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Northeastern Connecticut / Rockville Chapter 

TCFNECTChapter.org 
TCFNECTChapter@gmail.com 

860-656-0260 
 

 

“Forever in my Heart” 
wristbands are available.  
They are $3.50 each or 
two for $5.00.  If you are 
unable to come to meet-
ings and would like to or-
der some, send a check, 
plus $2.25 shipping, to:  

 

 
The Compassionate 

Friends 
 c/o Laureen  Relyea  
107 Milo Peck Lane 
Windsor, CT  06095 

 
 
 
 

NORTHEAST/ ROCKVILLE CHAPTER MEETINGS 
Rockville General Hospital 

31 Union Street  
Boardroom Lower Level  

(down and across from  “the coffee”) 

Rockville, CT 
Open visiting 7:00    Meeting Content  7:30 — 9:00 PM 

   
UPCOMING REGULAR MEETINGS: 

~ July 13 ~August 10 ~  
 ~ September 14  ~ October 12 ~ November 16 ~ 

Regular Meetings Are Held  
Every Second Tuesday of Each Month 

 

SPECIAL EVENTS 
 

NATIONAL CONFERENCE 
REFLECTIONS OF LOVE ~ VISIONS OF HOPE 

ARLINGTON, VIRGINIA 
JULY 2-4  2010  

 
 

A WALK TO REMEMBER ~ NATIONAL 
ARLINGTON, VIRGINIA 
JULY 4  2010  8:00 a.m. 

 
 

OUR LOCAL NORTHEAST / ROCKVILLE CHAPTER 
A WALK TO REMEMBER 
MANSFIELD HOLLOW  PARK 
JULY 10  2010  11:00 a.m. 

RAINDATE JULY 11 11:00 a.m. 

For addition information 
See Page 12 

� � � � ♥  ���� 

NATIONAL HEADQUARTERS 
P.O. BOX 3696 
OAK BROOK IL 60522 
CompassionateFriends.org 
Toll Free 860-969-0010 
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NORTHEASTERN 
CONNECTICUT  

You Are  

 Loved... 
Forever 

 

 

 
“Go ahead – throw vanity out the 
window. We dare you to experi-

ence the brilliance of being bald while raising funds for 
life-saving research. Your fundraising efforts will raise 
much-needed research support and your bald head will 
be a display of solidarity with kids who have cancer – 
most of whom don't get to choose how to style their hair 
today. Give them the best chance for a cure!” 1 

 
On September 13, 2010 a group who call themselves  46 
Mommas will shave their heads totally bald to call atten-
tion to childhood cancer.  Their goal is to make a differ-
ence; to get the message out there that kids get cancer 
too and that each and every one of them matter and will 
not ever be forgotten. 
 
 
Last year, as the autumn and winter holidays began to 
creep up, I was dreading the first full sets of what once 
were festive family gatherings, without Robyn.  I turned to 
the National Compassionate Friends Discussions on 
Facebook and was drawn to a mom, who was aching 
over the missing of her little one.  She voiced her need to 
run away for the holidays, something that I desperately 
shared with her.  I sent her a private message of under-
standing and commonality and we became Facebook 
Friends.  Then in the way that Social Networking works so 
well, I met another mom through the first one, and then 
another and another….We were all members of what we 
deemed to be “THE UGLY CLUB” (see May 2010 FOR-
EVER IN OUR HEARTS – LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 

(Continued on page 3) 
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If you would like someone to receive a copy of this 
newsletter, email  

TCFNECTChapter@gmail.com 
Or leave a message for  Bettie-Jeanne  

@ (860) 870-7581 
This Newsletter is published  by the  

Northeast/Rockville Connecticut Chapter of  

The Compassionate Friends, Inc. 
©  2010 All rights reserved. 

TELEPHONE  FRIENDS   REACHING OUT… 
860-656-0260  

A member will return your call. We can put you in con-
tact with members who have experienced similar losses: 
auto accidents, suicide, homicide, illness, sudden, infant 

death, unknown causes...   
Compassionate Friends is made up of others who 

understand through experience and CARE. 
If you would like to volunteer to just talk and visit with 

another TCF member, please call or email  
TCFNECTChapter@gmail.com 

Unless expressly stated, the views expressed in articles, poetry, etc. in the 

newsletter are not necessarily the views of The Compassionate Friends, the 

Chapter Steering Committee or the Editorial Team.  The Editor reserves the 

right to edit any contribution. 

Welcome  
 

All bereaved parents, grandparents, and adult 
siblings are welcome at our support group meet-
ings.  You will find a place of comfort, caring people, 
and most of all - HOPE.  Coming to the first meeting 
is the hardest, but you have nothing to lose and 
much to gain.  We urge you to give it a try. For many 
it is the first real step toward healing. Although it 
may seem overwhelming, we encourage you to 
come to several meetings to give yourself a chance 
to become comfortable.  We are not professional 
counselors.  We are bereaved families who want to 
help each other.  Please join us as we heal together. 
♥  

Chapter Steering Committee 
Chapter Leader: 
 Mary Fitzgerald 

 

Co-Leader / Facilitator: ……...Michele Cerrigione 
Co-Leader / Facilitator: ……...…….....Peter Hany 
Co-Leader / Facilitator: ..……....Lois O’Callaghan 
Newsletter Editor…...Bettie-Jeanne Rivard-Darby  
Treasurer…………………….…….Laureen Relyea 
 

Chapter Voice Mail…………..…860-656-0260 
www.TCFNECTChapter.org 

TCFNECTChapter@gmail.com 

Love Gifts  
are a way of remembering your child, sibling or grand-
child by supporting your local The Compassionate 
Friends Chapter. 
Donations of any size are accepted and appreciated 
at every meeting. 
Thank you to all who contribute and support .  
Checks should be made payable to The Compassion-
ate Friends and can be mailed to   

The Compassionate Friends 
 c/o Laureen  Relyea  
107 Milo Peck Lane 

Windsor, CT  06095-1867 
Check with your employer how you can donate to 
The Compassionate Friends through non-profit 
payroll deduction. ♥ 
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EDITOR’S MESSAGE: 
This newsletter is for all of us who hurt and know that 
even if we feel as if we don’t want to, we will go on living.  
I wish it to speak to your needs and to let you know that 
you ARE NOT ALONE ~ that you are in the company of 
those who “Get It”. 
Please share your own musings, journal entries, poems, 
stories and thoughts. I welcome and thank you for all 
submissions.   ~Bettie-Jeanne, Robyn’s mom 
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COLUMN) ~ our commonality being the ugliness of hav-
ing our children die before us.  Many of these moms have 
ferociously fought the ugly hunger of childhood cancer 
and many of their children lost.  This is how I came to 
know of the 46 Mommas; women who are desperately 
trying to raise funds so that future fights will tip the scales 
in the favor of The Children.  They are $39,000 toward 
their goal of $100,000.  The money is so important, but 
even more important is the desperate need to “do Some-
thing” ; to feel and take some control from the ugly mon-
ster that feeds on beautiful children.  This is the story of 
why two women are “Shaving for the Brave”  on their 
quest to make a difference for others. 
 
Bettie-Jeanne, 
RobynAprils’ mom 
 

Helen and MaggieHelen and MaggieHelen and MaggieHelen and Maggie    
 
My name is Helen Achuff,  I am one of the 46 mommas.  
My husband and I are the proud parents of 3 beautiful, 
funny and loving children. Our youngest, Maggie, was 
diagnosed with stage 4 High Risk Neuroblastoma on June 
29, 2006. She was only 2 years old.  She battled for 2 1/2 
years and sadly went to Heaven on August 7, 2008.  We 
miss her with every passing second of every day.  
I am a member of People Against Childhood Cancer 
(PAC2), an on line group united together to raise aware-
ness and also have a place to connect with others in the 
same position.  That is how I found out about the 46 
mommas and quickly signed up to shave my head.   
 
Pediatric cancer is greatly underfunded and there needs 
to be more research and much better treatments for these 
kids.  I will never forget what I witnessed as Maggie went 
through her treatments.  I also joined because I have a 
terrible fear that the world will forget about my baby and 
what she went through.  I just can't let that happen.  She 
is too precious. 
 
A pastor from a church that supported and helped us 
through our journey announced at Maggie's memo-
rial  service that he would be starting Maggie's Ministry ~ 
A ministry dedicated in helping cancer kids and their fami-
lies in tangible ways. ~ The same way we were helped.  
My husband and I took the ball and ran with this idea.  
Please visit http://maggiesministry.webs.com/ for more 
info. 
I would like people to know that time does not heal all 
wounds.  We do learn to keep on going and we try to 
make a difference for others…but we will never stop 
wanting our Maggie here with us. 
 
Helen Achuff, 
Maggie's mommy 
 

(Continued from page 1) Carol HoodCarol HoodCarol HoodCarol Hood    
 
[After reading your Facbook Posts ] I felt compelled to 
touch base with you.  Please allow me  to share just a 
small fraction of my story with you.  My name is Carla 
Hood and I don't really fall into any of the categories 
you’ve named (bereaved parent, sibling, grandparent or 
friends of theirs); where I do fall in is as a Long Term Sur-
vivor of Stage IV High Risk Neuroblastoma.   
I was diagnosed 42 years ago on January 22 1968 at the 
tender age of 8 1/2 months.  Surgery took a 2 1/2 lb. tu-
mor the size of a big man's fist and my right kidney.  Che-
motherapy (which consisted of 250 shots in the tops of 
both my hands) dissolved what remained of the cancer 
on my left kidney and the outer lining of my stomach.  
Today, I remain cancer free.  I fight to give the kids (and 
families) on this battlefield a voice.  I hurt upon hearing 
about each and every child that gets diagnosed, earns 
Angel wings and has to go through any part of this hell in 
hope of even the possibility of getting better.  I've gained 
a family, not by choice but by our having all been set 
upon this damnable path called Childhood Cancer!! 
 
