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At the very heart of our TCF logo is a pair of hands stretching out to each other over grief’s abyss.
Our prime objective is that those hands should meet, should touch, and hold firm. Because only together can we make it.

Rev. Simon Stephens, Founder of TCF
TCF EAST OF THE RIVER CT CHAPTER MEETINGS

Hampton Inn and Suites
1432 Pleasant Valley Road
Manchester, CT
New Member Welcome and Open Visiting 6:30 pm
Meeting Content & Sub-Group Discussions 7:00 - 8:45 pm

UPCOMING REGULAR MEETINGS

~ April 19 ~ May 17 ~ June 21 ~ July 19 ~ August 16 ~
~ September 20 ~ October 18 ~ November 15 ~ December 20 ~
Regular Meetings Are Held
Every Third Thursday of Each Month

SPECIAL EVENTS

2012 NATIONAL / INTERNATIONAL CONFERENCE
COSTA MESA, CALIFORNIA
July 20-22, 2012
A WALK TO REMEMBER ~ NATIONAL
COSTA MESA, CALIFORNIA
JULY 22, 2012 8:00 a.m.
OUR EOTR SPONSORED STATEWIDE
A WALK TO REMEMBER
Center Springs Park
Manchester, CT
July 2012 Date To Be Announced
NATIONAL WORLDWIDE CANDLELIGHTING
TCF EAST OF THE RIVER CT CANDLELIGHTING
2nd Sunday of December ~ December 9, 2012

 ♥ 
TAG SALE COMING SOON!
Your TCF East Of The River CT Chapter will be holding
our 2nd annual TAG SALE for the purpose of raising
both awareness and funds. Please start saving items to
donate. If you are willing to help in any way, please leave
a message 860-375-EØTR (3087) or drop an email
TCFEastOfTheRiverCT@gmail.com

 ♥ 

CROSSROADS
Who am I? Once I could have gone on
with a litany of responses. Today, I am
Forever “Jay’s” Mom; a bereaved parent who lost her oldest son Jason “Jay”
Elliott on July 9th, 2010 to a motorcycle
accident – less than a quarter mile from home.
I am writing this article; so that another bereaved parent
will know that he or she is not insane and that the emotions they are feeling are so very REAL. After Jason’s
passing someone said to me “it will be easier someday –
the pain will never go away – but you will heal.” I thought
to myself NEVER….but I was wrong!
Three years ago I was a Senior Vice President; only one
of two women in a group of twenty male officers. I was a
confident, efficient and career driven Bank Officer of a $2
Billion bank overseeing 40 offices and 300 people. My
subordinates would say “I was the strongest person they
knew with a “can do” attitude. In a heartbeat (Jay’s that is)
my whole world changed. Today I can’t make a decision
without soliciting the advice of others; my bills are late,
and I walk in a fog wondering what I was going to doing.
The smallest of obstacles send me into a tailspin; I have
so little coping skills.
The first year without Jay is just a blur. I remember so
very little – thank God the brain goes into shutdown for I
believe I would have gone mad Grief became like breathing, I couldn’t rise or go to sleep without the pressing feel
of it against my heart, the weight of it like a suitcase I didn’t know how to unpack. An invisible virus that gnawed at
me from the inside but somehow managed to leave the
rest of me unscathed. I stumbled through my days like a
drunken woman. This second year has been my year of
awakening; especially these last four months. Everyone is
going on with their lives and inside my head I am screaming “Don’t forget about Jay!”. The realization that Jason is
(Continued on page 15)
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Welcome
All bereaved parents, grandparents, and siblings (above
about 12 years old-ish) are welcome at our support group
meetings. You will find a safe place of comfort, of 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. ♥
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 OUR MISSION 
The mission of The Compassionate Friends is to assist
families toward the positive resolution of grief following the
death of a child of any age and to provide information to
help others be supportive. ♥
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 caring 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

REACHING OUT ~ SUPPORTIVE FRIENDS
We will help to put you in contact with members who have experienced similar losses: vehicular accidents, suicide,
homicide, illness, sudden death, infant death, overdoses, accidents, unknown causes... The Compassionate Friends is
made up of others who understand through experience and who CARE. If you want to connect with another TCF member, please email or phone or find us on Facebook TCFEastOfTheRiverCT@gmail.com 860-375-EØTR (3087)
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.

APRIL 2012

Thank you to Dunkin Donuts of Manchester
Walmart for generous monthly contributions
of coffee, tea and donuts!
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One of the biggest fears of bereaved parents is that our child will be forgotten; that our memories will fade, and that they
will cease to be important and known to the world. SAY THEIR NAMES ~ SHARE THEIR LIVES ... is our new column
to share our children and siblings with each other, ensuring that they will be always remembered. Please share your
loved one’s story with us by writing to our EDITOR at TCFEastOfTheRiverCT@gmail.com



♥ 

Our family wanted you to know
a little about our daughter, Cristina Maria Cortese. Cristina
was our oldest daughter and
she had many plans for her
future. Cristina struggled in
High School with her
grades, yet had the strong
desire to go to college. She
made those dreams a reality
after graduating from Tolland High School in 2003.
Cristina graduated in 2007 from Southern Conn. State
University with honors in Psychology and second language. She was president of the Psychology Dept. and
was accepted to intern at Yale New Haven Children’s hospital. She was a left wing for the S.C.S.U. Rugby team.
All of this, Cristina did while undergoing chemotherapy.
Cristina had worked so hard for this graduation to become
a reality and nothing was going to stop her from that goal.
Not even the cancer they had found just five months earlier in her Senior Year. Two thousand people rose to their
feet for our daughter in support for her fight at her graduation. We have never been more proud of her and all she
accomplished from that once shy little girl who was afraid
to do many things.
Cristina has two younger sisters, Angela and Cassandra,
as well as a younger brother, Pasquale. We have forever
been changed because of her loss, yet we will remember
her laughter, kindness towards others, her free spirit and
the love she shared with everyone. We know we will
never be without her from our thoughts, prayers, memories and our Hearts.
Cristina would never give up during this battle and would
undergo 132 hours of chemotherapy; she would lose her
hair at the age of only 21. She would be sick more days
then she was well. The type of cancer was Thymus Cancer a very rare type with little hope. Despite this, Cristina
would smile and tell us she would be ok regardless of the
outcome. My husband and I never accepted the ending
outcome they would tell us numerous times. Cristina, in
her way, always did. I never understood where her
strength came from. She was so much stronger than my
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husband and I. I was only strong when I had to be, while
taking care of her, all the time screaming inside. They tell
me in one of the lines of my favorite song that when she
needed me I was strong and now that I need her she is
strong for me. She has to be because I don’t know how I
wake up every day and live and she is not here with me. It
just doesn’t seem possible that we are able to go on, yet
we do.
Easter Sunday 2008, my daughter had her last meal. She
fought for the next 21 days to stay with us. This fight
would be so cruel yet it took a long time to finally understand. Cristina would give of herself once again as she
could handle her pain a little longer. Cristina needed us to
realize it was time to let her go. I told her I would never
tell her it was time to go; I just couldn’t. After watching
these 21 days with no food or water and the pain that at
times was so great she would scream out for hours. We
would give her all we could. On April 13, 2008 I could not
watch anymore of her pain and told her it was time.
As a mother we pray for our children to live and now I was
praying for my child to die so her pain would end. My husband heard her scream yet again. He walked into her
room looked at her firmly like a father to a daughter and
said “Cristina it is time to go. We love you very much but
you don’t have to do this anymore.” Just fifteen minutes
later our beautiful daughter passed away on April 13,
2008, only one year and three months battle with this cancer. She was surrounded by her family in our home.
Cristina was more than this cancer. She was our child who
overcame shyness and being afraid to do so many things
as a child. I look at pictures today and some of the early
ones she has no smile. Her eyes look to me as if she
knew what was to come in her life. It took everything from
me, many days, to help her know how special she was
and what she had to offer this life. Cristina would come
around in time and now I have a hard time finding a picture that doesn’t have the biggest smile in it. So many of
the people she would meet in her life, even now, constantly tell me it is her smile that gets them. I think, and as
most parents hope, we must have done something right,
because she found her smile that showed the world who
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(Continued from page 3)

