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8701 36th Ave N
New Hope, MN 55427

We Need Not Walk Alone

Meeting Schedule
We meet 7:00–8:30 pm on the third
Monday of each month.
St. Joseph Parish Community
8701 36th Ave N
New Hope, MN 55427
Corner of 36th Ave N & Boone Ave N

Bereaved Sibling Group Meeting
We are proud to have a Sibling Loss
Facilitator at our Minneapolis Chapter. The
relationship we have with our brother or
sister is supposed to be a lifelong one and
when cut short it is devastating. We invite
all siblings 16 and older to join us monthly
for support in dealing with your grief.
Siblings meet separately, but at the same
location and time as our Chapter meeting.

Monday, February 20
“A Journey - Death of a Sibling and
Myths about Grief”
Maggie Bauer, Certified Grief Recovery
Specialist shares her insight.

Monday, March 20
“Meaningful Memories”
We’ll share creative ideas how to honor,
stay connected to, and preserve memories
of our child, grandchild or sibling.

Monday, April 17
“Women to the Left; Men to the Right”

The Compassionate Friends is a selfhelp organization offering friendship,
understanding, and hope to bereaved
families. Anyone who has experienced the death of a child at any age,
from any cause, is welcome. Our
meetings give parents the opportunity to talk about their child and feelings as they go through the grieving
process. Our meetings are also open
to grandparents, older siblings, and
extended family. There are no
membership dues. There is no
religious affiliation.
When a child dies, at any age, the
family suffers intense pain and may
feel hopeless and isolated. The
Mission of The Compassionate
Friends is to provide highly personal
comfort, hope, and support to every
family experiencing the death of a
son or daughter, a brother or sister,
or a grandchild, and helps others
better assist the grieving family.
The Secret of TCF's Success
is Simple: As seasoned grievers reach
out to the newly bereaved, energy
that has been directed inward begins
to flow outward, and both are helped
to heal.

Grief is unique to each individual. We will
break into groups by gender for sharing.

To Our New Members: Coming to your
first meeting is the hardest thing to
do. But, you have nothing to lose, and
much to gain. Try not to judge your
first meeting as to whether or not TCF
will work for you. The second, third, or
fourth meeting might be the time you
find the right person…or just the right
words spoken that will help you in
your grief work.
To Our Members Further Down
the ‘Grief Road’: We need your
encouragement and your support.
Each meeting, we have new parents.
Think back, what would it have been
like for you at your first meeting if
there had not been any TCF
“veterans” to welcome you and share
your grief?
About
Our
Meetings:
Please
don’t
stay away from
a
meeting
because
the
scheduled topic
does
not
interest you. At each meeting there
will be time to discuss and share
whatever is on your mind. We
welcome your participation, but it is
not required.
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You’ll find back issues of newsletters, links
to other grief support groups, and more.
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Our Local Chapter Is On Facebook.
Join our private community
online. Log onto Facebook
and find us by searching:
The Compassionate Friends
of Minneapolis.

National Organization Resources
may be found by visiting:
www.compassionatefriends.org
Click "Find Support" tab.
• National Magazine, We Need Not
Walk Alone®
• Monthly E-Newsletter
• Online Grief-Related Webinar Series
• Online Support Community
• Facebook Closed (Private) Groups
TCF/USA National Facebook Page
www.facebook.com/TCFUSA
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MINNEAPOLIS CHAPTER INFO
TELEPHONE: (612) 444-1301
EMAIL: tcf.mpls@gmail.com
Minneapolis Chapter Leader
Monica Colberg
Treasurer
John Jordan
Newsletter Editor & Co-Leader
Gloria Jordan
tcf.mpls.editor@gmail.com
Database Coordinator
Mary Jo Peterson

SURROUNDING AREA ADDITIONAL CHAPTERS
The St. Paul Chapter
Meets at Beaver Lake Lutheran
Church at 2280 Stillwater Ave. in
Maplewood.
Second Thursday each month, 7 pm.
Sandy, (651) 528-6073
Cathy, (651) 459-9341
The Rockford Chapter
Meets at Our Father’s Lutheran
Church at 3900 Gilbert Ave SE.
Fourth Tuesday of each month, 7 pm.
Sandy, (763) 843-8685