Come September, there will be a group of 46 women 
gathering together to shave their heads (through St. Bald-
rick's) in solidarity with the kids who are already on the 
battlefield.  I am one of the 46 and though not a Momma 
to an Angel, or a Momma to a Cancer Warrior or Survivor 
- I myself am a Survivor.  
Please take the time to check out http://46mommas.com  
for an understanding of what we're up to.  
 
Take good care and God Bless, 
Carla Hood 

Julian, 
Forever 4 

 
 

SUPERHEROES! 
 

How can you tell if someone is a "Superhero"?  
Is it by the tights they wear?  

Their cape?  
Their super human strength?  

Perhaps their ability to take on unlimited bad guys  
all at the same time  

and come out victorious?  
Can you even tell just by looking?  

 
Being a "Superhero" is so much more  

than what you see in the movies:  
It is...  

Bravery in the midst of terror.  
Strength in the midst of the unthinkable.  

Courage in the midst of the unspeakable.  
Faith in the midst of what seems impossible.  

 

(Continued on page 4) 
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Your "Superhero" makes dreams come true...  
They lift your spirit when you seem broken.  

They face incredible odds  
yet will not give in to defeat.  

They draw from inner strength to look death in the eye 
and tell it "No!" time and time again.  

They care so much about others that it seems their 
hearts would have no more room, yet they love all the 

more.  
 

They fight cancer, day in and day out; week after week, 
month after month, year after year...  

Operations, blood transfusions, chemotherapy,  
IVs, bone marrow transplants, radiation, hospital stays - 

they endure all of this with a smile,  
trusting God every step of the way,  

believing with the faith of a little child  
that they will get better.  

 
Whether they are given a complete Earthly healing  

or they earn Angel Wings, 
they will always and forevermore be "Superheroes!"  

They will never be forgotten.  
They will have touched,  

changed  
and inspired  

innumerable lives.  
Their journey becomes your fight,  

your reason to find a cure.  
In that one moment, when time stands still,  

you see your "Superhero" flash before your eyes  
and you recall the names of countless other 

"Superheroes!"  
 

Your "Superhero" might be...  
your infant  

your toddler  
your little boy or girl  

your teenager / young adult  
your niece / nephew  

your grandchild  
your neighbor's child  

or...even someone you've never met.  
 

Every "Superhero" has a "Sidekick"  
and even in being a "Sidekick" 

you achieve "Superhero" status.  
 

You know who you are and you are my "Superhero!"  
 

C. K. Hood  
© November 1, 2008 

(Continued from page 3)  SUPERHEROS Pain... Pain... Pain... Pain...  
 

Feeling weak,  
tears rolling,  

spinning,  
falling,  
It hurts.  

 
A smile,  
a hug,  
a kiss,  

a dream,  
nothing left.  

 
My baby  

Me,  
together,  
forever,  

and a day?  
 

A dream,  
only a dream,  

cancer  
is a thief  

a damn thief.  
 

Dark,  
Cold,  

Broken ,  
in a million pieces,  

My heart...  
 

Hope?  
Happiness?  

Love?  
Faith?  
Lost...  

 
Will you  
Fix it?  

Can you?  
Please.  

Will u try?  
 

Cuz for now,  
I feel weak,  

Tears are rolling,  
My world is spinning,  

I'm falling...  
It hurts.  

 
 

Mimi  Avery,  
Julian’s mom 

Grief never ends, But it changes. It's a passage, Not a place to stay. 

The sense of loss must give way if we are to value the life that was lived.  

Grief is not a sign of weakness. Nor lack of faith. It is the price of love... 
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When I got up into Heaven  
and I took a look around 

It was to my sadness and dismay; 
you were nowhere to be found 

When I was brought up to God's altar,  
set within His light to bask 

I lifted my eyes to Him and said,  
"I've something I must ask." 

 
He picked me up and hugged me,  

then He set me in His lap 
He said, "Child, I had to bring you home  

and THIS is where it's at." 
I knew He was all powerful,  
when I gazed into His eyes 

Because He'd given me my answer,  
to my great surprise 

 
He told me my friends and family,  

Mommy and Daddy too 
Have a place for all eternity,  

when the Gate, they all pass through 
He told me I could keep a watch,  

a vigil day and night 
To make sure everybody  

down on Earth will be alright 
 

Then He took my hand  
and led me off to where I got my wings 
As soon as God said, "Put them on!",  

I heard the bells all ring 
Right back outside He took me,  
to introduce me to new friends 
I met the best He has up here,  

the list He recommends 
 

The Angels names I can't repeat,  
but you all know who's here 

They're the heroes that I followed, 
 the ones you all hold dear 

I was greeted with warm hugs  

and many tears of joy 
And so much laughter ringing out  

from every girl and boy 
 

I looked up into God's eyes  
and I asked if I could go 

He said, "My child, have some fun,  
it's time for you to glow." 

I let go of His hand 
 and took some slow and ginger steps 

Then I ran and jumped,  
played and laughed unto my very depths 

 
You should have seen the look,  

as the biggest smile crossed my face 
Because I could once more  

do all that had been commonplace 
There's so much here to do,  

and so much more to see 
It's so beautiful, so awesome  

and in fact it's cancer free 
 

So please don't worry all my warriors,  
don't take the time to cry 

Because I earned my Angel wings,  
it was time for me to fly 

I'll be within your hearts, your souls, 
 deep within your minds 

Holding tight within the knowledge ~  
~ God IS the tie that binds 

 
Carla Hood 

©October 2, 2008 
printed with permission 

 
Originally written in honor and memory of 

~Caitlyn Cotton~ 
DIPG Angel, Forever 4 

(Today, I find it applies also to Heaven's Newest Angel 
and what they each need to let us all know.) 

From Heaven's Newest AngelFrom Heaven's Newest AngelFrom Heaven's Newest AngelFrom Heaven's Newest Angel    

Dear Mommy and Daddy, Family and Friends,    



JUNE  2010                                    Forever In Our Hearts  Northeastern CT.    Page  6 

DADS HURT TOODADS HURT TOODADS HURT TOODADS HURT TOO    
 

Articles, poems and stories that recognize 
that though moms, dads, siblings and 

grandparents all may have different grief 
experiences, that Dads Hurt Too 

HUSBAND 
 

I see the grief 
behind your earnest eyes. 
(You would give anything 
to have your child again.) 

I feel the helplessness 
behind your silent anguish 
(You would give anything 

to take this hurt away.) 
I know you learned 

to keep your tears in hiding. 
And you were taught 

few words to speak for solace — 
Not yours, not mine. 

I see the grief 
behind your earnest eyes. 

And I will know 
to understand and trust you, 

loving father. 

 
By sascha Wagner 

From “The Sorrow and the Light" 
The Poems of Sasha Wagner 

©  The Compassionate Friends 
All rights reserved 

 

DADDADDADDAD    

 
I've watched his eyes grow tired,  
Liquid full with pain 
from having to put dreams aside. 
I recall leathery hands,  
large and warm as they 
covered mine.  
I now realize caring that hid behind a  stone face,  
and hopes that patiently waited  
as I searched for my own space. 
I still hurt from times I couldn't succeed,  
I beg for more time to show him the respect he needs.  
I see his eyes, they still hold their light  

and I want him to wish me a million more good nights. 
 
Scott McFarlane ~ 9 / 20 / 65 ~ 1 / 22 / 96 

WISH YOU WERE HEREWISH YOU WERE HEREWISH YOU WERE HEREWISH YOU WERE HERE    
 
You’d be nineteen if you were here 
But why you’re gone still isn’t clear. 
Your things are still all in your room 
As if you’d be returning soon. 
Sponge Bob waits there by the door. 
Your shoes are still there on the floor. 
Your friends are all young women now. 
They’re working jobs or college bound. 
Sometimes we see them and they say 
We miss her so, wish she had stayed. 
Your boyfriend’s in the Army too 
And by the way, he still loves you. 
You thought his love was not so true 
And that some other girl he’d choose. 
But near two years have passed on by 
Still to your grave he goes to cry. 
Your niece and nephews miss you too, 
And talk of the things you used to do. 
Your Mother’s going to be alright 
And doesn’t cry so much at night. 
She puts the flowers on your grave, 
And scrapbook pictures tries to save. 
And me, I’m still the same old Dad, 
The same old routine like I had. 
I work real hard to make a way 
To pay some bills and pass the day. 
I’m not as funny as before 
My world’s not happy anymore. 
I don’t let on the pain I feel 
But deep inside the hurt is real. 
Time passes by year after year, 
Life goes on with seldom a tear. 
One wish I have, a wish so clear 
My wish most of all, I wish you were here. 
~Dad 
 
By Steve Tutt 
 TCF Tyler, TX Chapter 

HOW DAD COPESHOW DAD COPESHOW DAD COPESHOW DAD COPES    
    

It will be four years on May 31 this year since our son 
Nicholas passed away.  Wow. I never imagined in a mil-
lion years this would happen to us. It is difficult to deal 
with the aching pain I still feel in my heart.  
 
Nicholas’s friends are getting married and having chil-
dren. Though we are happy for them, our sadness deep-
ens with the thought of how different it could be if he were 
still here.   The anxiety that begins to build in the latter 
part of April in preparation for the anniversary of Nicho-
las’s passing gets stronger and stronger as the day 
comes near. Past years were shock years. I couldn’t fig-
ure out how to deal with it all. I would listen to other par-
ents that are further along in their grief for coping strate-

(Continued on page 18) 
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TO THE FATHERS WHO LTO THE FATHERS WHO LTO THE FATHERS WHO LTO THE FATHERS WHO LOST THEIR CHILD OST THEIR CHILD OST THEIR CHILD OST THEIR CHILD     

a commentary on Father's Day from the perspective of a 
member of a "secret society" of sorts: parents who have 
suffered the death of a child. 

