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MONTHLY MEETING:
Tuesday, February 16, 2016 at 7:00 P.M.
(Third Tuesday of Each Month)

Oscoda Baptist Church Multipurpose Lounge, 5589 N US 23, Oscoda, MI 48750
(any questions about meetings or location, please call 989 739-5672 -not the church-)
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.

A VALENTINE’S DAY WISH
How I wish I could bring our children back to us for
Valentine’s Day—24 hours we could spend telling our
children of our love.
But, alas, we are doomed to spend another Valentine’s
Day without our beloved children. Others who have not
lost a child, tend to take for granted these special days.
A card that says “I love you, Mom and Dad” should be
carefully folded and saved in a special place. All
too many parents consider these cards to be
renewable commodities. There’s no need to
save this one—“we’ll always get another
one next year.”
For many of us, next year came and
there was no card. Tears of sadness
replaced tears of joy on this special day.
But for many of us the memories remain
of those Valentine’s Days gone by. Because our child’s
love remains with us, our child will never truly be gone.
This year on Valentine’s Day, let us shed tears of joy that
we were given even a short time with our child—for this,
no matter how short, can never be taken from us.
Wayne Loder
TCF Lakes Area, MI

I will not hide my grief,
as I did not hide my love.
-Lindsey Henke

UPCOMING:
February 16 Meeting Topic:
Ten tricks your mind is playing on you
CHAPTER LEADERSHIP
Co-Leader - Fran Whitney
Co-Leader / Secretary - Charlie Negro
Treasurer - Jane Negro
Hospitality - Art Toppa
Outreach - Tracey Toppa

CONTACT INFORMATION
mail: TCF-Oscoda Area Chapter
PO Box 24, Oscoda, MI 48750
phone: 989-739-5672
email: TCF-Oscoda@charter.net
website: www.tcf-oscoda.org
facebook: The Compassionate Friends/Oscoda Area
REGIONAL COORDINATORS
Virginia Herrick
734-765-8401
Gail Lafferty
734-748-2514
Kathy Rambo
734-306-3930

7 THINGS I’VE LEARNED SINCE THE LOSS OF MY CHILD
by Angela Miller
Child loss is a loss like no other. One often misunderstood by many. If you love a
bereaved parent or know someone who does, remember that even his or her “good”
days are harder than you could ever imagine. Compassion and love, not advice, are needed.
If you’d like an inside look into why the loss of a child is a grief that lasts a lifetime, here is
what I’ve learned in my seven years of trekking through the unimaginable.
Î Love never dies.
There will never come a day, hour, minute or second I stop loving or thinking about my son. Just as parents of living
children unconditionally love their children always and forever, so do bereaved parents. I want to say and hear his name
just the same as non-bereaved parents do. I want to speak about my deceased children as normally and naturally as you
speak of your living ones.
I love my child just as much as you love yours– the only difference is mine lives in heaven and talking about him is
unfortunately quite taboo in our culture. I hope to change that. Our culture isn’t so great about hearing about children
gone too soon, but that doesn’t stop me from saying my son’s name and sharing his love and light everywhere I go. Just
because it might make you uncomfortable, doesn’t make him matter any less. My son’s life was cut irreversibly short,
but his love lives on forever. And ever.

Ï Bereaved parents share an unspeakable bond.
In my seven years navigating the world as a bereaved parent, I am continually struck by the power of the bond between
bereaved parents. Strangers become kindreds in mere seconds– a look, a glance, a knowing of the heart connects us,
even if we’ve never met before. No matter our circumstances, who we are, or how different we are, there is no greater
bond than the connection between parents who understand the agony of enduring the death of a child. It’s a pain we
suffer for a lifetime, and unfortunately only those who have walked the path of child loss understand the depth and
breadth of both the pain and the love we carry.

Ð I will grieve for a lifetime.
Period. The end. There is no “moving on,” or “getting over it.” There is no bow, no fix, no solution to my heartache.
There is no end to the ways I will grieve and for how long I will grieve. There is no glue for my broken heart, no exilir for
my pain, no going back in time. For as long as I breathe, I will grieve and ache and love my son with all my heart and
soul. There will never come a time where I won’t think about who my son would be, what he would look like, and how
he would be woven perfectly into the tapestry of my family. I wish people could understand that grief lasts forever
because love lasts forever; that the loss of a child is not one finite event, it is a continuous loss that unfolds minute by
minute over the course of a lifetime. Every missed birthday, holiday, milestone– should-be back-to-school school years
and graduations; weddings that will never be; grandchildren that should have been but will never be born– an entire
generation of people are irrevocably altered forever.
This is why grief lasts forever. The ripple effect lasts forever. The bleeding never stops.

