Illinois Chapter
In Memory of Kyra
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Sibling Walking
Together
(Formerly The Sibling Credo)

We are the
surviving children of The Compassionate Friends.
We
are
brought
together by the death
.
of our brothers and sisters.
Open your hearts to us. But have
patience with us.
Sometimes we need the support of
our friends.
At other times we need our families to
be there.
Sometimes we feel we must walk
alone, taking our memories with us,
continuing to become the individuals
we want to be.
We cannot be our dead brother or
sister; however, a special part of them
lives on with us.
When our brothers and
sisters died, our lives changed.
We are living a life very different from
what we envisioned, and we feel the
responsibility to be strong even when
we feel weak.
Yet, we can go on because we understand better than many others the
value of family and the precious gift of
life.
Our goal is not to be the forgotten
mourners that we sometimes are,
but to walk together to face our tomorrows as surviving children
of
The Compassionate
Friends.

Please Don't Discount Sibling Grief
I have come to think of sibling grief as "discounted grief." Why?
Because siblings appear to be an emotional bargain in most people's eyes.
People worry so much about the bereaved parents that they invest very
little attention in the grieving sibling.
My personal "favorite" line said to siblings is, "You be sure and take
care of your parents." I wanted to know who was supposed to take care of
me, I knew I couldn't.
The grief of siblings may differ from that of a parent, but it ought not
to be discounted. People need to realize that while it is obviously painful
for parents to have lost a child, it is also painful for the sibling, who has
not only lost a sister or brother, but an irreplaceable friend.
While dealing with this double loss, he or she must confront yet
another factor: The loss of a brother or sister is frequently the surviving
sibling's first experience with the death of any young person. Young
people feel they will live forever. A strong dose of mortality in the form of
a sibling death is very hard to take.
The feelings of sibling are also often discounted when decisions are
being made on things ranging from a funeral plan to flower selections.
Parents need to listen to surviving siblings who usually know a lot about
the tastes and preferences of the deceased.
Drawing on the knowledge that surviving siblings have about
supposedly trivial things, such as favorite clothes or music, can serve two
purposes when planning funeral or memorial services. First, their input
helps ensure that the deceased receives the type of service he or she would
have liked. Second, their inclusion in the planning lets them know they are
still an important part of the family.
I realize that people are unaware that they are discounting sibling
grief. But then, that's why I'm writing this, so people will know.
Jane Machado
TCF Tulare, CA

TO MY SISTER
You touched us all, you loved us all,
Forever giving, forever caring,
Forever forgiving.
Never wanting in return.
Blessed are those who shared your
life
Rich are those who carry your
memories.
Please rest now; your chores we will
finish.
'Til we meet again . . .
Cindy Keltz
Arlington Heights, IL
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MEETINGS
First Tuesday of each month at 7:00 pm
July and August meetings will be held in room 214 of the General Class
Building at Fayetteville Technical Community College. 2817 Ft. Bragg
Road, Fayetteville, NC 28303 (across the street from the Barbeque Hut).
Meeting location and information will always be posted on our website
www.tcffayetteville.org
Contact Jennifer German at (910) 245-3177 or jojegerman@outlook.com
if you have any questions.
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Love Gifts

A Love Gift is a donation to honor a child who has died, or as a memorial for a relative or friend.
The Compassionate Friends depends entirely on voluntary
contributions from individuals and organizations to meet chapter expenses.
TCF is a 504(c)(3) non-profit organization: all donations are tax deductible.
100% of every dollar donated goes toward chapter expenses.
We thank the following for their kind generosity, love and sharing.
There are no dues. We have already paid the ultimate price to be a member.

Bill and Diane Lanier in memory of their son Ralph Mitchell Lanier
Mike and Petra Syfrett in memory of their son Archie Kagy
Ben and Christine Traylor in memory of their son Benny Michael Traylor
Vickie Bowles in memory of her son Bryan Bowles
If you wish to make a donation or a love gift, please make checks payable to The Compassionate Friends, and mail
to TCF Fayetteville Area Chapter, 703 Rosebud Court, Vass, NC 28394. Please include the name of the child, love
one, or friend that you wish the donation to be made in memory or honor of.

