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The mission of Compassionate Friends is to assist families toward the positive resolution of grief following
the death of a child of any age and to provide information to help others be supportive.

OUR children, siblings and
grandchildren remembered

APRIL BIRTHDAYS APRIL ANNIVERSARIES
JACQUELYN HOPE - - LESLEY BRENT
Granddaughter of Sue Daughter of Loretta Daughter of Bill and Joan Son of Doug and Tricia
N CHRIS

BRADLEY LACHANDRA Son of Marie MIKE

Son of Rawley and Diane — Daughter of James and Louise MARCUS Son of Chris
Son of Yvonne

JOSEPH PAULO EDWARD BRIAN

Son of John and Nancy Son of Julian and Maria = Son of Edward and Pauletta Son of Linda
My Precious Angel

Valencia Hoy CORRECTION

At the time this picture was made
she was 7 years old. She was posing
and winking for her dad in her red
rubber boots. She loved her Dad very
much. Also I remember she was
always holding her little brother’s
hand leading him around, watching
over him like she was making sure
he would be OK. She was a little girl
but she had a very big heart. I miss
her very much, but she is still in my

heart. . Mark Barbara, son of Jeaﬁ
Happy Birthday Hanlon was accidently left off
Love, Dad of last months birthday list.

This month’s newsletter is sponsored by Gary and Vera
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MY HEART HAS NO STEPS By David Hurley

I married into a family that was going through the process of grief. I often feel like an interloper at meetings of bereaved
parents because | “technically” don’t belong. When I married Beverley she had experienced tlile death of her oldest
daughter. Her marriage was one of many that could not handle the added pressure of the death of a child. This is written
for the “Step” parents in the group, but there are also a few things that apply to natural parents.

The title exists because several people have heard me say that my heart has no steps. I’ll explain.

Beverley — the bereaved mother I came to love: Beverley was in the process of grieving the death of Debbie when we
first started seeing each other. She still is in that process. I am moving though the process with her, even though Debbie
died before I was on the scene. I have had to learn a lot about what is going on. Living with a grieving wife you love is a
good way to gain knowledge of what grief is about. We share this, along with everything else in our lives. It has given
me the opportunity, on way too many occasions, to put grieving parents and grandparents in touch with Bereaved Parents.

Debbie — is Beverley’s oldest daughter: I never met her. I watched all of the video that was available, including the old
8mm silent home movies and looked at all of the pictures that were available. I have talked with her friends. I have
talked with her Aunts and Uncles in an effort to try to understand more about her and her relationship with her mother.
That is my choice, and I think it is a responsibility as Beverley’s husband to prepare myself as much as possible for my
role of trying to comfort her on the worst days of her grief.

Kim — the daughter I did meet: If I ever introduce Kim to you, I will introduce her as my daughter. My heart has no
steps. I believe we have a pretty good relationship. That is a miracle, considering the circumstances surrounding her
when I entered her life. 1 worry about her. I want only the best in life for her. I will do all I can to protect her. In the
purest sense, [ love her. We are family. The longer we go the tighter we bond. I now have four children. (I know. They
are all adults now. Just humor me. Okay?) Kim and her husband (my son-in-law) have given me three beautiful
grandchildren. Watch us together and you will be convinced that there is a real familial bond. This relationship does not
replace my natural children. I have as much love for them as ever.

One of the things I had to overcome (I am still working on this) is my propensity as the male of the species to fix
everything so there is no more problem. Guys, we CAN’T fix it. We must do all we can in support of our wife. Actually,
whichever spouse is being stronger at any given moment wants to make everything better for the other. We feel like a
failure when we cannot make the hurt go away. I know I have to be sensitive to things that others know nothing about.

A song, a date or other stimulus may trigger the grief in my wife and the mood can change quickly. I finally learned to
ask her if her mood was because of something I did or didn’t do, or something I said or didn’t say. I also ask if there is
something I can do to help her at that time. Sometimes she just needs to experience her grief with a minimum of
distraction. Searching is my responsibility and honest answers are her responsibility.

I can do things to soften some of the bumps I know are coming. Little things do mean a lot. It is easy to send a card or
flower to her on dates that [ know are important to her. I once bought a flower and placed it on Debbie’s grave on her
birthday. I knew Beverley would have a difficult time getting there because of her workload. She tearfully related that
she would fail to get to the cemetery. When I told her I had attended to the grave she received some relief. Don’t give up
lookfifng for big things to do to help, but be particularly sensitive to the little things. They show up quite often and are just
as eftective.

