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For the New Year

Where there is pain,
let there be softness

Where there is bitterness
let there be acceptance

Where there is silence,
let there communication

Where there is loneliness,
let there be friendships

Where there is despair,
let there be hope.

Lovingly lifted from:
Ruth Eiseman
TCF, Louisville, KY.
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THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS is an international, voluntary, self help organizatioerfig FRIENDSHI P,
UNDERSTANDING, GRIEF EDUCATION and HOPE FOR THE FUTURE to families who have suffered the
death of a child at any age from any cause.

OUR PURPOSE ~ is to aid in the positive reconciliation of grief dodter the physical and emotional health of
bereaved parents, their surviving children, and help othesafyortive.

THERE ARE NO DUES OR MEMBERSHIP FEES. All contributions are voluntary, and tax-deductible receipt
will be issued — Charity BN# 12108 7928 RR0001.

‘ N %\ Mark Your Calendar!
hapter ews ‘January 9 Sharing Meeting

February 6 Evening Office Hours

Welcome to 2008, it is remarkable how fast the
time goes. | have been with TCF SWMB coming up on a . . I
year now and it just seems like yesterday | was given the FebruarY_ 13 Sharing Meeting Reiki
privilege to be chosen to work with this amazing organiza-presentaion
tion. | know the new year does not necessarily bring new ¢

beginnings but another year of obstacles you need to get March 5 Evening Office Hours
over or around, TCF is here to help you any way we can.

The 20th annual Candle Lighting Memorial Serv March 14 Sharmg Meeting
was held on December 9th, and was a success again this .
year. Please see page 12 for more information on sponsoiarch 19 Annual General Meeting
and the winners of the door prizes.
April 2 Evening Office Hours

The TCF office now has a toll free numisemake -

it easier for our members outside of the immediate BrandoApr” 11 Sharing Meeting “
area to contact the office. 1t1s877-727-1823lease feel
free to use it when ever you like.

We are always on the look out for new ideas Thanks to Kuiper’s
help out members deal with their grief and make their day Family Bakery for
to day lives easier. At the February sharing meetiagne providing dainties for our
pleased to welcome a certified Reiki master for agntes meetings.
tion on the practice and benefits of Reiki. For morerinfo

mation on Reiki please see page 15 of this newsletter. The
sharing portion of the meeting will take place afterghes- winter months.
entation. Everyone is welcome. Jennifer

We also welcome ideas for sharing meetimesd-
back and submissions for the newsletter from members.
Feel free to contact the office at any time.

You will find in your newsletter envelopelgn
date form. The information provided on this form is far o v [
purposes only and just to update our records. Pleade fill i ‘
out and send it back. You can also e-mail in your inferma b
tion if you choose. e w

Take care of and be good to yourself thougle thes
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sorry we had to meet under such circumstances, buteagdaat you found us. We would like to do all we
can to help you through these times. We cannot hurry youghrit, or take away the pain, but we can hg
you understand more about what you are going through. Soragtist&nowing what you are feeling is

normal can be helpful. We are other parents who haveierped the death of a child and offer understa
ing and support through our monthly meetings, a lending libsaport materials and a listening ear. W4

meeting, it was probably very difficult. We ask that yotegis more than one meeting to decide if the
Compassionate Friends is for you.

It takes courage to attend your first meeting, but thdsedw come find an atmosphere of understanding
from other parents who are having or have experienceddliege of grief that you are now feeling. Ther CRp)
are no registration fees; to share or not to shareus choice, you do not have to speak a word if you do
care to. If you are more comfortable bringing a friendetative along with you, please be certain they wi o
be most welcome.

| L ove GiftSare a tax-deductible donation of money, library books or equipment made to the
% chapter in memeory of a child, or as a memeorial gift on the deatfriehd or relative. Love Gifts
are a ‘living memorial’ on anniversaries of birth or death, holidays, gp@ccasions or ‘just because’.
All contributions go directly into continuing the work of The Compassidaaads. Thank you for your

Corporate & Community Sponsors: Dr Emmett & Karen Elves in memory of the Children
United Way Brandon of TCF.

