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����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����    

 

~ March 15 ~ 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 

In April of 2010, just 16 months ~495 days~ after my Rob-
bie left the earth plane, I wrote THE BARK AND THE 
TREE.  I am at a different place, now, than I was then…
Yet sharing these words, these emotions, is no less hon-
est, no less important. 

My very first Compassionate Friends meeting, after the 

meeting had ended, a few of us sat, talking.  It had been 

only about a month since my daughter’s tragic accident 

and I was that combination of foggily numb, angry, cloudy 

and very depressed, which most of you know so very well 

from your own journey.  In my heart I knew that my life 

could never be anything but what is was at that moment.  

An analogy was shared with me that evening that I ab-

sorbed as much as I could absorb anything in that foggi-

ness.  My daughter used to call me, not necessarily with 

great fondness, but sometimes with that exasperated 

“MOTHER!” look in her eyes, “The Queen of Analogies”.  I 

had used them, often to her annoyance, frequently as she 

was growing up to illustrate points and teach les-

sons.  They didn’t always make sense to her, but being 

“The Analogy Queen”, I coveted any good one that I 

heard and make up scores of others on my own. 

Over the course of the following months after that night, I 

found myself drawn back to the Tree and Bark Analogy 

when people would ask how I was doing.  “Today I only 

know The Bark”, I might reply, or “There may be a vague 

sighting of something that could be a tree”, I might say at 

(Continued on page 3) 

THE BARK AND T HE TREE  

Our story has three parts;  

a beginning, a middle, and an end.   

And although this is the way all stories unfold,  

I still can’t believe that  

ours didn’t go on forever. 

~ Nicholas Sparks, Dear John 
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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 meet-
ing 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 over-
whelming, we encourage you to come to several meet-
ings 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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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. 

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 mem-
ber, please email or phone  or find us on Facebook   TCFEastOfTheRiverCT@gmail.com    860-375-EØTR (3087)  

Love Gifts  
are a way of remembering your child, sibling or grand-
child by supporting your The Compassionate Friends 
East Of The River CT Chapter. We are totally funded 
through your generosity and our fundraising efforts.   
Thank you to all who contribute and support.  Checks 
should be made payable to TCF EOTR CT    

 TCF East Of The River 
P.O. BOX 126 

Manchester, CT  06045-0126  
 

Donations of any size are also  
accepted and appreciated at every meeting.  

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 com-
pany of those who “Get It”. 
Please share your own musings, journal entries, poems, 
stories and thoughts. I welcome and thank you for all sub-
missions.   ~Bettie-Jeanne, Robyn’s mom 

Know someone who wishes to receive a free subscription?   
email:   TCFEastOfTheRiverCT@gmail.com 

Or leave a message for  Bettie-Jeanne (860) 870-7581 
HOLDING HANDS, HUGGING HEARTS is published  by  

TCF East Of The River CT Chapter of  

The Compassionate Friends, Inc. 
©  2012 All rights reserved 

 Steering Committee 
 

Chapter Leaders: 
 Bettie-Jeanne Rivard-Darby and Jim Darby,  

RobynApril’s Parents 

Treasurer   
♥ Dave Evans, Ryan’s Dad 

Sibling Group Facilitators 
♥ Nancy Cayward, Rick’s Mom & Ray’s Sister  

♥ Nancy Saddock, David’s Sister   
♥ Sarah Preston, Fritz’ Half-Sister    

EOTR Walk to Remember Chair  
♥ Gayle Clark, Robyn’s Step-Sister 

Newsletter Coordinator 
♥ Bettie-Jeanne, RobynApril’s Mom & “Punkins” & Joe’s Sister 

Chapter Voice Mail   860-375-EØTR (3087)  
TCF East Of The River 

P.O. BOX 126 
Manchester, CT  06045-0126  
TCFEastOfTheRiverCT.org 

TCFEastOfTheRiverCt@gmail.com 

 

 

Thank you to Dunkin Donuts of Manchester 
Walmart for generous monthly contributions 
of coffee, tea and donuts! 
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another time.  And then I would have to explain what I 

meant, having turned The Bark of the Tree into an analogy 

that spoke to my emotions. 

In the very beginning following the death of our loved one, 

it is as if we are standing in a forest, but with our faces 

pressed up against the bark of a single tree.  It is all that 

we can see.  It blocks out the sun and obscures everything 

else. All we know, all we ARE, everything that exists for us 

is that blurred bark of the single tree. 

