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Changing of The Seasons
by D Barta
TCF Portland, OR

The summer heat is fading and the evenings begin to cool; autumn whispers in
the wind. Labor Day often signals the last “hurrah” for days off as school buses
resume their familiar routes and leaf gathering chores are added to our days.
In our journey towards recovery, there are also seasons. For many autumn is a
reflective time, when nature begins its own cycle of shutting down and dying.
A time of quiet melancholy may fill your heart. Distant shadows of the
approaching holidays begin to creep into your mind.
But if you look closely, you will notice autumn sings loudly her song of beauty
and rebirth. She puts on her finest wardrobe, filled with colors of warmth and
summer florals, but how beautiful and peaceful. I see autumn as a season of
inner strength, with roots reaching deep into the heart of the earth for
nurturing.
So as we gather leaves and find long forgotten jackets, my wish is that the
harsh edges of pain will begin to recede and your memories bring you warmth
and comfort.

Back to School and the
Grieving Heart
As I flip the calendar each year to
August, my stomach drops. Mattie died
on August 21, 2014. School started the
next week, though our lives did not carry
on as normal. So for the past two years,
the back to school swirl is a bit muddled for me. It is muddled with
memories of the most hellish time of my life, and it is muddled with
movies I play in my head of the should-have-beens.
My eyes are full of tears as I write this next sentence. This is the year
Mattie would have started Kindergarten. The lump in my throat will not
go away.
So as I get everyone new backpacks and lunch pails and school shoes
and first day of school outfits, as I buy pencils and notebooks and
folders, my heart will ache a whole lot that I am not throwing 4 of
everything in my cart.
And as I work really hard at making space for healing in my heart (and
friends, it is the hardest work I’ve ever done), I am reminded that Mattie
was always more of a teacher than a student.
So to my little teacher, my sweet boy, my steady joy,
I wish that I could lace up your high tops and tighten your tie. I wish
that I could order a Land’s End back pack embroidered
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with, “Mattie” because that’s what your brothers and your sisters all
toted through Kindergarten and beyond. I wish I could buy you crayons.
I wish I could take your picture on the first day of school with a little
sign that read, “Kindergarten.” I wish that I could follow you to school
and hide in the corner and watch every glorious moment of your first
day of school.
The thought of you, still leaves me breathless for a moment. But I inhale
with the very next thought because you taught me how to truly breathe.
Thank you, Brené Brown for so often putting into words what my heart
feels at its very core, “To love someone fiercely, to believe in something
with your whole heart, to celebrate a fleeting moment in time to fully
engage in a life that doesn’t come with guarantees- these are the risks
that often involve vulnerability and often pain. But, I am learning that
recognizing and leaning in to the discomfort of vulnerability teaches us
how to live with joy, gratitude and grace.”
And so to all of you, breathe in, love fiercely with your whole heart.
If you join me in walking into a new school year mourning another
missed milestone- crying in the Target school supply aisle, gasping
when you see another child’s photo on Facebook with a “Kindergarten”
sign, or standing at the window watching a school bus that will not pick
up your child- will you join me also in leaning into the discomfort of it
all so that we can all learn to live with much more joy, gratitude and
grace? It seems impossible doesn’t it? But I am telling you, it is
possible, and together with our shared vulnerability, we can rise, we can
heal.
To all of you, I challenge you to whole hearted, fierce love, even in the
midst of a world that is full of risk and pain. Let’s be vulnerable
together, lean in to it together, and be willing to truly learn the lessons
life is waiting to deliver. I have to believe that it is worth it. My life is
proof. I’ve walked the road of love poured out with no guarantees, and I
promise you, what I have gained far outweighs having not risked at all.
Much love,
Tracie
August 2016 This in a excerpt from Tracie’s Blog
Still Standing Magazine
To read this entire article go to
https://stillstandingmag.com/2016/08/12/22491/
***************************************************************
Grandparents Day Sunday September 8th
To the grandparents who have
lost a grandchild, your grief
doesn’t go unnoticed. You may be
holding your head high when the
world around you is breaking, but
we see you and we thank you for
your strength when we needed it
the most.

The Choice He Made: How
I Truly Feel After My Son’s
Suicide
I am more than aware of the negative
connotations society pus on the infamous
“S word” and mental health overall, so it
may be hard for some to fathom that I
can without a doubt say that I harbor no
shame or emabarrassment for how my
child left this earth.
He is and will always be my son, and I
will always love him unconditionally.
Since the day he chose to end the life he
had here, I’ve experienced the hushed
voices, ignorant comments from some
about hos that could ever happen to
them, and many awkward conversations
with so many.
He was loved. He knew it.
The hard fact is I didn’t choose this for
him, but he made this choice and I have
always and still remain strong in
respecting and supporting him. That
doesn’t stop just because I don’t agree or
understand this particualr choice he
made, sas there were many that I didn’t
understand over the course of his life.
Bottom line is there’s no need for
awkwardness or concern over saying his
name. I welcome it because I talk about
him all the time, as any parent does. I
am proud of him..I am his mother…
Briana Morgan
You can read this complete article at
https://stillstandingmag.com/2019/06/11/
the-choice-he-made-how-i-truly-feelafter-my-sons-suicide/
September 10th
World Suicide Prevention Day
Light a candle near a window at 8 PM to
show your support for suicide prevention
to remember a lost loved one and for the
survivors of suicide.