Remember to flatten out any steps in your heart. The love you experience will be worth the effort.

Reprinted from A JOURNEY TOGETHER
www.bereavedparentsusa.org/

A FRIEND
I need a friend to sit with me,

To help me struggle through Find a Little time for Spring,

The sadness and the anger, Even if Yialig days are trqubled. Grieving is as natural as crying when you are
The crying I will do. Let a Little sunshine in — Hurt, sleeping when you are tired,
I need a friend to sit with me, Let your memories be doubled. Eating when you are hungry,
To help me work this out, Take a little time to see Or sneezing when you nose itches!

The guilt and all the anguish, All the things your child was seeing |1t is nature’s way of healing a broken heart.

The times I’1l want to shout. And your tears will help your heart

I need a friend to sit with me, Find a better time for being. Rabbi Earl Grollman
To help me through my pain,

The longing and the emptiness,

The need to speak his name.

Lilly Barstow

TCFAbbotsford, BC, Canada

Sascha Wagner
TCF Des Moines 14



Learning How to “Talk Grief”

By Harriet Hodgson

I’'m a grief writer and know lots of grief words. After four loved ones died, however, I realized I had to learn
more. Adding to my grief vocabulary helped me to understand research. New grief words and terms also helped
me to understand my journey. Most important, these new words and terms helped me evaluate my grief.

The National Cancer Institute, in a website article titled “Loss, Grief, and Bereavement,” defines some basic
grief terms. Grief is defined as the normal process of reacting to loss. Bereavement is defined as the time after
loss, a painful time of tears and fear and sadness. Mourning is defined as the process of adapting to loss. But
multiple losses complicated my grief process and that is why I kept learning how to “talk grief.”

New words and terms helped me to see that my grief was normal. Unfortunately, some people go through
complicated mourning. Vamik D. Volkan, MD and Elizabeth Zintl discuss this kind of mourning in “Life After
Loss: The Lessons of Grief.” Two types of complicated mourning caught my attention: denial and perennial
mourning. Denial is self-explanatory; you cannot accept what has happened. Perennial mourning is more
complicated. “Perennial mourners are locked in a chronic review of their lost relationship in an attempt to find
resolution to it,” the authors explain.

One of the most unusual terms I learned was “absent grief.” These people are incapable of mourning so their
grief is unresolved. Volkan and Zintl also talk about perennial mourners, people with severe grief that becomes
depression. Thankfully, I was not a perennial mourner, absent mourner, or a mourner in denial.

Grief counselor Bob Deits, author of “Life After Loss: A Practical Guide to Renewing Your Life After
Experiencing Major Loss,” sees grief in two ways — healthy and distorted. He describes grief as the “nuclear
energy of our emotions.” That is why it is important for you and I to evaluate our grief. Evaluating was not an
easy thing to do, but it is a necessary thing.

Judy Tatelbaum defines many grief terms in her book, “The Courage to Grieve.” Delayed grief is one of these
terms. I know people who have delayed their grief for years and it is unhealthy. As Tatelbaum explains,
“Delayed grief is the pushing aside of feelings at the critical early stages of mourning to be dealt with at some
future time.” Delaying may keep you functioning, she goes on to say, but it leaves you open to an emotional
explosion in the future.

From my standpoint, there is no better time to cope with grief than now. Naturally, I worried about myself when
grief triggers, like the first anniversary of death, pushed my recovery backwards. I felt better after I read a Mayo
Clinic website article, “Grief: Coping With Reminders After a Loss,” and its assurance that grief triggers are
normal. Now I watch for triggers and prepare for them.

The grief and bereavement field has its own language. Nobody — not me, not you — wants to learn to “talk
grief.” Still, we must face the reality of what has happened. The reality is that you have lost a dear one, someone
you will miss forever. Learning new grief words and terms will help you stay on the recovery path. In time,
your words of sorrow will become words of joy. Please believe me when I say this, for I have found it to be
true.