The National Office of The Compassionate Friends

P.O. box 3696
Oak Brook, IL 60522-3696
Web Site: www.compassionatefriends.org Toll free: 877-969-0010
Regional Coordinator for the Fayetteville Area Chapter of TCF
Donna & Ralph Goodrich
704-822-4503 or iluvu2lauren@gmail.com
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Hurrying Healing
I don't remember when the words first began to echo in the hollow aftermath of loss. But now it seems that
every public or private death, every moment of mourning is followed by a call for “healing,” a cry for “closure.”
Last month, driving home in my car just 24 hours after three Kentucky students were shot to death in a school
prayer meeting, I heard a Paducah minister talk about “healing.” The three teenagers had yet to be buried, and he said it
was time to begin the healing process, as if there were an antibiotic to be applied at the first sign of pain among the
survivors.
Weeks later, at a Christmas party, a man offered up a worried sigh about a widowed mutual friend. “It's been
two years,” he said, “and she still hasn’t achieved closure.” The words pegged her as an underachiever who failed the
required course in Mourning 201, who wouldn’t graduate with her grief class.
This vocabulary of “healing'' and “closure” has spread across the post-mortem landscape like a nail across my
blackboard. It comes with an intonation of sympathy but an accent of impatience. It suggests after all, that death is
something to be dealt with, that loss is something to get over – according to a prescribed emotional timetable.
It happened again when the Terry Nichols verdict came down. No sooner had the mixed counts of guilty and
innocent been announced, than the usually jargon free Peter Jennings asked how it would help the “healing” for
Oklahoma City. Assorted commentators and reporters asked the families whether they felt a sense of “closure.”
The implicit expectation, even demand, was that the survivors of 168 deaths would traverse a similar emotional
terrain and come to the finish line at the same designated time. Were two-and-a-half years too long to mourn a child
blown up in a building?
It was the families themselves who set us straight with responses as persona and diverse as one young mother
who said, “It’s time to move on,” and another who described her heart this way: “Sometimes I feel like it's bleeding.”
In the Nichols sentencing trial last week, we got another rare sampling of raw grief. Laura Kennedy testified
that in the wake of her son’s death in 1995, “I have an emptiness inside of me that's there all the time.” Diane Leonard
said that since her husband’s death her life “has a huge hole that can't be mended.”
By the second day, however, the cameras had turned away, the microphones had turned a deaf ear, as if they
had heard enough keening. Again, observers asked what effect a life-or-death sentence would have on, of course,
“healing” and “closure.”
I do not mean to suggest that the people who testified were “typical” mourners or the Oklahoma bombing a
“typical” way of death. I mean to suggest that grief is always atypical – as individual as the death and the mourner.
The American way of dealing with it however has turned grieving into a set process with rules, stages, and of
course deadlines. We have, in essence, tried to make a science of grief, to tuck messy emotions under neat clinical
labels – like “survivor guilt” or “detachment.”
Sometimes, we confuse sadness with depression, replace comfort with Prozac. We expect, maybe insist upon
an end to grief. Trauma, pain, detachment, acceptance in a year – time’s up.
But in real lives, grief is a train that doesn’t run on anyone else's schedule. Jimmie Holland at New York’s
Sloan-Kettering Hospital, who has studied the subject, knows that “normal grief may often be an ongoing lifelong
process.” Indeed, she says, “The expectation of healing becomes an added burden. We create a sense of failure. We
hear people say, ‘I can't seem to reach closure; I'm not doing it fast enough.’”
Surely it is our own anxiety in the presence of pain, our own fear of loss and death that makes us wish away
another's grief or hide our own. But in every life, losses will accumulate like stones in a backpack. We will all be
caught at times between remembrance and resilience.
So whatever our national passion for emotional efficiency, for quality-time parents and one-minute managers,
there simply are no one-minute mourners. Hearts heal faster from surgery than from loss. And when the center of
someone's life has been blown out like the core of a building, is it any wonder if it takes so long even to find a door to
close?
This column appeared originally in the January 4, 1998 issue of The Boston Globe. Ellen Goodman
is a Globe columnist. © Copyright 1998 Globe Newspaper Company.
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Summertime
It sounds so easy. A soft, warm word—-time to run barefoot, time to leave windows open all night.
Summertime. Somehow it seems, doesn't it, that it's especially meant for children. Children on beaches,
children on swings, children in large pools, children in tiny tubs.
We who do not have all of our children with us may feel the summertime in two ways. One is to
remember shared events and adventures-there were so many. Long rides in a hot car, a nap in the back seat.
The famous question, "Are we there yet?" Everything from a heat rash to ice cream cones and sand castles.
For us, another way to feel summertime is the special emptiness brought about by children who are no
longer on this earth. They used to trot along on hikes in the hills; they used to gather wood for an evening fire.
Now summer brings us again the melancholy awareness of their absence. Have you ever walked on some
unfamiliar path, surprised about not having been there with the children? Even when there's nothing to
remember, we are reminded of the children's absence.
We have been diminished by death. Some of us may still have living children. Other parents have no
children left. They have lost an only child, perhaps. Or all of their children died. And here we are, grateful for
the warmth of summer mornings, aware of the ripe beauty of nature, trying to deal with our children's absence
with all the grace of which we are capable. Often we do not want to burden others with our grief. Or we may
be convinced that others don't wish to share our distress. We have learned, after all, that the world around us is
not always able to understand how we feel.
Besides, we were taught to be brave. Many of us will do everything we can to appear "normal" after
our loss. But we were also taught to be honest. And when you feel the hurt, when you seem almost to be lost in
the shadows of this golden summertime, don't hide your sorrow. The grief of your spirit can perhaps be kept a
secret on the outside. Yet, your deepest feelings, unexpressed, can burn into your existence with harmful force.
You can be both brave and honest. You know that it's brave to share grief, be it old grief or new grief.
And revealing that sorrow is also honest. Of course, nothing can wipe away much of your pain, but sharing
grief is helpful. You will know that after you have expressed the painful sorrow you once kept hidden, and you
find yourself, finally, smiling at the memories and the blessings of past summertime's.