The Monticello Chapter
Meets at St. Henry’s Catholic Church at
1001 7th St. E in Monticello.
Second Monday of the month, 7 pm.
Beth Hill, (763) 295-3610.
The South of the River Chapter
Meets at Shepherd of the Valley
Lutheran Church at 12650 Johnny
Cake Ridge Rd., Apple Valley.
Third Tuesday each month, 7 pm.
Susan, (651) 683-9236

Webmaster
Charlie Brown

Save the Date: 2017 TCF National Conference

Facebook Page Administrator
Lisa Gross Crees

Hilton Orlando Bonnet Creek in Orlando, Florida, will be the
site of the 40th Annual National Conference

Hospitality Coordinator
Gail Hokemeir
Sibling Facilitator
Maggie Bauer
Steering Committee Meetings
Held quarterly to plan events and Chapter
direction. Next meeting: April 14.
NATIONAL OFFICE
Toll Free: 1-877-969-0010
TCF National Office
PO Box 3696
Oak Brook, IL 60522
E-mail:
nationaloffice@compassionatefriends.org
www.compassionatefriends.org
Facebook: www.facebook.com/TCFUSA
Twitter: https://twitter.com/TCFofUSA
REGIONAL COORDINATOR
Cathy Seehuetter: 651-459-9341
Email: peachy3536@comcast.net

Articles printed in this newsletter reflect the
author’s personal views, and not necessarily
the opinion of the newsletter editor or
The Compassionate Friends.

July 28-30, 2017
Conference Registration and Hotel Reservations are expected
to open February 15. For updates with details, visit the
national website as well as www.facebook.com/TCFUSA.
Come and be a part of this heartwarming experience.

Love Gifts
LOVE GIFTS are tax-deductible donations given in memory of our children or other
loved ones by family or friends who wish to support The Compassionate Friends.
There are no dues or membership fees. All contributions are voluntary.
Our Minneapolis Chapter depends solely on donations to fund our activities and
special events such as the Candle Lighting and Balloon Release, room rental,
speakers, meeting supplies, lending library, printing and mailing the quarterly
newsletter, outreach materials, and more.
The chapter leadership is grateful for your contributions of any amount. The
following donations by check were received recently. In addition, thank you for the
anonymous cash offerings from recent events.
Donation In Memory of:
Ashton Faye Anderson
Chris
David Lindgren
Kristin Reller
Lauren
Leon
Sadie
Carissa
Vincent
Kendra
Adam Schneider
Daniel
Jeanne
Ron
Jenna
Brooklyn
Michelle Franta
Tara Engman
Tara Engman
Tara Engman
David
Keith Rosenwinkel
Frank
Caitlin Higgins

by TCF Members/Family
Sharon & Scott Anderson
Mary Bauer
Janet & Jeff Bowers
Sue Byrnes
Peter & Dawn Duwenhoegger
Flipper Filipiak
Dani Hanson
Linda Hayen
Jeff Lewis
Tom, Terri & Cole Lindfors
Rhoda Michaelynn
Audrey Nelson
Steve & Anne Platt
Sharon Reinert
Jay Rietmulder
Steve & Anne Roderick
Lynn Sedman
Leslie Smith
Fred & Faye Specter
Dave & Lori Swartz
Selma Twigg
Wanda VonHoltum
Mary Weber
Jeff Weihe
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Dedicated to the
One We Love