I was hoping they would cancel Father’s Day this year, 
mostly because my son Ezra Malik died. 
 
He was my baby boy, and he died the day before he was 
born, in a hospital in August of last year. He was a beauti-
ful baby with a full head of hair and flat little feet, and I 
only got to hold him once. I cannot describe the intense 
feeling of joy over meeting and holding and kissing my 
son, and the excruciating pain over seeing him lifeless. 
His mother and I read him a bedtime story before we put 
him in the ground, to be with his ancestors. And now I am 
left lamenting over the birthdays, the graduations and 
other life events that will never happen, over the laughs 
and memories of bicycle rides, amusement parks, and ice 
cream - experiences of seeing him grow up which I will 
never see because it wasn’t meant to be. 
 
Losing my child was the most traumatic experience of my 
life. Nothing else comes close. It was like crashing into a 
brick wall, or having my heart yanked out of my chest. To 
those who have not had the experience, I pray you will 
never know the feeling. What makes it particularly difficult 
is that parents are supposed to protect their children and 
keep them away from harm, and now we feel as if we’ve 
failed. 
 
This membership organization is a secret society of sorts, 
whose members often suffer in silence because society 
doesn’t care to listen. To be sure, there are many parents 
in this secret society, many fathers such as myself, those 
who have that strong fatherhood feeling, who love their 
child without question. But we are not viewed as fathers in 
the regular sense because our child died. Maybe there 
should be a special Father’s Day just for us. 
 
Think of the countless children in this world that die every 
year from one of any number of causes, whether disease 
or famine, or homicide or suicide or war, or causes un-
known. For example, every year in the U.S., 5,000 chil-
dren die from gun violence, and African Americans and 
Latinos are disproportionately affected. Homicide is the 
leading cause of death for African-American males be-
tween ages 15-34, the second leading cause of death for 
Blacks ages 10-14, and the third leading cause of death 
for the 5-9 age range, with guns accounting for 90%, 70% 
and 34% of these deaths, respectively. That’s a lot of chil-
dren. That’s a lot of mourning parents, and an army of 
grieving fathers, often at war with their emotions, and 
shunned by a society that doesn’t support them through 
their painful journey. 
 
This is a society where value is placed on looking good 
rather than feeling good. People ask “how are you feel-
ing?” without really caring about your response. In a soci-

ety that does not deal well with death, particularly the 
death of children - and wants people to just “get over it” 
and feel better, mistakenly believing that simply forgetting 
the loss will make the pain go away - parents of lost chil-
dren have a rough time of it. 
 
Mothers who grieve over a lost child tend to have a more 
supportive network than fathers to help them through their 
pain, not that they always receive the support that they 
need. Men are told to buck up, walk it off and “be a man”. 
After all, we are told, it is hardest on the mothers. 
 
As a result, fathers of lost children are lost in the wilder-
ness. We must grapple with the fact that our child has 
died, yet often we are ill-equipped to do so. Many men 
have been conditioned to hide and deny their emotions, 
their pain and their sorrow, with unhealthy consequences. 
Think of all of the people - especially men - who are be-
hind bars because they could not deal with what was on 
their mind. Unable to manage their emotions, they 
cracked up, and perhaps even hurt those around them. 
Maybe they were unaware of the counseling and support 
services available to them (two online support groups for 
babylost parents are MISS Foundation and Glow In The 
Woods). Or they were reluctant to seek those services 
because of the social stigma of being labeled weak, un-
stable or crazy. 
 
As for those of us who are coping with the loss of a child, 
the pain will never go away. It might get easier to live 
with, but that is not the point. The stages of grief don’t 
always progress in a straight line. Years after our child’s 
death, the bad days may still sneak up on us and assault 
us out of the blue. Hopefully, healing will come, and we 
can find ways to incorporate the loss into our daily lives. 
But the bar has been lowered on the highest level of joy 
that we are able to experience. 
 
So, finally, to those fathers who can physically hold your 
child on Father’s Day, I tell you to hold them tight and 
don’t let go. Do not take your child for granted. To those 
fathers whose children remain with you in spirit, I say hold 
them tight in your heart, in your memories, and in your 
daily life, and don’t let go. 
 
But if you are someone who knows a daddy of a lost 
child, don’t hesitate to go up to him and feel free to ac-
knowledge his loss. Bringing up the tragedy won’t make 
him feel worse, because he is already living the hell that 
is the most traumatic experience of his life. But when oth-
ers pretend that he is not a suffering father, that will al-
most certainly make him feel worse. We grieving fathers 
need to know we are not alone this Father’s Day.♥ 
 
David A. Love, 
Ezra’s Dad   
20 June, 2009 
 
www.dailykos.com/storyonly/2009/6/20/744824/-To-The-
Fathers-Who-Lost-Their-Child  
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addressing the grief of those newly bereaved 

Originally appearing in this space was a 
copy of  

 

To the Newly Bereaved 
 

A pamphlet available at our meeting rooms and 
through THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS 
However because of strict copyright laws, we 
can not reprint these pamphlets. 
 
We will be happy to provide you with a hard 
copy at any of our meetings,  or if you email 
your snail mail address with a request,  we will 
be happy to provide you with one. 
 
To read the information, you may also go to    
 
 

The Compassionate Friends National Website 
www.CompassionateFriends.org 

 
Or to a direct link at: 

 

http://www.compassionatefriends.org/Find_Support/
Personal-Note/To_the_Newly_Bereaved.aspx 

 
Or  

 

http://tinyurl.com/NewlyBereavedPamphlet 
 

you find yourself on an emotional roller-coaster where you 
have no idea what to expect next. Here are thoughts on 
some of what you may be experiencing or feeling: 

•You’re in shock from what has happened and a numb-
ness surrounds you to help shield you from the pain. 

•You find yourself in denial. Your child cannot be dead. 
You expect to see your child walk through the door any 
moment. You see your child in the faces of others walking 
down the street. 

•You wonder how someone can feel this much pain and 
survive. 

•Thoughts of suicide briefly enter your mind. You tell 
yourself you want to die—and yet you want to live to take 
care of your family and honor your child’s memory. 

•You want to know how the people around you can go 
about their day as if nothing has happened—don’t they 

understand that your life—everything that meant anything 
to you—has just ended? Your purpose in life is gone. 

•You rail against the injustice of not being allowed the 
choice to die instead of your child. 

•You find yourself filled with anger, whether it be at your 
partner, a person you believe is responsible for your 
child’s death, God, yourself, and even your child for dying. 

•You yearn to have 5 minutes, an hour, a day back with 
your child so you can tell your child of your love. 

•Emotionally you blame yourself for the death of your 
child even though rationally you know that you were not to 
blame—you most certainly would have saved your child if 
you’d be given the chance. 

•Thoughts of “what ifs” enter your mind as you play out 
scenarios that you believe would have saved your child. 

•Your memory has suddenly become clouded. You’re 
shrouded in forgetfulness. You’ll be driving down the road 
and not know where you are or remember where you’re 
going. As you walk around, you may find yourself being 
involved in “little accidents” because of the haze you’re in. 

• You fear that you are going crazy. 

• You feel great sadness and depression as you wres-
tle with the idea that everything important to you has been 
taken from you. Your future has been ruined and nothing 
can ever make it right. 

• Either you can’t sleep at all or you sleep all the time. 
You feel physical exhaustion even when you have sleep. 

• You no longer care about your health and taking care 
of yourself—it just doesn’t seem that important anymore. 

• You’re feeling anxiety and great discomfort—you’re 
told they’re panic attacks. 

• The tears come when you least expect them. 

• Your appetite is either gone or you find yourself over-
eating. 

• If you have surviving children, you find yourself sud-
denly overprotective, not wanting to allow them out of 
your sight. Yet you feel like a bad parent because it's so 
difficult to focus on their needs when you're hurting so 
bad yourself. 

• You find yourself reading the same paragraph over 
and over again trying to understand what someone else 
has written. 

• You find there’s a videotape that constantly plays in 
an endless loop in your mind, running through what hap-
pened. 

• You find that your remaining family at home grieves 
the loss differently and you search for a common ground 
which seems difficult to find. 

• You find your belief system is shaken and you try to 
sort out what this means to your faith. 
Old friends seem to fade away as you learn they cannot 
comprehend the extent or length of your grief 
 

(Continued on page 18) 
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Much of the struggle that happens after a death is an 
emotional one.  What you KNOW and what you FEEL, es-
pecially in the beginning years, are often at odds with 
each other.  It is, in part, this tug-of-war between intellect 
and emotion that adds to that often prevalent feeling of 
being emotionally unstable ~  as if losing your mind ~ AT 
ODDS WITHIN YOUR OWN SELF. 
 
I find myself having internal arguments frequently, espe-
cially on the Hard / the “Bark“ Days”.  (see THE BARK 
AND THE TREE, APRIL 2010 issue FOREVER IN OUR 
HEARTS).  I am a Libra.  We strive to be balanced; the 
Sign of The Scales.  But as importance as Balance is to 
me, I FEEL so weighted down by my daughter’s loss, so 
much of the time.  I know that my life can never, will 
never, be THE SAME without RobynApril to physically 
share the day to day moments. 
 
I KNOW that I am a strong capable woman who has 
helped so many who needed to lean on me, but I FEEL 
like a helpless child, so often, wanting to curl up on my 
mommie’s lap and be safely rocked…..only my mom left 
the earth less than a year before my daughter….and so 
the strong women bookends of my life are no longer 
there. 
 
I KNOW that she is not ‘Totally Gone’:  that Robyn Exists 
in spiritual messages, in memory, in my heart and the 
hearts of those who love her, but I FEEL such an endless 
void where her physical presence should be.  I KNOW that 
she can hear me and that I can continue to talk to her, to 
share my days with her, but without her audible words, 
her end of the conversation, I FEEL so alone and aban-
doned. 
 