Copyright 2008 by Harriet Hodgson http://www.harriethodgson.com

Harriet Hodgson has been an independent journalist for 30 years. She is a member of the Association of Health Care Journalists and

the Association for Death Education and Counseling. Her 24th book, “Smiling Through Your Tears: Anticipating Grief,” written with
Lois Krahn. MD. is available from http://www.amazon.com

~hGrlef d?}:/es ncllen 1tntodhab1ts Zf sefrt 10ust£eﬂli: Ctlr(tm’ ~He that conceals his grief finds no remedy for it ~
sharpens the understanding, and softens the heart ~ Turkish Proverb

John Adams
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WHO WAS THAT PERSON?
An eight year retrospective...

By Rich Edler
Who was that person? He looked like me. He talked like me. But I don't think I know him anymore.

Who was that person? He had so many friends. He was popular at cocktail parties and told good jokes. Today,
he seeks out one person he can really talk to and that is enough. His telephone Rolodex is a lot smaller, but so
much more important.

Who was that person? He had such different priorities. He skated over life, like an ice skater on a frozen pond.
He never thought about how cold the water was. Now he has a totally new perspective on the world. He reaches
out to people who hurt because he knows how they feel. He has been there. He has felt the ice water.

Who was that person? He had an orderly chronological sense of time. Now the world is divided forever into
simply “before” and “after.

Who was that person? He used to rush through dinner or cut the family vacation short to get back to the office.
Now he thinks back to the family times as the most wonderful times of his life. He knows what is irreplaceable.

Who was that person? He used to worry about so many imaginary troubles, most of which never happened
anyway. Now he spends most of his time in the present. He appreciates today’s sunset, daisies, simple things
and good friends. He knows how precious each moment is.

Who was that person? He used to think about what he wanted to get out of life. Now he thinks about how
grateful he is for the gifts he has had.

Who was that person? He used to measure his goals in terms of where he is going. Now he focuses more on
what his life will have been about. He asks less and less why his child died, and more often: “Why did he live?”

Who was that person? He had never heard of The Compassionate Friends. Now they are his best friends. And
he knows that by helping someone else through TCEF, he also helps himself.
Who was that person? I don’t think I know him anymore.

©Rich Edler 2000. Permission to reprint granted by the family and by We Need Not Walk Alone, the national
magazine of The Compassionate Friends.

To Our New Members

Coming to your first meeting is the hardest
thing to do. But, you have nothing to lose and
much to gain. Try not to judge your first
meeting as to whether or not TCF will work for
you. The second, third or fourth meeting might
be the time you will find the right person - or
just the right words spoken that will help you
in your grief work. It is so much like work.

To Our Old Members

We need your encouragement and support.
You are the string that ties our group together
and the glue that makes it stick. We have new
parents at each meeting. Think back - what
would it have been like for you if there had not
been any OoldiesO to welcome you, share your
grief and encourage you? It was from them
you heard, OYour pain will not always be this
bad; it really does get softer.O



Angels In The Midst

By Jean Hanlon

I worried about losing my son for a long time. There
were several reasons why I felt that way. 1’ve muttered
the words from time to time in order to get myself
prepared.

I used to hate to answer the phone for fear of the call
that might come one day. This would be my worse
nightmare.

Well, that call did come. It was an urgent request for me
to come to a hospital in another state, as my youngest
son was on life support.

All T could think about was to get a ﬂight out, to get my
dog to a kennel, to pack my clothes and to get out of the
house and to my son’s bedside.

There were no available flights that evening. M
husband searched the internet, but all flights were full
due to spring break travel. I picked up the phone and
called American Airlines. I explained my situation and
without hesitation, the reservationist booked us on a
flight. How she found 2 available seats was beyond me.
Im sure she did not realize that she was part of an
intercession, but I knew it.

I called my vet to kennel my dog, and they were open
late that night, helping the plan run smoothly and
without a hitch. Was' it just a coincidence? I don’f think
so.

While waiting at the airport gate, a woman noticed I was
crgln% She came over to me and said “ I don’t know
what has happened , but it seems that you need a hug”.
She hugged me and we talked. It turned out that she was
going home and lived in the same city, near the hospital
I was going to.

She got on her cell phone to get information and gave
me directions from tﬁe airport to the hospital. She even
offered me her home if we needed a place to stay. A ver
nice offer from a stranger, but was she really a stranger?

I s;l)oke to her shortly during the flight, and while
deplaning, I put my hand in my jacket and pulled out a
little bag of crosses I had forgotten I had purchased. I
said my goodbye’s and handed her one of the crosses.