As time passes, we might, some days, notice that there 

may be a butterfly lit upon that patch of bark, or a bit of life 

sustaining sap trickling upon the grain.  Maybe, on one 

particularly day, we might notice that the patch of bark is 

actually part of a tree.  And as some time passes, we 

might begin to notice that the tree has another that stands 

next to it; and another and another and that there is actu-

ally green grass making up their bed and blue sky wel-

coming their outreaching branches.  

On a particular day we might notice that The Bark on The 

Tree is actually part of a forest and that other life, other 

animals weave among the trees and fly among the 

branches.  Our ears may hear the babbling of a distant 

brook or the songs of the birds.  We might actually feel the 

warmth of sun or a cool breeze tickling our skin.  And, 

then, some days, again and again, all we can see is The 

Bark. 

The Bark never goes away.  It is always part of our pic-

ture.  Some days, especially in the beginning of what is 

now our Lifetime Journey, The Bark is all that we can han-

dle, all we can see, all we know exists.  Sometimes, even 

on that same day, we might get a glimpse of the trees or 

feel the sun, but then are pulled back to seeing only The 

Bark.  Yet the forest remains, too, even if some of the time 

it is out of our ability to comprehend its existence. 

Mostly, in the first year I had my face pressed up against 

The Bark and was often aware of little else.  Occasionally, 

when someone asked, I would surprise myself by admit-

ting that there were times, when I might believe in the pos-

sibility that I might see other trees someday.  And once in 

a rare while, now, I do catch a blurred glimpse of The En-

tire Forest.  Yet some days, especially the days that 

Robyn’s Void screams so loudly that I can hear nothing 

but how deeply I miss her and grieve for the absence of 

our daily teasing, talking and friendship, that there exists 

only the fogged coarseness of The Bark. 

It was more than a year after my first meeting that I dis-

THE BARK AND THE TREE 
(Continued from page 1) 

covered who had presented the analogy to the women 
who had shared it so kindly with me that first night.  She is 
Toni Wood, Barry’s mom, and had long been a compas-
sionate friend to the members of “This Ugly Club” that we 
all, so deeply against our will, were forced to become part 
of.  I was able to talk with Toni about the origin of The 
Trees and she shared this with me: 

“…To tell you the truth I have no clue where I got that from… but 

I used it because it worked for me.  I can see the tree now more 

clearly and the memories don’t always make me cry now ~ most 

of the time, but not all.  When I first thought about this analogy 

all I could see was the ugly knot of Barry’s death.  I could not 

see the good memories, the wonderful things he did and said.  I 

had to step back and get my nose away from the knot in the tree 

so I could see more of the tree ~ his life.  The roots of the tree ~ 

the family.  The branches ~ his son and wife and friends.  The 

leaves and flowers are the good and the bad things he did in his 

life.  Even bad things are good memories now.” 

Toni Wood, Barry’s mom 

What I do know now to be true, is that THE BARK will 

never completely go away for me, though, someday, it 

might become ‘the bark’.  And I have found that some-

times I might be having a “Forest Moment”; like the day I 

officiated my son and my daughter-in-law’s outdoor Ver-

mont winter wedding. Their vows were shared next to a 

gorge, a shivering waterfall and among the birds and 

trees.  I was in “The Forest” when all of the sudden a 

painful spasm of Robyn’s Absence, hurled me back to-

ward The Bark.  I know that even at a time when I might 

feel the sun, that I can suddenly crash right back into The 

Bark of the Tree.  That is The Reality of Missing My Child. 

Perhaps the irony is that, as a family, we bought 30 acres 

of forest that we built our family home on together.  We 

used to play among the trees and go “tree hunting” for 

games of hide and seek and scrap wood for our cozy fire 

circles.  Trees always used to make me smile and feel 

comforted. Perhaps, some day, again, I will see them and 

appreciate their beauty.   For right now, I am still all too 

well aware of The Bark. ♥ 

Bettie-Jeanne Rivard-Darby, Ellington, CT 

Forever RobynApril’s mom 

TCF East Of The River CT 

You are the answer to every prayer I've offered. 

You are a song, a dream, a whisper, and  

I don't know how I could have  

lived without you for as long as I have.”  

~Nicholas Sparks, The Notebook “ 



THE DADS’ PAGE  ~  DADS HURT TOOTHE DADS’ PAGE  ~  DADS HURT TOOTHE DADS’ PAGE  ~  DADS HURT TOOTHE 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 MISS YOU       I MISS YOU       I MISS YOU       I MISS YOU    
 

 

I miss your morning instant messages 
 

I miss the slippers that you always  
gave me for Christmas;  

Well, maybe not the slippers as much as knowing that 
you always thought of me and loved me, too 

I can get more slippers. 
There will never be another You 

 

Whenever I needed another pair of hands,  
you were always there 

Whether it was tinkering on a car, building the deck, 
putting up sheetrock, cutting wood, 

lifting the heavy things,  
Helping Your Mom, 

Caring for your Grandparents 
working our business together, 

You were always 
Right There. 

