
The Compassionate Friends of Southwest Dallas County  
P.O. Box 380011

Duncanville, Texas 75138
We are happy to send our newsletter to you.  We hope being informed of chapter resources and 
activities will be helpful to you.To keep our mailing current, we ask to hear from you each year, 
making sure that our information is correct, and that you still wish to receive our mailings. Please 
indicate any appropriate choices below and return the form to the address at the bottom of the page. 

We must have your written permission on Þle to use your child!s name and/or picture in the 
newsletter and/or at the Candle Lighting.   This information is used to maintain our Chapter 
Database.  It is confidential and is only utilized for Chapter activities such as the newsletter.  
Permission may be withdrawn at any time with your written request. 

___________________________________________                   ______/_______/_____ 
Signature                                                                                          Date 

If you receive the newsletter by email, please return the requested information to 
tcfswdallas@sbcglobal.net

Your Name _____________________________________________________________________ 

Childʼs name: _______________________________   Relationship: ________________________ 

Childʼs Birth Date: _____\________\________ Childʼs Anniversary Date: _____\________\________
 
Address: ________________________________________________________________________
 
City : _______________________________  State:____________  Zip  ______________________ 

Home Phone: __________________________   Cell Phone: _______________________________
 
E-mail:   ________________________@_______________________________________________
 
Please check any of the following that apply: 

!  Please continue sending the newsletter.

!  Please include my childʼs name and picture in the newsletter when appropriate dates occur. 

!  Please do not send the newsletter. 

I am enclosing a memorial to support The Compassionate Friends in the amount of  _______ 
                                                                                                                                                      (Checks Payable to TCF SW Dallas) 
In memory of ________________________________________________________________ 

     The continuation of this chapterʼs work depends on donations.  If you have not taken the 
opportunity to give a donation in memory of your child please consider taking this time to give a gift 
that will help reach out to other newly bereaved parents. 

The Compassionate Friends of Southwest Dallas County  
P.O. Box 380011

Duncanville, Tx 75138
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And Then There Was Hope 
 
   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 Òself helpÓ 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.  AprilÕs meeting was somewhat better.  
I spoke a few words.  In May I was rocked by the dual 
anticipation of MotherÕs Day and my sonÕs 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 
childÕs 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 could teach me, whose 
voices could penetrate my fog, whose hearts could help 
me to begin the healing process.   
     By the time I marked the first anniversary of my sonÕs 
death, I was beginning to discover that I had been 
transformed into a different person.  Like my child whose 
body had died but whose spirit lived on symbolically in 
the butterfly, I had become a different person. I physically 
felt the pain of other parents.  The first time I offered 
advice I sat in wonder at the realization that this very 
effort brought a little more light into my soul.  Part of my 
healing process became the helping process. 
     Healing is what we seek, but we will never be ÒcuredÓ.   
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 certainty 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.  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 childÕs 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. 
 

Annette Mennen Baldwin 
In memory of my son, Todd Mennen 

TCF, Katy, TX 
October 24, 2006 

 
 

There YouÕll Be

YouÕre on every corner, turn and twist.
Every old familiar spot whispers how your 
missed
In our dreams we can see you soar above the 
sky
A free bird at last with so many left behind

When reminiscing of you, on our face a 
smile shall appear
Ever reminding us that in our 
hearts and memories you are still near
We were blessed to have you in our lives
And will always feel sorrow for the dreams 
you left behind

Apart of you will always remain in the 
hearts of we
Always reminding us that where ever we 
areÉ.There youÕll be.

By Debbie Tsotaddle 
www.thegriefblob.com



July 2009 Issue 7Volume 7

Jerry Palady, Chapter Leader
214-478-5942

jpalady@palcoecs.com
www.orgsites.com/tx/tcfswdallas

    National OfÞce
P.O. Box 3696 Oak Brook, IL 60522-3696

  Toll Free Telephone 877-969-0010
www.compassionatefriends.org      

Bill and Joan Campbell
Texas Regional Coordinators

972-935-0673
jojobill@sbcglobal.net

T he  Compass iona te  F r i ends
Of  Sou thwes t  Da l l a s  County

WE NEED NOT WALK ALONE

OUR chi ldren, s ib l ings and 
grandchi ldren remembered

JULY BIRTHDAYS  JULY ANNIVERSARIES

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.