CRISTINA
she really was.
I want Cristina to be remembered for the 21 years she was
our child without cancer. Cancer is something that took
her from us and I don’t want it to be all she is remembered
for. Her passion for life and her love of everyone she met
was who Cristina was and always will be to those who
knew her. Her family was everything to her and she would
do anything for any of us. She was a wonderful big sister
who kept their secrets when needed and spilled them
when it was needed to ensure their health or safety. She
never felt bad making those tough decisions for them. As
a daughter, we all can say “Yep; tough times she gave
us,” especially those teen years. Every night I would try to
remember any of the headaches she gave us so we could
tell her future children someday. We have very few
memories of bad decisions she made. I didn’t understand
till until one of our final conversations during those last
days when she said to me “I always knew I wasn’t going
to live long so I tried to be as good as I could for you.”
Now I believe she did know so much more than I ever
knew.
Cristina held her head everyday with courage, strength,
love and she never lost hope. Now as her family and
friends this is all we can do for her and that is to hold our
heads with strength, courage and love for her. Unfortunately hope was taken from us that April night.
Cristina will forever be missed and loved for the person
she was and wanted to be. ♥
Cristina’s Family ~The Cortese Family ~
Lisa~Pasquale & Children
Tolland, CT



♥ 

LETTER TO MY DAUGHTER
ELIZABETH HOPE BILODEAU
Dear Liz,
t is very difficult for me to write this as your 2nd anniversary
approaches. Easter is the last holiday you spent with us.
For some of the family members it was the last time they
saw you. But we know you are always with us. Our
memories of you we hold dear to our hearts.
Some of the precious moments that I remember:
You were always a free spirit. In elementary school you
would not dress like the other girls. You would only wear
sweat suits to school because every other type of pant
was too tight around your waist, even though you were
reed thin. Later on when you saw your pictures you could
not believe that was how “I let you” go to school.
You loved animals from the time you were a little girl. You
shared that passion with your Grandmother. I remember
going to your Grandmother’s house to pick you up and
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you would be playing with all the kittens in a cardboard
box, in your sweat suit, of course. You joined 4-H and
your rabbit won the blue ribbon one year. You were so
surprised! I remember you catching a small alligator in
Florida, by mistake, and wanting to pet it because it was
so cute. You loved all animals, cute and not as cute. Especially snakes. I remember that you came into my bedroom one time when you were four with a small snake
around your neck. UGH!!!
You also loved the UCONN Men’s basketball team. You
watched them as a child with you Grandmother, who was
your best friend when you were young, and then attended
games with your sister, Shannon, when you were older.
You always had your Grandmother’s pessimistic attitude
during a game. You loved Derek Jeter and the Yankees.
I remember the game we went to in Tampa Florida when
you were so close to him and trying to get his autograph.
You couldn’t believe you were so close to him.
But most of all you loved everyone. When they talk about
a smile that lights up the room…you had one. You considered a stranger as a friend you hadn’t met yet. You were
kind to everyone. You even scolded me if you didn’t think
that I said thank you or have a nice day to a person we
came in contact with. You would do anything for a friend.
You would spend your money on them or give them your
clothes off your back, if they needed it. You would go out
at anytime day or night to help them. So many times you
would come in after being at school and work saying you
were so tired…we knew you were as you hated being in
and would have rather been out and
about. But then down stairs you
would come, headed for the door ~
saying that someone needed you. I
have read on your Facebook page
how much your friends miss talking to
you and receiving your advice.
I remember when I found out that you
were a blood donor. I could not believe it. You were just a teenager ~
and one who hated needles. But you
gave blood because you cared about
others. I know you asked me
numerous times if I was an organ donor. Thankfully. I was.
Liz, even though you are not
here with us physically your spirit
will always be with us. I know
that. Liz, how I admired your
passion!
And remember, Liz, we will love you forever and always. ♥
Shared by
Kathi Brousseau,
Liz’ mom, always
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REGISTER EARLY!
2012 TCF NATIONAL / INTERNATIONAL CONFERENCE
Registration is now open for anyone wishing to attend
TCF's 35th National/5th International Gathering to be held
July 20-22 in Costa Mesa, California. Registration opened
almost two months earlier than normal this year due to the
International aspects of the event.
"We are expecting bereaved families to attend from many
of the more than 30 countries where TCF has a national
presence," says Patricia Loder, Executive Director of The
Compassionate Friends/USA. "We welcome to this conference all who are grieving the death of a child, for grief is a
universal language and one that TCF'ers around the world
know all too well."
About 1500 are
expected to register for the event
and reservations
for rooms at the
host hotel, the
Hilton
Orange
County
Costa
Mesa Hotel, have
been heavier than
expected, already
leading to the arWhispers of Love Workshop
2011 TCF National Conference
rangement
for
overflow accommodations at The Hanford Hotel across the street (see
www.compassionatefriends.org. for latest information)
This year’s conference features four wonderful keynote
speakers are :
• The Reverend Canon Simon Stephens, founder of The
Compassionate Friends worldwide and bereaved sibling,
who will travel from his home in Moscow to share his
thoughts with the large International and U.S. crowd that
is expected to gather.
• Lois Duncan, the prolific and award winning author of 48
books. But, the most difficult one she ever had to write
was Who Killed My Daughter?, the story behind her
search for the truth in the death of her 18-year-old
daughter Kaitlyn Arquette in what police called a random
drive by shooting.
• Kathy Eldon, journalist, author, producer, activist, and
mother who found her life changed forever when her 22year-old son, Dan Eldon, A Reuters photographer, was
stoned to death by an angry mob as he did his job in
Somalia in July of 1993. Among her books are Angel
Catcher: A Journal of Loss and Remembrance and The
Journey is the Destination.
• Darcie Sims, always popular international keynote
speaker, who brings her wit and wisdom as a bereaved
parent and certified grief management specialist to the
podium in Costa Mesa. Co-founder of Grief, Inc., an international grief consulting firm, Darcie is a well known
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and respected author and speaker. She wrote the grief
book, Why are the Casseroles Always Tuna?
TCF conferences are known for their great entertainment
and this year will be no different. Featured will be California entertainers including the Love in Motion Signing
Choir; TCF favorite Alan Pedersen; Cassidy Mueller and
Chris Donohue, local favorites.