You were always so strong, 
in ways beyond muscles. 

I MISS YOU 
 
 

I miss working with you and watching you dance and 
even arguing with you about what songs we should play. 
I Miss how you proud you were to always Be In Control, 

even if your Being In Control  
made me sometimes grit my teeth  

I would gladly grit my teeth and let you chose the music 
To have you work by my side again. 

 

I miss your turning to me for help or to ask some  
question that you could easily have found out the  

answer to on your own, 
 but you wanted Your Dad to feel needed. 

I Miss that you Needed Me 
 

I miss the way that you teased me and called me  
silly nicknames, and how you lovingly picked on me. 

You made me laugh 
 

I miss your laugh and your smile and how you loved me 
as if my body had helped to make you. 

You Picked Me To Be Your Dad 
You never called me “Late For Dinner” 

 

I miss you, my daughter, and love you more.♥ 
 

~Jim Darby, Robyn’s dad 
TCF East Of the River CT Chapter 

TO MY HUSBANDTO MY HUSBANDTO MY HUSBANDTO MY HUSBAND    
 

My love, these past few months 
Seem to have paralyzed us In pain and anguish, 
And I know, in that state, 
The flow of communication becomes stilted. 
The love we are and share, Is forever, Darling. 
But I realize that you have felt, 
As have I, a separateness in our grief. 
It’s all right, you know, Dear; 

I guess it is the nature of a loss so devastating 
That no matter how we try to comfort one another 
Along the strange path of grieving 
We sometimes feel so alone. 
We have done marvelously; we, my love, 
Talked, cried, remembered our son 
With tears and smiles. 
I know we will laugh again, My dearest beloved. 
We will laugh again — I promise.♥ 
 

By Molly Murphy ~ TCF, Winnipeg, Canada 

IN DAD’S LAPIN DAD’S LAPIN DAD’S LAPIN DAD’S LAP    
 
Why does that phrase have so much meaning now? it 
used to be pretty simple. When I could find the time (not 
as often as I would have liked), my lap was a neat place 
to hold my young son for a few moments of special time 
together. Now—no son! Different use of the lap! Problems 
in Daddy’s lap. Being male becomes a more difficult task. 
How can I properly help those who are dependent on 
me—or can I admit to myself and others that this is one 
thing Daddy can’t fix, like my son’s broken toys? Is it 
“manly” to cry in public? Or do I care about “manly” now? 
It seems like so much garbage when my future has a hole 
in it.  
 
I feel depressed too. My wife’s suffering aggravates my 
own, which makes me angry at her for spoiling my at-
tempts at coping. Maybe I should issue a household edict 
that “Richy’s name or the subject of his death are OFF 
LIMITS around me.” That should fix it!  Except that my 
wife still looks at me, and I know what’s on her mind. 
Also, I keep thinking about it—and wish I had a better out-
let for myself. Certainly not work, or sports, or—God for-
bid—a shrink (think of my image); I need someone who’s 
been there. My wife suggests we try The Compassionate 
Friends—maybe so! After the first time, I know it’s not for 
me. After all, where are all the men? Obviously, they don’t 
need it, right? Anyway, I go to TCF a few more times as it 
is one of the few unselfish things I do supportively for my 
wife, and my being there helps her. And when she’s bet-
ter, I’m better. PRESTO — we’re both getting stronger 
again and still together and communicating. 
 
Also, I listen to some of the other TCF members, and the 
message I get is that their “men,” by and large, are deny-
ing themselves the privilege of grieving, and are destroy-
ing their own marriages by forcing their wives to grieve 
quietly or not at all around them. That’s not manly; dumb 
in my book, and self-destructive too. So some men don’t 
like groups. Okay. But my solution is actually having re-
sults (for real), and I’m not suppressing the problem. My 
family and I will be scarred but not walking wounded. My 
particular masculine viewpoint is nothing special, except 
that I’m willing to share it in this newsletter.♥ 
 
Chuck Armstrong, Richy’s Dad 
TCF, Pikes Peak, CO 
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MANAGING GRIEF  

THROUGH JOURNALING 

 

Conventional wisdom tells us that writing a journal in 

times of catastrophic trauma is a good and helpful thing to 

do.   Two-thirds of people who have experienced trau-

matic stress, such as the death of a loved one, described 

writing in a journal as difficult, frightening, overwhelming 

or counterproductive. 
 

