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Ernna Bomheelk
writes alout Mother's Day

you're
this Mother’s
on why God reclaimed your child,

| don’t Kknow.

I only know that thousands of mothers our there des-
perately need an answer as to why they were permit-
ted to go through the elation of carrying a child and
then lose it to miscarriage, accident, violence, dis-
ease or drugs. Motherhood isn't just a series of con-
tractions; it's a state of mind. From the moment we
know life is inside us, we feel a responsibility to
protect and defend that human being. It's a promise
we can't keep.

| 0 0 ki n g Thefr ¢ying chifd. Aheygomtgl (e mothers to-

e future and told them to keep going. The
children had already accepted what their mothers
were fighting to reject.

The children in the bombed-out nursery in Okla-
homa City have touched more lives than they will
ever know. Workers who had probably given their
kids a mechanical pat on the head without thinking
that morning were making calls home during the day
to their children to say, "I love you."

This may seem like a strange Mother's Day column
on a day when joy and life abound for the millions
of mothers throughout the country. But it's also a
day of appreciation and re-

We beat ourselves up over that
pledge. "If hadn't worked
through the eighth month." "If I
had taken him to the doctor
when he had a fever." "If | had-
n't let him use the car that night"
"If hadn't been so naive, I'd

. some stories don't have a clear
beginning, middle and end.
Life is about not knowing,

having to change,
taking the moment

and making the best of it . . .

spect. I can think of no moth-
ers who deserve it more than
these who had to give a child
back.

In the face of adversity we are
not permitted to ask, "Why

have noticed he was on drugs."

The longer I live, the more convinced I become that
surviving changes us. After the bitterness, the anger,
the guilt, and the despair are tempered by time, we
look at life differently.

While I was writing my book "I Want to Grow Hair.
1 Want to Grow Up. | Want to Go to Boi$el
talked with mothers who had lost a child to cancer.
Every single one said that death gave their lives new
meaning and purpose. And who do you think pre-
pared them for the rough, lonely road they had to
travel? -

me?" You can ask, but you
won't get an answer. Maybe you are the instrument
who is left behind to perpetuate the life that was lost
and appreciate the time you had with it.

The late Gilda Radner summed it up pretty well. "I
wanted a perfect ending. Now ['ve learned the hard
way that some poems don't rhyme and some stories
don't have a clear beginning, middle and end. Life is
about not knowing, having to change, taking the mo-
ment and making the best of it, without knowing
what is going to happen next. Delicious ambiguity."




GIFTS of LOVE

This month we thank the following for their
continued support of our local chapter

James & Theresa Jaquet
in memory of their son Rick
Ron & Barbara Morris
in memory of their son David
Joan Frati
in memory of her son Paul McCusker
Alan Dolan
in memory of his nephew Kyle Dolan

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.

The Angels all gathered around.
What shall we send our Mothers on their special day?
The Angels thought and thought.

The littlest girl angel said,

"I will send her the warmth of the sun."
The littlest boy angel said,

"I will send her flowers for the garden.
She will see a smile on someone's face,
I'll send that. I will send her some courage.
Well, let's see
I'll send her a pretty song.

How about some butterflies?

She needs some spirit ..

I'll send that.

Maybe she'd like to laugh
I'll send some laughter.

Let's make her an 'Angel for a Day.'
How about a blue bird or a dove?"
And on and on they went
making plans for this Mother's Day.

All these gifts will be yours today
just open your eyes, and you will see
What your angels have sent,
IT'S ALL AROUND YOU!!!

Happy Mother's Day from all of our Angels!!
By Judy Lynn Ryan

This newsletter is sponsored by
Joanne & Michael Pohlen
in memory of
James Michael Pohlen
11/26/1965 - 12/5/1988

You are always
in our hearts
and minds

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




MAY CALENDAR

May 12

6:00 pm Social Hour

7:00 pm General Sharing
May 26 Guest Speaker
7:00 pm Valarie Molaison

( Introducing Valarie Molaison, Ph.D. \
Valarie, a licensed Psychologist

is Clinical Director of Kidds

Center for grieving children
and their families
Valarie will talk with us about caring for

k our surviving children of all ages. )

Thanks to Susan Vavala
For her inspiring talk:

Her daughteros
caused by an inexperienced young driver,
led Sue to lobby for legislation
to increase time young drivers
need someone to ride with them.