Souris District Donors Choice

Sioux Valley Dakota Nation Marion Warwaruk in memory of her son MARIO.
Brandon Clinic Medical Corporation

Thank you to the following for their Love PAUL, daughter in law LAURA and grandsons

Gifts: KIRBY & CHAD.

Maureen & Bernie Miller in memory of their son L

GREGORY y Thelma Chegwin in memory of her granddaughter
' CHELSY

Mary Vinck in memory of her grandson

Jim & Margaret Ann Heaman in memory of their son

BRANDON CALDWELL - -
Your life, so shiny and new

A lot like your eyes, so shiny and blue.

You seemed to fly through each day.

Always so eager to run and play.

To find a new stone, yet untouched.

Waiting for a boy who loved rocks and such.
Your eyes would light up at any new toy.

Just waiting to be loved by a small boy.

You embraced each day as only you could do.
Through your eyes | always saw something new.
You flew through life with every flag unfurled.

Victoria Fehilly in memory of her son MICHAEL.
Donna Shuttleworth in memory of her son CHAD.
Earl & Lorene Ward in memory of their son BRIAN.

Maureen & Larry Nicholls in memory of their son
KEVIN.

Emily Phipps in memory of her daughter LYNN.

Your life - - - - | wouldn’t have missed it for the world.
Sergio & Susan Lee in memory of their son Jan Daulton
SPENCER. Lovingly lifted from
TCF Tidewater, VA
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The Story of the Most Beautiful Heart.

One day, a young man was standing in the middle of the town proclaiming that he had the most
beautiful heart in the whole valley. A large crowd gathered, and they all admired his heart for it
was perfect. There was not a mark or a flaw in it. Yes, they all agreed it truly was the most beau-
tiful heart they had ever seen. The young man was very proud and boasted more loudly about his
beautiful heart.

Suddenly, an old man appeared at the front of the crowd and said, “Why your heart is not nearly
as beautiful as mine.” The crowd and the young man looked at the old man’s heart. It was beat-
ing strongly, but full of scars. It had places where pieces had been removed, and other pieces put
in, but they didn't fit quite right, and there were several jagged edges. In fact, in some places,
there were deep gouges where whole pieces were missing.

The people stared - how could he say his heart is more beautiful, they thought? The young man
looked at the old man’s heart and saw its state and laughed. “You must be joking,” he said.
“Compare your heart with mine. Mine is perfect and yours in a mess of scars and tears.”

“Yes,” said the old man, “yours is perfect looking, but | would never trade with you. You see, every
scar represents a person to whom | have given my love - | tear out a piece of my heart and give it to
them, and often they give me a piece of their heart which fits into the empty place in my heart, but
because the pieces aren’t exact, | have some rough edges which I cherish, because they remind me
of the love we shared. Sometimes | have given pieces of my heart away, and the other person has-
N't returned a piece of his heart to me. These are the empty gouges - giving love is taking a
chance. Although these gouges are painful, they stay open, reminding me of the love | have for
these people, too and | hope someday they may return and fill the space | have waiting. So now do
you see what true beauty is? “

The young man stood silently with tears running down his cheeks. He walked up to the old man,
reached into his perfect young and beautiful heart, and ripped a piece out. He offered it to the old
man with trembling hands.

The old man took his offering, placed it in his heart, and then took a piece of from his old scarred
heart and placed it in the wound in the young man’s heart. It fit, but not perfectly, as there were
some jagged edges. The young man looked at his heart, not perfect anymore, but more beautiful
than ever, since love from the old man’s heart flowed into his. They embraced and walked away
side by side.

How sad it must be to go through life with a whole heart.
Remember.....
Sing like you know the words.

Dance like nobody is watching.
Love like you’'ll never be hurt.