My intellect grasps the spiritual belief, which Robbie and I 
shared, that you “plan” your earth plane entrances and 
exits on your soul level.  So I KNOW that it would have 
been her soul level decision to “leave” how, why, where 
and when she did.  I KNOW that I should respect it, but I 
FEEL so sad that she left me behind and, sometimes, so 
angry at her for leaving me at all. 
 
I truly do believe that Robbie is OK.  Whether she is with 
God ~ In Heaven ~ Returned to Spirit ~ I don’t believe 
that she  “Just ended”.  I honestly believe that she has 
been in touch and managed to send spirit messages our 
way.  And, yes, it is comforting, but it doesn’t FEEL 
enough.  Even KNOWING that she is WELL, where ever she 
is, whatever she’s doing, even if she is hanging out with 
her Grandma and Grandpa and they are all waiting to be 
re-united with us at the end of our earth plane time, it just 
“isn’t enough”.  It never stops me from the constant ache 
of wanting her back.’ 
 

I KNOW that she is my kid, my first born, my daughter and 
that not even death can change that, but I FEEL so less, 
so afraid that she seems to fade from the forefront of oth-
ers’ lives; that given enough passing years she will fade 
away in my memory too. 
I KNOW that friends of Robyn’s need to live their own lives, 
laugh and continue to do all of those things that they en-
joy.  But when I stumble across Facebook photographs of 
them still enjoying things that she introduced them to, 
without her, it makes me cry….My Brain supports them, 
but my heart aches, wondering how they can enjoy the 
experience without her there.  How do they continue to 
laugh and smile and have fun, even though she is not 
physically with them? 
 
I KNOW that Robyn’s husband should continue to have life 
without her and should experience love and being loved 
(my own sister was widowed twice and I fully supported 
her when she was ready to open her heart again) but 
when I come across his Facebook Photos of he and the 
new woman in his life, cuddled close, laughing, kissing, 
obviously in lust and love, I feel so angry remembering 
how after Robyn’s death, he wrote to me that HE was 
ROBYN’S HUSBAND, the most important person in her 
life, and that by “going on about how I gave birth to her 
and played with her as a child, .I had diminished the im-
portance of Robyn in his life…”  I KNOW that he gets to 
move on with his life ~ that’s natural and expected ~ But I 
FEEL so angry and resentful that he has so easily taken 
another lover when I can never have another daughter. 
 
I KNOW that I am my own person and that I worked hard 
to encourage Robyn to create her own individuality, but I 
FELT a connection to my first born child that I have never 
experienced with any other. 
 
I KNOW that I existed before her.  I KNOW that I had 
friends, many in common with her, who care about me for 
me, but on Bark Days I don’t feel as worthy or special 
without her.  When she was a young girl and I was well 
known in my field, she was often identified as Bettie-
Jeanne’s daughter.  Then, as we both continued in the 
same field, her surpassing me in talent, connections and 
reputation, I had shifted to “RobynApril’s mom”.  She was 
so loved and respected!   Being Robbie’s mom made me 
feel extraordinary. 
 
I KNOW that I was a really good line dance instructor of my 
own rite.  I KNOW that I am the one who taught Robyn 
how to teach in the beginning.  But I FEEL so sad, so inca-
pable of ever teaching again without Robyn.  I FEEL as if I 
can never enjoy teaching again without Robbie on the 
second mic, sharing the calls, teasing and laughing with 
me….she, the George Burns straight man to my comical 

(Continued on page 10) 

AT  ODDS WITHIN MYSELF 
~ FEELING OUT OF BALANCE BETWEEN WHAT I KNOW AND WHAT I FEEL ~ 
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Gracie.  I KNOW that she’d hate being the cause of my 
inability to work, the loss of our income, the unrest and 
upheaval in our lives that has happened as a direct result 
of her death…she only wanted the best for us and always 
tried to contribute to and improve our lives, but I FEEL not 
yet ready to return to the business that we shared to-
gether:  There are screaming holes everywhere she 
should be…it’s hard to be in “the Happy Business” when it 
is raining inside my heart.. 
 
I KNOW that being lighthearted, humorous and “fluffy” has 
long been part of what drew people to me…and I KNOW 
that this was a part of me that my daughter admired….but 
some days, especially THE BARK DAYS, I can’t bear to 
even think about “happy socks”, brightly colored Hawaiian 
shirts, or laughing at HORTON HEARS A WHO.   I’ve 
abandoned my silly hat collection and just don’t FEEL like 
laughing as freely, as loudly, or as exuberantly as I once 
did.  I FEEL changed.  Sometimes I just FEEL Blank.  
Mostly, I FEEL passionless.  
 
I KNOW that I should Live While I Am Alive….and that to 
invest myself in living, inspiring others, honors the mem-
ory of Robyn….but, sometimes, I just don’t care….I DON’T 
FEEL the enjoyment of life that I once felt….I KNOW that I 
Have To Go On, but often FEEL that I don’t care enough 
to.  On those BARK days, I feel so tired, listless; like an 
old used dishrag that fulfilled its purpose but is ready to 
be retired. 
 
I KNOW that I should exercise, eat healthily and take bet-
ter care of my encasement, but I just don’t FEEL like it 
much of the time, and so I don’t. 
 
I KNOW that grief effects memory and that it is normal to 
forget right in the middle of a thought or temporary loose 
the concept of time, including  the entire ‘first year after’, 
but it makes me FEEL so dumb, so inadequate, so out of 
control. 
 
I KNOW that time hasn’t changed; that there are still 24 
hours in a day…but it FEELS different.  Sometimes it feels 
so slow that I agonize with the crawling seconds, as if 
time has stood still....  and other times I don’t know what 
happened to the day ~ I am the slow one.  I will remem-
ber, at days end, that I meant to get something accom-
plished, but I look back, realizing that it passed too quickly 
against my slow motion and my list of well intentions lies 
untended. 
 
I KNOW that those present in my family, especially my 
husband and son, and our furried and feathered family 
members should all “be enough”, but as much as I love 
them, it just doesn’t fill the screaming dark void of 
Robyn’s absence.  One thing can’t negate the other, 
though I KNOW that there are those who feel that it should.  
I KNOW that I love them and that I should more completely 

(Continued from page 9) - OUT OF BALANCE nurture, and treasure the relationships that I still have, but 
I so often FEEL so tired, so empty, and the “blankness 
inside” masks the love for them that I do feel.. 
 
I KNOW that I have been Very Blessed.  My parents filled 
my life with love.  My husband is The Best Partner for me.  
My son is a Tremendous Man.  And my relationship with 
my daughter was (is – it doesn’t end, just because her 
body has left) phenomenal; a relationship to be both 
treasured and cherished.  Our bond, closeness, and en-
joyment of each other has always shone like the brightest 
star in the sky.  So often I’ve heard from other parents 
how they envied the relationship that Robbie and I built.  
The last words that I heard my daughter say to me in per-
son were that she loves me “Infinity Times Infinity 
Squared!”.  I KNOW how much she loves me and how 
much I love her.  I have No Regrets.  I KNOW how blessed 
I have been to have such great love and how thankful I 
should be for having what so many parents never have 
with their children, so many daughters never have with 
their parents, and to be cherished in a way that so many 
wives will never know..  But I don’t FEEL blessed to have a 
dead daughter.  I feel angry at years and future never to 
be.  I feel deprived of the love and friendship that should 
have comforted me until my dying day. 
 
I KNOW that there are plenty of people who love me and 
care about me and that it may not make intellectual sense 
that not having just one little 130 pound girl could make 
such a difference in the quality, sanity and happiness in 
my life.  How could the loss of just one person create 
such an explosion in my heart? 
 
I KNOW that I have the right to grieve and feel sad; even at 
times, depressed.  My entire life changed on December 4, 
2008 at 6:59 pm.  But I FEEL that most people don’t “get 
it”.  They expect me to have healed, moved on, 
“accepted” my daughter’s death; to laugh and smile and 
be the me-they-used-to-know: the me-who-can-never-be-
again. 
 
I KNOW that others mean well when they say things to me 
like 
“Cheer Up!”  
“We want our old Bettie back!”  
“Robyn wouldn’t want you to be sad.’ 
“Robbie would want you to laugh and smile and dance 
again.” 
I FEEL very justified when I (admittedly, sometimes snark-
ily) respond with  
“Robyn would also want world peace, unlimited environ-
mental resources and me to win the lottery; none of which 
I can give her either….” 
After all, do they really think that they know what my 
daughter wants better than I ?! 
 
I gaze at her pictures and my brain KNOWS that she is 
gone and not coming back, but it is still doesn’t FEEL pos-

(Continued on page 11) 
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Father’s Day  
a butterfly lands  

on my outstretched hand 

fathers day  

the bruise you left  

years ago reappears 

fathers day  

I flap my arms  

to fly away 
 

Ann Krischus 

sible.  How can my beautiful daughter no longer physi-
cally exist? 
 
I KNOW that Robbie’s encasement was cremated.  I KNOW 
that her body  is gone from the earth plane, but some-
times I just FEEL that once her husband finishes the sale 
of their home and moves away with his new girlfriend, 
then Robbie will know that it is ok to come back home.  I 
KNOW it can’t happen, but I never stop longing for it to. 
 
I KNOW that there are thousands of nights in my life, lived, 
and probably yet to be lived, but I FEEL as if there will for-
ever only be one which is THAT NIGHT. 
 
Because I am a survivor, and “the strong one everyone 
turns to”, I KNEW, right from the beginning, that I was go-
ing to have to go through a journey of intense pain to a 
place of peace.  In my heart, I’ve KNOWN all along that 
that would HAVE to be the outcome.  Robyn, I FEEL, has 
been giving me nudges in that direction.  She has always 
been my patient cheerleader and I KNOW would under-
stand that letting go of the pain of not having her in my life 
is not going to be quick or easy.  I miss her with all of my 
heart.  And as much as I KNOW that I have to come into a 
better place of light and peace within, sometimes I DON’T 
FEEL as if I want to or if I ever will be able to.  I am still 
trying to figure out how the world goes on spinning with-
out her…. 
 
