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THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS 

MISSION STATEMENT 

You Are Not Alone 

When your child has died, suddenly it seems like all meaning has been drained from your life. When you 
wake in the morning, it’s difficult to get out of bed, much less live a “normal” life. All that was right with 
the world now seems wrong and you’re wondering when, or if, you’ll ever feel better. 

We’ve been there ourselves and understand some of the pain you are feeling right now. We are truly 
glad that you have found us but profoundly saddened by the reason. We know that you are trying to 
find your way in a bewildering experience for which no one can truly be prepared. 

To the Newly Bereaved 
 

As the years pass, we see new members come into the chapter, and we try to help them with 
their grief as we progress in our own. Over and over again, I have seen newly bereaved parents come to 
their first meeting totally devastated and convinced that their lives are over. Through the months (and 
years) I have seen them struggle and suffer and try to find meaning in their lives again. And they do! 
Through all the anger, pain and tears, somehow the human spirit is able to survive and flower again in a 
new life – perhaps a changed life and possibly a sadder one, but a stronger one nevertheless. 
 

We feel so weak and crushed when our beloved children die, but I know because I have seen it 
countless times in the years I’ve been involved with The Compassionate Friends that we can make it 
together. When you walked through the door for the first meeting, you were frightened and nervous; 
but with that step you made a statement about your life. With that first step through the door, you said 
you wanted to try, you wanted to find a reason for living again, that you weren’t willing to be swallowed 
by your grief. You wanted to go forward, and those first steps into The Compassionate Friends began 
your journey. 

 
The journey will be a long one, for you loved your child with all your heart and soul. When that 

child died, a part of you was ripped away. It takes a long time to repair that large hole. The journey will 
not always be steady or constant; there will be many setbacks. Those of us who have taken the journey 
before you can assure you that, while there may be no rainbow at the other end, there is indeed “light 
at the end of the tunnel.” 
 

We want to help you as we were helped, but in the beginning and in the long run, you must help 
yourself. You have to want to get better, to talk about your loss, to struggle through the grief. We will 
listen, suggest, share and laugh and cry with you; and we hope, at this time next year, you’ll be several 
steps along in your personal journey through grief. Then you can begin to help others. 

 



OCTOBER BIRTHDAYS 
 
 