Lovingly liftécbm:
Mavis & Gerry Erker
TCF / St. Albert Chapter.
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But Your Son Wanted to Die - Mine Didn't A STRANGER.... MY FRIEND.
I don’t remember who, but someone called me to the
I cringe as once again | heard this remark, repeatedten phone that day.
since Warren took his life 3 1/2 years ago. A lady said she didn’t know me, but just wanted to say
Even now, when | thought | had steeled myself to thehha That she had lost her child, too and would pray for my
meaning of the words, they still left me hurt and demol- deep pain.
ished. My days that had been sunny were now filled with
Is it all that simple? Could anyone “feeling good” just crashing rain.
choose to die like that.... If they knew the pain and suffel

ing that then engulfs their surviving family. Her voice was kind and soothing as she spoke to me
How can | explain WHY he died when | do not really kno with care.
myself. | grasped each word intensely that the stranger was

How can | make anyone understand his emotional pain, willing to share.

creasingly obvious to us, so skillfully masked to others? Her child died in way similar to mine, a passenger in a
Our son was handsome, intelligent and sensitive, itllis st car.

incredible that he shot himself one morning shortly after She knew my shocking sorrow and recognized my
returning from the hospital “cured” of his terrible depres- new, deadening scar.

sion.

Our beautiful first-born baby grew into a perfect son, but She said we have a mutual friend in the funeral direc-
somewhere, somehow, our masterpiece had a flaw as cr tor there,

and as tenacious as any disease that strikes any yaung | For he buried her child too and now mine - | could not
son. bear.

So until research proves otherwise, we have to go along | cried and cried as she talked to me that sad, heart-
with the words of Professor Erwin Ringel that “SUICIDE breaking day,

CANNOT BE REALLY CHOSEN - since an intense and But she quickly instilled in my mind right then that
overwhelming inner compulsion renders any free choice crying was okay.

null and void.”

Remember this and do not judge we beg. She briefly spoke of brighter days to come somewhere
We, and all survivors of Suicide suffer too much already along the way.

from a horrendous tragedy that can and does, happen to She assured me, too, that God was there if only I could

anyone. pray.
I don’t remember all she said, my mind was far away,
OUR KIDS LOVED - AND WE LOVED THEM! But | thank God for sending her, a stranger - my

Lovingly lifted from  friend - that day.
Maureen Hargreaves

TCF/ Melourn, Australia She called me again a few days later to see if | was

alive.
Still in shock, I remembered her - the lady who has sur-
vived.
/ , \ Such grief, such devastating sadness,
f%ga 8§ 5(/2' ma | was totally in despair.

Loaves full softly on the loke But my new friend called again, keeping me in her
care.

Serentty ripples i their wake,

Ore ripte, one beat wpon my keart, We came to meet, this lady and I, in life’s ungracious
As laghter cchoes in the dark, bend.

I love her now, this total stranger, she’s my Compas-

White chitipen ory and mothers sootte. sionate Friend.

And /?/ét‘ reveale the /rm/‘/(/}yé Lrath,

As tape is cloaked ix darkness’ sorrow, Lovingly lifted from:
Diana Grider

TCF, Kokoma, IN.

o do [ await tomorrow,

Lovingly lifted from:
lan B
West Chester, OH.

. J
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THE BIRD

Living in BC, the youngest of five and therefore the “baby”, | was favored by my Dad. At the age of twelve my Dad
left us and | felt if he didn't love me enough to stay, no one could love me, especially myself.

Five years passed and my Mom and | moved to the isolated area of Reykjavik, Manitoba. My Mom’s new hus-
band was a bachelor cattle rancher and he taught me how to love again. He was a man who protected the Canadian
geese on his lakefront property. He offered love, security, kindness, and generosity. He was “good stuff’!!!

Leaving extended family, friends, and familiar territory behind had it difficulties. In my bedroom, at the Reykjavik
ranch during the first summer we lived there, nightly | would hear the whip-poor-will calling again and again. It was the
most beautiful, peace provoking sound one could ever wish for. It sounded to me like a message of “all is well”, “all is well”

For the past thirty seven years | have lived an hour’s drive away from the ranch. My hushand has never lived any-
where but here and neither of us have ever heard a whip-poor-will call at our home in Ste Rose area. Here is where our
two sons and our daughter were raised.