And yet I FEEL her in my heart and to hear those words 
that she spoke me, and saved on tape for the balance of 
my eternity,  

“You Can Do This.   
You are an Amazing, Amazing Woman.   

You can do this.   
You  Will Do This. 
You Will Survive.   

I love you.” ♥ 
 

Bettie-Jeanne Rivard-Darby 
RobynApril’s mom 

(Continued from page 10) - OUT OF BALANCE 

HAPPY FATHER'S DAY FROM HEAVEN  
 

Happy Father's Day, Daddy,  
It's me, Michelle.  

I hope you, Mom and Austin  
Are doing well.  

 
I just want you to know  
That I'm doing just fine.  

I get to run and play  
All the time!  

So don't cry, Daddy,  
I love you so much.  

I'll ask Jesus to reach down  
With a heavenly touch!  

And you know that sunset  
You see every night?  

Well, God lets me help Him  
Make it just right!  

And the birds you hear in the morning,  
Singing so pretty and sweet?  
You've got it, that's me also,  
Giving you a sunrise treat!  

So see, Daddy, I'm with you everywhere,  
Though mostly in your heart.  

And I just want you to be happy,  
Even though we're apart.  

I love you, Daddy!  
 

Love, Your Big Girl Michelle  
June 2006  

Written by Kristy Turner (Mom)  
for Michelle Stanton Turner  

LIFE LESSONSLIFE LESSONSLIFE LESSONSLIFE LESSONS    
    

You may have thought I didn't see, 
Or that I hadn't heard, 

Life lessons that you taught to me, 
But I got every word. 

Perhaps you thought I missed it all, 
And that we'd grow apart, 

But Dad, I picked up everything, 
It's written on my heart. 

Without you, Dad, I wouldn't be 
The person I am today; 

You built a strong foundation 
No one can take away. 

I've grown up with your values, 
And I'm very glad I did; 

So here's to you, dear father, 
From your forever grateful kid. 

 
By Joanna Fuchs 

� � � � ♥  ���� 
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 THERE MUST BE A REASONTHERE MUST BE A REASONTHERE MUST BE A REASONTHERE MUST BE A REASON    
~ A VIDEO SLIDESHOW ON LINE ~ 

 
My name is Richard Berardi. My brother Michael and I 
produce and write Christian CDs and DVDs. 
 
A friend of ours, music producer and songwriter Denny 
Martin has poured his heart into the song, "There Must Be 
a Reason", reflecting on his emotional and spiritual jour-
ney after losing his 5 year old son to an illness.  
 
It is Denny's hope that by sharing his song in this presen-
tation, some healing will be passed on to others who have 
suffered such a devastating and unimaginable trial.  
 
Please take a few minutes to watch it. You are welcome 
to use it on your site. It is helping many grieving parents. 
 

http://andiesisle.com/theremustbeareason.html  

 
DEAR DADDY 

Dear Daddy, 
I know today is Father's Day 
And you miss me really bad, 
But if you could see what I see, 
You wouldn't be so dad. 
 
I have all kinds of playmates 
And playgrounds everywhere! 
With swings and slides and 
Balloon rides that whiz right  
Through the air! 
 
We have ice cream, cake and candy, 
Milk, cookies and punch; 
We never have to go to bed, 
And we choose what we want for lunch. 
 
There's even a river where you and I could fish, 
The water's as clear as a day in spring, 
And beautiful rainbows and fluffy white clouds 
From which I can see everything! 
 
So you see, daddy, 
Even though I'm not with you,  
I'm under my Father's care, 
And when it's time for you to come, 
You'll find me waiting right here! 
 
And I'll give you the biggest hug - 
Gee, I can hardly wait. 
And when no one's looking, 
We'll even swing on Heaven's Gate! 
 
I love you daddy. Happy Father's Day! 
 
from Darrell, miscarried at 16 weeks on June 15, 1962 
and Melody, miscarried at 16 weeks on June 23, 1963. 
Written by our mommy, Jo Ann Taylor 
This June 15, 2000 

HAVING  TROUBLE REMEMBERING THE  
WEB AND EMAIL ADDRESSES? 

 
TCFNECTCHAPTER 

Stands for  
 

THE 

COMPASSIONATE  

FRIENDS 

NORTHEASTERN 

CONNECTICUT 

CHAPTER 
 

THE WEBSITE IS .org 
AND THE EMAIL IS @gmail.com 

EDITOR’S NOTE 
 

This months’ electronic version was later 
than anticipated.  My apologies.  

 
Jim and I will both be away for the beginning of July, at 
the National Compassionate Friends Conference. We 
hope to share our experiences in the next issues.   
 

I do wish to include coverage of our Chapter’s Annual  
Picnic and Balloon, Bubbles and Butterflies Release in 
the next newsletter and am hoping that those of you who 
attended will assist me by sharing a few things that I 

might print to share with those who weren’t able to join us. 
♥ What does the evening signify to you?  

♥ What made you wish to attend? 
♥  and does it meet those needs? 

♥ If family or friends joined you, could you share what 
that support means to you? 

♥ What do you get out of the event? 
 
ANYTHING that you would like to add regarding your ex-
perience during this  year's Annual Event would be greatly 
appreciated. Please send your notes to me at 
TCFNECTChapter@gmail.com 
Thank you! 
♥ 

They that love beyond the world cannot be 

separated by it.  

Death cannot kill what never dies.  
William Penn  
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Erin Corcoran  06 / 02 06 / 15 

Savannah Picard  04 / 13 06 / 18 

Michelle Saccoccio  05 / 01 06 / 25 

Deborah Dawn Zlotnick  03 / 17 06 / 26 

Gregg Fitzgerald  08 / 12 06 / 30 

   

Jayden Xavier. Reid  02 /23 06 / 07 

Tracy Trasker  06 /06 

Erin Corcoran  06 / 02 06 / 15 

Wesley Michael  
     Arcenas  

 

06 / 06 
 

04 / 02 

Ashleigh Belden  06 /1 1 02 / 17 

Elizabeth Hague  06 / 29 11 / 18 

Michael A. Bonita 06 /15 08 /18 

Lisa Monti 06 /18 11 / 21 

Birthdays 

Anniversaries 

BRING THE MEMORY OF        
YOUR LOVED ONE  

TO A MEETING 

PHOTOFRAME  AND BUTTONS 
Every minute of every day our child, our grandchild, our 
sibling is with us.  If you would like to include the pres-
ence of your loved one on our digital photo frame dis-
played at every regular meeting please email a digital 
photo to  
 

Michele Cerrigione     TCFNECTChapter@gmail.com 
 

Buttons are also available to all of our  Chapter 
Members. Each member can receive one free 
for the asking.  Copies are available for $2.00 
each.   
 

For both the Photo Frame and the button, if 
you don’t have a digital photo that you can email, you 
may bring a hardcopy to a meeting, and we will scan it in 
and give it back to you at the following meeting.   
Compassionate Friends wristbands are available at all 
meetings for a $3.50 minimum donation ♥ 

Birth Day Last Earth 
Day 

 THAT ANNIVERSARY THAT ANNIVERSARY THAT ANNIVERSARY THAT ANNIVERSARY     
 

All our lives we've known about anniversaries.  
Our parents celebrated their Anniversary.  

The school we attended marked its Anniversary.  
The company honored your Anniversary  

of when you started your career.  
The Lions Club held a gala to remember  

its Anniversary.  
But there is one Anniversary that  

we're never eager to recall.  
It's THAT ANNIVERSARY.  

 
When a child dies we retain vivid memories of that 
fateful day. Time cannot rob us of the memory and 
the grief of that awful and confusingly sad day. 
Unlike your wedding date or your first day on the 
job or when you graduated from school, which may 
have become hazy over time, the circumstances 
and ticks of the clock of That Anniversary remain 
etched in our minds. Some of us do special 
"things" on That Anniversary. We pray. We cry. 
We grieve. Some make an effort to try to distract 
the intense sadness that That Anniversary brings. 
Some walk on the beach or take a ride in the coun-
try. We look at old photos or other memorabilia to 
remember and to ward off anything that might 
cloud the memory of our daughters and sons. 
Friends and relatives also remember That Anni-
versary and may send a card or ask you out to 
lunch or choose not to visit you showing respect for 
your need for solitude. Regardless of how you deal 
with That Anniversary, you cannot avoid it. Some-
times even the days leading up to That Anniver-
sary bring apprehension and uneasiness. That's 
OK. That Anniversary will always come (and go) 
as will the days before and after, too. The Compas-
sionate Friends understands that on That Anniver-
sary, as when it occurred, your heart is heavy yet 
empty at the same time. It can be a confusing time. 
There may be guilt or remorse or simply confusion. 
But it is up to you to sort it out and move ahead 
because after That Anniversary there will be an-
other and another. Surely your heart may not feel 
as heavy or as empty as time passes, but That 
Anniversary will always be there. How you face it, 
how you mark it, how you remember it and how 
you caress it is the key to moving forward and con-
ditioning yourself for the next time That Anniver-
sary occurs. ♥ 
Michael Tyler,  
TCF Lighthouse Chapter  Lewes, DE.. 
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Please share your thoughts, poems, articles,  
as a sibling, with us.  Send your contributions to  

Subject line: SIBLING PAGE   
TCFNECTChapter@gmail.com 

�� Reminder!Reminder!Reminder!Reminder!    
Mature Siblings are welcomed to allMature Siblings are welcomed to allMature Siblings are welcomed to allMature Siblings are welcomed to all    

Northeast / Rockville CT Northeast / Rockville CT Northeast / Rockville CT Northeast / Rockville CT     
Chapter meetingsChapter meetingsChapter meetingsChapter meetings    
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I AM YOUR SISTER AND ALWAYS WILL BEI AM YOUR SISTER AND ALWAYS WILL BEI AM YOUR SISTER AND ALWAYS WILL BEI AM YOUR SISTER AND ALWAYS WILL BE    
 
"I am your sister and always will be."  
That's how Susie signed her cards to me. After a while, 
she shortened it to, 

"I am..."   
 