“You Need Not Walk Alone”

What it?
T.F. McCray
TCF Posted 12/28/2018

We followed a silver Mustang to New York on Friday. My mother and I. Traveling from my home farther south. The boys
buckled tightly in the back. It had black stripes on the hood and the windows were too dark to see inside. Like his.
We joined minds, spoke without speaking, and imagined the unimaginable. That he was still here. That it was his. His
Mustang, zipping up and down the Belt Parkway in Canarsie, in Flatbush, in his Brooklyn. Visiting this and that, here and
there, blasting his music, picking up the pieces, the bits, for the collection, for his soul. We imagined, jointly. It’s like we
both heard the whisper; a soft, silent whisper, “What if?”
“What if?” it said.
What if October 22, 2009, never was? The cloudless sky on that sunny, sorrowful, unexpected day. The day my brother’s
soul ended its tangible journey beside us. The day that concluded us as we were and began us as we are.
“What if?” we whispered. He whispered.
What if . . . he was here all along? What if it was as simple as catching up to him on his drive? What if we would find him
watching a waterfall in Saratoga? Eating a Klondike bar in Elmont? Outside of a repair shop, getting a car service that took
a little too long. Or what if we found him parked in my mother’s driveway in Queens at home? At home . . .
What if we had just been blinded by a bizarre streak of glaring sunlight? Cast from a low-flying plane? It was possible
because we grew up by the airport. What if we had missed him standing there all along, and that man we watched leave us
on 10/22 wasn’t my brother at all? It was someone else’s brother, someone else’s son, someone else’s . . .
What if when the glare cleared he would appear? Smirking. Buffing a small fingerprint from his side-view mirror and
walking over to us with his heavy steps to make some joke about the latest current event. What if we had another chance to
kiss his warm cheeks and cover him in our embrace? Make my mother smile again . . . from the inside? What if he could
tickle my sons and meet my dear Wesley, his namesake?
We raced alongside that silver Mustang. Watching and waiting, wondering and willing, wondering and willing . . . life. We
wondered, What if? We tried desperately to mask the quick sounds of our breaths as we chased this dream. We chastised
our souls for wanting to bound toward him and dance in the unimaginable. To morph what wasn’t into what is, and make
this impossible our possible. But it wasn’t . . .
The universe curses us with unexplained gifts.
That driver snuck off at an exit before we could see for ourselves, before we could answer, before we could reason . . . but
left us . . . imagining, even for that moment, that second, in that small sliver of unmovable, imaginable, glorious, beautiful
space . . . What if?

Remembrances
Birthdays
September
Drew Alan Preston

October
Audree Ball

October
Amanda Grace
Wilkinson

September
Andrew Carroll

September
Kyra Janell Goodman
Swiatek

October
Jerry Brunk

October
April White

The mission of The Compassionate Friends: When a child dies, at any age, the
family suffers intense pain and may feel hopeless and isolated. The
Compassionate Friends provides highly personal comfort, hope, and support to
every family experiencing the death of a son or a daughter, a brother or a sister,
or a grandchild, and helps others better assist the grieving family.

Memory Garden
At
Mark’s Park

Support
The Compassionate Friends
Of Oscoda Area 2440
When you shop at smile.amazon.com
Amazon donates
Go to: http://smile.amazon.com/ch/352493920

iGive is an amazingly simple, no cost to you, donation
platform. Check it out at
https://igive.com/TheCompassionateFriendsofOscodaArea

Check out the over 1,000 on-line stores that when you
shop donate money to TCF

2019 TCF Oscoda Area
2nd Tuesday of each month
September 10

Calendar of Events

https://www.igive.com/html/merchantlist2.cfm

7:00 pm @ Sacred Heart Church Family Center,

Oscoda, MI

Dealing with Grief Constructively
Realize how destructive grief can be and hear some suggestions that others have found to deal with their
grief constructively.

September 14 10:00 am
October 8

Walk to Remember - Community Activity

Memory Garden

The Storm
This activity will compare the grief journey to that of a boat trying to make progress in a storm.

November 12

Candle Making activity
We will make candles to share with attendees of the WW Candle Lighting

World Wide Candle Lighting – Community Activity

December 8

6:45 pm

December 10

Celebrate our CHILDREN / Bring your child’s favorite snack to share with the group
An informal gathering of sharing and celebrating our children.

Check out our website www.tcf-oscoda.org facebook https://www.facebook.com/thecompassionatefriends.oscoda/