Is their anything YOU
would like to change
that would make a difference???

Condolences to Ceil,
our former chapter leader,
a bereaved parent,
and now a bereaved grandparent

Thanks everyone for their kindness
to her & her family
in the death
of her stillborn grandson

aut o

-

Let 6s

Social Hour & Scrapbooking

6 pm

May 12th, 2009

get
for food & beverage
(probably pizza and desserts).

If you need a page for our photo album
bring some photos etc.
Meg will help you create a page.

If scrapbooking is not for you -
just come & socialize.

RSVP Othell
656 -9288 or

\ OthellTCF@ Verizon.net /

~

together Befor

Ffon 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
A 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.

We care about you
and want to help

(302) 475-7050




BIRTHS
CHRISTOPHER BELOTE
JEFFREY ALLEN BYRNE
RONALD WAYNE CAMERON
DOMINIC FRANCIS CAMPISI
DAVID CURTIS
LISA KIRK
CHRISTOPHER LEFEBVRE
DAVID LENGLE
CHRISTINE DANIELLE LUCIANO
DICK MAC INTYRE
HARLON HUMPHREYS MORSE
SCOTT ROBINSON
COLLIN ROBINSON
DONNA SMITH
STACY LYNN TESZNER
ROSEMARIE TOY
MICHAEL VANDERHOUT
DAVID VASSALOTTI
BRIAN STEWARD WHITE
JENNIFER WIENNER

May 10
May 07
May 02
May 19
May 22
May 28
May 18
May 28
May 09
May 12
May 30
May 06
May 11
May 09
May 25
May 15
May 10
May 06
May 07
May 12

In one of the stars
| shall be living

In one of them

| shall be laughing
And so it will be
as if all the stars
were laughing
when you look

at the sky at night

Antoine de Saint-Exupery

ANNIVERSARIES
ELLEN ABRAMSON
ADAM ARIGROUDIS
HAILEY BATCHELOR
MATTHEW BAUMEISTER
ERIN ELIZABETH BRENNAN
CLARE KEARNEY CHURCH
DAVID CURTIS

GREGORY ESKRIDGE
PATRICIA HALL
SARAH ALEXANDRA HARRISON

DIANA FRANCES HECHTER

MICHAEL WILLIAM HITCHNER, JR.

RICHARD NEAL JAQUET
CAMERON LOGAN
RODNEY DEWAYNE MCBRIDE
RICHARD MIRABILE, JR
MICHAEL MITCHELL
DAVID MORRIS

J. JUSTIN O'MALLEY
MICHAEL RIZZO

SUSAN SMITH

DONNA SMITH

MICHAEL VANDERHOUT
DAVID WICKHAM

May 05
May 05
May 25
May 11
May 21
May 16
May 23
May 29
May 13
May 13
May 08

May 26
May 06
May 06
May 05
May 04
May 30
May 10
May 06
May 20
May 30
May 23
May 07
May 11

SOMETIMES LOVE IS FOR A MOMENT,
SOMETIMES LOVE IS FOR A LIFETIME,
SOMETIMES A MOMENT IS A LIFETIME.