IDEAS AND SUGGESTIONS FOR WRITING IDEAS AND SUGGESTIONS FOR WRITING IDEAS AND SUGGESTIONS FOR WRITING IDEAS AND SUGGESTIONS FOR WRITING 

THROUGH YOUR GRIEFTHROUGH YOUR GRIEFTHROUGH YOUR GRIEFTHROUGH YOUR GRIEF    

Most of these can be accomplished in 15 minutes or 

less, which is helpful for two main reasons. First, when 

grief is new, feelings are so close to the surface and pain 

is so raw that short writes are less likely to pitch you into 

overwhelm. Second, our culture doesn’t really support us 

in grieving, and we are expected to return to work and 

resume the mantle of everyday life almost immediately 

after even a catastrophic loss. For many people, shorter 

writes are friendlier and more adaptable to daily reali-

ties. 
 

THERE AREN’T ANY RULTHERE AREN’T ANY RULTHERE AREN’T ANY RULTHERE AREN’T ANY RULESESESES    

Journal writing isn’t like flossing; you don’t have to do it 

every day. And it isn’t school: You don’t have to spell the 

words right, or punctuate them, or worry about grammar. 

Give yourself permission to write whatever comes. You’re 

not being judged or graded by anyone else, so please 

don’t judge or grade yourself. 
 
Choose a journal that fits your lifestyle. Some people 

treasure lovely blank bound books. Others favor spiral 

notebooks that can be chucked into a backpack. If you 

think at your keyboard, keep your journal on computer. 

There is excellent journal software available;  LifeJournal, 

available at major bookstores, or on the internet 

(www.lifejournal.com). Or write your journal via e-mail to a 

support group or mailing list of chosen friends and family. 
 
Get in the habit of writing three words that describe your 

feelings at the beginning and end of every journal entry. 

This helps you track your feelings over time and gives you 

an opportunity to notice that emotions shift with time and 

process. 
 

Because it is common for memory to be affected with 

acute grief, make to-do lists, and keep them right in your 

journal.  Make other lists, as well.  Lists are great for orga-

nizing and categorizing, and their structure is comforting 

when things feel like they are spinning out of control. 
 

Before you go to bed, choose something you’d like to ex-

perience the following day — a feeling of hope or pleas-

ure; an item crossed off a to-do list; an experience such 

as a productive meeting or a gym workout. Write 

this “Choice du Jour” in your journal. As you go to 

sleep, reflect on your choice. How would you recognize 

success? What can you do to arrange your day to in-

crease the likelihood that your choice will manifest? At 

night, write for five minutes reflecting on outcomes. 

When you are aching with longing for your loved one, 

write “Captured Moments” –brief vignettes written 

quickly.   Make them intense with vivid descriptions; the 

sight, smell, touch, taste, feel of things.  A collection of 

Captured Moments becomes like a written photo album, 

preserving precious memories for all time. 
 
Unsent Letters are an excellent way to maintain a sense 

of communication with your loved one and can offer deep 

opportunities for soothing and comfort. 
 
Sometimes the only way to get through devastation is to 

imagine a time when it might not hurt so much. Write 

a “One Year from Today” entry in which you fast-forward 

yourself to the healing side of the grief. Allow yourself a 

glimpse into the future. Imagine your life as if you have 

wheeled around through four seasons, and you are one 

year distant from the losses you are experiencing today.♥ 

 

Nancy Elliott, Forever Jay’s mom 

TCF East Of The River CT Chapter 

�� 

Scientific research shows that brief, intense bursts of 

emotional release writing — only 15 minutes a day, 

for only four consecutive days — is correlated with 

increased immune system functioning that can last for 

several weeks.  Since grief often compromises the im-

mune system and leaves you more vulnerable to colds, 

flu and infection, these writes can help your physical 

as well as your emotional health 

��  
 

 
TCF  MEMORY  

BRACELETS  

“Forever In My Heart”  
adult & youth sizes.   

$2.00 minimum  suggested donation.  
Available at Meetings Or 
order with a check plus  

$2.00 shipping at:  

 
East Of The River 
P.O. BOX 126 
Manchester, CT   
06045-0126  
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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 pres-
ence of your loved one on our digital memory frame dis-
played 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.  ♥ 

I wrote a poem today...haven't in years. Not since high school. 

But I missed my son so badly today it just poured out of me. So 

I am going to share it. Maybe some of you feel this way too. 