Ñ It’s a club I can never leave, but is filled with the most shining souls I’ve ever known.
This crappy club called child loss is a club I never wanted to join, and one I can never leave, yet is filled with some of the
best people I’ve ever known. And yet we all wish we could jump ship– that we could have met another way– any other
way but this. Alas, these shining souls are the most beautiful, compassionate, grounded, loving, movers, shakers and
healers I have ever had the honor of knowing. They are life-changers, game-changers, relentless survivors and thrivers.
Warrior moms and dads who redefine the word brave.
Every day loss parents move mountains in honor of their children gone too soon. They start movements, change laws,
spearhead crusades of tireless activism. Why? In the hope that even just one parent could be spared from joining the
club. If you’ve ever wondered who some of the greatest world changers are, hang out with a few bereaved parents and
watch how they live, see what they do in a day, a week, a lifetime. Watch how they alchemize their grief into a force to
be reckoned with, watch how they turn tragedy into transformation, loss into legacy.
Love is the most powerful force on earth, and the love between a bereaved parent and his/her child is a lifeforce to
behold. Get to know a bereaved parent. You’ll be thankful you did.

Continued on page 4

OUR CHILDREN È

LOVED & REMEMBERED

FEBRUARY BIRTHDAYS AND REMEMBRANCES

LOVING LISTENER

MEETING TREATS

When you need a friend to talk to

Each month at our local meeting, we will celebrate the birth of our children
that were born that month. Treats will be provided. We want to celebrate
your child with you and get to know your child better. Feel free to bring
photos, mementos, anything you’d like to bring to share to celebrate the day
that brought so much joy in to your life.
Thanks to Jane & Charlie Negro (in memory of their son, Mark)
and Tracey & Art Toppa (in memory of their son, Derek)
for providing treats at our January meeting

If waiting until the next meeting is too long
and you want to talk, the following person
can be contacted.
Tracey Toppa, (989) 739-5672
Son, Sudden death (epilepsy)

The Compassionate Friends National Office
offers several closed Facebook groups to
connect with other bereaved parents,
grandparents, and siblings. The groups
supply support, encouragement, and friendship. A closed
group allows only those in the group to see what is posted whatever is shared, stays in the group.
The following are the closed groups presently available.
TCF - Loss of A Child
TCF - Loss to Substance Related Causes
TCF - Sibling Loss to Substance Related Causes
TCF - Loss to Suicide
TCF - Loss to Homicide
TCF - Loss to a Drunk/Impaired Driver
TCF - Loss to Cancer
TCF - Loss to Mental Illness
TCF - Loss of an Only Child/All Your Children
TCF - Infant and Toddler Loss
TCF - Loss to Miscarriage or Stillbirth
TCF - Loss of a Grandchild
TCF - Loss of a Stepchild
TCF - Men in Grief
TCF - Loss to Cancer
TCF - Loss of a Child with Special Needs
TCF - Loss to Long-term Illness
TCF - Crafty Corner
The Compassionate Friends Sounds of the Siblings
(for bereaved siblings)

GIFTS OF LOVE
A love gift is a gift of money to TCF, in honor of a child who has died.
It may be from parents, siblings,
an individual or a business who wants
to honor a relative or friend who has died.
Or simply from someone who wants to help in the work of TCF
Make checks payable to TCF Oscoda Area Chapter
Mail your donation and this form to PO Box 24, Oscoda, MI 48750
Donor’s Name
In Memory of
On the Occasion of
Message

Would you like a note sent to the family? O Yes O No
If yes, please provide the address:

“Not everyone understands how you can spin two lassos
at the same time, one of hope and one of grief.”
- Jodi Picoult

7 THINGS I’VE LEARNED SINCE THE LOSS OF MY CHILD (continued)
by Angela Miller
Ò The empty chair/room/space never becomes less empty.
Empty chair, empty room, empty space in every family picture. Empty, vacant, forever gone for
this lifetime. Empty spaces that should be full, everywhere we go. There is and will always be a
missing space in our lives, our families, a forever-hole-in-our-hearts. Time does not make the space
less empty. Neither do platitudes, clichés or well-wishes for us to “move on,” or “stop dwelling,” from well
intentioned friends or family. Nothing does. No matter how you look at it, empty is still empty. Missing is still missing.
Gone is still gone. The problem is nothing can fill it. Minute after minute, hour after hour, day after day, month after
month, year after heartbreaking year the empty space remains.
The empty space of our missing child(ren) lasts a lifetime. And so we rightfully miss them forever. Help us by holding the
space of that truth for us.