Pamela S. Adams

TCF Winnepeg, Canada




Scheduled Speakers: Why Would I Want
Candy Lightner, the d ic founder of Moth To Go To A
andy Lightner, the dynamic founder of Mothers .
Agairi,st Iz)grunk Driverz (MADD). After the death of National Conference?
her daughter by a hit-and-run, habitual, drunk
driver, Candy became 3 TchraJQanétha\X/lt'haa'?kceaguéﬂé§.e|
She started MADD which has grown to more than was 1 n Houston or somgple
600 chapters and 3 million members. probably just like a large scale chapter meeting with
a few extras thrown in.
Reg & Maggie Green: Their son, Nicholas was . .
killed by highway bandits in Italy. Their donation Sol §a1d no; year 'after year, until the conference
his organs to 7 Italians became a major news story was in Philadelphia. There would be no air fa‘re ex-
around the world. Organ donations were rare in It- pense and we could even commute home at night.
aly and this remarkable story was made into a Hall- We could hardly say no and even sprung for the ho-
mar k Hall ofNiRkamd amdv ice |lrepm!
Michele Longo Eder: An accom- . Wow! What an eye-opener it
phshed lawyer Startingjouma]ing 2009 Natlonal COl’lfel'el’lCC was. SO many frlendly Pe()ple;
what daily life was like while her Portland, Oregon occasionally N huggmg
husband and son were commercial August 7 - 9 strangers 1n the elevator. 5o
fishermen off the Oregon coast. g many WOYkShOPS covering so
After personal tragedy struck, her many topics. And learning just
journal became a book, i Sa | t i n -dher BWh%} %V@r,kShOP meant.
memoir of a Fisher man{ Wi f eo.
Then there were the speak
Darcie Sims: (known s i mjphealers duloves theyearsthe goferepcg spegkersyf h o u
the TCF community) is a bereaved parent and certi- have'been outstanding! And - - we heard Darcie
fied counselor, who combines humor with grief for the first of many times.
t herapy. | dondt think youdve I ed ntil Dar|ci e
you laughing & crying at almost the same time. Ceil was so moved by the Phlladelphla conference
she decided to take over the chapter leadership va-
cancy in our chapter. Othell & I decided to do the
newsletter and the rest formed a chapter steering
committee.
Workshops So if youébre asking, Why
Over 100 workshops to go to Portland? Ask me, or Othell or Ceil, or
¢« By Childrends Age (5| dCa®lihdoSLhbis or anyone else who has been. Ask
. By Circumstances (13 groups) e.g. addiction, them Why they keep going back, year after year.
military, troubled child, sudden - vehicular,
sudden - non automotive. Bill

¢ Suicide (4 groups)

¢ Healing ( almost 20 groups) e.g. anger, guilt,
forgiveness, healing songs, spiritual, stories,
special events.

¢ Long Term Griever (3 groups)

¢ Family & Friends ( 5 groups)

¢ Using Creativity ( 8 groups) e.g. journaling, po-
etry, knitting, scrapbooking.

Contact Othell for complete list and details

Reservations & Hotel Info

Contact Othell at 656-9288 or
Othell TCF@verizon.net
for hotel group rate
or other info




Two Mothers
(author unknown)

Long, long ago, so I have been told -
Two angels once met on the streets paved with gold.
"By the stars in your crown," said the one to the other,
"[ see that on earth you, too, were a mother."
"And by the blue-tinted halo you wear -

You too have known sorrow and deepest despair. "

"Ah, yes," she replied, "I once had a son,
A sweet little lad, full of laughter and fun."

"But tell of your child." "Oh , 1 knew I was blest
From the moment I first held him close to my breast.
And my heart almost bust with the joy of that day."

"Ah, yes," sighed the other, "How well do I know."

"But, soon he had grown to a tall handsome boy --
so stalwart and kind ... and it gave me such joy
To have him just walk down the street by my side."

"Ah, yes," said the other, "I felt the same pride."

How often I shielded and spared him from pain
And when he for others was so cruelly slain,
When they crucified him ... and they spat in his face,
How gladly would I have hung in his place.

A moment of silence ... "Oh, then you are she
The Mother of Christ," and she fell on one knee.
But the blessed one raised her up, drawing her near,
and kissed from the cheek of the woman, a tear.

"Tell me that name of the son you loved so,
that I may share with you your grief and your woe."
She lifted her eyes, looking straight at the other,
"He was Judas Iscariot. I am his mother."

On Losing An Only Child

| would like to put into perspective the subject
of losing a child as compared to losing an only child. It is
said that comparisons are odious. but some-times a dif-
ferent perspective can be helpful. The pain of losing a
child is excruciating. whether that child has siblings or
not. That's incontrovertible. However. it has to be admit-
ted that the particular relationship with the lost child, the
involvement. the constancy and the intimacy, are all fac-
tors that affect the degree of pain.

For those who have remaining children. there is
resentment when they are told that they are fortunate to
have other children. Someone said when a person loses
a leg, he doesn't say how lucky he is that he has an-
other leg. He is distraught that he has lost a leg, his
whole focus is on that lost leg. The observer, however,
can see that to lose both legs is more difficult.