During the time we were in the hospital, three nurses
were on duty for my son’s room. These nurses must
have been spiritual because they were so caring for my
son and for us. I have never experienced a more caring
group so dedicated to their jobs before. I can’t explain
it, but it’s as if they were specially chosen to be there. I
will believe nothing less.

As we all went through the steps people go through
during times like these, the next morning, a voice in my
head continually repeated the words, “5 0’clock™.

I told no one of this until my husband wanted me to go
with him to find a hotel room and get some rest. I knew
that I could not leave my son’s side, but a room was
available at a Holiday Inn Express nearby.

My husband called a taxi and when the driver picked
him up, he explained the situation. That man was there
for us every time we needed to be picked up. He was
especially nice and very dependable.

It began to feel like all these people were set in place for
us. It seemed like God was saying, “Don’t worry about
the small stuff, my angels will take care of that.”

As it was, I had something very important to tend to. I
had to be with my son.

With my husband at the hotel and my son’s father off to
get a change of clothes and shower I found myself alone
in the room with my son. Holding his hand, kissing his
face, talking to him, praying for a miracle, and listening
to him breathe, I swear I'could hear his heartbeat.

I never concerned myself with anything other than being
there, as the words™ “5 o’clock’™ were repeated in my
head all day long.

It felt like I was in the midst of something with no
control of the situation, yet it seemed a bit peaceful.

At 4:45 p.m., my son’s father returned to the room. I
remember the time because I looked at the clock and
thought to myself that he had gotten back just in time.

Very shortly thereafter, I noticed a change in my son’s
breathing pattern. I stood there at Mark’s bedside and
my words to his dad just came out-"Watch and listen”.

This was not something either of us would normally do
under the circumstances, but I felt like both of us,
Mark’s parents, were being taught something and had to
pay perfect, quiet attention andg apparently, neither of us
could or would do anything but that.

It was time. We watched our son take fewer breaths then
before, until there was one, then another, and finally his
last breath was taken.

“That’s it, it’s over”, was all I could say. Automatically,
I turned to look at the clock. It was 5 p.m.. I looked back
at Mark and his eyes had opened while I was turned
away.

What I saw in his eyes was the most peaceful look I ever
witnessed. I wondered if he saw me at the last second,
but I knew, without a doubt, that he was seeing
something that none of the living could ever see. It must
have been the awesome beauty of a place God took him
to, a place of peace none of us could ever imagine.

I lost my son. The pain is unbearable and I cry every
day, but the hope and belief that my God, My Lord
Jesus and angels were there to help us through it all.

As much as it hurts to feel the finality of it all, it is not

up to us to know why, not now anyway, but I believe

{lhat thtg “Holy Father” took care of his child, keeping
im safe.

I believe with all my heart that we are all forgiven our
sins at the time of death. I believe that we will all meet
again and together we will all be angels and the soldiers
in our Lord’s army. As “Angels in the Midst” of the final
war we will put the angel of darkness to his death.

Only then will there be everlasting peace.

Jean Hanlon is a member of the Southwest Dallas Com?
chapter of The Compassionate Friends.(Ed.)



ANNOUNCEMENTS

MEETINGS

The Compassionate Friends of Southwest Dallas
County meets on the third Tuesday of each month at
7:00 PM in the parlor of the First United Methodist
Church in Duncanville. The church address is 403 S.
Main St. The parlor is located behind the church at 206
W. Daniel St. Nursery is provided. For information
regarding the nursery contact Karen Sonnier at
972-298-6121.

MEMORY BOARD AND BIRTHDAY TABLE
You are encouraged to use the memory board and
birthday table. It is good way to remember and
commemorate your loved one.

CARE AND CONCERNS
Please keep new member Loretta Sandle in your
thought and prayers as she recovers at home after a
stay in the hospital.

LIBRARY

&

Our library is available to you. Please take time to look
at the available resources. If you have checked out a
book or video, please return it when you are through so
others may use it.

Need additional support between meetings?

There are resources available through The
Compassionate Friends national website at
www.compassionatefriends.org. There is a weekly live
call in radio show called OHealing the Grieving HeartO
along with an online support community you may
participate in.

Our own chapter has a phone friend list. For a lists of
members to contact, see our chapterOs purple
brochure.

