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W 
e marked the 5 th  anniversary of my sonõs passing this past April 16th . I question how 

did this come to be? Sometimes it seems as if he was just here and other times it 

seems as if an eternity has passed since I last saw him. Life goes on. My other 

friendsõ children have graduated college, started careers, found their soul mate, 

gotten married and started their families. Again I ask, how did this come to be? A couple of years 

back, it seemed I was moving forward. This year the reality of the devastation of burying my son 

seems to stick in my abdomen as if a sharp knife was permanently embedded there. There is no rhyme 

or reason to my grief. As I try to stay busy, I wait for this to pass, only to wait again for it to return. 

My non-Compassionate Friends do not seem to really understand this as they see the façade that I 

portray on the outside. Are they compassionate? Yes they are. Do they understand me? No, not really. 

It is only my Compassionate Friends who can look in my eyes and see and feel the truth.  

As time marched past April 16 th , I returned to my church choir and continued with my graduate 

courses in Community Counseling. Keeping myself busy seems to be the key to looking into the future. I 

have plans to once again attend the Compassionate Friends National Conference which I missed last 

year. This yearõs conference is right outside of the city of my birth near the District of Columbia. Both 

of my children loved coming to Washington DC by train as our young family spent many Saturdayõs see-

ing the treasures in our nationõs capitol. It will be bittersweet as I look to see where the workshops 

will lead me. It feels like home, which is exactly how Pat Loder, our TCF national leader describes it, 

when she says òwelcome home!ó. 

On the day of my sonõs birth, I was so happy. I already had a beautiful daughter born two years 

previously. I grew up in a family of all girls and I was the one in the middle. I always wanted a brother. 

My dream came true. If I could not have a brother, then the next best thing, would be to have a son, 

and for my daughter to have a brother. How did I get so lucky to have this family? 21 years and 9 

months later, my luck ran out. Many times over the last five years, I thought, what kind of God would 

take someone from me whom I waited thirty -two years to see. I will never know the answer to that 

question, so I march on.  

As I look towards July 11 th, 2010, and Jimmyõs 27th  birthday, my wish is to bring to that celebration 

the hopes and dreams that were shown to me in the workshops I attended at this yearsõ conference. 

 
Sincerely,  

Judy Pantalino  

Bereaved Mother  

James Richard Pantalino  

July 11, 1983 ~ April 16, 2005  
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GIFTS of LOVE  
 

This month we thank the following for their  

continued support of our local chapter 
 

Richard Antes 

 in memory of his grandson Kyle Dolan 

Alan Dolan 

 in memory of his nephew Kyle 

Roger & Mary Clare Matsumoto 

 in memory of their son Michael 

Lewis Sinclair 

 in memory of his son Lewis II 

Kathleen Thompson 

 in memory her son Dick MacIntyre 
 

If you would like to send a donation please send it to: 

TCF  

PO Box 114 

Rockland, DE 19732 

make check payable to  

The Compassionate Friends. 

Newsletter Sponsorship Criteria:  
 

We are now accepting 2 sponsors/month. 
$100 Donation to BHCTCF Newsletter 
(this still only covers part of cost) 
Email a jpeg photo of your child 
 or send a photo. 
Include a short note to go with the photo. 
 

Please submit by the 1st of the month 
 preceding the newsletter 
 (i.e. May 1st  
 for the June Newsletter). 
Or earlier if you want a specific month. 
 

E-mail: 
othellTCF@verizon.net  

Phone: 
656-9288 

 

Miss you every day! 
Love, 

Mom, Dad and Katie 

This newsletter is sponsored by 

Judy & Rich Pantalino 

in memory of 
James Richard Pantalino 

July 11, 1983 - April 16, 2005  

 

This newsletter is sponsored by 

Susan & Gary Robbins 

in memory of 

Gary II 

July 18, 1985 - September13, 2002 

As each day passes, 
we are one day closer to seeing you again. 