• There

will be over 100 workshops for bereaved parents and
also a full track of workshops for bereaved siblings.

• A host of sharing sessions on various grief related topics will
be held Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, and Saturday nights

• Meet & Greets Thursday, July 19 for: Siblings; Grandparents;

Online Support Community; TCF/USA Facebook members;
and Regional Coordinators Meet & Greet with Chapter Leaders.

• The

International Gathering will include a Spanish workshop
and sharing session Thursday, July 19, 2012 for our Hispanic/
Latino families and bilingual families

• Friday

~"An Evening with Darcie Sims" where her topic will
be: Finding Your Way Through Grief: Does Grief Come in
"One Size Fits All?"

• Sibling trip Friday to Dave and Buster's
• Combine your California visit with a time of relaxation

and meditation with a pre-conference excursion on
Thursday, July 19 to the Huntington Library, art collection and botanical gardens, plus Monday, postconference transportation to Disneyland (special discounted tickets available to purchase online direct from
Disneyland). Don't miss the Meditation Room; Fully
stocked Bookstore; the Butterfly Boutique; Hospitality
Suites; and the silent auction/raffle.

TCF has also arranged with American Airlines to provide
those attending the conference a 5% discount available
on all American Airlines, American Eagle, and American
Connection. The valid travel dates for the discount are
July 14-27, 2012. To take advantage of this discount, go
to www.aa.com to book your flight and use the Promotional Code 2372DJ and your discount will be automatically calculated. Flights eligible include any arriving at
John Wayne Santa Anna Airport (SNA), LAX, and Ontario
(ONT) Airports.
For more information on the conference including online
registration - www.compassionatefriends News and
Events TCF 2012 National Conference and 5th International Gathering or call 877-969-0010.♥

I’m not there yet….
but
I am closer than I was yesterday…
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When I am alone, I think of you,
Your beautiful smile, your hazel eyes,
Your silly jokes, your loving touch,
All these things, I miss so much.
♥
I often long to see your face,
Kiss your cheek, feel your embrace,
To hold your hand, hear your voice,
You'd be right here, if I had my choice.
♥
Sometimes it seems I feel you, so close I can almost touch.
Other times I think I smell you, and memories flood me in a rush.
Bittersweet pains assail me, some happy and some sad,
Reminding me of all I lost, and the blessings of all I had.
♥
I miss our happy times. I even miss our little disagreements.
I miss you in the daytime, miss watching you sleep at night,
My world seems so lonely, even when I'm in a crowd.
I miss you when it's quiet, I look for you when it's loud.
♥
I can't seem to picture, my life without you in it.
You're the best part of me, without you, I don't fit.
So until we meet again, where we'll never be apart,
I'll carry you forever with me, deep within my heart. ♥
♥
♥ I Love and Miss You Carliser So ♥ xoxo to heaven
Sheila Rodriguez ,
Forever Carliser’s mom
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THE DADS’ PAGE ~ DADS 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

I Believe

I Still Miss You

I Believe
that someone can die
and still be
"Alive and Living."
"I Believe'
that someone can die
and
" Not Be Dead."
"I Believe"
that when we talk about
"Our Children "
that have died,
We keep them
"Alive and Living"
"In our hearts"
"In our minds"
"In our souls."
This is the only way
We can keep them
"Alive and Living"
By talking about them.
And
" Remembering."

"With Love And Memories Of
My Youngest Daughter Carmelita"
"MY CARME"
WHEN I SEE A BUTTERFLY~/~I THINK OF YOU

I missed you so much the day you died
My pain was great my heart torn apart
The world was closing in, I needed to hide
My world as I knew ended
As time went by I found support
Through groups and with angel parents too
They had become my new life support
As I had for them too
As the years pasted I built a new life
My grief for you seemed to come to a stall
I had become comfortable in my new life
The pain was still there but with less hurt.
Then one day grief showed its ugly face
My heart felt broken all over again
I cried out for you, I wanted to see your face
I wanted you more than ever before
I still miss you my precious child
and always will
I may have a new life
but my grief is as before
Tears fall and I cry out for you still
This is what I feel a parent
must do until we unite

"SOMEONE CARES"
"SAY THEIR NAMES"

Doyle Alldredge
Yancy’s Dad
23 March 2012

Sunrise: 4 December / Sunset: 1 May
Written by:
~Tommy Patrick~
"I STILL FEEL YOUR HEART BEAT!"

“For Crying Out Loud”

Life has been presented to men in demanding ways
And accepted with the expectation of fatherly praise
Men don’t Cry!
Lest eyebrows be raised!
Men Don’t Cry
Is the male teachings learned from boyhood
A teaching considered the abortion of weakness
And is deemed the challenge of manhood

Who could ever know how it would feel
To see inside
The soft feelings of men
Instead of their outside appearance of steel

There is a new place where I can remove my shroud
Where no shame of crying is ever held
We are “The Compassionate Friends”
“For Crying Out Loud”
Donald Moyers
TCF Galveston County, TX

AUTHOR’S NOTE:
My name is Mimi. I am a 37 year old mother of 4 boys. I
have been suffering from cancer since March 2007. It first
attacked my heart , it got so bad no treatment could fix it
and part of my heart died in January 2008. Since then it
has invaded my whole body; my lungs, it is so bad at
times, I can hardly breathe , my eyes regularly leak, totally out of control, my brain even is compromised, cancer
has attacked my thought process, either I think excessively, either my brain totally shuts down, again, I have no
control over when or where it will happen. Finally , the
neuropathy and bone pain are so bad at times, I am totally paralyzed and cannot get out of bed. Incidentally,
that is when my excessive thinking, my lungs shutting
down and my eyes leaking all happen at once … Doctors
and well meaning people tell me that time, only, can heal
me, but I know there is NO cure. Cancer is an evil disease and it has taken over my body, especially, my heart
and my soul. And no matter how healthy and strong I
seem to the naked eye, I will never be cancer free…

