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Being a "jack of all trades and 
master of none" all my life, our 
children thought I could fix any-
thing that they broke. I myself 
thought that anything that was 
made could be 
fixed, and maybe 
even fixed better 
than when it was 
new. Many times, 
one of our children 
would bring me 
something that 
had broken, 
though they didn't know how it 
got broken, and ask me if I could 
please fix it. Most of the time I 
would attempt to fix whatever it 
was, and one way or another, I 
would succeed.  

Then one day something broke 
that I never will be able to fix. 
One of our children died. This 
time, the something that broke, I 
could not fix. There are no tools 

to bring a dead child 
back to life. 

All I can think and 
wonder is, how and 
why did I end up 
with something I 
cannot fix? Since 
that time, it is hard 

for me to fix something that 
breaks. It brings to mind the 
one big thing I will never be 
able to fix, the death of our 
child.  
 

Bill Krieglestein, 
TCF, Fox Valley 
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Newsletter Sponsorship Criteria: 
 
$100 Donation to BHCTCF Newsletter. 
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). 
E-mail: 

othellTCF@verizon.net 

GIFTS of LOVE  
 

This month we thank the following for their  

continued support of our local chapter 
 

Alan Dolan 

 in memory of his nephew Kyle Dolan 

Steven & Vickie Conley 

 in memory of their son Shawn Michael 

Bud & Jane Hurlock 

 in memory of their daughter Elizabeth 

Bruce & Grace Kirk 

 in memory of their daughter Lisa 

Nancy Kronfeld 

 in memory of her son Jeff 

Charles & Tina Mitchell 

 in memory of their son Brian 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

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. 

A love gift is a living memorial to our child,  

 usually given on anniversaries, holidays, etc. 

Since there is no charge 

for newsletters, meetings, etc., 

We depend solely on donations,  

which are tax deductible. 

This newsletter is sponsored by 

Mary Mullin 

in memory of 

Mark Mullin 

7/13/1970  -  6/14/2001 

Our hearts are filled  
with memories of you.  

We love you!  
 

Mom, Dave, Rob, & Mary Beth 

We want to thank the following 

for their donations 

in memory of 

John & Ceilôs grandson, 

John Buonocore, IV 

 

Caroline Abernathy 

Lou & Lois Hanak 

Bill & Othell Heaney 

Paul & Jill Kolady 

Bill & Cathy Meakem 

We want to thank the following 

for their donations 

in memory of 

Ned Piper 

 

Caroline Figenshu 

Bill & Othell Heaney 

Bill & Cathy Meakem 
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JUNE CALENDARJUNE CALENDARJUNE CALENDAR    

 Othell & Bill Heaney 

 (Sudden Death & Suicide 

 (302) 656-9288 

 

 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  

From the desk of the Editor: 
Anyone interested in receiving our newslet-

ter by email instead of by regular mail, 

please contact me with your email address at 

othellTCF@verizon.net. 

You will be added to our email list. 

Thank You 

Othell 

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. 

 

June   9  6:00 pm 

   General Sharing 

 

June  23  Guest Speaker 

7:00 pm  Linnea Goddess 

   LCSW 

 

April Review 
 

Mona Bayard, 

Victim Services Coordinator 

Wilmington Police Dept. 

helped us understand 

how & why the police systems work 

and how to use their help. 

 

Meg Kinsler 

Helped us create scrapbook pages 

with special scissors, papers 

and guidance. 

(editorôs note 

I never knew there was so much 

involved in scrapbooking  -) 

 

The Pizza Party 

was also a bit hit. 

Lin is a Psychologist 

and a bereaved parent. 

She will tell us, 

When we should get 

professional help. 

She has given us 

helpful insight 

and advice in the past. 
Remembrance Table 

 

A table is set up before each meeting 

If your childôs birthday is in the month, 

or the anniversary date, 

or any reason whatsoever  -  -  
 

Bring photos or mementos 

(or even pass out cookies) 

Let us get to know 

your beloved child! 
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Our Children  

Loved, Missed, and Remembered  
Anniversaries and Birthdays are difficult times for bereaved parents  

But as long as we live, they too shall live, for they are part of us in our memories. 