2008-Maxwell B. Heath, Son of Carrie & Dirk Heath  

1986-Brendon Chase Mooney, Son of Richard & Joan Mooney  

1981-Amanda Cristina Ramirez-Velazquez , Daughter of Cynthia Cruz  

1986-Tara Michelle Rose, Daughter of Angie Rose  

1972-Grant Koval, Son of Linda Koval  

1983-Kevin Donat, Son of Diane Donat  

1999-Joselito C. M. Boquilon, Son of Raulito & Kim Boquilon  

1980-Felipe Danny Sanchez, Son of Lupe Sanchez  

1968-Travis Davis, Son of Sharyl Davis  

1988-Kayla Lower, Daughter of Lori Morris  

1994-Braden Hughes Patton, Son of Sherill and Chase Patton  

1963-Robert Elizeus, Son of Joanne Wycoff  

1988-DeAndria Sharee Anderson, Daughter of Rawn & Loretta Stephens 

1989-Michael Vincent Ledwig, Son of Mary Ann Ledwig 

1985-Jenny, Daughter of John and Debbie Ryan 

1975-Aimee Hurst, Daughter of Doris Odell 

1967-Julie Less, Daughter of Jim Less, Sister of Susan Less 

1994-Vanessa Whitford, Daughter of Russell & Nury Whitford 

1981-Michael Haner, Son of Jeanne Haner 

1991-Jacob Landon, Son of Brenda Landon 

1971-Tony Dizona, Son of Rosemary Dizona 

1982-Nathan Waldron, Son of Dan Waldron 

2007-Sean Michael Gonzalez, Son of Rick & Jazmin Gonzalez 

1990-Patrick O'Masters, Son of Laurie Martin 

1992-Jerret Macias, Son of Betty Macias 

1979-Angelique Duncan, Daughter of Rosalyn Fagen 

1992-Kelsey Jackowski, Daughter of Camille Jackowski 

2001-Dylan Wheeler, Son of Gavin and Rachel Wheeler 

1986-Taryn Tidmore, Daughter of Renee Tidmore 

2005-Gabriel Tuschl, Son of Brian & Lyndi Tuschl 

1994-Erin Elena Moretz, Daughter of Patricia Moretz 

1996-Christian Carr, Son of Ivonne Carr 

1986-Carl Mercer, Son of Kathy Calhoun 

1969-Jeff Timpanaro, Son of Pat Timpanaro 

2006-Parker Boles, Son of Matt & Janica Boles 

1965-Linda Waltho, Sister ofLisa Marie Starcher 

 

 

 
 



OCTOBER ANGEL DATES 
 

2010   Delaney Womack, Daughter of Carrie & Eric Womack  

2010  Sean Hengel, Son of Laura Hengel  

2004   Kristal Randolph Gilbert and Unborn Son,  

Daughter and Grandson of Josephine Babineaux  

2009  Travis Davis, Son of Sharyl Davis  

2009   Patrick Noel Jernigan, II, Son of Juanice Jernigan  

2009  BreAnna Brashear, Daughter of Julie Jones  

2004   Kristine Ashley Bergaila, Daughter of Kathleen Livingston  

2008  Bryan Russell Lewis, Son of Olga Lydia Lewis  

2008  Shane Woodson, Son of Theresa Woodson  

2008   Kayla C. Ladner, Daughter of Stephen Ladner  

2009  Natalia Lopez, Daughter of Melissa Lopez  

2007  Deborah Levy, Daughter of Pat Morgan 

2011  Katelyn Holmes, Daughter of Melinda Holmes 
2012- Kimberly Wise, Daughter of Patsy Grubbs 

2009- Allison, Daughter of Ingrid Todd 

2013-Braiden Mainor, Grandson of Barbara Herring 

2011-Nevaeh Ramirez, Daughter of Amy Ramirez 

1995-Christina, Granddaughter of Barbara Thomas 

2007-Ryan Gibler, Son of Susan Gibler  

2010-Donna Weston, Daughter of Roberta Ware 

2014-David Arthur, Son of Cathy Arthur 

2014-Brayon Molden, Step-Son of Reagan Molden  

2013-Korie Joiner, Daughter of Julie and Brad Joiner 

2015-Kacie Joiner, Daughter of Julie and Brad Joiner 

2015-Christopher "Cole" Knight, Son of Ken and Jan Knight 

2014-Tony Dizona, Son of Rosemary Dizona 

2015-Lindie, Daughter of Beth Shelton 

2016-Corey Cole, Son of Tim and Cheryl Cole 

2016-Jeffrey Scott Byers, Son of Deanna Young 

2016-Amy Lynn Kramberger, Daughter of Nancy and Ken Thornton 

2017-Reagan Ottnat, Daughter of Stacy Ottnat 

2017-Bryce Cook, Son of Faye Cook 

2018-James Ropp, Son of Janet Ropp 

2019-Chantal Warfield, Daughter of Jacqueline Smith 

2014-Jake Hickford, Son of Henry Hickford 

2021-Kayla Cannon, Daughter of Janet Cannon 

2021-Brayden, Son/Stepson of Bill & Lisa Miluszusky 

2021-Beau Kocina, Son of Carolyn Kocina 

2024-Steven Cruz, Son of Manuel and Heather Cruz 

2017-Reagan, Daughter of Stacy Raines 

2025-Parker Boles, Son of Matt & Janica Boles 

2025-Linda Waltho, Sister of Lisa Marie Starcher 

2025-Jennifer Lynn Byers, Daughter of Robert & Patricia Byers 



 

CHAPTER NEWS 

 Our next meeting is Tuesday, October 13th. at 7pm.   