And of course I knew the rest of it. 
 
Susie was two and one-half years younger than I. She 
was alive one evening talking on the phone to Mom about 
the Oscars and to Dad about moving. The next day she 
was found…. 
 
Whatever it was--it ended her life and changed mine for-
ever. 
 
There was a wonderful side of my sister that I didn't pay 
enough attention to. She was a kind and loving person, 
always ready to shelter lost animals and lost souls. When 
she was in a good mood, her smiles warmed my heart. 
Yet I spent most of my life wishing that things were differ-
ent: wishing that she thought more of herself, wishing that 
she would take my advice, wishing that she were happier, 
wishing that we could accept each other. 
 
Now, for two years, I've done nothing but wish she were 
here so we could have another chance to work at our  
relationship. Now, I wish that I had been able to give her 
my unconditional love & support. (She needed it and de-
served it.) Now, I wish that I could have been with her that 
night so she would not have been alone. Now, I wish that 
I would have held her in my arms and told her how very 
much I loved her.  
Because, Susie,  
I am your sister 
 and 
always will be. 
 
-Michele Walters,  
Susie’s Big Sister 

TEN HEALING RIGHTS FOR 
GRIEVING CHILDREN 
 
By Alan D. Wolfelt, Ph.D. 
Dr. Wolfelt is a clinical thanatologist and director of the 
Center for Loss and Life Transition, in Fort Collins, Colo-
rado. This article is reprinted with permission from Be-
reavement Magazine, 8133 Telegraph Drive, Colorado 
Springs, CO 80920-7169, [719] 282-1850. 
 
Author’s note: This “bill of rights” for grieving chil-
dren is intended to empower them to help themselves 
heal – and to help direct the adults in their lives to be 
supportive as well. 
 
Someone you love has died. You are probably having 
many hurtful and scary thoughts and feelings right now. 
Together those thoughts and feelings are called grief, 
which is a normal (though really difficult) thing everyone 
goes through after someone they love has died. 
The following ten rights will help you understand your 
grief and eventually feel better about life again. Use the 
ideas that make sense to you. Post this list on you refrig-
erator or on your bedroom door or wall. Re-reading it of-
ten will help you stay on track as you move toward heal-
ing from your loss. You might also ask the grown-ups in 
your life to read this list so they will remember to help you 
in the best way they can. 
 
1.I have the right to have my own unique feelings 
about the death. I may feel mad, sad, or lonely. I may 
feel scared or relieved. I may feel numb or sometimes not 
anything at all. No One will feel exactly like I do. 
 
2. I have the right to talk about my grief whenever I 
feel like talking. When I need to talk, I will find someone 
who will listen to me and love me. When I don’t want to 
talk about it, that’s okay, too. 
 
3. I have the right to show my feelings of grief in my 
own way. When they are hurting, some kids like to play 
so they’ll feel better for awhile. I can play or laugh, too. I 
might also get mad and scream. This does not mean I am 
bad, it just means I have scary feelings that I need help 
with. 
 
4. I have the right to need other people to help me 
with my grief, especially grown-ups who care about 
me. Mostly I need them to pay attention to what I am feel-
ing and saying and to love me no matter what. 

(Continued on page 18) 
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LIBRARY VOLUNTEERS NEEDED 
 

One of the emails received from a parent pointed out the 
obvious that we just haven’t seen ~ a published compre-
hensive list of books available in our library would be a 
great benefit to our families.  We could use some help in 
compiling a list with descriptions.  If you are willing to do-
nate some time to the Library Cause please email: 
TCFNECTChapter@gmail.com or phone Bettie at (860) 
870-7581 and we’ll set up a time to get together.  ♥ 

Jeanne, 

If you have read a book, viewed a movie,  
listened to a CD, or come across media that you feel 

is worth talking about, 
we would appreciate if you’d share your perspective, 

please submit to the editor at  
TCFNECTChapter@gmail.com 

All Reviews Are Welcomed 

 

REVIEW BY DAVE EVANS, RYAN’S DAD 
 

Saved by the Light is one of, if not the, most compelling 
stories of a Near Death Experience (NDE) that I’ve heard 
about or read. This is the story of Dannion Brinkley, who 
was struck and ‘killed’ by lightning in 1975. After being 
dead for 28 minutes, he awoke on a gurney bound for the 
morgue. What he experienced during that those 28 min-
utes, and since then, is a truly remarkable account of 
what it’s like to be on ‘the other side’.  
 
Dannion defied the doctor’s prognosis that he wouldn’t 
survive and overcame the debilitating injuries.  In the 
process undergoing a personal transformation from a 
mean, angry bully, and by most people’s standards a very 
‘bad’ man, to a compassionate man, one who’s message 
and mission is all about the importance of love. 
 
As of the time this book was written, Dannion had had a 
second NDE during open heart surgery.  Since the book 
was published, he had a third NDE due to a massive 
grand mal seizure.  This gives Dannion an extraordinary 
and exceptionally intimate knowledge of life after death.  
Dr Raymond Moody, world renowned and widely re-
spected for his work with NDE’s , states that Dannion’s 
book is “The most amazing and complete near-death ex-
perience of the twenty thousand I have encountered.” 
 
Since reading Saved by the Light I’ve had the opportunity 
to listen to Dannion speak. I was also fortunate enough to 
meet him and spend a little time with Dannion and his 
wife Kathryn. (Who has an amazing story as well.  She 
has promised me a copy of her book also, which I’m look-
ing forward to.) He is a remarkable person with a remark-
able and compelling message.  His experience reaffirms 
that death is not something to be feared, it is not the end 
of existence. For me, the thoughts and beliefs around the 
existence, and continuation, of the spirit of our loved ones 
passed, is very comforting and healing.  ♥ 

SAVED BY THE LIGHT: 
THE TRUE STORY OF A MAN WHO 
DIED TWICE 
AND THE PROFOUND REVELATIONS 
HE RECEIVED 
 
By Dannion Brinkley and Paul Perry 

HarperCollins Publishers, 2008 

                        WHEN EVERYTHING CHANGES,  
CHANGE EVERYTHING:  HEALING AND MOVING 
ALONG WHEN ALL SEEMS LOST 
 
by Neale Donald Walsch 
Hampton Roads Publishing Company, Inc., 2009 
 
REVIEW BY SHELLEY DACEY,   
FRIEND TO THE EVANS FAMILY 
 
 “When Everything Changes, Change Every-
thing” is not just another book outlining the coping 
mechanisms necessary to survive change.  Neale Donald 
Walsch examines the inevitability of change within every-
one’s life,  the purpose of change, the way we deal with 
change, and the role change plays in the grand design of 
the universe. “When we see life as it really is, it all sud-
denly makes sense. Then the changes that are occurring 
are seen as gifts and not burdens…Life is a process. It is 
not something that is just happening; it is something that 
is happening on purpose.” 
 
In a casual conversational manner, the author takes you 
by the hand and guides you through the “Nine Changes 
that can Change Everything” –  nine ways “to deal with 
calamity, with tumultuous shifts in your reality, and the 
collapse of what you thought was going to be ‘so.’”  Each 
interrelated change is presented in a clear, concise, and 
deliberately repetitious manner and, when incorporated 
into your practice, can not only assist you in surviving 
change, but alter your entire perception of reality.   
 
“When Everything Changes…” examines change through 
the larger perspective of integrating our spiritual and men-
tal vibrancies, insight and experiences to enable us to live 
life as the “Total Beings” that we are.  This realization will 
then enable us to “go within” to the “Source of Wisdom 
and Truth that lies inside each of us” to uncover our true 
purpose and our true reality.  
 
As members of a group that understands what the impact 

of ‘change’ can really mean, the insights into altering our 

perception, and therefore our reality, of change are espe-

cially helpful. ♥ 

Selections of Books are Available to Borrow from 
our Library and donations are always  

appreciated 
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Love Gifts  
are a way of remembering your child, sibling or grandchild by supporting our local The Compassionate Friends Chapter.  

 

Love Gifts  
can be a donation of time, a contribution to our library, the sharing of cookies or snacks at a meeting, your contribution of 
time and outreach, a monthly contribution towards our meeting beverage and food hospitality, a financial memorial con-
tribution to help us keep helping others.  Donations of all sizes are accepted, and appreciated, at any meeting.  

 
Our Chapter is completely dependent on funds from our families and friends.  Your Love Gifts help pay for our lending 
libraries, candle lighting ceremonies, telephone, meeting facilities, outreach programs, mailings, web site and all sup-
plies.  We, very much, appreciate your financial support.  To make a donation please print and use the form below. 
 

Thank You for your Kind  Tax Deductible Donation 

To make a Tax Deductible Love Gift in memory of your child, grandchild, sibling, or special loved one, complete the 
form and mail to  

The Compassionate Friends NE CT Chapter 
c/o Laureen Relyea    

107 Milo Peck Lane   Windsor, CT   06095 
 
LOVE GIFT RECEIVED FROM ___________________________________________________________________ 

IN MEMORY OF                        ___________________________________________________________________ 

RELATIONSHIP  ___________________________________________________________________ 

BIRTHDATE ________________________    LAST EARTH DAY  _________________________ 

LOVE GIFT IN OCCASION OF   �  BIRTHDAY  �  ANNIVERSARY OF LAST EARTH DAY  �  OTHER_________ 

  �  PLEASE PRINT OCCASION    �  PLEASE DO NOT PRINT OCCASION     

AMOUNT OF LOVE GIFT DONATION: $___________        �  PRIVACY, PLEASE.  Do not share in the newsletter. 