We look to our children for a variety of reasons.
They provide us with companionship of a unique sort.
They lend continuity to our lives -- a form of immortality.
They create the role of parent for us with the immeasur-
able possibilities inherent therein. They provide that
comfort that comes from knowing someone very close
will be concerned with us.

Though the pain suffered by any bereaved par-
ent is just as great, it must be admitted that those who
have other children can have the benefit of all of the
above, whereas the person who has lost an only child
(and especially one who can never bear another) has
had in one fell stroke. all of the above wiped out.

Kay Bevington
Editor, ALIVE ALONE newsletter



USCRRIGOES
T0- - -

The Oscars ... Oh! The Oscars ... This award goes to the
best actors and actress' of their time. These awards are
broken down into different categories, such as; drama,
comedy, action, horror and so on, and so forth.

As these awards are given out, there are large screens,
so everyone can watch the actors play their parts, to the
best of their abilities. They also have tributes to the best
actors, who walks on stage and screen. While these ac-
tors go to collect their lifetime achievement awards, and
thank everyone for their fame and success, they usually
get a standing ovation in honor of their great acting
abilities.

But I would like to take this one step further; I know of
a group of actors that would put the hall of famer's back
to square one, with lessons to learn. These people come
in all kinds of races, sizes and ages. They act with the
best of the best! But, not only when the cameras are
rolling. They have learned to do this award winning act
in all categories, seven days a week, twenty-four hours
a day, until the final curtain falls. No matter what the
role is calling for, from drama to comedy, they are the
tops. But to my surprise, there are no Oscars, no recog-
nition, and they ask for none. They are the only ones
that know how good they are, and in most part keep it a
secret.

In the last part of the year 1994, I became a part of this
group. They have taught me, along with my family,
how to act to the best of our abilities. We work on these
roles, from the time we awake, until the time we go to
bed. And each day we learn a whole new different role,
and we perfect the act before we fall asleep.

So, I tip my hat to these people, who are silent. Who
taught me well, and I hope to do the same for the new-
comers. So here's to you; My Compassionate Friends,
that we may stay together till we meet our children
again. And who gave new meaning to the old phrase,
"The world is a stage, and life goes on" ..,

Our daughter Tiffany at the age of 13, was run over by a
train. She and her best friend Tammy were both killed.
Till we meet again, Tiffany (6/20/80 - 6/1 0/94)
Marlene Boylarand family TCF - Valley Forge

STARTING OVER AGAIN

As parents, how many times have we told our chil-
dren to try, try again?

"You can do it, just start over," we would say, be it
a coloring book not kept within the lines .. , learn-
ing to tie shoes, school assignments or later the
other difficulties that life brings.

Little did we think that this well

meaning advice we gave out of
love and concern for our chil-

dren's well being would be the
words that we now must follow.

Hang on. Don't give up. Try again and start over.
All this now applies to us.

Had the situation been reversed we could not have
wanted our children to live out the rest of their
lives in pain and unable to go on. We would have
wanted them to continue on, not in constant sor-
row, but with hope for renewal and better days
ahead

As we said to them -- and they would be throwing
it right back to us--it is a very hard road that you
must travel, but you can do it. What you wanted
for me, I want for you. Do what you have to, to
find your way out of the dark tunnel, and when
you fall, pick yourself up and start over again You
can do it. What we wanted for our children is not
less than they would want for us. If we could hear
them right now, they would be saying LIVE, for
life is but a mo-ment... LOVE, for that is what
really matters, and go on for we shall be together
some day.

Mary Ann Lambden
TCF, Gloucester County, NJ
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A SISTER'S LOVE

First, there's the fear,
followed by disbelief.
Then there's the tears,
followed by the grief,
Could it really be true
that they say she may die?
The pain is so deep seated
why her, Father, why?

Time can never change the hurt,
and the tears, they never dry.
Things can never be the same,
a child should never die.

She did though, on a summer day,

one | wonot
| loved that girl, oh, so much,
now memories are all that's left.

Sibling
corner

Is it fair to live on without you, girl?
| think that's what you'd like,
The house has an empty feeling,
your room is dark, day and night.
| won't forget you, don't you fear,

you'll always have a place in my heart.

My love for you lives on.

Looking back through
the book of my life,
YOU are in my favorite part!

f or g e tHelene Ann Marie Naselli

TCF - Rockville Centre, NY