 

A Warm Welcome to Our New Members  
 We’re Glad You Found Us. 

 
We offer our warmest welcome to our newest members.  If you have walked through the door 

to a TCF meeting, we understand how traumatic and difficult that is to do...we have all taken that step 
and reach out to you in friendship and support.  

As our TCF Credo says, “We come from different walks of life…”, but the common bond we now 
share is the death of a beloved child, grandchild, or sibling. Others cannot understand the terrifying and 
debilitating emotional issues that occur in our daily lives once this event happens; a TCF member can 
and does!  

We hope you will find our meetings and newsletters to be a source of comfort, a place where 

tears are allowed, no judgments are made and the hope that through this trauma, we can once again 

find hope and meaning in our lives. 

 

Save the Date 
 Compassionate Friends 

 Worldwide Candle Lighting date this year: 

Sunday, December 13, 2026 

 

 
 

 

The Compassionate Friends Worldwide Candle Lighting unites family and friends around the 

globe in lighting candles for one hour to honor the memories of the sons, daughters, brothers, 

sisters, and grandchildren who left too soon. As candles are lit at 7:00 p.m. local time, hundreds 

of thousands of persons commemorate and honor the memory of all children gone too soon. 

 



OCTOBER 24, 2026 
 

 
 
This special gathering will include workshop presentations on a variety of 
grief topics that have a Q&A opportunity at the end of each plus three 
keynote sessions. Whether you are newly bereaved or a more seasoned 
griever, a range of workshops will be offered on grief, loss, coping, and 
healing and will focus on support for bereaved parents, siblings, and 
grandparents. We invite you to join us for an informative, caring, and 
supportive day from the comfort of your own home. 
 
There is no registration fee to participate in our Virtual Fall Retreat. We 
want everyone in the TCF community to have the opportunity to gather, 
reflect, and find comfort, regardless of their ability to give. 
 
If you are able, we invite you to make a donation to help support this retreat 
and the ongoing work of The Compassionate Friends. Suggested giving 
levels of $25, $50, $100 or $250, but a gift of any amount is deeply 
appreciated. Every contribution helps us continue creating meaningful 
opportunities for bereaved families to find connection, understanding, and 
support. 
 
Go to TCF National Website to register before October 24, 2026 

 

 
 



The more things change…  
By: Michael Dawson 
In  Memory of Amber  

 
So, what is it about death that the same event has so many faces? At first, 

your emotions rise in a torrent. The waves flood you and everything around you. 

The first people to hear the announcement seem as broken by the crashing waves 

as you are. Then, you tell fewer people. Who needs to know and why? The process 

doesn't flow naturally anymore but begins to require a little thought.   

You don’t know if you’ll get the same reaction from the next people you 

tell that you got from the first ones, but some relationships warrant them being told 

anyway.  They too are people from whom you expect a certain amount of empathy 

and respect, sometimes for you, sometimes for the deceased. But as time goes on, 

you start running out of people who need to know, so you have to say it less and 

less until, one day, you realize you haven't told anyone, and it seems odd to you 

that you haven’t.  

But the more things change, the more they remain the same. "Sorry for 

your loss" and the use of the word "condolences" seem hollow, not because the 

speakers don't care or don't feel something, but because the condition that gave rise 

to the torrent still exists. Someone you love died, and the details still haunt your 

sleep and occupy your day. They are not scary anymore, but are just as real.  

When the nightmare in the hospital began, my disbelief was not only that it 

was happening to me, but also that I couldn’t believe it wasn't destroying me. The 

brain is a funny thing. In the middle of that storm, I said some things that my heart 

was in no way prepared to say, but somehow seemed necessary. Things about God, 

and heaven, and Amber not being in pain anymore. Even a line about N' SYNC, 

her favorite band, that made all of us laugh out loud. How did we do that?  