THOUGHTS, LATE AT NIGHT...
NIGHT...
Monday, February 1, 2010 at 12:58am
(2 years after cancer took JuJu)
Silent tears...
We go through life with a broken heart, though most days
you will see us smile.
We get through those days knowing it is just one more,
closer to seeing them again. We still laugh, we still play
with other children, ours or our friends'. We still live,
yet the spark in our eyes is gone, the joy inside has left.
Some days, we venture out, some days we just don’t.
And sometimes when we do, reality hits hard so we turn
around and run back to safety.
We can be strong, but mostly because we have no
choice. If asked how we are, we will usually say “OK” just
so we can escape. Escape more questions or unwanted
advice about how it is time to move on.
We are afraid and we panic at the thought of forgetting a
little more each day, their voice, their smell, the way they
kissed us, the way they felt in our arms,
how it sounded when they said our name and even their
favorite food…
You might see us walking through graves at all hours or
the day and night. You might hear us talk to a picture on
the wall, or a box setting on a shelf. Remember to never
question why we do this, it is not an easy thing. To go sit
on our children's grave to share our day with them,
or lie in their bed, reading their favorite book,
knowing they will never be there again to turn the next
page before we are done saying the last word.
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See, we don't really want to go on without them, we just
don't.
They are our hearts, our souls. They make the sunshine
and the rain fall. They send us snow kisses and flower


Even a second before his death, I never really knew the
hole it would leave in my heart. I never knew the depth
of the pain. I never knew that pain would be my companion each minute of each day. I never knew I would go to
bed sometimes hoping I never woke up again.


petals in the wind. They paint rainbows and sunsets, they
bring us butterflies and lady bugs. They always have, just
now, they do it from Heaven…
Heaven is where our children had to go so they could be
free… But we are left behind…
And now we go through life with our broken hearts,
though most days you will see us smile. But remember,
next time when you see us smile as you go by your day,
remember that at night, as you go to bed and close your
eyes, Silent Tears roll down our cheeks as we cry ourselves to sleep one more time.♥
Mimi Avery
Julian’s mom (Forever 4)
Fort Worth, Texas


VULNERABLE 

I have found in the years that have passed that I am
most vulnerable at times of remembrance. The word
“Anniversary” no longer holds a promise of celebration.
Instead, holidays and birthdays, family gatherings and
otherwise joyous occasions contain an undertow of sorrow. If I get caught up in it, I quickly get pulled under and
wind up gasping for breath. It is ironic that the presence
of the absence can be emotionally devastating.
You’ll excuse me if the bounce is gone from my step; or
the depth of my laughter has changed. Issues that were
once monumental now seem insignificant. Please excuse
me if I don’t commiserate that your car needs repair or
the faucet leaks. My focus on life has forever changed.
You’ll excuse me if my spirit seems lost during holidays
of any kind. They are now days “to bear” rather than days
to share and enjoy.
You’ll pardon me if I bring you down or make you feel
discomfort, and I’ll pardon you for not understanding that
my life will never be the same, that although I’ll survive,
there will always be sorrow. ♥
-Joan Fischer,
Nassau County Chapter, NY
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Birth
Day

IT WILL BE ANOTHER BIRTHDAY
WITHOUT YOU
The sun will shine
roses bloom, geese fly
throughout the sky

But to this mother
who will stand at the grave
lifting balloons into the sky
serving angelfood cupcakes
with rainbow icing
coated with tears
fluctuating between emotions:
the grief over death
the celebration over birth
For this mother
it will be yet
another birthday without you. ♥
Alice J. Wisler ~ Daniel’s mom
Wake County, NC

“It is never going to make sense
because it doesn’t”

Forever
Age

09 / 22

22

Birthdays
Charles Thompkins

stocks will trade,
the weatherman predict
politicians debate
it'll seem like another day
just a day, same 24 hours
not a special holiday

Last
Earth
Day

04 / 23

Anniversaries
Cristina Marie Cortese

08 /15

04 / 13

22

Cynthia “Cyndi” Beeler

11 / 02

04 / 25

35

Michele O’Conner

01 / 27

04 / 27

24

Rick Kerey

01 / 10

04 / 27

31

Jackie Spellman

02 / 05

04 / 28

25

Elizabeth Hope Bilodeau

10 / 19

04 / 30

21

 ♥ 
SHARE THE MEMORY OF
YOUR LOVED ONE
AT OUR MEETINGS
MEMORY PHOTO FRAME
Every minute of every day our child, our grandchild, our
sibling is with us. If you would like to include the presence of your loved one on our digital memory frame displayed at our meetings please email your digital photos to
TCFEastOfTheRiverCT@gmail.com
If you don’t have a few digital photos that you can email,
you may bring hardcopies to a meeting, and we will scan
them in and return them to you at the following meeting. ♥

~EXTREMELY LOUD AND INCREDIBLY CLOSE (movie)

FROM ONE WHO KNOWS
I promise you, my friend, I promise you
That you will feel the warmth of spring again
That you will touch the hands of children
and the lips of loves and the tenderness again
But here and now, my friend, I promise you
Small consolation:
Some morning you will see beauty in your sorrow,
Comfort in the wealth of love remembered,
Courage in the aching tide of days.

APRIL 2012

I promise you, my friend, I promise you
That you will understand someday
Someday this pain which taught you what depth and
height
And greatness and devotion one life can hold.
Your life, my friend.♥
Sascha Wagner
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An Unbreakable Bond
From the same roots
Nourished by the same soil
We grew, side by side.
One a little older, the other a little taller,
Such different blossoms,
Different, yet strangely the same.
We grew, our lives entwined,
Held together by shared experiences,
Common joys and sorrows,
Whispered secrets known to us alone.
Through that bond of love,
We shared strength.
We grew, our different paths parting us,
An ocean between.
Yet slender tendrils of love still reached
Out to one another.
They touched and they formed a bond
Once more.
And unbreakable bond like steel,
Through with strength and love flowed
Once more.
Then, too soon, the bond tightened,
As I was drawn to her side.
Entwined once more, I held her
And watched helplessly,
As she withered and died.
I am alone.
Yet that bond of love,
That bond between sisters
Is eternal.
Even death cannot sever it,
Because my sister still lives
In heaven and in my heart.♥