That a Love Gift Was made will be listed in a future newsletter, unless you have requested privacy.  Amounts will not 
be revealed, but unless otherwise requested the donor’s name and whom it honors will be shared.  Please include 
any special tribute or memory that you wish to have printed. 

Thank You 

Special thanks to the generosity of  
 

♥  Nadia Arcenas, in memory of her son, Wesley 

♥ Paul and Jean Berger, in memory of their son, Keith M. Berger,  
 on the anniversary  of his death 

 

♥  Carolyn O’Konis donation toward the Balloon Release 

♥  Dave Evans to THE WALK TO REMEMBER FUNDRAISER in Ryan’s memory 

 

 

of his death 
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WALK TO REMEMBER 
 

The Compassionate Friends Walk to Remember® is a highlight of every TCF National 
Conference. It was created as a symbolic way to show the love we carry for the chil-
dren we mourn.  Held at 8 a.m. Sunday on the final day of the national conference it 
starts at the host hotel of the conference.  As many as 1400 participate.  Some go the 
full distance while others only walk a short way knowing that in participating, they are 
remembering.  Special Walk to Remember T-shirts are given to all who register, as 
well as walk bibs where the names of the children being remembered can be written.  
In conjunction with the main walk, TFC encourages people across the country to send 
in the names of the children for whom they grieve to be carried in the walk. These are 
printed on sheets of paper and carried by volunteers. More than 10,000 names are 
estimated to have been carried by those participating in a single Walk to Remember. 
(Learn more at 2010 TCF National Conference   ♥ 

 
  

 
 
 

Saturday, July 10, 2010 
11:00 am 

Mansfield Hollow Park 
Mansfield, Connecticut 

Rain date ~ Sunday, July 11th  
 

additional information available on line or by phoning 860-656-0260 ~emailing TCFNECTChapter@gmail.com 
 
 
 

Michele Herring, Jennifer Barnett’s mom, in celebration of Jenn’s life, has graciously volunteered to lead us in our own 
Northeastern Connecticut Chapter WALK TO REMEMBER.  Tying in with the National Walk as a Chapter Team, aptly 
named HEARTS, we are looking toward this event as a Chapter Fundraiser, and invite family and friends to both walk 
and make donations to any of the Team Participants.  85% of all money donated comes back to our Chapter.  These 
funds help us with Out Reach Programs, Education, Website fees, Annual National Contribution, Newsletter Cost, Meet-
ing Costs,  Resources for the Library, the Annual Picnic and Balloon Release, Mother and Father’s Days Mementoes, 
Mailings and all of the many costs associated with running a Chapter that reaches out to help families during some of the 
hardest times of our lives.   

Chapter Members, as well as their families and friends, are invited not only to join us for the physical walk, but to create 
your own FREE WEB PAGES to help us raise funds.  If you would like to join the team to help raise funds, you may do 
so by visiting the National WALK TO REMEMBER fund raising page and add your name to our team.  You can also build 
your own page free of charge and send requests to your family and friends via free email on your page.   YOU DO NOT 
HAVE TO JOIN THE TEAM OR JOIN THE WALK TO MAKE A DONATION!   There is a place on line for General Do-
nations to the Team or you can make a donation, in the honor of your child, sibling, grandchild or friend on any of the 
Team Members’ Walls, and invite your family and friends to do so as well.  Some Companies have matching gifts and it 
would be good to check if yours does!  ♥ 

NORTHEASTERN CONNECTICUT CHAPTER  
WALK TO REMEMBER 

To Enroll on our Team and Set Up your own Page: visit  
www.tcfwalktoremember.org 

click on  
JOIN A TEAM. 

On the same page, in the drop down box under  
PLEASE SELECT A TEAM 

select 
HEARTS. 

Click on CONTINUE. 
On the next page, fill in your registration information. 
You will be able to make a personal donation there. 

After this page,  
you will be able to build your own donation web page 

♥ 
If you would prefer to make a donation directly to our 
chapter you may do so by sending your donation to 

our Chapter Treasurer 
The Compassionate Friends NE CT Chapter 

c/o Laureen Relyea 
107 Milo Peck Lane 

Windsor, CT 06095-1867 

To date, our three team members,  
Michele Herring, Michele Cerrigione and Bettie-Jeanne Rivard-Darby  

have raised $750.00 of the $1,500.00 through their donation pages 

To find us: 
Turn off Route 195 to Bassett's Bridge Road 

Turn at T & M Motors 
Follow for about a mile 
Parking is on the left 

A second Parking Lot is just drown from the road 
on the same side 
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NEWSLETTER GOES ELECTRONICNEWSLETTER GOES ELECTRONICNEWSLETTER GOES ELECTRONICNEWSLETTER GOES ELECTRONIC    
    

In Order to provide additional, moreIn Order to provide additional, moreIn Order to provide additional, moreIn Order to provide additional, more----inininin----depth depth depth depth 
content on a monthly basis, the chapter newslettercontent on a monthly basis, the chapter newslettercontent on a monthly basis, the chapter newslettercontent on a monthly basis, the chapter newsletter    

Forever in Our HeartsForever in Our HeartsForever in Our HeartsForever in Our Hearts    
Will now be provided in an electronic pdf. format, 
both on line at the website and by direct email. 
Hard Copies are not currently available through 

postal mail, unless one has provided self addressed 
stamped envelopes. 

Hard Copies will be made available  
at the monthly meetings.   

    
Electronic ExtrasElectronic ExtrasElectronic ExtrasElectronic Extras    

Enjoy the extra content provided in the electronic news-
letter format, that is not available in hard copy.  If you 
know of family members, friends or others who might 
benefit from our electronic newsletter, just send a re-
quest and we’ll add them to our free email list.♥ 

Originally appearing in this space was a copy of  
 

To the Newly Bereaved 
 

A pamphlet available at our meeting rooms and through 
THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS.  However because of 
strict copyright laws, we can not reprint these pamphlets. 
 

We will be happy to provide you with a hard copy at any 
of our meetings,  or if you email your snail mail address 
with a request,  we will be happy to provide you with one. 
 

To read the information, you may also go to    
 

The Compassionate Friends National Website 
www.CompassionateFriends.org 

 

Or to a direct link at: 
 

http://www.compassionatefriends.org/Find_Support/
Personal-Note/To_the_Newly_Bereaved.aspx 

               (Continued from page 8)  NEWLY BREAVED 

5. I have the right to get upset about normal, everyday 
problems. I might feel grumpy and have trouble getting 
along with others sometimes. 
 
 

6. I have the right to have “griefbursts.” Griefbursts are 
sudden, unexpected feelings of sadness that just hit me 
sometimes – even long after the death. These feelings 
can be very strong and even scary. When this happens, I 
might feel afraid to be alone. 
 
 

7. I have the right to use my beliefs about my God to 
help me deal with my feelings of grief. Praying might 
make me feel better and somehow closer to the person 
who died. 
 
 

8. I have the right to try to figure out why the person I 
loved died. But it’s okay if I don’t find an answer. “Why” 
questions about life and death are the hardest questions 
in the world. 
 
 

9. I have the right to think and talk about my memo-
ries of the person who died. Sometimes those memo-
ries will be happy, and sometimes they might be sad. Ei-
ther way, these memories help me keep alive my love for 
the person who died. 
 
 

10. I have the right to move toward and feel my grief 
and, over time, to heal. I’ll go on to live a happy life, but 
the life and death of the person who died will always be a 
part of me. I’ll always miss this special person. ♥ 

(Continued from page 14) GRIEVING CHILDREN RIGHTS 

gies, but it did not seem to help. How could anyone help 
me heal my heart after it was broken into a trillion pieces? 
 
I have found that speaking about Nicholas to friends, fam-
ily, and new acquaintances helps me tremendously. At 
first it was difficult to do because it does make some peo-
ple uncomfortable. The more I do it, the easier it gets, and 
the better I feel. Talking about my son has been like a 
pressure relief valve for me. 
 
I also make time to think about Nicholas and release my 
emotions. This time alone to reflect and weep brings over-
whelming, though temporary, relief. Dads tend to hold 
back tears and feelings. We like to think we can maintain 
control. My advice is don’t try. Instead, let your feelings go 
in private at a time and place of your choosing. 
 
Thinking back to the beginning of this tragic event in our 
lives, I should have sought counseling from a grief thera-
pist. My wife and I both should have done this. I truly be-
lieve this would have helped us develop better coping 
skills. At that time I didn’t think private counseling would 
help. I was wrong. 
 
Finally, The Compassionate Friends (TCF) volunteers are 
available to us all. TCF volunteers understand your loss 
and the dual problem of “maintaining control” for the sake 
of our family. ...Now, I tell parents, “we sincerely regret 
the circumstance that has brought you to this group.” This 
is a club none of us dreamed we would ever join. I thank 
TCF for helping my family and me and for allowing me to 
help others. ♥ 
 
Albert Tapia, Nicholas’ dad 
TCF- Katy Chapter 
In Memory of my son, Nicholas Albert Tapia 

(Continued from page 6)  HOW DAD COPESHOW DAD COPESHOW DAD COPESHOW DAD COPES    

There are no strangers at TCF meetings—only friends 
you have not yet met. For the nearest TCF chapter call 
the National Office at 877-969-0010 and they will be 
happy to give you a referral to the closest chapter and 
send you a customized bereavement packet at no 
charge.  
 
Even though you are newly bereaved, we invite you to 
walk with us for as long as the journey takes.  ♥ 
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TTTTHE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDSHE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDSHE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDSHE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS CREDO:   CREDO:   CREDO:   CREDO:      

�    WE NEED NOT WALK ALOWE NEED NOT WALK ALOWE NEED NOT WALK ALOWE NEED NOT WALK ALONENENENE    �    
 

We are The Compassionate Friends.  We reach out to 
each other with love, understanding and hope.   