You are forever in our hearts 
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 Nancy Taylor 

 (Sudden Death & Suicide 

 (302) 234-1654 

 

 Mary Mullin  

Need someone to talk with? (Suicide) 

Having a bad day? (610) 497-3447 

Give us a call. 

We also suffered  Mary Welch  

the loss of a child. (Long Term Illness) 

So we know you are in pain. (302)475-7050 

We care about you   

and want to help   

Where Do We Meet? 
 

Brandywine Valley Baptist Church 
7 Mt. Lebanon Road 

 
From I 95 

go north on US 202 (Concord Pike)  
Turn left onto Mt. Lebanon Rd.   
Church is on right side of road 

next to the YMCA. 
Parking lot and entrance 
in the back of the church. 

July  13   

7:00 pm  General Sharing 

 

July  20  General Sharing 

7:00 pm   

 

July 2  -4    National Conference 

   Washington, DC 

Banning Park 

10 am  July 4th 
for details 

Call Cindy 345-2098 

or Othell 656-9288 

Walk to Remember 
Three Choices 

First: Walk at Conference 

Second: Walk in Wilmington 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Third: walk in spirit.  

Make a donation 
You can do this by going to the national web site, 

adding your childôs name and making a donation. 

The Brandywine Hundred Chapter TCF will re-

ceive 85% of the money donated.  Follow these 

steps to log-on our chapter web page for donations in 

memory of your child(ren):  

 

Go to www.compassionatefriends.org 

Click Walk to Remember Panel (Red Heart) 

Go to Team Rank Panel 

Click on more  

 Click Brandywine Hundred Chapter TCF  

Click general team donations  

 The team page will come up  

 Enter your donation amount & hit continue  

Fill out form to submit donation.  

http://www.kintera.org/faf/home/default.asp?ievent=304639&lis=1&kntae304639=C05E306FD96845E296D350EC800EBBFE
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BIRTHS  

JEREMY J. ACOSTA July 28 

STEPHANIE BARRY July 07 

DAVID CUMMINGS July 01 

PHILIP DEMESSE July 09 

KYLE DOLAN July 01 

ERIC EHMANN July 13 

CAROLINE FIELD July 10 

MARK GIORDANO July 22 

DIANA FRANCES HECHTER July 31 

RICHARD NEAL JAQUET July 01 

MATTHEW KRUG July 04 

BRIAN MARTIN July 02 

MICHAEL MATSUMOTO July 23 

BRIAN McSHANE July 30 

MARK MULLIN July 13 

LISA NECASTRO July 06 

JIMMY PANTALINO July 11 

BRUNO RACHIELE July 07 

GARY ROBBINS, II July 18 

CODY SANCHEZ July 18 

MICHAEL SHAW July 17 

JARED SHIFLETT July 29 

THERESA DENISE SINCLAIR July 05 

EDWARD SKLODOWSKI July 20 

KATHLEEN WALKTETT July 08 

DAVID WICKHAM July 03 

DEATHS  

ANDREW BARANOWSKI July 12 

STACY LYNN BISHOP July 27 

KYLE DOLAN July 03 

ERIC EHMANN July 05 

TINA FOUNDS July 05 

KATHERINE GRIMSHAW July 07 

MARK HANAK July 24 

CHRISTIAN JORGENSEN July 20 

JUSTINE KEARNS July 21 

MATTHEW KRUG July 18 

CHRISTINE DANIELLE LUCIANO July 14 

KELLY MARSTON July 06 

BRIAN MARTIN July 31 

JENNIFER ANN MCCHELLAND July 18 

ANDREW MCDONOUGH July 14 

DAN MOLITOR July 05 

ANDRE  MOWBRAY July 01 

BRIDGETT RYKACZEWSKI July 29 

CODY SANCHEZ July 28 

TEDDY SEZNA July 01 

DAVID SIMMERMON July 03 

LEWIS SINCLAIR, II July 07 

JIMMY SPICER July 05 

RICHARD TELEIS July 19 

ROBIN THOMAS July 19 

DAWN WALDEN July 09 

PETER WESTRA July 08 

We know the heartache that you bear 
We've felt the pain 'cause we've been there. 
We share a bond of infinite sorrow  
A hope for peace - strength for tomorrow. 
A time will come when you'll seek relief 

Solace and comfort to ease your grief  
We welcome you - We shall be there  
We understand - We've much to share.  
 