Then it was time for us to leave the hospital. We had already contacted 

most of the people closest to us while we were still with Amber. But faced with the 

need to slog our way through the next wave of contacts, reality began to set in, the 

reality of a future without Amber.  

Time has passed, and my reaction to my reality is still the same as it was 

at first, at least sometimes. Sometimes I want to feel the feelings it brings; other 

times I feel them whether I choose to or not. It's like I'm the sponge that soaked 

up the entire flood but can’t contain it. So, the sponge has to be wrung out now 

and again, and I get that kicked-in-the-gut feeling, double over, and bawl.  

Sometimes it’s just spontaneous tears with no sound.  No visible pain, just a 

need to release the floodgates for a while.  Sometimes.    



My new reality seemed distant and powerless at first, but it bore down 

on me like a freight train whose impact I had to stand and take. The reality 

struck me then, and it keeps coming now. Sometimes I take a direct hit and get 

dragged along for a while, and other times it's only a glancing blow. The 

locomotives are beginning to shrink now, and I don’
 
t dread them anymore. But 

somehow, I know they will always be around.  My nightmare is my reality, and 

it’s up to me to decide how to live with it.  

Someday, maybe that locomotive will only be a faint whistle in the 

distance, announcing the coming of an old friend. Maybe then, instead of it 

rolling over the top of me as before, I can choose to slow it down, get onboard 

and ride along for a while, or simply stand and feel its power as it rushes by. 

Whatever I choose, I know it will pass this way again, and I will welcome it, 

knowing that it always brings the memory of Amber. 

 

 

Beyond the Five Stages 

Posted on August 20th, 2026 

For decades, many people have been introduced to grief through the concept of the “Five Stages 

of Grief”—denial, anger, bargaining, depression, and acceptance. These stages have become so 

deeply embedded in our culture that many grieving people believe they are supposed to 

experience loss in this order and eventually arrive at a final destination called acceptance. The 

problem is that grief rarely works that way. 

For many bereaved parents, grandparents, and siblings who have experienced profound loss, the 

five stages can feel frustrating, misleading, and even harmful. Instead of helping them 

understand their grief, the model can create unrealistic expectations about what grief should look 

like and how long it should last. 

The truth is that grief is not a series of boxes to check off. It is not a process that follows a 

predictable path. And it certainly is not something that can be completed.. 

The five stages were introduced by psychiatrist Elisabeth Kübler-Ross in her 1969 book On 

Death and Dying. Importantly, her work focused on people facing their own terminal illness, not 

on bereaved individuals grieving the death of a loved one. Over time, the model was applied 

broadly to all forms of loss and grief. Unfortunately, many people began interpreting the stages 

as a roadmap that everyone should follow. 



This misunderstanding has led countless grieving individuals to wonder: 

 “Why am I still angry years later?” 

 “Did I skip a stage?” 

 “What’s wrong with me if I haven’t reached acceptance?” 

 “Why does my grief feel worse again after I thought I was doing better?” 

The answer is simple: grief is not a linear process. 

Anyone who has lived with significant loss knows that grief can be unpredictable. One day you 

may feel relatively stable. The next day, a song, a photograph, a birthday, or an ordinary moment 

can bring overwhelming sadness. Years after a loss, tears may still come unexpectedly. Moments 

of joy may coexist with moments of heartbreak. This doesn’t mean something is wrong. It means 

you are human. 

Families share with me that grief often moves in waves not stages. Those waves may become 

less intense over time, but they can still return without warning. Anniversaries, milestones, 

holidays, and life transitions frequently reopen emotions that never completely disappear. A 

parent whose child died twenty years ago may still cry when speaking their child’s name. A 

sibling may still feel the ache of an empty chair at family gatherings. A grandparent may still 

wonder what milestones their grandchild would have reached. These experiences are not signs of 

unfinished grief. They are signs of enduring love. 