Sascha Wagner

Like the Butterfly
It fluttered above my head
Weightless in the soft breeze.
I reached up my hand
It lit on my finger.
Waving glistening wings gently,
It looked at me for timeless moments.
I smiled, reaching deep and
Finding all those cherished memories.
As it flitted off through the sunlit morn,
I knew we had said hello once more.

Leslie Langford
TCF, North Platte, NE
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Our Children & Siblings Remembered on Their Birthday’s
Each month some of our members face special but very painful days. We ask
that you keep in your thoughts the parents, grandparents, and siblings of the
following children's:

July

Wayne Tyner, Jr.

“DJ” McKenzie

July 11

Jeremy Melvin

July 12

Carla Parker

July 14

Justin Seifert

July 17

Glenda Hudson

July 18

Gregory Trent

July 23

August
Randy Lee Dalton

August 3

Will Rivalland August 7
Archi Kagy August 7
Melba Ross

August 19

Justin Lopes

August 20

Valencia Federick
Grant Miles

August 24

August 29

September
Emily Haddock

September 5

Dylan McKelvey September 6
Amelia Moody September 6
Querokee Velez

September 8

Cody Mclendon

September 11
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Stephen Dew

September 21
September 23

IT WILL BE ANOTHER BIRTHDAY
WITHOUT YOU
The sun will shine
roses bloom, geese fly
throughout the sky
stocks will trade,
the weatherman predict
politicians debate
it'll seem like another day
just a day, same 24 hours
not a special holiday
But to this mother
who will stand at the grave
lifting balloons into the sky
serving angel-food cupcakes
with rainbow icing
coated with tears
fluctuating between emotions:
the grief over death
the celebration over birth
For this mother
it will be yet
another birthday without you.
In Memory of Daniel
Alice J. Wisler
TCF Wake County, NC
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Our Children & Siblings Remembered on Their Angel Date’s
Each month some of our members face special but very painful days. We ask
that you keep in your thoughts the parents, grandparents,
and siblings of the following children's:

July

September

Benny Michael Traylor

July 11

Akiana Lopez-Sellas

September 1

Justin Seifert

July 11

Amelia Moody September 6

Johnny Cole

July 14

Malachi Matthew September 16

Justin Lopez

July 15

Anthony “Brian” Smith
Sean Payne, Jr.