Lauren
1991 - 2015

My little sister Lauren was the favorite.
Growing up, she had a little bit of a mouth on
her. One day, my dad had enough. He told
Lauren that if she kept swearing like that, he
was going to put soap in her mouth. She kept
swearing or else this story wouldn't be going
anywhere. My dad walked over to Lauren with
a bottle of liquid hand soap in his hands.
Lauren started screaming saying she wasn't
getting the soap.
My dad, out of love and favoritism of his baby
girl, grabbed me and said, "See Lauren, it's
not that bad," as he proceeded to squirt the
liquid soap into my mouth. It was TERRIBLE,
and Lauren laughed. Liquid soap goes everywhere and the taste in your mouth lasts a
VERY long time.
Lauren never got any soap in her mouth.
EVER. My little sister Lauren was the favorite.
Zachary
Mom, dad, and big brothers, Zachary and
Aaron, miss their “favorite” daughter and
little sister every day.
Editor’s Note: We appreciate
Lauren Duwenhoegger’s
family for their donation
towards the printing
and mailing of our
newsletter, and are
happy to dedicate this
issue to lovely Lauren.
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Minneapolis Leadership Transition
In the fall of 2006, a trio of brave women stepped forward to continue making the
Minneapolis Chapter a welcoming presence for families grieving the loss of a child at
any age, from any cause. Carol Hawk and Monica Colberg became co-leaders, with
Linda Hayen producing the newsletter. Steven Hawk continued his role of Treasurer,
with Monica later accepting the position.
For ten years, Carol has been a warm, welcoming face to newly bereaved families.
Effective March 1, she is stepping aside to allow others to continue this healing
tradition. Her attention to detail and talents for planning our major events will ensure
the smooth transition of leadership. Monica Colberg has agreed to be our Chapter
Leader, having served as co-leader alongside Carol for as many years. Gloria Jordan will
assist Monica as co-leader and continue as Newsletter Editor. Monica’s Treasurer
duties will be assumed by John Jordan. We appreciate John’s desire to become more
active in our Chapter’s leadership team.
Our Minneapolis Chapter is fortunate to have assembled an active Steering Committee
over the past few years. Once Carol shared her plans with us, the committee began
collaborating on the transition details. One of the strategies was to outline tasks that
could be delegated, utilizing our talented pool of enthusiastic volunteers.
We added the following positions, and applaud everyone’s willingness to contribute to
our Chapter’s mission: Co-Librarians, Tasha Feigh & Pat Brown; Donor Appreciation,
Pat Reller; Special Events, Carol Hawk; Button Maker, Winston Peterson; New Member
Packets, Mary Feigh. They join our current volunteer roster: Hospitality, Gail Hokemeir;
Database, Mary Jo Peterson; Webmaster, Charlie Brown; and Facebook, Lisa Crees.
The adage, the more you give the more you receive – it’s true. Volunteering is a heartwarming experience, one that should be shared.

Carol Hawk Reflects on Decade of Service
My husband Steven and I came into TCF in October 2001 after
the death of our son Matthew. We soon found out it was a
place to share our child because everyone understood.
Throughout these past fifteen years we received great support
through all the ups and downs.
During my ten years of Chapter leadership it gave us comfort to
give back to all the new members walking through the doors every
month. We have made many lasting friendships. Now is the time to pass on
the torch to others so they also may have the chance to experience firsthand the
healing that comes from helping. I thank all the members in our Minneapolis chapter
for the love and kindness they have shown me.
Carol Hawk, TCF, Minneapolis, MN

Long Overdue Expression of Thanks!
It has come to my attention that we owe some “atta girl” shout-outs in appreciation
of a few volunteers.
Lynn Hartman joined us in 2011 as a bereaved aunt eager to learn how she could
help her family after the accidental death of her nephew, Drew. She immediately
put her diverse talents to work helping with the 2011 National Conference held in
MN. For several years, she efficiently managed our Database with a keen eye for
detail. She spearheaded the introduction of our new Facebook page and managed
its activity. We are very grateful to Lynn for sharing her many skills with our Chapter.
When Lynn stepped down after four years of dedicated service, Mary Jo Peterson
agreed to take on managing our Database. Mary Jo is an active member of our
Steering Committee, and honors her daughter Elsey’s memory with her service.
Lisa Crees joined our Chapter after the death of her daughter, Juli. Soon after, she
came forward when our Webmaster position opened up, and also assumed the
Facebook tasks after Lynn’s departure. We are happy to have creative Charlie
Brown back in the director’s chair, lending his expertise to our web site.
Our chapter has a strong volunteer spirit at work, and we are truly grateful to all the
individuals who help in any way, big or small, behind the scene or at the front line.
We apologize for the tardiness of this thank you, and didn’t intend to slight any
volunteer’s contribution towards the important work of helping our Chapter thrive.
Gloria Jordan,
Newsletter Editor, TCF, Minneapolis, MN
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Mrs. Butterworth Original