One of the most damaging misconceptions about the stage model is the idea that grief has a 

finish line. Many grieving people feel pressure from society to “move on,” “find closure,” or “get 

over it.” The five stages can unintentionally reinforce the belief that there is a point at which 

grief should be resolved and left behind. But grief is not a problem to solve. Grief exists because 

love exists. 

When someone important dies, the relationship changes, but it does not disappear. We continue 

to carry memories, hopes, dreams, and connections with those we love. Their absence becomes 

part of our life story. For bereaved parents especially, there is no stage that removes the reality 

that their child is missing. There is no level of acceptance that erases the longing to hold them 

again. Instead of ending, grief often evolves. We learn to carry it differently. We find ways to 

integrate the loss into our lives. We create meaning, memories, rituals, and connections that 

allow us to move forward while continuing to honor the person who died. 

Another challenge with the stage model is that it suggests grief should look similar for everyone. 

In reality, grief is deeply personal. Some people cry often. Others rarely cry at all. Some want to 

talk about their loved one constantly. Others need long periods of quiet. Some find comfort in 

support groups. Others find healing through writing, faith, art, nature, service, or private 

remembrance. There is no universal timeline. There is no standard progression. There is no 

checklist for successful grieving. What matters is not whether someone’s grief matches a theory. 

What matters is whether they are finding healthy ways to navigate their loss while honoring their 

unique experience. 



Rather than viewing grief as a series of stages to complete, it may be more helpful to think of 

grief as a lifelong journey of adaptation. Over time, many bereaved individuals discover that they 

can experience both grief and joy. They can laugh again without loving less. They can build 

meaningful lives while continuing to miss the person who died. The goal is not to stop grieving. 

The goal is to learn how to carry grief alongside life. Some days grief takes center stage. Other 

days it quietly accompanies us in the background. Both experiences are normal. What many 

bereaved people eventually discover is that healing does not mean forgetting. It does not mean 

closure. It does not mean reaching a final stage where grief disappears. Healing means learning 

to live with a love that no longer has a physical place to go. 

Perhaps the greatest gift we can give ourselves is permission to grieve in our own way. We do 

not need to fit our experiences into five categories. We do not need to measure our progress 

against an imaginary timeline. We do not need to feel guilty when grief resurfaces years later. 

Grief is not a disorder to cure or a task to complete. It is a natural response to loving someone 

deeply and losing them physically. I recently spoke to a bereaved mom who felt that she was not 

progressing as others do. Three years after the death of her son, she still found herself crying 

daily, and often has days filled with anger and rage. Sharing with her that she is moving along as 

she needed to, for herself, was eye opening for her 

The reality is that grief changes, grows, and transforms throughout our lives. It may soften. It 

may become quieter. But for many people, especially after the death of a child, sibling, or 

grandchild, it never completely disappears. And that’s okay. Because grief is not evidence that 

we are failing to heal. It is evidence that someone we love mattered. And that love continues. 

 

Our Child's Birthday 

Many bereaved parents begin to have trouble as the time of their child's birthday grows near. 

Even those whose child has died a number of years ago. The ache that is in their heart is always 

there and the yearning for their child is never more strong than around the time of their child's 

birth. The greatest gift you could give to a parent who has lost a child is to listen intently as they 

reminisce and share memories of their child. Call a special friend who has lost a child on that 

child's birthday and encourage them to talk about him or her. Or better yet, invite your friend to 

coffee or lunch so you can look into their eyes and they can feel your compassion and empathy. 