SHILOH
Son of Wil and Vivian

HUNTER
Son of  Cheryl

DAVID
Son of David and Linda

LACHANDRA
Daughter of James and Louise

JENNIFER
Sister of Sharon

COLIN
Son of Ray and Julie

Grandson of Ada

DAYMEN
Son of Steve and Jessica

CHARLES
Son of Charles and Robin

ANDREW
Son of Frances

FREDRICK
Son of Jimmie and Ruby

DELANA
Daughter of Peggy

HUNTER
Son of Cheryl

ASHLEY
Granddaughter of Sue

LINDSEY
Daughter of Robin and Joe

Granddaughter of Mike and Barbara

EDWARD
Son of Edward and Charisse

MADELINE
Daughter of Melody

ISHMAEL
Son of Pam

CHRISTIAN
Son of Michelle

AARON
Son of Sandra

Asia LaJean Darden 
   Born December 13 passed July 20

There isnÕt a day that I donÕt think of Asia. It seems 
that she is with me more now than ever before. 

Everywhere I go I feel her presence. Each day I Thank 
God for blessing me with such a humble child. She came 

into my life so peaceful and God took her home so 
peaceful ..... I know that Asia is in Gods care. that what 
makes my life go on.  I love you Asia and I miss you. I 

will see you again.

Father, Thank you for each 
and every day you have 
blessed us here on earth.

Thank you for your tender 
mercies.

Thank you for giving us friends 
and family to share our joys as 

well as our pain with.
I ask you to bless all those who 

are reading this right now.
Where there is joy, give them 

continued joy, where 
there is pain; give them your 

peace and mercy.

Where there is self-doubt, guilt 
or confusion, release a 

renewed confidence and a 
feeling of peace in knowing 

that those who are lost to them 
are safe in your home.

Where there is need, fulfill 
their needs and open their 

hearts to you.
Bless their homes, families, 

finances, their goings and their 
comings

In Jesus' name
Amen.

Mark Barbara

Thanks to Kimberly Mayfield and Jean Hanlon for sponsoring this monthÕs newsletter in memory of their children.

A Prayer

http://www.orgsites.com/tx/tcfswdallas
http://www.orgsites.com/tx/tcfswdallas


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 “oldies” 
to welcome you, share your grief and encourage 
you?  It was from them you heard, “Your pain will 
not always be this bad; it really does get softer.” 

ÒThe Tears of ThingsÓ
Dr. Linda E. Jordan

That wonderful Latin phrase, lacrimae rerum, (Òthe tears of thingsÓ) by Lucretius is worth contemplating.  As a grief 
counselor, I am used to tears.  In fact, Kleenex is my stock in trade.  I measure my dayÕs success by how many boxes of 
tissue are used.  One of the most important aspects of my work is to make a safe place for people to cry.

For the most part, we are ashamed of tears.  They embarrass us, and most tragically, we view them as a sign of weakness.  
We hate to cry because it messes up our appearance. Tears make us vulnerable.  Some people fear that if they allow 
themselves to start crying, they will never stop (though they will).  Others fear that their emotions will be discounted and 
belittled.  Tears are scary for the person crying.

Tears are also scary for those who witness the tears.  We think it is our job to ÒstopÓ the tears.  We try to console with trite 
and often hurtful platitudes in an effort to soothe the pain.  It never works.  Our motives may be kind, but our efforts 
merely reinforce the idea that tears are bad; they are to be avoided.  We praise people for Òholding up so well.Ó  Our 
discomfort in the midst of obvious and palpable pain speaks loudly: ÒFor GodÕs sake, donÕt cry in front of me; I canÕt take 
it.Ó  Maybe we secretly fear the tears of others because they call forth so many Òtears of thingsÓ stored up in our own lives 
that have long gone unexpressed.  Well, I would like to suggest two radical attitudes about crying. These are not original 
insights.  As always, they come from my teachersÑgrieving people.

First, crying is healthy.  It is the twin emotion of laughter.  In fact, only those things that evoke profound joy can evoke 
profound tears.  And one of the precious gifts we can give is our undivided and uninterrupted attention to the tears of 
others.  I learned this lesson years ago when I was a chaplain in the Air Force.  I was among the first females to serve as a 
military chaplain.  My counseling popularity with young airmen was very gratifying; however, I falsely supposed it was 
due to my superb counseling skills.  In reality, it had to do with my gender.  I represented for them a safe place to let down 
their guard and cry.

This insight came to me one day when a young airman came into my office, introduced himself, sat down, and launched 
wholeheartedly into spilling out his heart and Òthe tears of things.Ó  At the end of the hour, the airman stood up, thanked 
me for all my help, and left.  I never said a word.  I didnÕt even get the chance to introduce myself.  No need.  What I 
learned that day was that helping people cry is not a passive, helpless act.    Tears are not only good for our souls, but also 
good for our bodies.  The physical release of tears, like the sweat that comes when we exercise, is cleansing.  (There is, 
after all, more room on the outside than on the inside.) The more at ease we are with tears (ours and others), the more 
healing we offer.  People donÕt need advice.  Most people have the answers they need within them.  What they need is 
presence and safety.