TCF Scranton, PA 
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The Silver Tears  

By Louise Lagerman 

 

And so it begins  

Silver tears falling like soft rain  

Cascading downward on its sad journey  

Arriving at my empty soul and shattered heart  

The silver tears come because we are apart.  

I try to see the beauty to things  

I yearn to be: near the warm sun  

I listen for laughter and beauty  

But the silver tears just bide their time  

For they know  

That behind every smile  

Every warm embrace  

The reality of you being gone  

Will let the tears escape  

And so it begins.  

Don't try to make me feel better,  

By quipping your cute jokes.  

Don't try to rob me of my pain,  

When I need it as my cloak.  

I know you probably think,  

You're doing me a favor,  

But what you don't understand,  

Is that my sadness is my savior.  

Don't try to steal my right,  

To express my grief in my own way.  

You see, I lost my child,  

And grief is the price that I must pay.  

I need to feel the hurt and pain,  

As it beats inside my chest.  

Don't try to steal my grief,  

When it's the only feeling I have left.  
 

Faye McCord, 
Co-Chapter Leader, 
TCF, Jackson, MS  

In loving memory of my son, 
Lane McCord 

(1/26/65 - 9/13/98) 

I watched my mate go through pure Hell. 
And I felt helpless, useless, and some-
times .. .invisible. 
 
Other times, I stood strong while bearing 
the brunt of my love's anger that lashed 
out at the world as an angry God would 
open the heavens with roaring thunder 
and lightning. I was accused of not under-
standing and surely ...I could not. I felt 
heavy pain for my step-child ... the one I 
took as my own. I grieved for the good 
times we had together. The tugs at my 
heart that always pierced through any re-
sentments. 
 
The guilt weighed heavily on my shoul-
ders for the times we didn't communicate 
and I wondered if .. .! could have made it 
better.  
 
At the funeral home, I felt even a pang 
of...yes ... jealousy toward the natural par-
ents of my beloved step-child ... knowing 
that she and my mate shared a private 
room from the past that I could never ... 
ever ... enter.  
 
Life must go on ... this day-to-day exis-
tence ... but things are different now. I of-
fer my support as I see eyes staring off 
into a distant land, hold a hand and kiss 
away the tear drops.  
 
With an added sorrow, I wonder if my love 
will return to me or stay in that far-off ... 
forever. For deep in my heart, I know that 
this tragedy will bring us closer together 
or tear us completely apart.  
 
Peggi Hull 
TCF, Huston-Bay Area 
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W hen my son died, I felt like there 

would be no tomorrow. I didn't 

want a tomorrow. I wanted yesterday 

with its promise of joy and perfection. I 

wanted my son to be alive. But he was 

gone. 

 

Now, when life gets me down, I remem-

ber the joys of yesterday, think of all 

that I was given, take measure of all that 

still needs to be done, and I promise my-

self that tomorrow will be better be-

cause I will work very hard to make it 

better.  

 

My grandmother often told me, "If you 

think you can, you're right. If you 

think you can't, you're right. What 

do you think?"  As a child I thought 

this was strange. As an adult, I know it 

to be true.  

 

Tomorrow will  be better. Tomorrow I will, 

once again, tell my mind to stop the nega-

tive thoughts. And my mind will do ex-

actly that, as I command my ship of 

grief.  
 