 

Hours go by when I'm thinking of you.  
I think in my head of all the things to do. 

Somehow they get done but not in real life. 
My mind play tricks and I think I'm alright. 

I've done the dishes but they're still in the sink 
The laundry's been folded but I stop and I think, 

why are the piles still on the floor? I thought 
I did it and put them in drawers. 

 
Time goes by while I'm thinking of you,  
seconds and minutes and hours fly by. 
I sit and I remember and always I cry.  
I know I have to do all my chores, but 
one by one I open the door to throw 
out the work that needs to be done. 

I don't have the time...I'm missing my son. 

 

Laurie Addyman Meneskie Masters 

Aaron Meneskie’s Mom 
Fare thee well. We loved you more than words can tell 

 

 Birth 
Day 

Last 
Earth 
Day  

Forever 
Age 

Brenden Mailloux 03 / 10 10 / 16 34 

Kellie Louise Larivee  03 / 10 01 / 18 13 

RobynApril Rivard-Darby 
Maguire 

 

03 / 14 
 

12 / 04 28 

Shane Melkonian  03 /31 05 / 01 21 

Birthdays 

Vahnsana Gray-Khen  03/23 12 / 22 3 
months 

Anniversaries 

THE BIRTHDAY TABLE   
              
No rustling tissue paper, 
scattered ribbons, or burst balloons, 
no shouts of Happy Birthday, 
break the silence in this room. 
  
Nonetheless, a birthday has rolled round again, 
though the beloved children who reveled in the 
cheer 
no longer blow the candles out 
at the turning of the year 
  
Loving hands may bring 
a photograph of that precious life to share 
and place it on the Birthday Table 
with utmost tenderness and care 
  
For though the world may not recall 
the laughter or the joys 
we treasure every memory 
of our birthday girls and boys. 
  
By Frankie Wilford 
TCF, Carrollton-Farmers Branch, Texas 

Missing someone gets easier every Missing someone gets easier every Missing someone gets easier every Missing someone gets easier every 

day because even though it's one day day because even though it's one day day because even though it's one day day because even though it's one day 
further from the last time you saw further from the last time you saw further from the last time you saw further from the last time you saw 

each other, it's one day closer to the each other, it's one day closer to the each other, it's one day closer to the each other, it's one day closer to the 
next time you will.next time you will.next time you will.next time you will.            

"Every day seems to be a little easier "Every day seems to be a little easier "Every day seems to be a little easier "Every day seems to be a little easier 

than the last. I just can’t wait till the than the last. I just can’t wait till the than the last. I just can’t wait till the than the last. I just can’t wait till the 
day when I can just enjoy today"  day when I can just enjoy today"  day when I can just enjoy today"  day when I can just enjoy today"      

Written by my son Jay the summer of 2009… 
I couldn't have said it any better– Nancy Elliott 

� � � � ♥  ���� 
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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 

MY SISTER, CAROL 
 
Going to the grocery store on a Saturday morning. 
Getting to pick out the junk cereal of the week. 
Getting 35 cents to spend at the lunch counter at Grant’s 
while she did a little shopping. 
 
Those are some of my earliest memories of my big sister, 
Carol.  Sure there are others; like the time she took us to 
Batterson Park and someone accidentally stuck her with a 
fish hook, but the Saturday morning grocery store visits 
stick out the most. My younger brother and I would take 
turns every other Saturday going on the weekly shopping 
trip with Carol.  That’s because she was smart enough 
not to take us both at the same time or she would have 
lost her mind. 
 
I come from a family of 6 children.  There are 20 years 
between my oldest sister, Pat, and my youngest brother 
Joe, and 16 years between Pat and myself.  By the time I 
was 4 years old, Pat was already off to college.  I don’t 
even think I went to her wedding when I was 6 years old.  
Carol was the sister who I grew up with.  My mother did 
not drive so it was Carol who took us places.  It was 
Carol’s house where we had Easter and Christmas.  It 
was Carol who kept the family traditions alive. 
 
It was Carol who, although the younger sister, headed 
what we affectionately called “The Aunts Council” along 
with my sister Pat, mine and my brothers’ wives.  They 
would sternly and lovingly talk to a niece or nephew who 
was behaving impishly or would affectionately grill any 
boy who had the courage to attend a family gathering as 
the guest of one of the nieces. I don’t even want to men-
tion their reaction to a bad report card. 
It was Carol who passed on most of the family recipes I 
cherish. 
 