Many parents relish the opportunity to share pictures of their child with others. If your friend 

likes doing this, ask that they bring photos, a scrapbook or mementos of their child. It will help 

to spark fond memories of a happier time. Make your list ahead of time. Ask your friend 

questions in order to draw them out such as; do you remember how you felt when you were 

anticipating the birth of your child? How did you feel when they were born? How did you come 

to pick your child's name? What was your child like as a baby? How old was your child when 

they took their first step? What was their first word? Do you remember your child's first day at 



school? What was their favorite color? What was their personality like? Did your child take after 

someone in your family? Did your child have a beloved pet? Did your child enjoy a special 

hobby or activity? Do you have any stories to recant about a memorable family vacation or 

gathering? What was their favorite holiday? Did your child have a favorite book, song or movie? 

Do you remember any heartwarming or funny stories about your child? What was your child's 

personality like? The list could go on and on. Just stop and think about it for a moment. You can 

also make your own list and give it to a trusted family member or confidant to ask you when it's 

time for your child's birthday. The point is to draw the parent out. Try and get your friend to 

remember the beautiful sweet story that was their child's life and not to focus only on their 

passing. Once they get started they will recall wonderful things that were once forgotten. A 

child's death is only a small moment of time in their short lives. Remembering a child's life in 

this way can be a very cathartic and healing experience for a parent whose child has died. As 

bereaved parents, we know all too well that most of the people in our lives do not want us to 

speak of our child. I can't think of a better gift to give to another parent who is like we are than to 

talk about, honor and celebrate the life of their child. 

Janet G. Reyes 

TCF Alamo Area Chapter, TX 

 
 
 

Choosing Life 
 

“It will never be the same. Never.” As a bereaved parent, you have often heard or said 

these words to express grief’s profound feelings of sorrow and disorientation. Your life has 

suddenly taken an unexpected course that appears both uncharted and endless. Bewildered, you 

vainly search for pathways back to your former life, until you confront the reality that there is no 

way back. Your child is dead forever. It is then that you may say, “…never the same.” 

 

This is the aspect of grief that Simon Stephens calls “The Valley of the Shadow.” It is 

that very long time between the death of your child and your reinvestment in life. Between. It is 

not supposed to be a permanent resting place. Although some people do take up residence in the 

valley, it is a transition from the death of your child to life with renewed purpose. 

 

The key to this transition is yourself. You must choose between life and the valley. You 

and only you can decide. And you must make that decision again and again, each day. 

 

Giving in to the hopelessness of the valley is tempting. Choosing to move on toward life 

requires a great deal of work. You must struggle with the pain of grief in order to resolve it. It is 



a daily struggle full of tears, anger, guilt and self-doubt, but it is the only alternative to 

surrendering yourself to the valley. 

Little by little you choose to move on. Little by little you progress toward the other side 

of the valley. It takes a very long time, far longer than your friends or relatives suspected. Far 

longer than you had believed – even prayed – that it would be. When one day you find yourself 

able to do more than choose merely to live but also how to live, you will know you are leaving 

the valley of the shadow. There will still be more work to do, more struggle and choosing. The 

valley, however, stretches behind rather than in front of you. 

 

When you have resolved your grief by reinvesting in life, you will be able to realize that 

nothing is ever “the same.” Life is change. We would not have it be otherwise, for that is the 

valley of the shadow. Change has the promise of beginning and the excitement of discovery. 

 

Life is never the same. Life is change. Choose life! 

Marcia F. Alig 

TCF, Mercer Area Chapter, New Jersey 
 

 

 
Autumn Memories 

 
My son and I always enjoyed the autumn season. Yes, when we lived in the cold zone, 

we knew that winter’s winds and snows were on the way. But, yet, we took time to enjoy the 
beautiful array of colors that nature gave us as a final salute to the growing season. 

Todd and I raked leaves in the autumn. I had purchased a home in a town on the 
Mississippi River bluffs; the home had been built in the 1860s and I am sure some of the trees 
were well over 50 years old. The leaves would fall and we would rake. We made a game of it. 
Sometimes his best friend, Allen, would come over and help. The boys would jump into the piles 
and laugh with delight. We’d create a big pile and rake it to the concrete so that it could be 
burned. I can still see Todd laughing and dancing around that fire. His pure childhood joy was 
contagious. 