The Storm of Grief

Every supermarket decision has a family memory connected to it. You’d never
expect a package of spaghetti or a can of creamed corn to leave you crying in
the aisle at the store. ~Excerpt from When There Are No Words (By Charlie Walton)
Every parent who has lost a child knows these words to be true. Whether it is a
baby food or a toddler’s newly discovered favorite, junk food for teenagers, or an
adult child’s old-time favorite, the grocery store can be a rough trip.
I lost my son Stephen, when he was 18, so it was the junk food—potato chips,
Funyuns, French bread for pizzas, Ragu sauce, pepperoni, Cheetos, cheese
bread, cereal of all kinds, Chex Mix, and so on that haunted me and made me
not want to grocery shop.
But it was the golden face of Mrs. Butterworth that brought me to my knees.
As I stared in horror at her face, I remembered sticky little handprints on the wall
when the highchair had been just a little too close; I remembered a chubby little
toddler sitting next to me at the table, talking seriously, his blue eyes wide.
“I sink I saw her wink at me,” he said of Mrs. Butterworth, sounding a little
like Tweety Bird. “Really?” I asked. Mrs. Butterworth always winked on the
commercial—she seemed quite lifelike. I took Mrs. Butterworth and made her
walk toward his plate. She tripped when she was just the right distance from his
plate, and syrup spilled from her head right onto his pancakes. He looked at me,
and I saw it coming in his eyes—laughter. There is something so precious about
a toddler’s laughter. It seems to start deep within and rolls from their chest until
they lose their breath. He cackled, he gasped, his body shook with laughter as
Mrs. Butterworth regained her footing and said, “Oh, my—silly me!” He laughed
even more.
Thereafter, Mrs. Butterworth made a ritual of tripping and spilling syrup onto his
pancakes. Sometimes she let out a shriek as she fell; other times she would say
something about how clumsy she was or how she had tripped over her apron.
Whatever she did, he rolled.
When Stephen was 15, the two of us often shared a quick breakfast before
rushing out the door. He usually ate pancakes that he cooked for himself now,
and I joined him for a granola bar and a Diet Coke. I was lost in thought one
morning, a particularly stressful day ahead of me, when out of the corner of my
eye, I saw Mrs. Butterworth come walking toward me. She was helped by a hand
as big as mine with slender fingers wrapped around her base. “So—how have
you been?” she asked in a voice that tried to sound feminine but came out a
little like a drag queen. She tripped suddenly and screamed in apparent horror.
“Oh, crap!” she said as she stood back up. It may be the only time that
Mrs. Butterworth has ever said crap—I’m not sure. I laughed until I was sick and
left for work with a smile in my heart. But now, I did not laugh when I saw her
face. I cried. Other shoppers probably thought I was insane. I walked away. I
couldn’t look at her. Cheetos and Funyuns and potato chips had already
stabbed at me over on aisle four, Captain Crunch had almost tripped me, the
Tombstone Pizzas had made me as cold as they were in the freezer just to look
at them, but the little golden-faced lady broke my heart.
For the next four years, I had a peculiar interest in shortening and oil—you see,
they were across the aisle from Mrs. Butterworth, and I had to keep my back to
her. She was an old friend, but I couldn’t face her. Just last week, I felt Mrs.
Butterworth’s stare on my back as I once again stared at the Wesson and the
Crisco. I dared not turn and peek at her. She boasted of lowering the calories—
so she, too, understood being mid-forties, huh? I dared to turn a little more to
fully face the little lady who had meant so much to Stephen and me. The tears
came, but a smile came with them. The memories that the golden face evoked
were gentle, worth remembering forever. Older grief is, indeed, kinder.
I put her in my shopping cart and took her home with me. She stands on one of
the top shelves in the kitchen, guarding my granola bars and my memories…
handprints on a wall, a toddler’s laughter, a teenager making his stressed
mom laugh.
And, Stephen—you know, buddy, I think I saw her wink at me.
Marcia Carter