She retired at age 62 after 42 years of caring for others as 
a nurse.  She had back surgery and developed an infec-
tion from that surgery and spent the next 2 years in and 

out of the hospital before she died in August 2009. 
I was holding her hand. 
 
Fittingly, besides her husband and children, my brother 
Joe was the other sibling in the room.  Just before she 
died, she opened her eyes, smiled and left us.  I never 
believed it when I would read an obituary and it would say 
that so and so died peacefully, surrounded by their loving 
family. Now I know what they mean. 

 
When asked  if I would write about sibling grief I needed 
to take some time to prayerfully consider. First and fore-
most, I wanted what I wrote to be uplifting and inspiring, 
able to help someone else through their grief.  Secondly, I 
wanted to make sure I didn’t trivialize anyone else’s grief 
by suggesting that my experience in any way compared 
to theirs.  In thinking about this whole Issue, I came to 
several conclusions. 
 
First, Sibling Grief is profoundly different than Parental 
Grief over the loss of a child.  I am comforted to know that 
there is an organization like TCF to help grieving parents.  
Only other bereaved parents have the ability to say “I 
know how you feel” or “I know what you’re going through”.   
 
I don’t know what [bereaved parents] are going through 
and quite selfishly, I don’t want to know.  I know there is a 
profound difference between the grief a parent has over a 
stillborn baby or a child who succumbs to an illness and 
that of a parent who loses a child in an accident or as the 
result of substance abuse. 
 
Similarly, there is an equally profound difference in sibling 
grief.  I was 52 when Carol died one month shy of her 65th 
birthday. My grief is very different than that of a 25 year 
old that loses their 22 year old brother in a motorcycle 
accident or an 8 year old trying to understand why their 6 
year old sister is not coming home from the hospital. One 
of the most dramatic effects of being 52 and losing an 
older sibling is that you come face to face with your own 

(Continued on page 8) 

Victor, left   Joey, behind Carol’s left shoulder 
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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  
TCFEastOfTheRiverCT@gmail.com 

All Reviews, Positive or Negative, Are Welcomed 

mortality.  We are supposed to bury our parents.  It still 
sucks, but we are supposed to.  However when you see a 
sibling pass you really start to think.  It must be even 
more unnerving for my sister Pat who is older than Carol, 
or my brother Butch turned 65 this year. 
 
In light of that, I find I can only tell you how I moved 
through the process.  
 
This may sound callous to you but  
 I do not grieve for my sister.   
I miss her.  
I think about her nearly every day.  
I look expectantly to the day when I will see her again,  
but I don’t grieve her. 
 
I recall a scene from the Movie “Casper”.  If you are not 
familiar with it I will give you a brief overview. Bill Pullman 
plays a psychologist who believes that ghosts are spirits 
with unfinished business on earth.  He helps people who 
have ghosts “haunting” their houses by helping the ghosts 
to resolve their unfinished business so they can move on.  
At the same time, he is hoping to encounter the ghost of 
his recently deceased wife (I know, a little far-fetched).  
Near the end of the movie his wife appears to him and 
says something very profound.  “James, I know you have 
been searching for me but there is something you need to 
understand. You and Kat (his daughter) loved me so well 
when I was alive that I have no unfinished business. 
Please don’t let me be yours”. 

That is how I feel regarding Carol. She loved me and my 
brothers and sister so well, and we her, that there was no 
unfinished business between us. Only pure love and won-
derful memories. Absolutely, I miss her.  I miss calling her 
about a recipe. I miss calling her with a medical question.  
I miss the way she ended each and every phone conver-
sation with “I love you”.  I miss her filled cookies which I 
have been unable to satisfactorily duplicate. But I do not 
grieve for her. 
 
I was honored to deliver the eulogy at her funeral.  I 
spoke of the qualities Carol had as first a daughter, then a 
sister. A spouse, parent and then a grandparent and fi-
nally as a friend.  I encouraged those in attendance to 
honor her life by following her example in each of these 
areas and concluded that my only hope was that I would 

MY SISTER, CAROL 
(Continued from page 7) 

(Continued on page 10) 

�� 

Those whom you grieve do not want your grief.   
They want you to live. 