On June 11th, 2007 we received the news that “our” Reykjavik rancher, our Joel, our second son was killed while
piloting his airplane over Westhawk Lake. The pain was so unbearable and the news media coverage was so incredibly
hurtful that is felt like life could not be endured.

At 2:45 am the second night after Joel lost his life | was awoken. | sat up in my bed and listened again and again
to the whip-poor-will calling loudly through our bedroom window.

In the morning | told my husband and our daughter about the whip-poor-will and how | had never ever heard its
call except from my little bedroom at Reykjavik. They listened to my story and our day went on with the nightmare we had
to get through.

The next evening we were up late with the many visitors we had coming and going offering their, much needed
love and support. Once again, our bedroom window was wide open and our daughter was changing her baby on our bed.
She called loudly for us to come into the room where she was hearing the whip-poor-will call and call again.

Days passed and our horrible pain continued and the day after Joel’s funeral his partner took out some of her old
video footage. There on the footage was Joel taped whistling the whip-poor-will call to the friends they were traveling with
as a signal across the motel courtyard.

When researching about the whip-poor-will a close friend decided to share the information she found. The simi-
larities are staggering:

a) Joel had the most beautiful, long eyelashes as does the whip-poor-will.

b) Joel’s entire life was filled with doing things differently than others. A whip-poor-will is one of the few birds that
perch lengthwise on the branch instead of across.

c) With out Joel being here to defend himself some the news media distorted the image of who Joel really was.
The whip-poor-will has been called a goat sucker in history tales. It helped goats to by eating insects that both-
ered them but was accused of sucking their milk. Too bad the media couldn’t have reported about the young man
who was love unconditionally by his family and friends. The man, who like his Reykjavik ranching grandfather,
protected the geese, was a gentle, caring rancher, a good neighbor and first and foremost a Papa to a beautiful, |
long eye lashed little girl that loved him beyond words.

Is all of this simply a broken hearted Mama trying to grasp at anything? | think not. Joel has been referred to as
“The Bird" for years and years. He would often tell me things several times and comment that it took several times for me
to have things sink in.  Thus the first visit to me, the second with witnesses and it that wasn't proof enough the one video
watched showed who used the whip-poor-will call for message giving.

The research article said: A whip-poor-will can sense a soul departed and can capture it as it flees.
Joel's message, via the whip-poor-will, that give me tremendous peace is “ALL IS WELL, MAMA - - - ALL IS WELL".

Submitted by Judith Maguet
In memory of her son Joel.
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LIBRARY CORNER

The Lessons of Love (Rediscovering our Passion for
Life When it Seems Too Hard to Take).

Melody Beattie

At the height of her phenomenal success inspirational

writer Melody Beattie’s life was turned upside down *
with the sudden death of her 12 year old son. Her
world shattered and she retreated in to a dark cave. .

This book is about her journey from despair to the re-
alization that although life can be unbearable cruel, it
is still filled with beauty and worth living.

Keep Your Finger on the Boat.

Lisa Pugh and Virginia Y, Pugh.

At age 13 Lisa Pugh was diagnosed with leukemia. .
This is a rare portrait of a teenager who confronted

live and a terminal illness through her journal, poetry

and essays. Memories of her mother, Virginia, add to
this moving account of a family in crisis. The story not .
only chronicles Lisa’s courageous journey but it also

that of her family and friends.

Coping with Infant or Fetal Loss (The couple’s heal-

ing process).
Kathleen R. Gilbert, Ph. D & Laura S. Smart, Ph. D

When something happens, when a baby does not make
the expectant couple’s world goes suddenly - tragically - »
silent. This book provides a unique source of help for co
ples in crisis. Authoritative and compassionate, the boot
outlines step - by - step guidance to an effective grieving ,
process and demonstrates clearly that there is more thar
one path to healing.