I lost my big half sister, Louise Rose,
to cancer on 14th October 2010.
She was just 44. We share the same
father. Her real mum also died of
cancer in her 40s. When Louise was
Lou and Liz
first diagnosed, her two wishes were
to live beyond the age her mum lived, and to make sure
that her children were well looked after when she’d gone.
She managed both with flying colours. I’ve never seen
such bravery and love shining through a person.
For a long time, we weren’t particularly what you’d call
close – Louise was 14 when I was born and lived with
her mum. We never shared a house or ever went on
holiday together. I recall as a child that there were still a
few issues from dad’s divorce that kept raising their
head. Louise married at a very young age to her husband, Ron (who my niece and nephews affectionately
refer to as T’old Ron!) and there was a big age gap –
Ron was closer in age to our dad than to her.
In more recent years I’d begun to feel close to her. Her
children were grown up. I’d grown up. And we both had a
little more time on our hands and for the first time we had
things in common. New Year’s Eve was the best night of
the year. At the social club where my mum and dad are
members, a group of us would all put on the entertainment for New Year. One of the BEST memories I have of
those nights was when Louise, mum and me were Spice
Girls for the night. We sang “Stop” – Louise took it all far
too seriously and ordered knee high white platform boots
and a Union Jack dress and Ginger wig! Rehearsals for
that night were hilarious – although the outfits stayed
under wraps until the night! You don’t make all that effort
so that everyone sees it on the dress rehearsal!
Last year I started work on my family tree. It has begun
to dawn on me that I probably know more about great great aunts and uncles from over a century ago than I do
about my big sister. We lost so much time. I know now
that that was all out of my control but I think at first I
looked for someone to blame.

~Sharon Gray
Written for my sister, Jenny
Please share your thoughts, poems, articles,
as a sibling, with us. Send your contributions to
Subject line: SIBLING PAGE
TCFEastOfTheRiverCT@gmail.com
Or to Editor at TCF East Of The River
P.O. BOX 126 • Manchester, CT • 06045-0126
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(Continued on page 14)

MY SISTER LOU

Reminder!
Mature Siblings (12yr +) are welcomed to
join our TCF East Of The River CT
Sibling Group at Chapter Meetings

Holding Hands, Hugging Hearts
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HEAVEN IS FOR REAL
A Little Boy’s Astounding
Story of His Trip to Heaven
and Back
Todd Burpo Lynn Vincent,
Told from the memories of
Colton Burpo (2009)
Review by Joanne Covey,
Christopher, Andrew and Stephen’s mom



Editor’s note:
HEAVEN IS FOR REAL is a book that has created a large
stir. Some LOVE it, finding great HOPE among its pages.
Many rave about the story, believing every word to be a
factual account. Others have been known to say that it is
a phony, contrived tale.
Our book reviewer for this month, Joanne Covey, has experienced the death of three sons. Her first baby left the
earth in 1969, followed by two brothers in 2007. Joanne
is PROACTIVELY Bereaved. She was instrumental in
bringing Mothers Against Drunk Driving to Connecticut
and continues to donate much time to causes that were
m e a n i n g f u l
t o
h e r
s o n s .
HEAVEN IS FOR REAL meant a great deal to Joanne.
Finding comfort in its words, she liked the book very
much and donated her copy to our library. ♥


Death can happen in anybody’s life.
Those of us at The Compassionate Friends know that all
too well.
I read this book and was impressed. It is the true story of
a 4 year old boy, Colton, with an illness that causes him
to clinically die, but, through medical intervention is returned to life / saved as he was getting to heaven’s door.
Colton is the son of a Nebraska minister. While on vacation Colton got ill and the doctors could not figure out
what the cause was. His father did not question the Lord
about his son's illness. Back home in Pennsylvania they
visited their own doctor to find out that their son had died
on the table but came back to life. The Burpos, in addition to Colton and his older sister, had lost a baby girl to
miscarriage. They had never told Colton. But while their
son was in the twilight of heaven he met his sister and his
grandfather. As he was getting better, Colton told his parents about his visit to heaven and revealed things to his
parents that he would not possibly know. His family and
friends were amazed with the knowledge he had about
his sister and grandfather.

other side. Colton felt that the other side was peaceful
and the Lord was a savior to the dead. One thing you do
not question is the Lord about death, He takes you when
the time comes.
I recommend this book to you to get a understanding of
life on the other side. It is a land of peace. This may help
you feel that your loved one is in comfort. There aren’t
“gone” just because we can’t see them here.
No matter how your loved one died, when you feel depressed or down, think of things that you did together;
places that you went ~Carry on things that he or she enjoyed. Think of them each day through music, community
projects, their hobbies and most of all say their names.♥
Each month we feature a different review.
Please be our NEXT REVIEWER OF THE MONTH!
If you have read a book, viewed a movie,
listened to a CD, or come across any media that
you feel is worth talking about,
we would appreciate if you’d share your perspective,
please submit to the editor at
TCFEastOfTheRiverCT@gmail.com
All Reviews, Positive or Negative, Are Welcomed

SHARING A PRIVATE GRIEF
The other day someone said to me, “My grief is too
private to share.” I think we all feel that way sometimes. We are saying two things when we say that.
First, “You could not possibly know how I feel.”
And, second, we are saying, “I hurt so much, I’m not
about to tell you of my anguish and leave myself
open to your judgment of my feelings.”
We have to protect ourselves, but, in protecting our
privacy, are we forgetting anything? Is it possible that
our friends are not judging us and that in not giving
voice to our sorrow we are closing the door of the
healing love that may be in store for us?
It is possible that our friends don’t know what to say
to us. People have no trouble wishing us, “Happy
Birthday,” and, “Get well soon,” and, “Have a good
day,” and meaning it. But it is hard for people to express their sorrow, often because they are afraid of
hurting us. That they don’t express their grief isolates
us. Sometimes we have to encourage others to address the issues closest to our hearts – for our own
protection.
Pat Ryan
TCF Silverdale, WA

Colton and his father had talks about his trip through the
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~PROACTIVE GRIEVING HELPS HEART & MIND!
A remarkable 6 hour event is being hosted by THE TONY
BROWN FOUNDATION in Shelton, Connecticut on April
21, 2012. The Tony Brown Foundation was founded, in
Tony’s memory, by his mom, Anne Castaldo. Anne, a
friend to me and to our chapter, was very helpful during our
First Statewide Walk To Remember in 2011. She continues to do Good Work in Tony’s memory through the foundation including blood drives, a sponsorship for a first-time
attendee to the TCF National Conference, uplifting blogs,
grants, events, and grief support.

WHY ATTEND
A DAY WITH MITCH AND ALAN?
If you have ever felt overwhelming grief and wondered
HOW
IF
WHY YOU WOULD WANT TO
MAKE IT THROUGH TO EVEN ONE MORE DAY
Then Attending
A DAY WITH MITCH AND ALAN
is a Gentle Gift to Give Yourself.
Yourself
I KNOW Mitch and Alan.
I am proud to call them My Friends.
Their own deep friendship forged through the loss of their
children, Alan’s daughter, Ashley and
Mitch’s son, Kelly. Mitch is also a bereaved sibling, having experienced the
death of his twin sister who left the earth
plane in a horrific car accident. “Brother
From Another Mother” is an apt description of their bond.