��  
 

 

 
 
 

BEYOND TEARS 
Written by 9 Moms in collaboration with  
Ellen Mitchell (2009)  
 
Review by Lana Stanshick, 
Erik’s Mom 
 

The description of BEYOND TEARS 
says that it is  “meant to comfort and 
give direction to bereaved parents”.  It is the true stories 
of 9 moms who are living through the death of their chil-
dren.  I thought of it as a documentary; a garden variety 
of ways that parents are dealing with this life that they 
never chose.  I am not sure that it is for the “freshly be-
reaved” ~ All I did was cry all the way through it.  BUT, it 
was a very, very GOOD BOOK.  It confirmed every emo-
tion, every experience that I was having.  It is a healing 
book, because it shows that no matter what you are feel-
ing, you aren’t the first person to experience this and you 
aren’t alone in your feelings.  Of all of the books I’ve read 
this was the most “in my face” – the most real- as hard 
as it is to read, it is the Reality that we all now deal with. 

Hard, but very helpful.   A very emotional book, but very 
validating.  With good ideas of what to do “afterwards”:  
one parent had an anniversary party and invited their 
child’s friends – some set up scholarships in memory of 
their child –some left their religion.  But is never 
preaches or says that “this is right” or “that is right”. Eve-
ryone has to find their own way. This is how some have. 
 

There are ten very real chapters, including THE FA-
THERS SPEAK and THE SIBLINGS SPEAK.  “Like” isn’t 
exactly the right word for a book that is so painfully real.  
But it is a GOOD BOOK to read. I would recommend it.♥ 

●●● 
Each day is a learning experience in a course we never signed 

up for, in a life we never anticipated.  Along the way we each 

have acquired some degree of healing, and we have reached a 

point in the road where we can now share what we have en-

dured.  We hope our stories will shed some light for others 

who find themselves walking the same dark path.” 
 

BEYOND TEARS 

●●● 
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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 con-
tribution 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 

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    �  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 
Please print this tribute: 
 

Special thanks to the generosity of  
 

♥  ♥  Michelle Herring, in Memory of her daughter, Jennifer BarnettMichelle Herring, in Memory of her daughter, Jennifer Barnett  

♥ Dave Evans, in Memory of his son, Ryan Evans♥ Dave Evans, in Memory of his son, Ryan Evans  

♥  Wayne Lucas, Columbia Ford, in Memory of Ryan Evans♥  Wayne Lucas, Columbia Ford, in Memory of Ryan Evans  

♥  Craig Gates, Columbia Ford, in Memory of Ryan Evans♥  Craig Gates, Columbia Ford, in Memory of Ryan Evans  

♥  ♥  Ray Coombs, Westminster Tool Inc.,Ray Coombs, Westminster Tool Inc., in Memory of Wayne Henri  & Ryan Evans in Memory of Wayne Henri  & Ryan Evans  

♥  SBM Charitable Foundation♥  SBM Charitable Foundation  
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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 in-
tensely 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 Com-
passionate 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! 

� � � � ♥  ���� 

Reminder!Reminder!Reminder!Reminder!    
Mature Siblings (12yr Mature Siblings (12yr Mature Siblings (12yr Mature Siblings (12yr ++++) are welcomed to ) are welcomed to ) are welcomed to ) are welcomed to 

join our TCF East Of The River CTjoin our TCF East Of The River CTjoin our TCF East Of The River CTjoin our TCF East Of The River CT    
Sibling Group at Chapter MeetingsSibling Group at Chapter MeetingsSibling Group at Chapter MeetingsSibling Group at Chapter Meetings    

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) 

be able to do so as well. 
 
As I said before, I don’t know what each of you is experi-
encing. I have no idea the depths to which your heart 
aches every day. I am fairly certain of one thing however. 
Those whom you grieve do not want your grief.  They 
want you to live. They want you to love. They want you to 
dance and laugh and bake cookies.  I am honoring the 
memory of my sister by living my life. So what if the recipe 
did not come out exactly right. I’m sure she’ll let me know 
what I did wrong when I see her. 
 
Finally, if you are a 52 year old who has lost your older 
sister after a long illness, and remember her singing off 
key and making the best filled cookies in the world – 
I know exactly how you feel. 
I know what you’re going through. 
Take care. ♥ 
 
“Vic “   Victor A. Birch, Carol’s  little brother 
TCF EOTR Advisory Board 

MY SISTER, CAROL 
(Continued from page 8) 

� � � � ♥  ���� 

"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 under-

stand 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 modera-

tors present.  Visit  www.compassionatefriends.org and click 

"Online Support" under "Resources" ♥ 

� ADDITIONAL ADDITIONAL ADDITIONAL ADDITIONAL SUPPORT SUPPORT SUPPORT SUPPORT RESOURCESRESOURCESRESOURCESRESOURCES�        
 

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! 
 