In the days ahead, we lovingly remember these children 

And we send our love and support to their parents. 

JUNE 

BIRTHS 

PAUL BARON June 15 

TIMOTHY BECKER June 05 

IAN BONNER June 26 

JOYCE  BOYER June 20 

MAC LELAND BROWN June 24 

BRIANNE CARTER June 08 

MICHAEL JOHN COLLINS June 01 

SHAWN MICHAEL CONLEY June 15 

ALLISON DeMAIO June 01 

STEVEN GERACIMOS June 27 

MARK HANAK June 29 

CHRISTOPHER DON HUNTLEY June 14 

JEFF KRONFELD June 13 

PAUL GERARD MCCUSKER June 29 

ANDRE MOWBRAY June 29 

JENNIFER NEYMAN June 12 

KATHY NULL June 18 

SCOTT POLASKI June 30 

DAVID PRYLUCKI June 20 

NICHOLAS MICHAEL REGER June 23 

JAMES ANDREW RIEDY June 09 

ADAM CORY SAINSON June 14 

LISA SIMON June 01 

LOUIS ANTHONY SPADACCINI June 01 

NICHOLAS JAMES STIRPARO June 16 

JAKE TERRY June 10 

WILLIAM (BILLY) THOMAS June 24 

MYKIA TUCKER June 10 

JOHN ANTHONY WYRE June 08 

ANNIVERSARIES 

ELIJAH JACOB BERKOWITZ June 06 

IAN BONNER June 29 

GABRIEL BOWMAN June 12 

MAYA BUSEMAN-WILLIAMS June 28 

LANA COLEMAN June 24 

MICHAEL JOHN COLLINS June 27 

DAVID CUMMINGS June 24 

KRISTY DUNCAN June 20 

MICHAEL FITZPATRICK June 04 

NAKHIA FRANCIS June 19 

COLLIN TYRONE GAINES June 09 

ANNA GALLAGHER June 17 

LAURA GOVATOS June 01 

CARRIE "REENEA" HUGHES June 24 

ELIZABETH HURLOCK June 19 

TIFFANY HUTCHINSON June 20 

MICHAEL KEOSAYIAN June 06 

LISA KIRK June 13 

JEFF KRONFELD June 26 

JEFFREY KULAS June 05 

KEVIN KWIATKOWSKI June 09 

WENDY MILLER June 15 

BRIAN MITCHELL June 10 

MARK MULLIN June 14 

JAMES ANDREW RIEDY June 14 

ADAM CORY SAINSON June 11 

MORGAN SHANNON June 23 

LISA SIMON June 16 

EDWARD SKLODOWSKI June 23 

MEGHAN MALONE SYMON June 19 

ROB WELDON June 10 

RONALD WOOSTER June 25 
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At my second meeting of The Compassionate 

Friends, one of the mothers said how nice it 

was to see a man attending, since "men grieve 

differently from women."  

Her remark was no doubt meant to help put me 

at ease. I hadn't said a thing so far, and might 

have been intimidating in my silence. But it 

caught me off guard. What I was feeling after 

George's death was so absolute, so awful, how 

could it possibly come with any "differences?" 

Would one grieve differently for an infant than 

for an adolescent? For a son than for a daugh-

ter? Surely grief was absolute for both mothers 

and fathers.  

Over time I came to acknowledge the 
differences the well-meaning mother 
had in mind:  

Neither I nor the other men who oc-
casionally attended talked much; the 
women talked freely.  
I sensed I was better at compartmen-
talizing my grief than the mothers, 
better at keeping a lid on it socially 
and at work.  
My male friends seemed less com-
fortable talking about George, bring-
ing up his name or even looking at 
his pictures than female friends.  
I came to see how intensely I felt I 
had let my son down as his protector, 
the father's primary role.  
 