It comes like a huge thunderbolt―shocking and
deafening you to all else around you. Suddenly the
world that had been so bright is black and
desolate. There seems to be no hope.
The tears come like torrential rains. The winds of
reality come and you are torn by the pains and
fears caused by the storm. Even when the tears
stop for a while, the dark clouds loom over you,
threatening you with more tears and more pain.
Most passersby can‘t help you through the storm
because they have never been caught in one like
it- and some don‘t seem to care. There are a few
who will reach out their hand and try to pull you
from the storm, but the storm must be endured.
And then there are the special ones―the ones who
are willing to walk with you through the storm.
Usually these are people who have been there
before and know the storm can be survived.
After a time, the torrential rains turn to slow
showers, and the then the showers come less
often. But the clouds don‘t go away. The sadness
and pain remain, but they become more bearable.
Eventually, as the clouds begin to part, there may
even be a rainbow―a sign of hope. And as the sun
begins to shine a little more, flowers of memory
will be enjoyed. I don‘t think the showers will ever
end, but I believe, as they
get farther apart, the sky will
get bluer; we will see more
rainbows; and the flowers
will bloom more and more.
Perhaps it is even good to
have a shower now and
then―to cleanse our souls
and to revive those special
flowers of memory.
Mary Jo Pierce
TCF, Tuscaloosa, AL

Marcia Carter is a member of the Marietta, GA chapter, TCF national conference
presenter, and author of Stephen’s Moon. Her son, Stephen Beam, died in a car
accident at the age of 18 in 1997.

Spring Waiting
Winter‘s end is almost here.
Crocus struggle in the snow.
Sunlight has a softer glow.
Is the winter long this year?
Spring
Not to
But to
Spring

waits, watching for a cue...
rush your grief away.
be there, when you say,
is waiting, friend, for you.

Find a little time for Spring,
Even if your days are troubled.
Let a little sunshine in
Let your memories be doubled.
Take a little time to see
All the things your child was seeing–
And your tears will help your heart
Find a better time for being.
—Sascha Wagner
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Our Children Remembered…on Their Birthdays
Loved…Missed…Forever in Our Hearts

February
CHILD
Emily
J. D.
Zachary
Ian Stevens
Steven Eric Hanson
Elyse Mary Stern
Corey Fetzer-Londer
Charlotte
Jonathan Jeffrey
Kapra Merideth Quain
Brianna Hager
Brianna Hager (Granddaughter)
Alice
Christopher Bormann
Claire Richards
Malia
Mark Blaska
Troy Perron
Michael Gebhard
Noah Tweed
Kevin Williams
Kevin Williams (Brother)
Amanda
Lori Jensen
Harriet
Chris (Brother)
Christopher
Aiden
Paul Just

April
MEMBER
Jae Germond
Cathy Bailly
Lauren & Michael O'Neil
Kristine & Dale DeWitt
Meg Hanson
Robin Stern
Cheryl Fetzer
Jon & Angie Downing
Glenn & Linda Jeffrey
Mary Quain
Valerie & Rob Hager
Marge & Paul Modell
Suzanna Bess & Carrie Johnson
Susan Bormann
Gail Manning & David Richards
Alisa Matteson
Karen Blaska-Morrow
Gin Perron
Allan & Evelyn Gebhard
Dennis & Sandee Tweed
Shirley Williams
Kim Williams
Dave & Deb Nordgaard
Christine Jensen
Stephen & Fiona Burgdorf
Maggie Bauer
Mary & Bruce Bauer
Mary Sullivan
Kelly Barrett

March
CHILD
Henry Persson
Zachary
Joe Sicherman
Renee
Adam
Cassie Nicole Turner
Danielle
Danielle (Granddaughter)
John Michael Morgan (brother)
Jehangir (J.J.) Merchant
Christopher
Jesse Meyers
Bridgette
Roan
Ashley Cochran
Alexander

MEMBER
Emily Persson
Darcie Rummel
Al Sicherman
Pat & Roy Schulz
Kathryn & Waters
Gail Turner
Jeannie & Darin Guckeen
Irene Guckeen
Jane Morgan
Pheroza Merchant
Lynnette Orkin
Sandra Bouressa
Tom Twining
Sang, Zoe & Jude Tran
Lisa Cochran
Susan & Ed Herrmann

CHILD
Chad Goodspeed (sibling)
Chad Goodspeed
Wyatt Mitchell Olig
Ashley
Haylie
Michael
Matthew (Matt)
Alex Fischer
Sofia Buxton Anderson
Owen
Mark Frain (sibling)
Mark Frain

MEMBER
Brenna Goodspeed
Betty Udseth
Katherine Olig
Michon Jenkin
Alyssa Bjorklund
Jean Shilinski
Stephen & Carol Hawk
Becky Reese
Molly Remington
Sarah & Tim Stuewe
Michael & Terri Frain
Donna Frain

Birthday Table
Birthdays are given special recognition at our monthly
meetings. During your child’s birthday month, you are
invited to bring photos and memorabilia to share and
display on our Birthday Table. Some like to sign up to
bring a favorite snack or treat (even birthday cake) to
celebrate the birthday of their child.