♥ The Anchor- a support group for those who have lost a 
 Loved one to suicide TheAnchor@snet.net 860-654-

0045 
 

♥ www.alivealive.org for parents with no living children 
 

♥ H.E.A.L. Helping Endure Infant Loss 860-679-2397 
 jrbennett@uchc.edu 
 

♥ Conn SIDS Alliance CTSIDS@aol.com 
 

♥ Suvivors of Homicide survivorsofhomicide.com 
 survivors@snet.net 888-833-4764 860-257-7388 
 

♥ Share Pregnancy & Infant Loss Support, Inc 
 Moosup 860-564-4633 
 

♥ Mary’s Place Windsor, CT - A place for kids who have 
 lost a parent or sibling  
 MarysPlaceCT.org         860-688-9621 
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Personal Message From BettiePersonal Message From BettiePersonal Message From BettiePersonal Message From Bettie----JeanneJeanneJeanneJeanne    

A couple of weeks ago, as I performed my morning torture of weighing in on Nintendo wii™ previous to 

ignoring my exercise that I should be doing for the day, but wouldn’t, the scale informed me that it was 

the 800th day since wii came to our lives.  800 Days. I remember the day it was given to us the Decem-

ber after Robbie died.   I turned to Jim and said “It’s been  almost a  year and 800 days since Robbie 

died …”  I was well aware that it was 38 months plus; just short of 39 months, but I didn’t know how 

many DAYS. 
 

I don’t count the days anymore. 
 

In that first year, I always knew exactly how many days, every day, that she was gone.  And because I 

have figured it out (there are Date–Duration Calendars on line that make the math so easy:  timeand-

date.com ) I know that on her 39 month anniversary, it was 1,186 days since she left the earth plane.  

And ten days later, on the day that we should be celebrating her  32nd birthday, it is 1,196 days.  But, I 

had to use the duration calculator to figure it out.  What I do remember is that she lived 10,493 days; or 

10,795 days if I count her seemingly-never-ending-10 month-throwing-up-everyday-pregnancy-from-hell  

(That I’d-relive in a second to have HER again!.  She loved to tease me about those most uncomfort-

able-for-me-ten months ~“I decided to live in, Mom!  Whaddya’ kick me out for!  It was warm, cozy and 

safe in there!”)   
 

Sometimes when I need to provide comfort to myself, I will figure out the percentage of time that she has 

been gone, compared to how long she was alive in my life.  On her birthday, March 14, 2012 she will 

have been gone from the earth plane only a mere 11% of the time that she lived.  I figure that I am 

“allowed” to be sad and grieve.  11% is such a small percentage to “get used to” being without her.  
 

But, mostly, I don’t count the days anymore. 
 

That isn’t to say that I have securely “found my footing” again after having life turned upside down, in-

side out, and shredded to barely recognizable bits.  I haven’t, quite… 

BUT there ARE CHANGESCHANGESCHANGES. 
 

I have found that I no longer sigh every few minutes, I am starting to sleep better (though not GOOD), I 

have longer periods of concentration, my memory is better than a year ago, there is less ”fog” and 

though I am not who-I-used-to-be and may never be again, I do laugh more honestly and feel less 

deeply sad all of the time.  The other day, I used the word “enjoy” to describe my day, and was shocked, 

not only to hear the word pass my lips again, but more so, to realize that I MEANT IT.  When we were 

working on our meeting room activity last month and checking off anything on the list that we had experi-

enced since the death of our loved one, I was amazed to find that though I had felt all but one of the AM 

I GOING CRAZY experiences, that many were no longer every day occurrences.  Change has been oc-

curring.  Living Life has been slowing resurfacing, though if you had asked me a year ago, I not only 

wouldn’t have thought that it was possible but I wouldn’t have wanted it.   I am still not embracing Life, or 

Joy, or able to Dance or wear funny shirts and hats (sorry to disappoint you, Daughter-Mine, but your 

death has broken me and rebuilding is monumental), but I do recognize that I AM GOING ON.  Life is 

continuing…and I am continuing all with it.  I still cry, but not every day.  I still long for her, but I am able 

to see beyond my own personal pain long enough to reach out to help, validate and comfort others.  I 

can smile and laugh when I tell her stories and look at her pictures.  I can remember Her Life, before I 

remember Her Death. 
 

When I wake up each morning, I still can’t look at the clock and sing the time followed by “And all is 

well.”  It still isn’t.  But I am no longer listening for her ring on my cell phone or waiting for her texts. 

Life continues to be a jumble. 

And not a day goes by that I don’t think about her, longing for her to be HERE. 

I may not always like them, but I don’t count The Days anymore. 

I guess that I am beginning to endure them….and maybe even, live  them.♥ 