Shortly after becoming editor of my chapter 

newsletter, I sent a copy to my friend Jack Kne-

bel in California. Jack and his wife, Linda, had 

been involved with a TCF chapter after the 

death of their daughter, Hollis. He replied, "It's 

good to see that a man is taking an active role 

in the group." Then he went on to write mov-

ingly about those male-female grieving differ-

ences. The rest of his letter, which touched me 

deeply, follows:  

" ... Several years after Hollis died, Linda and I 

were being trained by TCF to be "buddies" to 

newly bereaved parents. One of the exercises 

was to list all the unhelpful things that others 

had said in trying to comfort us, so that we 

wouldn't make the same mistakes. The other 

trainees, all women, made long lists and did it 

with enthusiasm. When the lists were read 

aloud, they nodded knowingly at every entry 

and eventually hooted and howled with deri-

sion at the worse (some of which were pretty 

bad). When it came my turn, I held up an empty 

page and said:  

"People may have said such things to me. I· just 

don't recall. What I do remember is that people 

tried to tell me how sad they were for us, how 

much they loved Hollis and how much they 

cared about us. I remember one of my partners 

hugging me in the halls of my very stiff and 

proper law firm. I remember men who had 

never told me anything more personal than 

their reactions to a Giant's loss crying at our 

loss and their fears.  

"You women are used to talking about your 

emotions and about personal things. I wasn't 

and my friends weren't either. So the fact that 

we could do so was a great gift, and it wasn't 

marred in the slightest by someone's choice of 

words.  

''Now the shell has been broken and I find it 

easier to talk about my emotions, my hopes and 

fears, about those things that are really impor-

tant. And that for me was one of Hollis' greatest 

gifts.  

"I know that even after George's death, he is a 

major part of your life. My guess is that you're 

becoming more open to the gifts that he and 

those who care about you are able to give.  

"With compassion and friendship, Jack"  

By David Pellegrin TCF, Honolulu, HI,  
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With summer comes more time for relaxa-
tion and more time for get-togethers with 
family and friends. After our son died it 
left a void in all those family activities and 
lots of time for thoughts of summers gone 
by - vacations, 4th of Julys, Bible schools, 
camps, baseball games, swimming lessons, 
skiing at the lake, and many other memo-
ries.  
 
It still seems important for us to participate 
in those same activities because on each 
occasion some memory is stirred of a time 
when our son was a part of these activities 
that made summer such a special time 
for us. At first those memories made us 
so sad, but now when we remember 
what he did or said in certain situa-
tions, our hearts are a little lighter and 
even sometimes a little smile appears 
on our faces.  
 
These memories are what we have left 
and they are so very precious. Sum-
mers are a good time to relax and re-
member our happy times together.  
 

Carol Linch 
TCF - LaGrange, GA 

It's June and graduation time again. Your child 
would have been among those wearing the cap 
and gown, walking down the aisle to the ever 
stirring "Pomp and Circumstance. " Now there 
will be a vacant spot in the line. Should you at-
tend? Can you stand the pain? Will people think 
you're strange?  
 

As always, you must follow your heart. So, go if 
you'd like to, and don't hide your tears. It's quite 
all right to miss your own child while celebrating 
the achievements of others.  
 

Just remember that your own instincts are the 
most im­portant ones; that no one else can 
make this decision for you, and that it doesn't 
really matter what other people think of you.  
It was your child who died. This is your pain, 
and you have the right to feel it and deal with it 
in your own way - and may a bit more healing 
take place in the doing.  
 

Peggy Gibson 
TCF; Nashville, TN  

 

As the seasons change and we 
become aware of the stirrings of 
nature, our thoughts turn to "spring 
cleaning." It prepares us for the 
new season by get­ting our 
"house" in order.  
 

Let's dust off our memory chests, 
shake out and examine each item 
we've folded away in our heart and 
mind. Dig into the corners and 
bring light and air into the dark-
ness. Deep in the closet we have 
accumulated all the things we 
couldn't face or needed time to 
think about. We must go through 
these. As we sort through we will 
discard some un­necessary, un-

wanted feelings, hurts, anger, and 
other emotions. Now we can count 
our treasures and carefully fold 
and put them back in fresh con-
tainers, smaller, easier to find, 
more in time with now, and in good 
order.  
 