Valentine Message
I send this message to my child
Who no longer walks this plane,
A message filled with love
Yet also filled with pain.
My heart continues to skip a beat
When I ponder your early death.
As I think of times we’ll never share
I must stop to catch my breath.
Valentine’s Day is for those who love
And for those who receive love, too.
For a parent the perfect love in life
Is the love I’ve given you.
I’m thinking of you this day, my child,
With a sadness that is unspoken
As I mark another Valentine’s Day
With a heart that is forever broken.
In Memory of my son, Todd Mennen
Annette Mennen Baldwin
TCF/Katy, TX

_
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Our Beloved Children…in Our Hearts Always
especially during the Remembrance Month of their death.

March (continued)

February
CHILD
Chad
Kelly Ann
Tommy
Krista Anne
Sarah Tilman
Zachariah Paul Benjamin Muonio
Mitch (Sibling)
Aaron
Ben Freidson (Brother)
Benjamin Freidson
Michael Gebhard
Alice
Jeremy Klein
Jeremy Klein
Elsey
Sadie Hanson (Daughter)
Alex
John Alexander (Jay)
Zachary
Persephonee
Christopher

MEMBER
Gayle Brus
Theresa Nichols
Sheryl Hutton
Mae & Bob Malmquist
Cathie Tilman
Michael & Anita Muonio
Rachel Shapiro
Deb & Darryl Christensen
Debe Fefferman
Judy Freidson
Allan & Evelyn Gebhard
Suzanna Bess & Carrie Johnson
Jeanne Klein
Chris Klein
Mary Jo & Winston Peterson
Dani Hanson
Chuck & Trudi Campbell
John Schafer
Lauren & Michael O'Neil
Chris & Amee Banks
Lynnette Orkin

March
CHILD
Henry Persson
Abigail Grace
Missy
Missy (Sister)
Juli Elisabeth
Juli Elisabeth (Sister)
Juliette
Jory Day-Monroe (Sister)
Jory Day-Monroe (Grandchild)
John Alden
Keith Rosenwinkel
Daniel Weyrauch
Jaden Dallas Dalton
Michelle Franta (Sister)
Michelle Marie Franta
Ben Alden
Kendra
Jonathan Jeffrey
Brenden
Shayde Erin Rudenick
Melissa Roeser
Nicole Jean Gallery
Lauren
Grayson Jett
Lauren
Ross Alvin Joseph Stenerson
Barrett Ugland
Haylie
Alex Fischer

MEMBER
Emily Persson
Tom & Christina Monroe
Mary Feigh
Tasha Feigh
Lisa & Steve Crees
Melissa & Michael Crees
Nancy Kilhan
Seaira Garcia
Mary Klingelhoets
Mary & John Alden
Wanda VonHoltum
Lori & Rick Weyrauch
karren Gray
Jeff & Melia Liedman
Lynn & Stan Liedman
Mary & John Alden
Tom & Terri, & Cole Lindfors
Glenn & Linda Jeffrey
Tammy Sperr
Steve Rudenick
Marilyn & Steve Dahlmeier
Janna Gallery
Nancy Riesgraf
Brian & Jennifer Jett
Dawn & Peter Duwenhoegger
Barbara Stenerson
Renee Forst
Alyssa Bjorklund
Becky Reese

CHILD
MEMBER
Gregory Sather
Nancy Sather
Gregory Sather (Brother)
Eric Sather
Brianna Hager
Valerie & Rob Hager
Brianna Hager (Grandchild)
Marge & Paul Modell
Daniel Hinschberger (Brother) Anna & Todd Lundblad
Daniel Hinschberger
Linda Schaeffer
Jordan
Leslie Holt
John Michael Morgan (Brother) Jane Morgan
Adam Iesh
Deanna Iesh
Mandy
Don & Connie Lundholm
Elyse Mary Stern
Robin Stern