The children we mourn have died at all ages and from 
many different causes, but our love for them unites us.  
Your pain becomes my pain as your hope becomes my 
hope. We come together from all walks of life, from many 
different circumstances.  We are a unique family because 
we represent many races and creeds and relationships. 

  We are young; we are old.  Some of us are far along 
in our a grief, but others still feel a grief so fresh and so 
intensely painful that they feel helpless and see no hope. 
Some of us have found our faith to be a source of 
strength, while some of us are struggling to find answers.   
Some of us are angry, filled with guilt or in deep depres-
sion; others radiate an inner peace.   

But whatever pain we bring to this gathering of The 
Compassionate Friends, it is pain we will share just as we 
share with each other our love for our children who have 
died.  We are all seeking and struggling to build a future 
for ourselves, but we are committed to building that future 
together. We reach out to each other in love to share the 
pain as well as the joy, share the anger as well as the 
peace, share the faith as well as the doubts and help 
each other grieve as well as to grow.   

WE NEED NOT WALK ALONE.  
WE ARE THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS! 

� � � � ♥  ���� 

� OTHER AREA SUPPORT GROUPS OTHER AREA SUPPORT GROUPS OTHER AREA SUPPORT GROUPS OTHER AREA SUPPORT GROUPS �        
 

Each month we will attempt to feature a rotation of re-
sources.  If you know of any, please send us an email 
with the information! 
 

CARING AND SHARING 
A loss and grief support group meeting Fridays  
10:30-11:30 a.m. 
First Congregational Church of Vernon 
All who have experienced the loss of a loved one are wel-
comed 
860-875-7580 . 
 
SURVIVORS OF HOMICIDE 
 

a nonprofit organization devoted to offering peer support 
and advocacy to those who have lost loved ones to vio-
lence.  For information or to find a support group near 
you, call 860-257-7388 or 1-888-833-4764 

You can have your child, sibling, or 
grandchild remembered in this year's 
conference fundraiser, the Reflection of 
Love. The conference committee offers 

a unique 5"X5" ornamental Reflection of Love, based on 
the original conference logo design, encased in a durable 
acrylic picture frame. Each Reflection of Love ordered will 
bear the child's photo and name, with their image lovingly 
cast across the Reflecting Pool. Every conference has a 
fundraiser offering a local flavor as a remembrance, but 
for the first time, you can order the Reflection of Love pic-
tures online and have your order picked up at the confer-
ence or shipped to your home. The minimum donation for 
each picture submitted remains $10 again this year, with 
an additional $5 donation if the picture is shipped to your 
home. If you wish to mail in your picture, please download 
visit the National website and obtain the form at http://
www.compass iona te f r iends .o rg /L ib ra r ies /PDF/
Sponsor_a_Reflection_of_Love.sflb.ashx     ♥ 

Sponsor a Reflection of Love -  
Order Online!  

IT’S THE WAY TO CONNIT’S THE WAY TO CONNIT’S THE WAY TO CONNIT’S THE WAY TO CONNECT ECT ECT ECT     
 

Though in its infancy we are now on 
Facebook. Your friends and family are 
invited to join.  We hate that people do 

need our services, but we want those who do to find us 
easily. With each new person who becomes aware, we 
have a greater opportunity to reach those in need.  Face-
book will allow us to more easily connect to others who 
care, understand and offer support.  We will use FB to 
remind members about meetings and events, to post pho-
tos of our children and siblings, to share memories and to 
talk with each other about whatever we need to share. 
Though the FB terminology isn’t appropriate for us we 
have both a FAN PAGE and a GROUP.  Please Join 
both. 

FAN PAGE 

The Compassionate Friends of Northeastern CT (Rockville )   
GROUP 

The Compassionate Friends Northeastern CT Chapter 

(Rockville)     ♥ 

See you on Facebook!  ♥ 

ALSO ON FACEBOOK! 
NATIONAL COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS 

 

The Compassionate Friends / USA 
 

The Compassionate Friends 33rd National 
Conference 

www.CompassionateFriends.com 

 

“Reflections of Love, Visions of  Hope” is 
the theme for this year’s TCF National 
Conference — an event unlike any other!  
Bereaved parents, siblings, and grandpar-

ents are able to share with others walking the same grief 
journey — with well-known speakers, entertainment, and 
more than 100 workshops on most topics of grief follow-
ing the death of a child.  Hyatt Regency in Crystal City is 
hosting the conference (request TCF conference rates).  
Full details and scheduling are available on The Compas-
sionate Friends website and newsletter. 

    www.compassionatefriends.org 

REFLECTIONS OF LOVE,  
VISIONS OF HOPE 
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To Our  Electronic Subscribers  

Personal Message From BettiePersonal Message From BettiePersonal Message From BettiePersonal Message From Bettie----JeanneJeanneJeanneJeanne    

26 June 2010 
 
June is winding now and I am not sorry to see it end.  
Last month I wrote about ALMOST NORMAL and thought 
that I was heading toward a more peaceful place.  The 
first week of  June, I crashed.   
 
When my children were school aged I so looked forward 
to the end of school in June, signaling the beginning of 
our summertime adventures together; when they returned 
to belonging to me and no longer were slaves to school 
scheduling.  It changed, of course, as they grew older and 
became “employees”.  And it changed again, for me, after 
December 4, 2008. 
 
The beginning of June, this year, noted One and a Half 
years since Robyn was no longer here to welcome the 
start of summer, to help with anticipated June weddings 
(our business together), to plan garden plots, summertime 
walks, bike rides, camping trips and our Father’s Day and 
Wedding Anniversary Family Gatherings.   
 
It was 18 Months on June 4 and I Crashed.  I’ve learned, 
since Robyn, how to call for help and the 3 people I 
phoned, sobbing, all surprised me by coming to find me 
and provide comfort in their friendship.  I didn’t have 
Robyn, but I wasn’t alone. 
 
June had a pretty hard start with deep reminders of where 
Robyn wasn't and I  found myself seeing not only “THE 
BARK: but hating that trees existed!  I cried through two 
sets of contact lenses and felt that I had “reverted” from 
whatever “emotional progress” that I had made.  I found 
myself not only uncaring, but annoyed at the anticipated 
public sadness over the year anniversaries of both Mi-
chael Jackson and Farah Fawcett (except toward their 
families, especially Katherine Jackson who I hurt deeply 
with, understanding the loss of a child). 
 
This beginning of June, I felt as if I had gained yet another 
50 pounds  of heaviness and tears. (actually, that is my 
total weight gain since Robbie’s death. It was actually 
only another 5 this month.  I keep gaining weight,  trying 
to fill the void that can not be filled and not  finding 
enough energy or caring enough, yet, to resume exercise)  
There were moments that I questioned, not for the first 
time or the last, I suspect, my sanity. 
 
But as tumultuous as the time that  I was having inter-
nally, I still managed to provide sincere and caring sup-
port to a friend who lost a sister to cancer, to “play host-
ess” at our TCF Annual Picnic, introducing new members 
to others and helping families to connect.  I smiled that 
night and laughed, and freed butterflies, beckoning  them 
to carry whispered messaged of love on their wings, in 

Robyn’s name.  I designed, wrote and officiated a truly 
wonderful wedding ceremony for a young couple who de-
served no less and provided extraordinary reception ser-
vices to them as well...baby steps to returning to work.  
And several times during their wedding day planning and  
festivities I caught more than passing glances of The-Me-
Who-Used-To-Be-So-Lighthearted-Passionate-Caring-
Capable and Organized.  Apparently she is not Totally 
gone, but buried and changing  and sneaking back in bits 
and pieces.  I laughed, fully, and meant it.  I enjoyed talk-
ing to and meeting their family and guests and was sur-
prised that I really did enjoy it...and only a half dozen or 
so people heard Robyn’s story that night…. 
 
In the past couple of days, I’ve seen  previews for the up-
coming movie release of DESPICALBE ME and found it 
so silly that I  laughed out loud, alone, and was startled by 
my honest laughter. Mostly, over the past 18 months, 
where I  had once been dubbed the Queen Of Silly Gig-
gling, I had become blank and humorless. Moves that I 
had roared laughing through before December 4, 2008, 
barely brought a grin to my face during their second view-
ings.  I just couldn’t feel… And now I was laughing loudly 
at little nonsensical yellow creatures, with tongue tripping 
soprano voices….could it be that there are still pars of the 
me-who-enjoyed–life, who may again?  Will laughter 
come naturally again, someday?  And does that scare 
me, as well as comfort me? 
 
On our June Wedding Anniversary, a good friend’s 
daughter gave birth to a baby girl.  My friend had lost her 
only son to death by suicide.  I, more than many, under-
stood what this new life meant to the new grandma, and 
the mixed emotions that it can nudge to the surface….the 
happiness of the miracle of life, while wishing that Uncle 
was here to share the day, saddened to know that he will 
only be part of the future family gathering in memory.  I 
didn’t begrudge then the birth miracle, but it still tugs at 
what can never be with my daughter. 
 
June has been a rollercoaster of drastic emotions for me.  
I am not hard on myself about it...I understand that it is 
part of THE JOURNEY forced upon us. At least, at this mo-
ment, I understand that THE JOURNEY has to occur and 
that I couldn’t Stop My Life in its tracks, even if that is 
what I have FELT like doing.  The line between what I 
KNOW and What I FEEL is blurring a little bit closer at 
this end of the month, than it was at the beginning. 
 
So Jim and I survived the Father’s Day / Anniversary / 18 
months of No Robyn month of June.  There were days we 
just held hands tightly and leaned on each other.  At least 
we have that...and as the month draws to an end, the 
tears have slowed a bit.  The memories still trigger pain, 
sometimes stabbing, but other times with a smile and a 
warmed heart. ♥ 