Annette Mennen Baldwin 
Forever remembering my son, 

Todd Mennen 
TCF Katy, TX  

Once upon a time there was a wise man 
who used to go down to the seashore to 
do his writing. He had the habit of walk-
ing on the beach before he began his 
work. One day, as he was walking along 
the shore, he saw a human figure moving 
like a dancer. He smiled to himself to 
think of someone who would dance to the 
day. So he began to walk faster to catch 
up with the strange figure.  

As he drew closer, he saw that it was 
a young man, and the young man was-
n't  dancing  but,  instead,  he  was 
reaching down to the shore to pick up 
something which he then threw gen-
tly back into the sea. "Good morning. 
What are you do­ing?" he asked the 
young man. "Throwing starfish back 
into the sea," came the reply. "The 
sun is up and the tide is going out. If 
I don't throw them back in, they'll 
die." "But, young man, there are miles 
of beach and hundreds of starfish 
along it. You can­not possibly make a 
difference." The young man listened 
politely and then threw another star-
fish into the sea. "It made a differ-
ence for that one," he said.  

There is something very special in each 
and every one of us. We have all been 
gifted with the ability to make a differ-
ence. And if we can become aware of 
that gift, we can transform the future. 
We must each find our starfish on Me-
norca; and if we throw it wisely, the 
world and especially our island will be 
blessed.  

 
Rev. Dr. Simon Stephens, 

TCF Founder 

Chaplain of Menorca 

Balearics, Spain  
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Hug Therapy 
Hugging feels good; dispels loneliness; overcomes 
fears; opens doors to feelings; builds self-esteem 
("Wow! She actually wants to hug me!"); foster? 
altruism (" I can't believe it, but I actually, want to 
hug that old son-of-a-gun!"; slows down aging, 
huggers stay younger longer; helps curb appetite; 
we eat less when we are nourished by hugs - and 
when our arms are busy wrapped around others; 
eases tension; fights insomnia; keeps arm and 
shoulder muscles in condition; provides stretching 
exercise if you are short; provides stooping exer-
cise if you are tall; offers a wholesome alternative 
to promiscuity; offers a health: safe alternative to 
alcohol and other drug abuse (better hugs than 
drugs). Affirms physical being; is democratic, any-
one is eligible for a hug.  

I NEEDED THAT 

THANK GOODNESS WE HAVE OUR SOFTER SIDE 

The Hug Therapy Book 

By Kathleen Keating 

Illustrated by Mimi Noland 

$8.95 Amazon & other book sellers 

A playful parody on therapy with a serious message about 

the power of compassionate, healing touch.  I wrote the The 

Hug Therapy Book, a parody on therapy, because I wanted to 

share a serious message about the power of touch in a playful 

way. 

�,���·�O�O���O�H�Q�G���\�R�X�����I�R�U���D���O�L�W�W�O�H���W�L�P�H�� 
 a child of mine, He said.  
For you to love the while he lives,  
 and mourn for when he's dead.  
It may be six or seven years,  
 or twenty -two or three.  
But will you, till I call him back,  
 take care of him for Me?  
He'll bring his charms to gladden you,  
 and should his stay be brief.  
You'll have his lovely memories,  
 as solace for your grief.  
I cannot promise he will stay,  
 since all from earth return.  
But there are lessons  
 taught down there,  
 I want this child to learn.  
I've looked the wide world over,  
 in search for teachers true.  
And from the throngs  
 that crowd life's lanes,  
 I have selected you.  
Now will you give him all your love,  
 nor think the labor vain.  
Nor hate me when I come  
 to take him home again?  
I fancied that I heard them say,  
 'Dear Lord, Thy will be done!'  
For all the joys Thy child shall bring,  
 the risk of grief we'll run.  
We'll shelter him with tenderness,  
 we'll love him while we may,  
And for the happiness we've known,  
 forever grateful stay.  
But should the angels call for him,  
 much sooner  
 than we've planned.  
We'll brave the bitter grief  
 that comes,  
 and try to understand.  

by Edgar Guest 