April
CHILD
Zachary
Danielle
Danielle (Granddaughter)
John Pecknik (Brother)
Spencer Johnson
Noah Tweed
Michael Habte
Matthew
Jenna Rietmulder
Paul Just
Molly
Joseph Daniel Muonio
Calob
Kevin Williams
Brianna Leigh
Vincent
Sarah
Amanda
Jelani
Javi
Andrew
Gregory Sather (Brother)
LisaBeth McCabe
Hallie
Dominic
Owen
Corey

MEMBER
Connie Theis
Jeannie & Darin Guckeen
Irene Guckeen
Jeanne Klein
Ann Perry
Dennis & Sandee Tweed
Debra Hudson
Michael Wolfson
Jay & Holli Rietmulder
Kelly Barrett
Pat, Charlie & Tyler Brown
Michael & Anita Muonio
Jessica Bartram
Shirley & Kim Williams
Brenda vanAsch
Jeff Lewis
Jane Ramerth & Marc Friedman
Dave & Deb Nordgaard
Alyce Hamilton
Renee & Ricardo Moron
Gail Archer
Joelle & Paul Valentini
William & Betty McCabe
Todd & Kathy Brown
Aaron Cepeda
Sarah & Tim Stuewe
Mary Feigh

"Compassion born of grief and pain is the purest of all.
It is the ones who don't get to stay who continue to
teach us that giving back is what truly matters
the most. Our tears will not be wept in silence nor
our sorrows borne in the darkness alone."
Mandy K. Ford, “Winter Memories”
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They Call It a “Journey”
I am trying to understand why so many people call our new state of
life a “Journey.” This word doesn’t seem to capture what we are
going through. Querying “journey” on The Compassionate Friends
web site brings up 77 different references. Webster’s defines
“journey” as “the travel or passage from one place to another…
travel over or through.”
Does this definition imply that the traveler gets to a destination?
Our journey began at a place called, “Every
Parent’s Worst Nightmare.” A place we never
dreamed of being and worked to avoid at all
costs…to a place that seems undefined…to a
place some of us might not reach....to a place
where we can rest…to a place where we can
manage life’s continuous hum.
At the beginning we are covered by a heavy cloak of overwhelming
sadness and pain. Feeling unable to cope with the loss of our son or
daughter. Continually asking why did this happen…was it avoidable
…why our son or daughter…where am I…I can’t stop crying…grief
and questions just fill the soul. Where is this destination? Does this
journey ever end?
How do we find and maintain peace, try to move thru this journey,
when the ripple effects of our loss continue to crash against
our emotional shores? This journey is certainly not a straight path
forward.
Some of us feel like we have been pulled into a black hole
where the pressure is so extreme upon our mind and body that we
feel we cannot survive the moment, hour, day and so on. Webster
defines a black hole as, “…a point in space where the pull of gravity
is so strong, not even the fastest thing, light, can escape.” Neither
can we.
So how do we ride this journey? We’ve heard each “journey” is
different, there is no time zone to plan around, and it is just life as
we know it now and forever. Do we search for ways to get something positive out of our son/daughter’s death? Is that even
possible? Are we embarking on an entirely new life span that still
needs to be defined? Do we seek comfort from those similarly
situated? Adopt mind sets never before entertained? Do we try our
best to manage ourselves into a location where we can get through
the trauma, endure the very tough days and recurring time periods
surrounding our loss?
Or, perhaps do we work to embrace hope? Hope that our son or
daughter is OK. Hope that at some point when the pain erupts we
can think this is a measure of how much we treasured our child. We
hope that others avoid our situation. Do we hope, maybe, that hope
springs eternal, hope for one more connection as our “Journey’s”
destination?
Dave Morrell, TCF, Fairfax, VA

“People will tell you to ‘move on.’ Instead, think of
your life as 'moving forward', forward WITH your
loved one beside you in spirit and in your heart. It's
unthinkable to move on without them. They are
forever with you, closer than you know.”
Ashley Davis Bush