Second, crying is an expression of love.  The story that prompted me to write this article came from a woman whose 
husband died on hospice.  She said that as they approached his death, she cried when she was with him.  Her son 
suggested that they should not be so emotional in front of him.  They needed to be strong for him, to set their own feelings 
aside.  This wise woman one day asked her husband of 52 years, ÒWhen I cry, do I look weak?Ó  Her equally wise 
husband replied, ÒWhen you cry, it looks like love to me.Ó  All too often our efforts to ÒprotectÓ leave those we love more 
isolated in their pain.  ÒWHEN YOU CRY, ITÕS LOOKS LIKE LOVE TO ME!Ó  What a great alternative consciousness 
for our culture.

Well, the Òtears of thingsÓ are part of life.  They are part of death.  They are part of love.  They are part of healing.  They 
are part of remembering.  And they are part of moving forward.  Bless them, for they are the ultimate gift of our deepest 
humanity.

Dr. Linda E. Jordan is the retired Manager of Duke Community Bereavement Services,
Duke HomeCare & Hospice



My Daughter Died - Who Am I Now?

The death of a child is a stunning blow and changes a parentÕs life 
forever.  It is an out-of-turn death Ñ something that should not 
happen.  My daughter died at age 45 from the injuries she received 
in a car crash.  Her death changed my identity and my life.  Some 
of the changes are good and others are not so good.

One good change is my sensitivity to other people.  Though I have 
always been a sensitive person, I am more sensitive now.  My 
daughterÕs death, her appointment of my husband and me as her 
childrenÕs guardians, and becoming a GRG (grandparent raising 
grandchildren) have given me many new writing topics. These are 
good changes.  What about the not so good?

When you have lost four loved ones as I have Ñ my daughter, 
father-in-law, brother, and former son-in-law, all in the span of nine 
months, life becomes scary.  Tragedy found me and I wonder if it 
will find me again.  Raising my twin grandchildren is my new life 
mission and I do it joyfully.  That does not stop me from worrying 
about teen behavior, peer pressure, and my grandchildrenÕs futures.

According to a Cancet Net website article, ÒWhen a Parent is 
Grieving the Loss of a Child,Ó when you lose a child you may lose 
a close friend, link to grandchildren, and family support.  My 
deceased daughter was all of these things and her death has left a 
gaping hole in my life.

Jane Bissler, PhD, writes about identity change in ÒMy Child has 
Died and so Have I!: Grieving the Loss of an Adolescent Child.Ó  
Her article is published in the January 2009 issue of ÒThe Forum,Ó 
the printed newsletter of the Association for Death Education and 
Counseling.  The death of a child takes the parentÕs breath away, 
Bissler says, and changes the parentÕs personality.

Despite one remaining adult child, I often feel like the parent of an 
only child, and this surprises me.  Therese A. Rando, PhD writes 
about identity in her book, ÒHow to Go on Living When Someone 
You Love Dies.Ó  Grieving parents are in transition, Rando notes, 
and have to adjust to a new world.  Language changes from ÒweÓ 
to ÒI,Ó for example.  Aspects of personality are lost and new aspects 
are found. According to Rando, bereaved parents need to reinvest 
their energy in other people and pursuits.

ÒYou then will need to integrate your new and old selves together,Ó 
she explains.  I am reinvesting energy in grief books, grief articles, 
and talks about multiple losses.  In addition, I am reinvesting 
energy in my husband, grandchildren, and our extended family.

The time will come, according to Bob Deits, MTh, author of ÒLife 
After Loss,Ó when I will reconnect with life.  I am doing this now.  
Though my identity has changed a bit, inside I am pretty much the 
same person.  I love to write, love to cook, love intellectual 
challenges, love to laugh, and love sharing life with my twin 
grandchildren.  This is who I am and who I will be in years to 
come.
 

©2009 by Harriet HodgsonArticle Source:http://ezinearticles.com/?
expert=Harriet_HodgsonHarriet Hodgson has been an independent 
journalist for 30 years. She is a member of the American Society of 
Journalists and Authors, the Association of Health Care Journalists, 
and the Association for Death Education and Counseling.

What Are We Waiting For?