Ó No matter how long it’s been, holidays never become easier without my son.
Never, ever. Have you ever wondered why every holiday season is like torture for a bereaved parent? Even if it’s been 5,
10, or 25 years later? It’s because they really, truly are. Imagine if you had to live every holiday without one or more of
your precious children. Imagine how that might feel for you. It would be easier to lose an arm, a leg or two– anything—
than to live without your flesh and blood, without the beat of your heart. Almost anything would be easier than living
without one of more of your precious children. That is why holidays are always and forever hard for bereaved parents.
Don’t wonder why or even try to understand. Know you don’t have to understand in order to be a supportive presence.
Consider supporting and loving some bereaved parents this holiday season. It will be the best gift you could ever give
them.

Ô Because I know deep sorrow, I also know unspeakable joy.
Though I will grieve the death of my son forever and then some, it does not mean my life is lacking happiness and joy.
Quite the contrary, in fact, though it took awhile to get there. It is not either/or, it’s both/and. My life is more rich now. I
live from a deeper place. I love deeper still. Because I grieve I also know a joy like no other. The joy I experience now is
far deeper and more intense than the joy I experienced before my loss. Such is the alchemy of grief.
Because I’ve clawed my way from the depth of unimaginable pain, suffering and sorrow, again and again– when the joy
comes, however and whenever it does– it is a joy that reverberates through every pore of my skin and every bone in my
body. I feel all of it, deeply: the love, the grief, the joy, the pain. I embrace and thank every morsel of it. My life now is
more rich and vibrant and full, not despite my loss, but because of it. In grief there are gifts, sometimes many. These
gifts don’t in any way make it all “worth” it, but I am grateful beyond words for each and every gift that comes my way. I
bow my head to each one and say thank you, thank you, thank you. Because there is nothing– and I mean absolutely
nothing– I take for granted. Living life in this way gives me greater joy than I’ve ever known possible.
I have my son to thank for that. Being his mom is the best gift I’ve ever been given.
Even death can’t take that away.

SHUDDERING
In Roger Rosenblatt’s Kayak Morning: Reflections on Love, Grief and Small Boats, he writes, “Ginny tells me that
I sigh a lot. I was not aware of it. I don’t know what it means.” Dennis Apple noticed the sighs of his wife. His
book Life after the Death of My Son describes it this way: “from the other side of the bed, I would hear a sad
sigh, like a weary mountain climber picking up her heavy backpack and preparing to climb Mount Everest after
a sleepless night.”
I don’t sigh. I shudder. I looked it up. It means “to tremble with a sudden convulsive movement, as from horror, fear, or
cold.” Yes, that’s it. I glimpse a photograph out of the corner of my eye, or notice the circle of tall holly trees in the front
yard that my son used to call his “fort," or I’m attacked by an intrusive thought of the circumstances of his death. And I
shudder. It’s as though my body is trying to shake off the reality. It just can’t be; it just can’t be. My body is railing against
this awful truth, this unspeakable still somehow new truth. My son is gone. I shudder to think of it.
Peggi Johnson
TCF Arlington, VA

BOOK REVIEW

SIBLING CORNER

EDITOR’S NOTE: The Compassionate Friends has no religious affiliation.
All book reviews provided are for informational purposes only.
We encourage you to submit your own review of books that
you have felt has been helpful to you.

About What Was Lost
Twenty Writers on Miscarriage,
Healing, and Hope
Jessica Berger Gross (Editor)