Healing After the Suicide of a Loved One.

Ann Smolin, C.S.W & John Guinan, Ph. D.

As a survivor of a person who has ended their life by
suicide, you are left a painful legacy, and not one you

RECOMMENDATIONS FOR GRIEVING
FAMILY SYSTEMS

Recognize the hurt; identify, predict, and accept thielval
ity of the unique issues and problems the family faBes:
gentle with each other.

Be realistic about expectations as parewts:cannot pro-
tect our children from everything.

Identify problem areas and communicate about them in
light of grief processedever underestimate the impact of
grief on the family.

Discuss differences in grieving styles and do not judge the
responses of other family membebs not expect the grief
of other family members to be like yours.

Men, open up your pain / grief, learn to cry and express
anger / stress appropriately; women learn to express your
anger appropriately:earn to share your grief with one an-
other constructively.

Assist children to grieve by allowing expression of feel-
ings, giving factual explanations, and being careful of ex-
pectationsDon’t expect children to act or understand like
adults.

Pace yourself with recognition that grief resolutiofi wi
take a long time and will require reworking throughow: lif
Recognize and prepare, for anniversary reactions.

Establish personal and family methods of recognizing im
portant times relative to the deceas@éceate family grief
rituals.

Give yourself and family members permission to set aside
grief and enjoy lifeHave fun together.

Be realistic regarding the resolution of griaétcept that
things will never be the same and turn off the “if onlys”

T0 MY MISCARRIED BABY

chose. While each individual becomes a suicide sur-
vivor in his or her own way, there are phases of pain

that most survivors experience sooner or later. This

book can help with the healing process.

A Grief Like No Other ~ Surviving the Violent
Death of Someone You Love.

Kathleen O’'Hara, MA

Violent death - which includes suicide, drug overdose,
murder, motor vehicle accidents - bring survivors a
different kind of grief. For intense feelings of guilt, an-
ger, PTSD, and years dealing with the legal ramifica-
tions. This book offers concrete, practical and com-
passionate steps for those who are grieving this
unique form of death. ™

o

QOut of our love you came,
Planned, wanted, welcomed!
Your announcement created excitement, joy...

Friends and family inquired,

Do you want a girl or a hoy?

Will you take Lamaze?

What colors for the nursery?

Then suddenly you're gone - - and silence...
No one talks about a baby that won't be.

Were you real or a dream?

| feel alone and empty,

Where can | put my love that was for you?
Now what does it mean?

Betty Butler
TCF North Shore IL

©THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS OF SOUTHWESTERN MANITOBANC.

JANUARY * FEBRUARY * MARCH 2008Lifeline



h@ <>%@ C/gﬂ@ SQ@ L) Sincere thanks once again to the following
o TR Oﬁif;/ v % pusinesses for their support of the Candle

We would like to extend BIG THANKS

Lighting Memorial Service.

to our Candle Lighting Committee: Ted Good Music

Donna Nelson , Marge Shand, Mauregr Foster’s Floral Fashions
Miller, Cheri Janzen, & Faye Neff Patmore’s Nursery

Central United Church
Memories Chapel & Pre-Planning Centre

T HAMNK WYYOU) Webber Printing

We also thank the following individuals:

Thank you to all of our dedicated volunteers. Your
commitment and hard work is the glue that holds
our chapter together.