 My brother-in-law opened the bottom drawer of my 
sisterÕs bureau and lifted out a tissue-wrapped package. 
ÒThis,Ó he said, Òis not a slip. This is lingerie.Ó He 
discarded the tissue and handed me the slip. It was 
exquisite: silk, handmade, and trimmed with a cobweb of 
lace. The price tag with an astronomical figure was still 
attached. ÒJan bought it the first time we went to New 
York eight or nine years ago. She never wore it. She was 
saving it for a special occasion. Well, I guess this is the 
special occasion.Ó 

He took the slip from me and put it on the bed with the 
other clothes we were taking to the funeral home. His 
hands lingered on the soft material for a moment. He 
slammed the drawer shut and turned to me. ÒDonÕt ever 
save anything for a special occasion. Every day youÕre 
alive is a special occasion.Ó 

I remembered those words through the funeral and the 
days that followed when I helped him attend to all the sad 
chores that follow an unexpected death. I thought about 
them on the plane returning home. I thought about all the 
things she hadnÕt seen or heard or done. I thought about 
the things that she had done without realizing that they 
were special.

I still think about his words and how theyÕve changed my 
life. I read more and dust less. I sit on the deck and admire 
the view without fussing about the weed in the garden. I 
spend more time with my family and friends and less time 
in committee meetings. Whenever possible, life should be 
a pattern of experience to savor, not endure. I try to 
recognize those moments now and cherish them. I donÕt 
save anything. We use our good china for every special 
eventÑsuch as losing a pound, getting the sink 
unstopped, or discovering the first camellia blossom. I 
wear my good blazer to the market if I feel like it. I donÕt 
save my good perfume for special parties. ÒSomedayÓ and 
Òone of these daysÓ are losing their grip on my 
vocabulary. If itÕs worth seeing, hearing, or doing, I want 
to see, hear, and do it now.

     I am not sure what my sister would have done had she 
known that she wouldnÕt be here for the tomorrows we all 
take for granted. I think she would have called family 
members and a few close friends. She might have called a 
few former friends to apologize and mend fences for past 
squabbles. ItÕs these little things left undone that would 
make me angry if I knew my hours were limitedÑangry 
because I put off seeing good friends, angry because I 
hadnÕt written certain letters that I intend to write, angry 
and sorry that I didnÕt tell my husband and daughter often 
enough how much I truly love them. I am trying not to put  
off, hold back, or save anything that would add laughter 
and luster to our lives. Every morning when I open my 
eyes, I tell myself that itÕs a special day.

Ann Wells
TCF, Laguna Niguel, CA

http://www.harriethodgson.com/
http://www.harriethodgson.com/


Those of us who have walked through our griefÑand found there is a futureÑare the 
ones who must meet others in the valley of darkness and bring them to light.   
 

Rev. Simon Stephens 
Founder, TCFÑCoventry, England 

What I Would Have MissedÉ  

Sometimes, I look back over the journey of the past eight years, and think about what I would have missed if I 
hadn!t continued on at Compassionate Friends.  The moments of gifted hope from others who have walked the 
path before me. The puzzle pieces that helped put me and my new life together in ways I never could have 
imagined.  The lessons of Òdoubling our joys and halving our sorrows.Ó  It would have been easier to walk away 
back at three years, when I was doing Òbetter.Ó  But then I think I might have been... just OK.  Instead, I am 
alive again! 

What I would have missedÉ 

The fear of making that Þrst phone call to another bereaved mother who needed us, just one year into my Òafter.Ó My Þrst 
criminal trial (surreal to this day), for her son!s murderer.   A bond of friendship that will last into eternity. And the 
incredible feeling of seeing her these seven years later--joyful! 

Middle of the night phone calls from weeping friends having major meltdowns. And the calm that comes from sharing a 
good cry together, each knowing the other understands. The conÞdence that comes from knowing they will return the 
favor to us on our bad days. 

Unspeakable stories of horriÞc losses, yet all too true.  And absolutely inspiring tales of faith, courage, and healing that 
make me believe that, if they can survive, then I surely can too. 

17 email messages in one morning.  Some that made me cry, some that gave me courage for the day, and some that 
allowed me the privilege of sharing another!s most precious gift--their child. 

Sleepless nightsÉ Well, I am writing this at 4am, so maybe not. 

The challenge of all the different personalities and circumstances in a meeting.  Learning that it is all the members of the 
group, with all their different personalities and circumstances that make each chapter unique. 

The heartache of watching a member walk away because Òit!s just not working,Ó and feeling like I failed her.  The peace 
of realizing that I did my best to provide opportunities for her healing. 

Struggling with a friend through months of the same story over and over.  The breakthrough moment when the tide turned, 
and a precious memory returned, bringing smiles and laughter, instead of bitter tears. Laughing, really laughing with him! 