Todd and I loved to look at the changing leaves along the bluffs of the river. We would 
drive on weekends and find the best view. Then we’d park and marvel at nature’s wonder. The 
big bluffs, the turning leaves, the eagles soaring above us. Ducks flying south….even the 
occasional group of geese overhead...honking, honking as they journeyed to a warmer climate.  

The light is different in the autumn...it’s diffused somehow. It’s different than the light in 
any other season. Autumn sun was our favorite light. It seemed less harsh, more forgiving, 
gentler in a strange sort of way. That was another time and another place. 

Now in the autumn I remember all the special times I shared with my child. Looking at 
leaves, collecting leaves, raking leaves…...we did this together, just the two of us. “Mom, when 
are we going to go look at leaves?” Todd would ask. That was my cue to load up some soft 
drinks and sandwiches and head out on the first sunny Saturday. We’d repeat this ritual until the 
leaves had all fallen and it was time to rake. 

When we moved to the Houston area, Todd was 12, and we talked about the seasons. 
He told me about his great memories of leaves and drives and time together. He said he would 
miss autumn with me. That made me feel good. These were memories that we shared, of a time 



when it was just Todd and me for those special moments. Looking back, I am so glad that I 
spent the time to make memories. I thought I was making memories for my child, but in fact, I 
was making memories for us both. And now those memories are my memories…..good 
memories….memories that I will cherish always. 

Here it is autumn again. Soon Todd will be gone five years. The memories are flooding 
back: the first day of each school each year, the changes as he grew to become a man. High 
school, college, graduate school….all began in the autumn. Autumn marks the beginning of 
many good memories for me. I listen as the school bus stops in front of our house to pick up 
today’s children. Once in a while I go to the door and watch them load up, chatting with each 
other as they take their seats. I think of my 12 year old son, getting on that bus in front of our 
home for the first time: the first day of school in Houston. And for a moment, just a fleeting 
moment, I think I can see him sitting at a window seat, waving at me. Waving goodbye. 

 
Annette Mennen Baldwin 

In memory of my son, Todd Mennen 
TCF, Katy, TX 
October, 2007 

 

Thoughts from a Parent Who Lost an Older Child 
 

Perhaps I had my child longer than you had yours, but thirty-eight years 

does not seem long. Perhaps there are more memories to hold in my heart, but I 

know yours are just as dear to you as mine are to me, even if your memories are 

memories of only one or two days. Your dreams for your child are gone. So are 

mine. Never did I imagine that I would have to deal with my child’s death instead 

of him having to deal with mine. In thirty-eight years there was time to give me a 

legacy of three grandchildren. This is a very special blessing and one that I do not 

take for granted. My mission is to sustain the relationship with my three 

granddaughters who now live three thousand miles away from me. 

My child died from a terminal illness that is not one of the “acceptable” 

diseases. My child died of alcohol and drug addiction. The tools for remission of 

this disease are placed in the hands of the person who has the disease. Even with 

the help of four treatment centers, the recovery was not to be. One day at a time, 

my recovery is taking place. The pain, after two and one half years, has gone to a 

place where it can be tolerated. 

My story and my age may be different from yours, but the bottom line is the 

same: my child has gone to a place where I cannot go, and I miss him so much. 

The pain of grief is still there, but I am living life one-day-at-a-time, enriched 

because my son came through my body into my life. 

 

Helen Godwin 

TCF Orange Park-Jacksonville, FL 



 

GRIEF: OUR ACT OF LOVE 

“I had a child who died.” How simple these words are, yet how painful they are to say. 
The death of a child is the harshest blow life has to offer; it destroys our trust in the world at the 
most basic level. Grief is our total response to the death of a child; our body, mind, emotions 
and spirit all react to the loss. While many of us wish to stop the intense grief work we are doing, 
we find it impossible for many reasons. 
 