Sergio & Susan Lee
Floral centerpiece in memory of son Spencer

Emily Phipps
Candlesin memory of daughter Lynn

Janeuka Welihinda
Here are our winners from the Gift of song

Candle Lighting Draws : Christina Edwards
Gift of music

Debbie & Ken McKay
Gift in memory of son Brian

Judy Suidy: Candle
Justin Caldwell: Candle
Christine Moore: Candle Merv Rollins

Gift in memory of daughter Tracy
Judy Doucette: Candle

, TCF Family & Friends
Mary Fenske: Candle Danities
Shelia & Gerry Giberson: Angel
Jody & Kim Turner: Angel Tree

Debb Geiler: Center Piece

“Hope” is a thing with feathers

g 9 That perches in the soul -
\ And sings the tune without
‘\y W‘L And never stops - at all.
7 \

Emily Dickinson
~d &
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On Sibling Grief for a Grieving Sibling.

| am a surviving sibling. Fifteen mon#dgo | was not even familiar with the term... now | am oRew am |
doing? What are the guidelines to measure my progress?cafitty remember when | was told of my brother’s
death... or the days following the accident of that matf@i?| go crazy? Was it yesterday, or was it a yeg™? Did |
laugh just today when | never though | would laugh again?

Lee, 29, was my little brother. | rememipgng to alternately protect or tease him, make f@iagh or cry. He
was like having a real live baby doll to play with sincealsvilO years older than he ( Our Mother said he was the clea
est little boy in the neighborhood. | guess having 3 old&ersiss the reason for that!!!)

How can | explain the pain | felt on learnoriidnis accident. | wanted to go to him right away ®tb&at he was
OK, but our cousin, Judy, said it wasn’'t possible. | gtiesswas when | was told that he was dead... but | den’t r
member that. | only remember screaming.

When was it that | began to heal? Probatillge same time that | thought | was going totakytifiably crazy!
Then, someone told me about The Compassionate Friends antheyhdid. | wondered if they could help me but
doubted they could. After all, how could they understand hoshrhiwurt at having lost my precious baby brother or
how close we had always been and how he had always hedpeW/iry should they even care about me? But, you
know what...they did help. With the help and support of thisgad wonderful caring people, | am alive today and
working toward a fruitful life. | will never be the samelagas before June 18, 1992, but | truly believe | have become a
better person.

While Lee’s life taught me so much, hiatldaught me some invaluable lessons. | have learrmsttme
more aware of life and invaluable lessons. | have leambdcome more aware of life and my own mortality enade
attuned to other needs. | no longer take anything fortepglari miss him terribly but take solace in the behet he is
happy in his new world and that one day we will be rednite

Sibling grief takes a tremendous amounteg &aind work. Sometimes just thinking of my brother, looking at
his picture, or hearing his favorite song” God Bless Amenieduices me to a teary mess. Sometimes these sage thi
make me smile. But | am surviving and have developed geespective on life. | am closer to and cherish amgilly
more than every and realize how important they asm tledicated to helping other surviving sibling work through
their grief. | pray daily for peace, not only for myismhd my family but for everyone making this journey though grief.
One thing | have found to be most helpful during the pasefiftmonths of grief work has been to talk about and be hon
est about my feelings. | encourage siblings and (parentts) to hook up with a support group such as The Compas-
sionate Friends to talk out your feelings and concernser Aft, we've already paid an extremely high price to jbig t
group...the life of our loved one...so why not take advarghgdat they have to offer. You may even find yourself
helping someone else (even thought you might not believadhgt

Lovingly lifted from:
Sunday Lee Stanton
Wyoming Valley, PA

sy =
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MRS BUTTERWORTH.

Every supermarket decision has a family memory connected toutd iYever expect a package of spaghetti or can of
creamed corn to leave you crying in the aisle at the store.
Excerpt fromWhen There are No Worlly Charlie Walton.

Every parent who has lost a child knows thesds to be true. Whether it is baby food or a toddlengye
discovered favorite, junk food for teenagers or an adulé’sholld time favorite, the grocery store can be a tdugh

I lost my son, Stephen, when he was eighteen, so ithegartk food—potato chips, Funyuns, french bread for
pizzas, Ragu sauce, pepperoni, Cheetos, cheesebreadptaiidahds, Chex Mix and so on that haunted me and made
me not want to grocery shop. But it was the golden faééref Butterworth that brought me to my knees.