A DAY WITH MITCH & ALAN

They live it..... AND they CAN HELP YOU.


Proactive Grieving is taking charge of your grief journey, you make the rules. It’s is not getting over it, it is
going through it. Proactive grieving honors your loved
one. It is being honest about your grief. Proactive grieving has no stages, or time table of healing. Proactive
grieving reduces stress. Proactive grieving facilitates
healing. Proactive healing can bring joy back into your
life. We are confident you will leave with more tools
then when you arrived.


With this 6 hour workshop event, Mitch
and Alan will teach, illustrate, and share
what they have learned on the journey,
helping us with our own. Through music, art, and provocative dialogue they
provide insight into avenues of processing grief in a proactive way. They teach
how to discover creative ways to assuage the pain and activate new potentials that can allow us to live productively with our loss the
rest of our lives. Mitch and Alan will teach how to embrace our grief and to actively seek joy again and when
joy does come, accept it without guilt. Their firm belief is
that by taking charge of our grief journey with Proactive
Grieving, that we can process the loss and accept the
daunting challenge to survive: that with Proactive Grieving, we not only substantiate our loved one’s life by the
way we live ours; we reclaim our own lives and turn loss
to legacy.

This event is NOT only for those who have lost a child,
I met Mitch and Alan,
grandchild or sibling, but for anyone dealing with grief and
separately, at my first TCF National Conloss in life. Bring yourself. Bring a Friend. But GO. Do
ference. Immediately, both in different and
This for yourself. Save the date. Register NOW. Space is
similar ways, they made a dramatic
limited Don’t be left out. Carpooling from East Of The
change in where I was in my own perRiver may be available. Get in touch if interested. ♥
sonal journey of grief and healing. Both
dads acknowledge and allow for the pain Mitch Carmody & Bettie-Jeanne
of our REALITY while gently guiding through their own
Bettie-Jeanne Rivard-Darby, Ellington, CT
modeling that the initial shattering, shearing pain can
Forever RobynApril’s mom
change and that life may again be able to take on Quality
TCF East Of The River CT Leader
and Enjoyment.
Mitch is actually a member of our TCF East Of The River
CT Advisory Board ~ the only non-Connecticut person
that we invited to our Board. Each of these dads are
amazing in their separate workshops, but together, their
energy is so strong, so powerful, so profoundly deep that
you are promised a day that will impact you in ways that
you can not yet imagine.
Mitch and Alan *live* what they bring to their guests in the
gathering. You can trust these dads. They "get" deep loss.

APRIL 2012

TCF MEMORY
East Of The River
BRACELETS
P.O. BOX 126
“Forever In My Heart”
Manchester, CT
adult & youth sizes.
06045-0126
$2.00 minimum suggested donation.
Available at Meetings Or
order with a check plus
$2.00 shipping at:
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Learn How to Grieve ProActively
A DAY WITH MITCH AND ALAN!
Proactive grieving is taking charge of your grief journey, you make the rules.
Proactive grieving is not getting over it, it is going through it. Proactive grieving
honors your loved one. Proactive grieving is being honest about your grief. Proactive grieving has no stages, or time table of healing. Proactive grieving reduces stress. Proactive grieving facilitates healing. Proactive healing can bring
joy back into your life. Proactive grieving defines your new normal.
This workshop is very unique in its approach to addressing many grief issues that confront
the bereaved on a daily basis. You will find the workshops stimulating, comforting, and provocative and we hope enjoyable. You will leave with more tools then when you arrived helping you with your journey.

APRIL 21, 2012 $25.00
Shelton Community Center 41 Church Street
Alan Pedersen
Alan is a successful singer/songwriter
and recording artist. Alan is currently
living
with
his
wife
Denis e,
in Roseville, California. Ashley, his only
daughter was killed in a car accident in 2001. Since Ashley's death, Alan has written and recorded 4 powerful
CD’s of music about his grief journey. Alan is a dynamic
and inspirational speaker and performs concerts and
speaks on grief and loss at more than 100 events each
year throughout the United States and Canada. In 2010,
Alan received the prestigious honor of being named “The
Professional of the Year” by the National Board of Directors of The Compassionate Friends. Alan is currently on
tour with The Angels Across The USA.

Shelton, CT

Mitch Carmody
Mitch is a Minnesota native residing with his wife Barb, of
35 years, in Hastings. Mitch is a talented writer, artist and
speaker. In 1987 Mitch’s 9 year old son Kelly died of cancer. Mitch’s own grief journey inspired him to write the
book, Letters To My Son:A Journey through Grief, his
amazing story of loss, turned to hope and faith after seeing many signs that Kelly left behind for him. Mitch is a
staff writer for Living with Loss Magazine
and presents workshops to standing room
only crowds around the United States. In
July of 2011, Mitch was the opening keynote speaker at the National Conference
for the Compassionate Friends, to an audience of over 1,300

Mail check payable to The Tony Brown Foundation to
PO Box 822 Monroe CT 06468
Please include contact info!
FOR ON LINE REGISTRATION AND PAYMENT:
http://tinyurl.com/TonysponsorsMitchandAlan
APRIL 2012
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Although the world is full of suffering,
it is full also of the overcoming of it.

(Continued from page 10)
MY SISTER LOU

On the morning she left us I was moving house. Louise
had booked herself into the hospice. She didn’t want one
of the kids to come home from college or work to find her
so she’d checked herself in when she knew the end was
coming. My plan was to call in to see her later that day –
the last thing to move was my Scooter. The hospice was
between the old house and the new house. I should have
been able to just drop in and say my goodbyes. I never got
to say goodbye in person.
I admit that at first I was angry. I got sick of people asking
me how dad was and how the kids were. Then I felt bad
that I’d felt angry for something so selfish. I have to learn
to deal with life from a different angle now. New Year’s
Eve will never be the same again. Dad gives hugs more
than he ever has before – I think he feels the same about
lost time. When I get a jokey text that I would have normally sent on to her I still have to stop myself and remember that there’s no one on that mobile number any more.
For the time being I’m concentrating on making her proud
of her little sister. I’ve just started driving lessons, I’ve
started a qualification in Business Admin through work and
I’m trying to look after dad – as much as he’ll let me!