In this intimate anthology, twenty writers
explore the grief and sadness—and
hope—that living through a miscarriage
can bring. Featuring such notable writers
as Pam Houston, Joyce Maynard, Caroline Leavitt, Susanna
Sonnenberg, and Julianna Baggott, among many others, About
What Was Lost is the only book that uses honest, eloquent,
and deeply moving narrative to provide much-needed solace
and support on the subject of pregnancy loss.
Today, as many as one in four pregnancies ends in miscarriage.
And yet, many women are surprised to find that instead of
simply grieving the end of a pregnancy, they feel as if they are
mourning the loss of a child. Taken aback by their sorrow, they
seek solace in similar perspectives—only to find that a silence
and lingering stigma surrounds the topic. Revealing a wide
spectrum of experiences and perspectives, this powerful
collection offers comfort and community for the millions of
women (and their loved ones) who experience this
all-too-common kind of loss every year.
AMAZON REVIEW:
“About What Was Lost begins a discussion that is long
overdue. So many women suffer in silence after a
miscarriage...How wonderful that we can now turn to the
pages of Jessica's anthology for much needed support. These
stories a varied and provide different perspectives but all
speak to the sacredness of womanhood. Excellent!” K. Lewis
“The experience of losing a pregnancy is painful and very
confusing. This book helped put words to so much of that
confusion and shared hope about how to move on with life. It
did not diminish the pain or sadness or any of the strange
complicated feelings that arise. I really appreciated the variety
of experiences related, even though not all were like my own.
This is the only book I've found on the topic that really gets to
the core of what it is really like. It helps too that the stories are
written by such great women writers.”
Jamie Goldenberg
This book is available in our chapter library...
If you are not an attending member you are welcome to
cyber visit our library - a complete listing is found on our website
www.TCF-Oscoda.org - click on Library Resources - then send an
email to TCF-Oscoda@charter.net and arrangements can be made
for you to borrow a library resource. Those in attendance are
encouraged to visit our library at our next meeting,
February 16

I REMEMBER YOU
I remember the way you laughed,
You meant so much to me
I remember the way you smiled,
You were the way a Christian should be
You were so smart,
Your presence could light up any room
We all miss you so much,
We wonder why you left so soon
Memories of you make me smile,
While others make me cry
I wish you could have stayed for one more day,
Now all I have is the question, "Why?"
The day that you were called
Was sad for everyone,
We tried and tried to save you
But nothing could be done
I know that you are in Heaven,
And I know that you are free
But when I'm sad I stop and wonder,
Do you remember me?
Now all that I have left,
Are memories of what you would do
Some are happy, some are sad,
But I remember you.
In memory of my brother, Dalton William Knauss 1984 - 1999
Sara Knauss * TCF, Phoenix, AZ

A PART OF ME
YOU were not just my brother,
but YOU were my friend.
YOU were supposed to be here always,
or till the world came to an end.
I know that we argued and seemed to disagree,
but I could always count on you to be there for me.
YOU may be gone from this world I see,
but you will always be a part of me.
Donna Montville
TCF, Siblings Group, Gardner, MA

LOVE GIFT RECEIVED:
Niki Kirkpatrick-Frost
in memory of her daughter
Katie Kirkpatrick

PO Box 24, Oscoda, MI 48750

The Compassionate Friends Credo
We need not walk alone. We are The Compassionate Friends. We reach
out to each other with love, with understanding, and with 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, just as your
hope becomes my hope. We come together from all walks of life, from
many different circumstances.

FEBRUARY 2016

We are a unique family because we represent many races, creeds, and
relationships. We are young, and we are old. Some of us are far along in
our 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, while 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 the children who have died.
We are all seeking and struggling to build a future for ourselves, but we
are committed to building a 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 to grieve
as well as to grow.
We Need Not Walk Alone.
We are The Compassionate Friends. ©2007 TCF

IF THIS IS YOUR FIRST NEWSLETTER
Those of you who are newly bereaved
and/or receiving our newsletter for the first time,
we warmly welcome you to The Compassionate Friends.
We are a self-help organization
of parents, grandparents and adult siblings
who have experienced the death of a loved one.
We offer understanding and support
through our monthly meetings, a lending library,
support materials and loving telephone listeners.
Please do not be afraid to come to a gathering.
Every other person in the room
has lost a child, grandchild or sibling.
They come because they feel the need
to be with someone else who understands.
We know it takes courage to attend that first gathering,
but those who do come find an atmosphere
of understanding from others who have experienced
the grief that you have now.
Nothing is asked of you.
There are no dues or fees and you do not have to speak.
There is a special feeling at meetings of
The Compassionate Friends.

We meet the third Tuesday of every month.
For more information: www.TCF-Oscoda.org

A PhD IN PAIN
I didn’t take an entrance examination.
I didn’t apply for admission. I didn’t
register for classes. I never completed
any assignments. I didn’t write or
defend a dissertation.
I didn’t wear a cap, gown, or hood at
graduation. I didn’t walk to “Pomp & Circumstance.”
I don’t have this diploma framed on my wall. I don’t
have letters I use after my name.
But my son died five years ago.
So, I have a PhD in Pain.
I never wanted one.
Peggi Johnson
TCF Piedmont Chapter, VA

We encourage you to submit
your own works of poetry or prose for our newsletter.
Submit to: TCF-Oscoda@charter.net