As | stared in horror at her face,rmeenber sticky little handprints on the wall when the highidieed been just
a little too close. | remember a chubby little toddI&msg next to me at the table, talking seriously, his lelyes wide
“l sink | saw her wink at me” he said of Mrs. Butter#igrsounding a little like Tweety Bird.

“Really?” | asked. Mrs. Butterwortiwalys winked on the commercial—she seemed quite lifelike.

| took Mrs. Butterworth and made her walk toward hiselebhe tripped when she was jut the right distance
from his plate, and syrup spilled from her head right onto sgles. He looked at me, and | saw it coming in his
eyes—Ilaughter. There is something so precious about a teddleghter. It seems to start deep within and rolls from
their chest until they lose their breath. He crackledydsped, his body shook with laughter as Mrs. Butterworth re-
gained her footing and said “Oh, my - silly me!” He laugjlegen more.

There after Mrs. Butterworth made a titfdripping and spilling syrup onto his pancakes. Sometshedet
out a shriek as she fell; other times she would say thimgeabout how clumsy she was or how she tripped over he
apron. Whatever she did, he rolled.

When Stephen was 15, the two of us oftaresha quick breakfast before rushing out the door. He usually
pancakes he cooked for himself now and | joined him for sofgdrar and a Diet Coke. | was lost in thought one morn-
ing, a particularly stressful day a head for me, wherobtite corner of my eye, | saw Mrs. Butterworth comekinaj
toward me. She was helped by a hand as big as minelentkes fingers wrapped around her base.

“So - how you been?” she asked in a voiaettled to sound feminine but came out a little likeagdjueen.

She tripped suddenly and screamed in apparent horror. “@Ph she said as she stood back up. It may be the only
time that Mrs. Butterworth has ever said crap - Inmsure. | laughed until | was sick and left for waikh a smile in
my heart.

But now, | did not laugh when | saw her faceled. Other shoppers probably thought | was insanalkea
away. | couldn’t look at her. Cheetos and Funyuns arat@ohips had already stabbed at me over on aisle foyr~ Ca
tain Crunch had almost tripped me, the Tombstone Pizzas&del me as cold as they were in the freezer just taalbok
them, but the golden - faced lady broke my heart.

For the next four years, | had a pecutigerest in shortening and oil - you see, they were atihessisle from
Mrs. Butterworth, and | had to keep my back to her. V& an old friend but | couldn’t face her. Just lastkyvetelt
Mrs. Butterworth’s stare on my back as | once agairestat the Wesson and Crisco. | dared turn and péek.aShe
boasted of lowering the calories - so, she, too understood im&ngforties huh? | dared turn a little more toyulce
the little lady who had meant so much to Stephen andThe.tears came, but a smile came with them. The mesno
that the golden face evoked were gentle, worth remembienieger. Older grief is, indeed kinder.

| put her in my shopping cart and took her haitfeme. She stands on the top shelf in the kitchen, teard
my granola bars and my memories.... Handprints on a avédiddler’s laughter, a teenager making his stressed mom
laugh. .
And Stephen - you know, buddy, | think | saw hdt at me. T\

p y y '/\\\/

7

Loving lifted from:

Marcia Carter

TCF Marietta, Georgia

As published in “We Need Not Walk Alone” TCF Magazine.

2¢ 2¢ ¢
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Reiki FEBRUARY

o ) The month of February arrive with Valentines posted
Reiki is a Japanese technique for stress re- All over the store fronts, reminding us of the ones

duction and relaxation that also promotes healing. We love, and sometimes, of the ones we lost.

is a(_jmlnlstered by "Iaylnlg_on hands" and .I.S based As we send our wishes of love to our favorite

the idea that an unseen "life force energy"” flows  valentines, we want to also remember our sons and
through us and is what causes us to be alive. If onDaughters, grandchildren, brothers and sisters

"life force energy" is low, then we are more likédy Who have died.

get sick or feel stress, and if it is high, we are more They are the Valentines who will remain forever in our

capable of being happy. hearts.
We send our wishes of love to them everyday,

A treatment feels like a wonderful glowing ' our thoughts, in our hearts.