~Helen Keller

BLESSINGS INSIDE SORROW
There are blessings inside sorrow, or so I have been
told. I am not sure I always agree. At times I can see
the gifts I have been given. Love ... without measure…
fills my heart when I think of you. But I loved you then
too, when you were in my arms, not in my heart. And I
miss you now. The emptiness you left can never be
filled, not by any blessings I might receive from sorrow.
And yet, still, I wonder. Are there blessings?
Would I have known how much I cared for you… for
your brothers, for your Dad, were it not for your coming, and so suddenly, softly, leaving, without a goodbye? Would I treasure the life I have remaining if it
weren’t for your loss?
Certainly I loved, and treasured before you left, but
hasn’t my sorrow caused me to express that love and
to treasure more highly those around me?

If anything, I’ve learnt that you never waste a second.
Even when you know the inevitable is coming, you will
never be ready for the loss. I often wonder if it would have
been easier to deal with if she’d been snatched away from
us overnight – rather than the 5 years of suffering she endured.
The main thing is that I have good friends and family that
understand. Life, whilst still not “normal” is more bearable.♥

I KNOW I can’t take for granted that they will always
be. In the aftermath of losing you, when life lay crumbled around me...still was there not a glimmer of hope?
That life would go on, and, somehow, we would survive, and build on the ashes of our broken hearts.
Building somehow in spite of our pain. Mixing the cement of our love with tears, we bound ourselves together even more tightly than ever before. And our
love grows stronger. And we have not forgotten.

Liz Clayton,
Lou’s Little Sister
Huddersfield, England

What a bitter lesson!
And still, the emptiness will never be filled. There yet
remains a hole in my heart... and in all our hearts.

Member, Sibling Support ~Compassionate Friends East
Of the River CT on Facebook

"Looking back,
I've often thought the doctors
should have written
a death certificate for me
as well as my sister,
for when she died,
a part of me died, too."

APRIL 2012

Dear son, we will never forget you. The blessings inside our sorrow will never fill the hole you left in the
fabric of our lives. It remains open, a testament that
you mattered, and that your coming and soft going
made a difference. And in that difference lies the
blessing inside our sorrow. We were blessed to have
held you for a time, even though you could not stay.
And even through our tears, we smile at the memories.
And we know that you are not completely gone. You
shadow our lives, affecting them in big ways and small.
And though I would trade these blessings in a minute
just to have you back in my arms, I am indeed grateful
for the blessings inside sorrow.
Lisa Sculley
TCF Jacksonville/Orange Park Chapter, FL
In Memory of my son, Joey (2/25/99)
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A NAME FOR MY PAIN
I have given a name to my pain—
it's called "Longing."

I long to return to the day before
and protect him from his death.

I long for what was,
and what might have been

I long to take his place,
so he may live and have sons too.

I long for his touch and smell of sweat;
I long to hold him one more time.

I long for time to pass much faster,
so my longing and pain will lessen.

I long to look on his beautiful face
and impress it upon my memories and heart.

Will they?
June Williams-Muecke
TCF Houston West, TX

(Continued from page 1)

CROSSROADS
not coming home paralyzes me; all I can do is shake my head and say “Really”. I shut out the world at times and as our
chapter Leader, Bettie-Jeanne, says; I go into a state of “turtling”; keeping to myself - letting very few family and friends
into my tight little circle. But, and this is a really big BUT, we NEED our family ~ We NEED our friends - this journey
cannot be walked alone. Let us not forget they are suffering and feeling the loss also; not only for our child but also for
the individual we once were. There are days that my world does feel UPSIDEDOWN. Yes, I still have dark days but it
is NO LONGER EVERY day. My love for my youngest son Brandon makes me want to be a “better person”; to heal,



The new normal will close in around you and a new shell is made ~ only one more empowering.

laugh and show him that he is just as important as Jay. I have picked up my camera again and begun to take pictures of
life not with eyes of darkness but with eyes of hope. My flower boxes are planted with the smiling faces of pansies. In
February, I spent two weeks in Florida; enjoying the sunshine and laughing at the dolphins as they raced alongside the
boat. I am learning to live again and when I have a bad day; I give myself a break and say “I will try again tomorrow’. At
Compassionate Friends they say this is the “New Normal” and I have learned that I need to find peace in this new place.
My sister sent me this message which brought me comfort: “The new normal will close in around you and a new shell is
made ~ only one more empowering.”
As of late I have been feeling that I am at a CROSSROAD; an unsettling feeling. I can choose to unpack my bags at the
detour sign and dig a trench for the long haul, or I can make my own detour. I could take the road back to where I have
been for the last year and ½ being stuck or I could take the road to the left or right to a different destination a safe harbor
one I already know. Lastly there is the road straight ahead; a new beginning - maybe it’s time to move to a different
house, maybe it’s time to move to another state and find my purpose – unchartered waters. Some people just keep going, too scared to veer off the familiar path. But others, well, they step off into the unknown, and find that maybe that
was where they were supposed to be all along. All I know is that I need to continue putting my life in gear and keep
moving. So what propels me forward on this journey; First a need to be healthy and present for my son Brandon; my
rock who I love more than life, secondly my faith in God, and last but not least my promise and final gift to my son Jason
- that I will live my life; “whole heartedly”.

“Life is not about waiting for the storm to pass ~It’s learning to dance in the rain”
The Compassionate Friends can be the umbrella that will shelter you during this storm called “grief.”♥
Nancy Elliott,
Forever Jay’s mom
TCF East Of The River CT Chapter
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Love Gifts
are a way of remembering your child, sibling, grandchild or any loved one by supporting our TCF East Of The River CT 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 contribution to help us keep helping others. Donations of all sizes are accepted, and appreciated, by mail or at any meeting.
Our Chapter is completely dependent on funds from our families and friends. Your Love Gifts help pay for our lending
library, candle lighting ceremonies, Annual Walk to Remember Family Picnic, member gifts, telephone, meeting facilities,
outreach programs, mailings, web site and all supplies. We, very much, appreciate your financial support. To make a
financial donation please print and use the form below.

Thank You for your Kind Tax Deductible Donation

Special thanks for the monthly support of
♥ Hampton Inn and Suites
♥ Dunkin Donuts of Walmart, Manchester
Please consider making a tax deductible donation
in memory of your loved one
~a kind and generous way to honor their Birthday,
Holiday, Anniversary.
Or Any Day
~ a thoughtful way to
PAY IT FORWARD

To make a Tax Deductible Love Gift in memory of your child, grandchild, sibling, or special loved one, complete the
form and mail to
TCF East Of The River
P.O. BOX 126 Manchester, CT 06045-0126
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
AMOUNT OF LOVE GIFT DONATION: $___________

 PLEASE DO NOT PRINT OCCASION

 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
Please print this tribute:

APRIL 2012
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THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS CREDO:

 WE NEED NOT WALK ALONE
ALONE 
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 depression; 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!