Most of all, the names, and the faces, and the birthdays, and the stories of all the beloved children.  God says He will 
engrave our names upon His hand forever.  Each and every family that has come to our chapter has touched my life, and 
they are etched forever into my heart.  On these sleepless nights, I hear the names and I see the faces.  I spend time with 
them in my heart and soul, as I do our own precious daughter.  I know my life could never be complete if I had missed 
even a single one. 

The journey, the puzzle and the healing all require the action of reaching out to others. It can be as simple as handing 
someone a tissue, offering a hug, remembering a birthday, or when the time is right, volunteering for the steering 
committee or a leadership role, so the chapter can continue on for still others.  

I hope you won!t settle for being ÒOK.Ó  Reinvest in your own life by walking this journey with someone  who needs you.  
Don!t miss out on a single thing! 

Joan Campbell 
Lesley!s Stepmom 

TCF Southwest Dallas County



ANNOUNCEMENTS

 This yearÕs 
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 BloodÑThe memoir of a FishermanÕs 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.org

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.

Friends Asking Friends® Fundraising Program
Whether or not you are attending the national 
conference this year, you may still participate it the 
Walk to Remember. Just go to 
www.tcfwalktoremember.org and join the TCF SW 
Dallas Team. After you join you can create personal 
page in memory of your child, grandchild or sibling.

You may also access the site through our website 
www.orgsites.com/tx/tcfswdallas and follow the 
following instructions:
First: Click on "2009 Walk to Remember" in the links 
section on the left. You will be directed to the Walk to 
Remember main page. Click on "Event Enrollment" 
Then choose "Join a Team." Scroll 
down and choose "TCF Southwest 
Dallas"
Second: As an individual participant 
you create a personalized web page 
with pictures and stories, and set a 
fundraising goal.
Third: Attain your fundraising goal by 
inviting friends and family to visit your 
web page and provide support.
If you need assistance, send me an 
email at:tcfswdallas@sbcglobal.net.
                                                    Chapter goal: $2000
                                                    Raised to date: $925

LAST CHANCE!!! OUR CHAPTER!S 
WALK TO REMEMBER BANNER  will be 
available at the July chapter meeting for 
you to add a brief (one or two sentences) 
message for your loved one(s).  The 
banner and its messages of remembrance 
will be lovingly carried by TCF SW Dallas 
members in the 10th Annual Walk to 
Remember at the TCF National 
Conference in Portland, OR on Sunday, 
August 9, 2009.  
You may also submit a childʼs name to be 
carried in the large TCF notebooks by going 
to the Walk to Remember website and 
clicking on the appropriate link.  It is expected 
that nearly 15,000 names will be carried in 
the Walk this year.

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 “Healing the 
Grieving Heart” along with an online support 
community you may participate in.
Our own chapter has a phone friend list. For a list 
of members to contact, see our chapterʼs purple 
brochure.  
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CHAPTER STEERING COMMITTEE

Chapter Leader                                   Jerry Palady
                                       jpalady@palcoecs.com

Facilitator                                            John Takacs
                                             johntakacs@mhd.com                                      
Treasurer                                          Tim Patterson
                                               timholly@charter.net                               
Librarian                                              Kathy Monk
                                          monkkathy@yahoo.com
Community Outreach                     George Crews
                                         gmcrews@sbcglobal.net
Newsletter/Webmaster                     Bill Campbell
                                       tcfswdallas@sbcglobal.net
Members at Large  Marshall Moran, VivianAdams,          
   Barbara Green

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 authorÕs 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

AREA TCF CHAPTERS

CARROLLTON/FARMERS BRANCH
www.orgsites.com/tx/tcf-cfb

FT. WORTH
www.geocities.com/tcfriendsfw
PLANO/COLLIN COUNTY

ewfarm@airmail.net
ROYSE CITY

YvonneSebastian21@yahoo.com
WYLIE

www.orgsites.com/tx/tcfwylie
GARLAND/MESQUITE
cnilesjones@hotmail.com

COPYRIGHT © 2009 THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS SOUTHWEST DALLAS COUNTY

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 at 
www.compassionatefriends.org  Our chapter also has a copy that may be checked out of our library. 

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.

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.  PLEASE NOTE THAT WE NO LONGER HAVE 
CHILD CARE AVAILABLE DURING MEETINGS.
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The Southwest Dallas County Chapter of The Compassionate 
Friends hopes that you have benefited 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.

JULY
 2009

NEWSLETTER

Southwest Dallas County Chapter
The Compassionate Friends
P.O. Box 380011
Duncanville, Texas 75138

ADDRESS CORRECTION REQUESTED
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