radiance that flows through and around you. Reiki Happy Valentine’s Day, February 14th

treats the whole person including body, emotions, To the ones we hold most dear in our minds and hearts.
mind and spirit creating many beneficial effects the _

. . - . Lovingly lifted from:

include relaxation and feelings of peace, security a Cathy Heider

well being. Many have reported miraculous results tcr; aigona, 1A

Reiki is a simple, natural and safe method ¢ Q( Cy) C( Cr) Q( Cr, C{ Cy
spiritual healing and self-improvement that everyot %%AAVQ/@%/%V(V
can use. It has been effective in helping virtually < — "/ = — 1/ < — "1/ % — -
every known illness and malady and always create |\/ ay the world

beneficial effect. It also works in conjunction wah
other medical or therapeutic techniques to relieve Hl{g YOU today.

side effects and promote recovery. With it warmth and love

_ - And whisper a joyful tune
Its use is not dependent on one's intellectue
capacity or spiritual development and therefore is N Your heart.
available to everyone. It has been successfully tau Any may the wind
to thousands of people of all ages and backgrounc Carry a voice

While Reiki is spiritual in nature, it is not a That tells you
religion. It has no dogma, and there is nothing you There is a friend
must believe in order to learn and use Reiki. In fac Q4
Reiki is not dependent on belief at all and will work Slttmg around the corner
whether you believe in it or not. Of the world

Right now
Pleasg@in us on February 13th at 7:30 pm t

learn more about this unique practice. Wishing you well. _ _
From www.reiki.org. Loving lifted from

Donna Abate
TCF/Albany/Delmar, NY
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“WE NEED NOT WALK ALONE,
WE ARE THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS”

TCF/SOUTHWESTERN MANITOBA CHAPTER meets the Second Wednesdégvery
month at 1321 13th Street Brandon, MB @ 7:30pm. All bereavethtsaare welcome.

TCF Canada Web
Site
www.tcfcanada.net

TELEPHONE FRIENDS know, understand and care. There may be times when you
want to talk about the life and death of your child with eone who truly understands the
pain and anguish you are feeling. All of the parentsdisielow have offered to listen and
share those difficult times we all experience. If yaeitzaving a bad day, would like to
share a memory or need reassurance that what yoeediregfis “normal”, please call a
telephone friend.

726-8100 Debb Geiler (dau, stillborn)

725-4087 Judy Doucette (son, 17 yrs) asthma attack

728-8259 Terry/Meridee Gasmo (son, 13 dys) rare lung disorder

727-4211 Merv Rollins (dau, 16 yrs) MVA only child

728-8679 Marge Shand (son, 35yrs) homicide

728-7427 Margery Thorimbert (son, 23 yrs) suicide

725-0305 Kim/Jody Turner (dau, 5wks) SIDS

523 5629 Jennifer Greer Keikey (son) stillborn

867-3584 Dianne Nylen Minnedosgson, 21 yrs) snowmobile

836-2295 Roland/Shirley Conrad St. Alphon@®n, 20yrs) hypothermia

725-0426 Edna Rogers Brandon (granddaughter 16 yrs) MVA

855-2362 Rose Essie wSitalley  (son, 11 yrs) drunk driver
23-7240 Maureen Nicholls Killarney  (son, 26 yrs) cancer
52-2869 James/Dana Avison Gillam  (son, 9 days) infant loss

SIBLINGS CONTACTS:
(306) 634-2261 Stacey Wempe (brother 22yrs) train/auto accident
(204)867-5271 Kerri Podruski  Minnedosa (brother 23 yrejvisiobile accident

Email Friends... %
Siblings:

podruski@mts.net Kerri Nyle
dgardy@mts.net Davardy
d_plumb@sbcglobal.net Nicolle Flum
ckchomenchuk@yahoo.com Kerri Chomenchuk

Parents:

jkturner@westman.wave.ca Kim Turner
mommatobabybear2005@hotmail.com Tertoniw
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