New TCF Video: After a Child Die s

The Compassionate Friends has unveiled a web
version of a new video After a Child Dies. We believe
After a Child Dies will offer insight and understanding
and hope to bereaved parents, siblings, and
grandparents, and to those who care about them. After
a Child Dies is now available to view online. Those
using Firefox browsers may be unable to view the video
and should switch to a different browser.
www.compassionatefriends.org
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32nd NATIONAL CONFERENCE

Portland, Oregon
August 7-9, 2009

This yearOs national
conference will be held in Portland Oregon August
7-9, 2009.

The ever-popular Darcie Sims, who uses her own
unique brand of humor as a special type of grief
therapy, has been announced as the final keynote
speaker. Darcie is a bereaved parent, nationally
certified grief management specialist, psycho-
therapist, and a board certified hypnotherapist.

Candy Lightner, the dynamic founder of Mothers
Against Drunk Drivers (MADD) has also agreed to
be a keynote speaker. Besides Candy Lightner, the
conference will feature keynoters Reg and Maggie
Green and Michele Longo Eder. Reg and Maggie
are the parents of Nicholas Green, the seven-year-
old American boy who was shot by highway bandits
in Italy in 1994. Michele Longo Eder is author of
Salt in our BloodNThe memoir of a FishermanOs
Wife. Michele, an accomplished lawyer, started
journaling what daily life was like for her while her
husband and sons were commercial fishing off the

coasts of Oregon, Washington, and northern
California.
For info go to www.compassionatefriends.or

THE
Walk to
‘ Reme
® Portland, Oregon

August 9, 2009

Walk to Remember 2009!

A very popular event at every TCF national
conference is the Walk to Remember” which will be
held the closing day of TCF's national conference in
Portland, OR, Sunday, August 9 starting at 8 a.m.
from the hotel. This will be the tenth event and as
many as 1500 are expected to join in the Walk.
Those participating can help the Walk to Remember
to mean even more by finding personal sponsors.
Every dollar donated by sponsors will be used to
support TCF programs across the country.

Friends Asking Friends™ Fundraising
Program

Whether or not you walk to remember, you have an
opportunity this year to once again help The
Compassionate Friends fund its programs through
the Friends Asking Friends. ItOs very simple to
participate. First, visit the Walk to Remember
website at www.tcfwalktoremember.org
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NEWSLETTER POLICY

Sponsoring a newsletter is a way to remember your child at any special time through the year. You may
include a picture of your child (if emailed please use jpeg format) and a brief (100 words or less) comment
about your child. To guard against identity theft, please do not include full birth or death dates. A donation of
$20.00 will help cover the cost of postage for the newsletter.

This is your newsletter. Please feel free to submit your own writings, book reviews, articles or poems you
have found helpful. Be sure to include the author’s name and source. Articles may have to be edited for space.
Please email to: tcfswdallas@sbcglobal.net

Or mail to:

Bill Campbell

417 Cimarron Meadows Dr.

Waxahachie, TX. 75167

CHAPTER STEERING COMMITTEE AREA TCF CHAPTERS
Chapter Leader Jerry Palady CARROLLTON/FARMERS BRANCH
jpalady@palcoecs.com www.orgsites.com/tx/tcf-ctb
Facilitator John Takacs FT. WORTH
Johntakac_s@mhd.com www.geocities.com/tcfriendsfw
Treasurer . Tim Patterson PLANO/COLLIN COUNTY
timholly@charter.net o
Librarian Kathy Monk ewfarm@airmail.net
monkkathy@yahoo.com ROYSE CITY
Community Outreach George Crews YvonneSebastian21@yahoo.com
gmcrews@sbcglobal.net WYLIE
Newsletter/Webmaster Bill Campbell www.orgsites.com/tx/tcfwylie
tcfswdallas@shbcglobal.net GARLAND/MESQUITE
Members at Large Marshall Moran, VivianAdams, cnilesjones@hotmail.com

Barbara Green

COPYRIGHT © 2009 THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS SOUTHWEST DALLAS COUNTY
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The Southwest Dallas County Chapter of The Compassionate
Friends hopes that you have benebted from receiving this newsletter.
Our purpose is to support and aid families in the positive resolution

of their grief following the death of a child. If you no longer wish to
continue receiving this newsletter please mail this page to the return
address or email tcfswdallas@sbcglobal.net so your name can be
removed from our list.
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