July 18

July 22

Elijah Caddick

July 26

August
Renee Anderson

Will Rivalland

August 3

August 3
August 7

Daniel “Adam” Clark

August 8

Joe Dan Rumley August 8
Gregory Trent
James Campbell

August 8
August 12

Crystal Dawn Jackson

August 14

Jimmy Wallace August 22
Jeremy Melvin

August 28

Jeffrey George August 29
Pierce Matthews

September 21

Scott Tyree September 27

July 21

Nicholas Hayden

Ricky Diaz

Emily Haddock

August 30
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Where Are You Now?
where are you now
but in my heart
your voice clear in my mind
I know we’re never far apart
mind to mind
heart to heart
and, maybe, if I’m fortunate,
soul to soul
we connect
you, watching over me
me, so unaware
but, oh, to actually see you
how you’ve grown and changed
still, oh, to embrace you
feeling your strength and youth
breathing in your life
now held only within
mind’s eye
heart of hearts
and lonely soul
Victor Montemurro
TCF Brookhaven in Medford, NY
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Count on Grief
Count on grief to increase vulnerability.
Human beings are most comfortable when they are in control of their lives and circumstances. Death, even when it's expected,
represents the ultimate "change in plans." When a loved one dies, our former safety and security no longer seem to exist. Instead, we may experience feelings of helplessness and vulnerability that are frightening, as well as disarming. Yet it is precisely this vulnerability that can break down walls of resistance to new thought processes and open the way for new perspectives.
Count on grief to create change.
Grieving is a walk through unknown territory. Familiar internal and external stabilities disappear in a whirlwind of changing
thoughts, feelings, and emotional flux. We are reminded of our pain at odd times and in unexpected ways. Emotions hover near
the surface and tears are hard to control. The stress of daily living taxes our protective defenses to the limit. Depression seems
to slip in from nowhere, and anger erupts without warning. Because grief requires so much emotional energy, our finesse for
social
game-playing is greatly diminished. The bereaved meet the world at a disadvantage, continually surprising themselves and others with unpredictable responses to familiar situations.
Count on grief to change social structure.
The bereaved find their social networks changing and transforming around them. Disappointment with family and friends is a
common theme. Those we expected to "be there for us" may not be able to meet our needs, and friends we didn't know we had
appear "out of nowhere" to fill the void. As we come to terms with whatever limitations and expectations we have for ourselves, we also become aware of the limitations of others. Not everyone we care about will receive what they need from us
while we're grieving. Not everyone who cares about us will be able to fully share our pain.
Count on grief to stress marital bonds.
Grief, like any other stress, complicates relationships. One grieving partner taxes a relationship – two grieving partners find
their pain doubled. Because grieving is an unpredictable, moment-to-moment process, couples must be prepared to build flexibility into their union. Marriages are challenged when each expects too much from the other, and neither receives adequate
support from social or extended family networks. Marriages are strengthened when each partner feels supported and is allowed individuality and freedom from expectations
Count on grief to define priorities.
The bereaved often find themselves realigning their goals and objectives. For most of us, nothing is easily taken for granted
after the death of a loved one. We understand that "now" is the only time there is, and that tomorrow may never come. Relationships are more precious than ever, and we are less comfortable with "unfinished business" relating to those we care about.
Because the cares and concerns built into our busy lives pale in comparison to our loss, the emphasis on people versus things
takes on far greater meaning.
Count on grief to increase spiritual awareness.
The pain of grief prompts spiritual investigation into both the known and the unknown. Answers we were sure of before are
not always satisfying in the context of our present reality. God is questioned and religion is held up for examination. Typically,
there are many stages of distancing, moving toward, and moving within old and new spiritual concepts and beliefs. Our struggle for inner peace and unity seizes many priorities. In the majority of cases, our connection to ourselves and the universe becomes far more defined.
Count on grief to strengthen compassion.
Grief tears down the boundaries between ourselves and others. Bereavement enhances our humanness and strengthens our ties
to the world around us. Our loss is a life-changing event; we will never again be the people we were before. Pain somehow
opens us to greater levels of awareness and a greater capacity for compassion and understanding. Bereavement provides the
catalyst to become more giving, more loving, and more fully aware.
Count on grief to define the past and open doors to the future.
For the bereaved, the world is completely new. The death of a loved one becomes a reference point around which we define
where we've been and how we structure a path for tomorrow. Grief provides a "crash course" in some of the most profound
lessons life has to offer. As bereaved individuals, we find ourselves with fewer answers but far more insights. In time, we learn
there is no loss without gain and no sorrow without joy. As death closes doors behind us, new doors open before us.
Joanetta Hendel
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Jennifer German….……..(910) 245-3177
Printing of the newsletter
John German………...….(910) 245-3177
Webmaster
John German………...….(910) 245-3177
Librarians
Mickey & Hazel Smith…(910) 483-4294

We’re on the Web
www.tcffayetteville.org

Copyright © The Compassionate Friends
Love Gifts
There is no charge for our newsletter, meetings, or lending library, and we depend solely on your
contributions. Love gifts can be made in memory of your child, grandchild, or sibling. Your love gift will
insure that all who need our newsletter, will receive it.
I wish to make a donation in memory of ________________________________________________
Date of Birth _____________________ Date of Death _____________________
Donated by _________________________________ Relationship _______________________
Address _________________________________
_________________________________
If you would like to make a donation please make checks payable to The Compassionate Friends,
and mail to TCF Fayetteville Area Chapter, 703 Rosebud Court, Vass, NC 28394
Please send form with check. A donation is not required to submit items for the newsletter.