First, grief is an act of love, not a lack of strength or faith. The more we loved our child, 
the greater will be our grief. The more integrated our lives were with the life of our child, the 
more we will miss his or her very presence. The intensity of our grief is often representative of 
our love. 

 
Second, grief is a necessary process that we must go through in order to maintain our 

wholeness and sanity. If we do not grieve, we will not heal. One of the earliest and hardest 
lessons we bereaved parents learn is that men and women grieve differently; women, in 
general, grieve more openly than do men, and women, on the whole, are more comfortable 
verbally expressing their feelings of loss. While segments of our culture indicate it is more 
“manly” not to cry, we know this is not true. 
 

Grief work also helps us to complete unfinished business with our child and close the 
past relationship that we had. We will never “get over” the loss of our child, nor would we ever 
really want to. We are who we are partly because of our relationship to that child. Our lives will 
always be influenced by our son or daughter, but most of us will eventually learn to live a 
meaningful life, despite our tragedy. Our child will always be with us in spirit and in love, and we 
often feel a need to hold on to tangible items, such as toys or clothes, to maintain that feeling of 
closeness. But, intense grief work allows us to let go of the relationship we had and create a 
new relationship with our child. Our remembrances, love and feelings of oneness with our child 
can never be destroyed. I cannot see nor touch my Philip, but I vividly remember him. I have 
completed earthly mothering, but I still have an intense mother-child relationship with my son. 
 

Grief over the death of a child is the hardest work that most of us will ever do. While we 
all wish for the pain to stop, we need to remember that we grieve intensely because we loved 
intensely. It is unrealistic to expect that grief to ever totally go away, because the love we have 
for our child will never go away. Our grief is an act of love and is nothing for which we should be 
ashamed. 
 

Elaine Grier 
TCF Atlanta, GA 

In Memory of my son, Philip 

 



Phone Friends 

___________________________________________________ 
 
All of the people on the following list are bereaved parents, grandparents, or  siblings. 
They understand what you are going through and have all wished to be included in this 
list in the hope that anyone who needs to talk will reach out to them. They are willing to 
talk with you at any time you need their support. Some have listed the specific area in 
which they have personal experience but they do not intend to imply that that is the only 
topic they wish to talk about. We all have experienced this journey through grief and it 
encompasses much more than the specifics surrounding our individual loss. Having a 
compassionate person to listen when you are having a bad day or just need someone to 
reach out to when you feel overwhelmed can make the difference in getting through one 
more day. We have all been there and understand, please feel free to contact any one 
of us. 
______________________________________________________________________ 
 

Laura Hengel Debbie Castelo Wendy DeVillier 
 281-908-5197 713-822-7851 281-795-2913 
 linnemanl@aol.com Debcastelo8@yahoo.com wdevillier@att.net 

Auto Accident Adult Suicide  Leukemia 

     

     

     Beth Crocker Lisa Ascencios Loretta Stephens 
 281-923-5196 832-450-9799 281-782-8182 
 thecrockers3@comcast.net Lisa.ascencios@att.net andersonloretta@sbcglobal.net 

Multiple Loss Teenage Suicide Auto Accident 
  Heart Disease 

    

    

     Lisa Thompson Pat Gallien Leigh Heard-Boyer 
 713-376-5593 281-732-6399 281-785-6170 
 lisalou862@yahoo.com agmom03@aol.com boyerbetterhalf@yahoo.com 

Auto Accident/Fire Organ Donor Substance Abuse 
  

     FOR FATHERS: 
    

     Nick Crocker David Hendricks Glenn Wilkerson 
 832-458-9224 936-441-3840 832-878-7113 
 thecrockers3@comcast.net dbhhendricks@hotmail.com glennwilkerson@thearkgroup.org 

Multiple Loss Auto Accident Infant Child 
 Heart Disease 
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