A day spent doing these tasks will 
no doubt leave you exhausted, but 
the ef­fort will bring a deep sense 
of content­ment. For me, it brought 
a special plus, special memories 
and joys of Jim and Scott.  
 

Betty Stiegelmeyer 

TCF, Pikes Peak, CO 
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Caroline Figenshu, our chapter treasurer, 

loves this dragonfly story 

and shared it with some friends. 

One of them related her own dragonfly story. 

And here it is  .  .  . 

 
A Dragonfly Story 

by Mandy Swope 
submitted by Caroline Figenshu 

 

My family has vacationed on the same lake in 

Maine for decades. As a child, I vividly remember a 

hair raising sailing trip with my  brother and par-

ents. We were all on a "Sunfish" which (in my opin-

ion) is more of a surfboard with sail than a boat. The 

wind picked up and whiteheads dotted the top of the 

lake. The tiny Sunfish was blown by the wind and 

was tilting at an alarming angle. I feared that we 

would be washed overboard and into the lake. I 

closed my eyes and prayed. When I opened my 

eyes, a long line of Dragonflies were sitting on the 

side of the boat that was above water. I had the 

strongest sense that the dragonflies were trying to 

right the boat and set us on an even keel. Gratitude 

filled my heart.  

 

Since that day, I have felt a great fondness for the 

dragonfly. Each year, dragonflies comes and visit as 

I sit reading on the dock in Maine. They sit on my 

book, on the railing and also perch on my arm or leg 

with no fear. And they are right not to fear me, but 

to recognize me as a friend. 

Once, in a little pond, in the muddy water un-
der the lily pads, there lived a little water beetle 
in a community of water beetles. They lived a 
simple and comfortable life in the pond with 
few disturbances and interruptions. 
  
Once in a while, sadness would come to the 
community when one of their fellow beetles 
would climb the stem of a lily pad and would 
never be seen again. They knew when this 
happened, their friend was dead, gone forever. 
  
Then, one day, one little water beetle felt an 
irresistible urge to climb up that stem. How-
ever, he was determined that he would not 
leave forever. He would come back and tell his 
friends what he had found at the top. 
  
When he reached the top and climbed out of 
the water onto the surface of the lily pad, he 
was so tired, and the sun felt so warm, that he 
decided he must take a nap. As he slept, his 
body changed and when he woke up, he had 
turned into a beautiful blue-tailed dragonfly 
with broad wings and a slender body designed 
for flying. So, fly he did! And, as he soared he 
saw the beauty of a whole new world and a far 
superior way of life to what he had never 
known existed. 
  
Then he remembered his beetle friends and 
how they were thinking by now he was dead. 
He wanted to go back to tell them, and explain 
to them that he was now more alive than he 
had ever been before. His life had been ful-
filled rather than ended. 
  
But, his new body would not go down into the 
water. He could not get back to tell his friends 
the good news. Then he understood that their 
time would come, when they too would know 
what he now knew. So, he raised his wings 
and flew off into his joyous new life! 

Author unknown 

The Dragonfly Story 
the original 
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Return Service Requested 

A LETTER TO MY BROTHER·  

Suddenly you're gone. I'm still here.  

Why? How can this be? Someone tell me 

the reason, the answer.  

How can I fill the void, the space once 

so full of life? What will I do? How will I 

be strong for others when the sting of pain 

is so real, so near?  

Though everyone seems calm, my 

soul screams at the injustice, the unfair-

ness of losing you. I miss you, I think of 

you everyday and feel you in my heart 

always.  

Whatever the reason for your leaving, 

I know your living had a reason. Despite 

the brevity of your life, you lived a life-

time's worth. You blessed us with your 

presence, your specialness.  

I have only to think of you to feel the 

joy you've left as a legacy. You shaped the  

 purpose of my life. I can see the world 

through your eyes.  

Robin Holeman 

TCF Tuscaloosa, 

AL 

Sibling  
corner  
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