 ♥ 
"Online Support Community" Offers Grief
Sharing Opportunity
TCF national website offers an Online Support Community (live
chats). This program was established to encourage connecting
and sharing among parents, grandparents, and siblings (over
the age of 18) grieving the death of a child. The chat rooms
supply support, encouragement, and friendship. The friendly
atmosphere encourages conversation with those who understand the emotions you're experiencing. Bereavement sessions
include "Pregnancy and Infant Loss," "Bereaved 2 Years and
Under," "Bereaved 2 Years and Over," "No Surviving Children,"
"Survivors of Suicide." There are also sessions for surviving
siblings. The sessions last an hour and have trained moderators present. Visit www.compassionatefriends.org and click
"Online Support" under "Resources" ♥

 ADDITIONAL SUPPORT RESOURCES
Each month we will attempt to feature a rotation of resources. 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 welcomed 860-875-7580 .
♥SURVIVORS OF HOMICIDE a nonprofit organization
devoted to offering peer support and advocacy to those
who have lost loved ones to violence. For information
or to find a support group near you, call 860-257-7388
or 1-888-833-4764 860-688-9621
♥STEPHEN MINISTRY
~ Christ Caring for People
through People ~ trained lay persons providing confidential free emotional and spiritual care ~860-6492855 x 223 / contact Anne Olmstead at 860- 289- 3036
www.stephenministries.org
♥LEGACYCONNECT ~ Free grief support groups, expert
advice on grieving, mourning and bereavement ~ Part
of Legacy.com ~ an excellent outline resource of grief
support discussion forums subgroups, articles, and inspiration. www.connect.legacy.com
♥OPEN TO HOPE ~ Much Grief Support by means of
Video, Radio, Articles and News . Recorded & live
broadcasts www.OpenToHope.com
♥GRIEF WATCH ~providing with bereavement resources, memorial products and links that can help you
through your personal loss www.griefwatch.com/
♥GRIEF AND BEYOND ~ the home of the Angels
Across the USA Tour and the ministry of Alan and Denise Pedersen ~ an excellent resource for support
www.angelsacrosstheusa.com/
~

 ♥ 
SOME FACEBOOK RESOURCES
♥GRIEVING MOTHERS
♥GRIEVING FATHERS
♥THE W HAT NOT GROUP...OR WHAT NOT TO SAY TO
GRIEVING PARENTS

♥THE GRIEF TOOL BOX
♥“SAY THEIR NAMES”
♥THE BIRDHOUSE PROJECT
♥WRITING THROUGH YOUR GRIEF

COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS EAST OF THE RIVER CT
(Both Group and Page)
SIBLING SUPPORT ~COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS EAST OF THE RIVER CT
THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS—FRIENDS ON FACEBOOK
THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS / USA (The Compassionate Friends National)
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Personal Message From BettieBettie-Jeanne
 ♥ 
It’s April Again.
It is the 4th April without my
daughter and I find myself shaking my head in disbelief that
time keeps going on and that,
somehow, somehow, s o m e h o w I keep surviving along with
it. It seems only a blink of an
eye, and forever ago, that even
one more moment without
Robyn in it was going to end my
breathing. And yet, here I am,
breathing, enduring, sometimes
experiencing happy moments; not hating life as much as I
used to. I haven’t come to embrace life again yet, but I am
avoiding it less.
It’s April Again.
The time that many say is of rebirth and newness ~ teaming with new beginnings and new opportunities…
A Time of Hope, some say.
April was always a favorite month for me.
My RobynApril was named for the joy that I always found
in the magic of the reawakening of nature after our bleak
and grey New England winters. And though she wasn’t
born in April, April became the month of Robbie’s “2nd”
birthday, enduring it to me even further.
On a very magical April 10th, 14 years ago, Jim , Robyn
and I stood in Judge’s Chambers, finalizing her adoption.
She had long been Jim’s daughter by love, if not by birth,
and now, finally, we had been able to take the steps to
bring to legality what had already been in our hearts. Once
the Judge had completed the legal abracadabra between
father and daughter, he turned to Robbie and I to now
adopt each other as well. It took us by surprise, this legal t
crossing and i dotting that we hadn’t known about. Even
though she had emerged from my body and was my own
birth daughter, we were now being asked to reaffirm ourselves as mom and kid.
Of course, we hemmed and hawed, teasing each other,
then very happily and very solemnly agreed that we were
adopting each other for all of our lives. We were making a
very conscious choice to accept each other as we were,
with our faults and frailties. We had always felt that we
belonged together, that we had been connected, sharing
lives together for eons. And now we were choosing as
two women, as two friends, as Mom and Daughter, forever
connected.
Six years later, on Robyn’s wedding day she publically
shared a message to me
"Mom, I love you so very much, there aren’t the words
for it. I know that you feel your position isn’t special.
But it is very special to me. Yes you did give birth to

me which automatically give you the Mother-Of-TheBride Title. You’re more than just that to me, which is
why I came up with The Honor Hand Maiden Title that
is so very appropriate for you. You’ve helped me out
getting ready for everything from school pictures to
dance competitions to life. And you still continue to
be there for me when I need you...
Mom, you remember back to April 10th 1998 when
Jim adopted me. Remember how surprised we
were that we had the choice of you still being my
mom. It was in that moment that you and I decided that we wanted to be mom and daughter.
That to me says more than anything in the world.
When something exciting happens or I’m feeling
blah or I’m just being silly and having an over active imagination or I need a little encouragement
or when I freak out because I actually am enjoying
baking and cooking, you’re the 1st person I call.
Yes you are my mother and that’s important,
But mom, you’re also my best friend.
I love you, always!!"

 ♥ 
I have always thought of April as Robbie’s 2nd birthday—
goodness knows, she loved getting two birthday gifts! But I
have also come to realize what a gift it was to me...I not
only gave birth to a baby who had no conscious choice of
being my child, but my child also became a young woman,
who, given the choice, deliberately chose me to be her
mom.
I have been having a lot of emotions surfacing this April,
bittersweet within the memories. It’s been hard, missing
her.
Every month ~ Every week ~ Every day ~ There are triggers ~ Reminders ~ Remembrances
But it doesn't take a “special occasion” because wherever
I go, whenever I go, my daughter is still forefront in my
heart and in my mind.
I carried her ten months inside of me
And I will carry her in my heart for all of my days.
April has long been filled with the magic of reawakening,
rebirth and HOPE. Robbie lived up to the light of April in
her name. And now, 40 months after I kissed her good
bye for the last time, I am struggling to find and remember
that magic and Hope in a life without her physically here.
I am here, breathing, enduring, sometimes experiencing
happy moments; not hating life as much as I used to. I
haven’t come to embrace life again yet, but I am avoiding
it less.♥