Sibling Support Meeting
16 and older
Same date/time as our Chapter meeting

Facilitated by a
bereaved sibling

Looking to the Light
It is difficult to articulate thoughts and feelings about a life-altering
event such as the death of a brother. For a long time, the only thing
I could do to find any solace was to read about the tragic experiences of others. I was often moved to tears, so strong was my
identification with their anguish.
I never suffered from denial. My brother's death was always a very
tangible thing. It was my grief. I owned it. In accepting it, I feel that
the healing was somehow expedited. I don't mean to imply that I
am now returned to the unaffected individual that existed prior to
his death, that my acceptance of his death is now clear.
I don't think you ever "get over" such a loss. What happens is that
incorporation of that loss into your daily life. In my case, that process brought a number of changes in attitude and priority which, as
it turned out, were in my best interest. I had become centered on
myself and my career to such an extent that I was armed against
life's disappointments. When meeting me, it became clear to others that "career" was what is was all about. I keep pictures of my
brother all around so that I can see him several times each day. In
doing so, I am alternately both comforted and saddened. But mostly, I am comforted. I know he is in heaven and I believe he looks in
on me and is aware of the magical events that have taken place in
my life. When I look upward through my kitchen skylights, I can see
the sky and the top of the big old elm in the lights. I talk to him in
my heart and I know he is near. I still shed my tears, for I miss him
and will the remainder of my life.
Given a choice, I wish he had never become ill and that he hadn't
ended his life. Today, some two years after his death, I can accept
it and understand his choice. The love we feel for a loved one never
has to leave us, even though our loved one has departed physically.
Rhonda St. John, Grosse Pointe Woods, MI

Spring

Spring in Wisconsin mirrors the life of a bereaved parent
perfectly. One day is bright and sunny and beautiful. We cannot
wait to get outside to enjoy the promise of summer and the
hope of rebirth offered by green buds everywhere. Then we move
from 50 degrees to 12 inches of snow. We are trapped in a
bleak almost hopeless isolation as the roads freeze tight and
communication dwindles to a bare trickle.
Isolated and lost in pain, the bereaved cannot believe that this
too shall pass. The pain is intimidating as the snow. Many from
Wisconsin avoid the snow, obsessing endlessly about when the
snow will strike, how much snow we will get, which cities will
become frozen wastelands. Many bereaved are the same. Worrying about where and when and how much pain we will face limits
life and joy and happiness.
I wish I could say there will be no more pain but pain and love are
linked. I am neither willing nor able to stop loving. Therefore I will
deal with pain. I offer a simple consolation.
They closed school on Friday but Monday is predicted to bring us
50 degree temperatures. Yes you will have pain. Yes it may also
be overwhelming, but I promise summer is coming and in time all
the joy and love and happiness your child generated returns.
When the storm hits, slow down, be cautious, stay in the
moment. When the storm passes, embrace the opportunities life
offers. As Matt said so often," Come on! Come on! There is more
to see."
~Keith Swett / BPUSA Reprinted with permission from A JOURNEY
TOGETHER, www.bereavedparentsusa.org. archived newsletters

c/o St. Joseph Parish Community
8701 36th Ave N
New Hope MN 55427

The Minneapolis Chapter of The Compassionate Friends operates solely
with voluntary donations. The printing and mailing of this newsletter is
the largest item in our chapter’s budget. While there are no dues or
subscription fees, donations to help offset this expense are much
appreciated. A $10 annual donation covers the expense of providing
the newsletter to you for a year. Gifts in any amount are appreciated.
Thank you for your consideration!
Complete and return this form along with your donation to a
chapter monthly meeting or mail to our treasurer:
John Jordan, 11905 53rd Ave N, Plymouth, MN 55442

Please make check payable to The Compassionate Friends.

Please Print
Name
Address
City, State, Zip
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NO LONGER INTERESTED?
We want to make sure everyone
who is receiving our newsletter
is interested in staying on our
mailing list.
Perhaps you aren’t able to attend
monthly meetings, but wish to
continue to be informed of our
chapter news and events. Perhaps
you find comfort in reading the
articles and stories included in
the newsletter.
To remain on our mailing list,
all you need to do is one of the
following*:
Attend an occasional meeting
or event, (be sure to sign in)

OR
Email our Database Manager
at tcf.mpls@gmail.com

OR

Email
Child’s Name
Birth Date
Death Date

Complete and return the
coupon found to the left.
*This action is necessary only
if your renewal date on your
mailing label is highlighted.
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