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N E W S L E T T E R
The mission of The Compassionate Friends is to assist families in the positive resolution of grief
following the death of a child and to provide information to help others be supportive.

November-December 2010
2010 The Compassionate Friends, All rights Reserved

The Compassionate Friends Credo

YOU ARE INVITED
The Compassionate Friends - Metrowest Chapter meets twice
a month. Evenings on the third Tuesday from 7:30 to 9:30 pm
in the library of St. Mary’s Parish Center, Route 16,
Washington St., Holliston. The parish center is located
between the church and the rectory. Our next two meetings
will be on:
Nov. 16th
Dec. 21st

The Tuesday afternoon meetings will be held on the last
Tuesday of the month next to St. Mary of the Assumption
Church in Milford at the parish center. Please call Ed or Joan
Motuzas at (508) 473-4239 by the last Monday or earlier if
you plan to attend.
Directions....On Route 16 (Main St.) going north through
downtown Milford (Main St.) at Tedeschi’s Market on the
left, take a left at the lights onto Winter St. The parish center
is the last building before the church.
Going south on Route 16 (East Main St.) after Sacred Heart
Church on the left, bear right on Main St., continue past
Dunkin’ Donuts on the right, proceed to the next set of lights
and take a right onto Winter St. There is parking on both sides
of the street. Look for Compassionate Friends signs to meeting
room. Our next two meetings will be on:
Nov. 30th
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Dec. 28th

WHO ARE WE?
The Compassionate Friends is a nonprofit, nonsectarian,
mutual assistance, self-help organization offering friendship and
understanding to bereaved parents and siblings.
Our primary purpose is to assist the bereaved in the positive
resolution of the grief experienced upon the death of a child and
to support their efforts to achieve physical and emotional health.
The secondary purpose is to provide information and
education about bereaved parents and siblings for those who
wish to understand. Our objective is to help members of the
community, including family, friends, employers, co-workers,
and professionals to be supportive.
Meetings are open to all bereaved parents, grandparents and
siblings. No dues or fees are required to belong to the Metrowest
Chapter of The Compassionate Friends.
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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. 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. ©2010

Weather Cancellation
In the event of inclement weather on
meeting days or nights, if in doubt
call:
Ed or Joan Motuzas at
(508) 473-4239
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Chapter Information

TRIBUTES, GIFTS AND DONATIONS

Co-leaders
* Ed Motuzas
* Joan Motuzas

508/473-4239
508/473-4239

Secretary
* Joan Motuzas

508/473-4239

Treasurer
* Joseph Grillo

508/473-7913

Webmaster
*Al Kennedy

508/533/9299

Librarian
Ed Motuzas

508/473/4239

Newsletter
Ed Motuzas

508/473-4239

Senior Advisors
*Rick & Peg Dugan

508/877-1363

Steering Committee *
Judy Daubney
Janice Parmenter
Linda Teres
Carmela Bergman
Mitchell Greenblatt
Judith Cherrington

508/529-6942
508/528-5715
508/620-0613
508/359-8902
508/881-2111
508/473-4087

There are no dues or fees to belong to The
Compassionate Friends. Just as our chapter is run entirely by
volunteers, your voluntary, tax-deductible donations enable
us to send information to newly bereaved parents, purchase
pamphlets and books, contribute to the national chapter and
meet other chapter expenses.
THANK YOU to the friends who help keep our
chapter going with their contributions.

Love Gifts
Mr. & Mrs. Samuel Pasquantonio in loving memory of their
son David T. Pasquantonio.
Mr. Robert Hudson in loving memory of his sisters
Beatrice Elizabeth Hudson and Rita Hudson-Carney.
Mrs. Marilyn Lee Wolfson in loving memory of her daughter
Donna Ann Wolfson and her husband Arnold Wolfson.
Mr. & Mrs. Victor J. Romans in loving memory of their
daughter Ruth A. Romans-Belitsos.
Ms. Anita Mastromatteo in loving memory of her daughter
Lisa Mastromatteo on her anniversary November 3rd.
Mrs. Dori Cabral in loving memory of her daughter
Cindy Cabral-Beatson.
Mrs. Minerva Ciccarelli in loving memory of her daughter
Cynthia Zottoli on her anniversary November 18th.
Mr. & Mrs. Michael Dupont in loving memory of their son
Michael D. Dupont.
Mr. & Mrs. Robert E. Eldredge in loving memory of their
son Kevin Eldredge on his birthday November 14th.
Mrs. Alice E. Horigan in loving memory of her daughter
Donna M. McHugh on her birthday October 16th.
Mr. & Mrs. John McVey in loving memory of their son
2nd. Lt. U.S.M.C. Ian Thomas McVey on his birthday
November 26th.

The chapter address is:
The Compassionate Friends
Metrowest Chapter
26 Simmons Dr.
Milford, MA 01757-1265
Regional Coordinator
Rick Mirabile
11 Ridgewood Crossing
Hingham, MA 02043
Phone (781) 740-1135
Email: Rmirabile@comcast.net
The Compassionate Friends has a national office that
supports and coordinates chapter activities. The national
office can be reached as follows:

The only cure for grief is to grieve.
Emotions in grief are as different as snowflakes or fingerprints.
Each person mourns in a different way
There is no timetable for recovery.
Rabbi Earl Grollman

The Compassionate Friends
P.O. Box 3696
Oak Brook, IL 60522-3696
Voice Toll Free (877) 969-0010
Fax (630) 990-0246
Web Page: www.compassionatefriends.org
Chapter Web Page
www.tcfmetrowest.com
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Our Children Remembered
As a regular feature, the newsletter acknowledges anniversaries of the deaths of our children/siblings and their
birthdays. This issue covers the months of November and December. If information about your loved one is
missing, incorrect or our chapter files are in error, please send the correct data, including your name, address, and
telephone number, the name of your loved one and the birthday and date and cause of death to the newsletter editor,
Ed Motuzas, 26 Simmons Dr., Milford, MA 01757-1265.

Anniversaries

Birthdays

November

November

LISA MASTROMATTEO
JASON DANIEL HAWKINS
ALAN R. STUCHINS
ANDREW R. MILLINER
NATHANIEL WOODRUFF
CYNTHIA ZOTTOLI
ALLISON BETH MURPHY
DENNIS M. HENNIGAN
ERIC M. PERKINS
MICHAEL COUGHLIN
DONNA ANN WOLFSON

DIXON BERGMAN
MICHAEL COUGHLIN
KEVIN R. ELDREDGE
ALICIA D. JACKMAN
JENNA L. PASQUINO
2ND LT. USMC IAN THOMAS McVEY
NICOLAUS BRAYTON
December
LISA RANDALL
TIMOTHY G. RECKERT
FRANK W. TOPHAM
MARC R. PEARLMAN
ERIC M. PERKINS
AIDAN JOSHUA GARVEY
CHRISTOPHER MESZAROS
JAMES S. CARPENTER VI

December
CHRISTINA M. ROSSETTI
LISA MARIE SIMPSON
LARRY DUGAN
STEPHEN GRILLO
ARTHUR W. ROBINSON
JAMES S. CARPENTER VI
DAVID C. LACY
RYAN JOSEPH MANCINI
THOMAS P. LUEDERS
ELIZABETH MARTIN

CHAPTER TID-BITS
Al Kennedy has graciously volunteered to make up picture buttons of
our loved ones. The buttons are 2 1/4 inch diameter. If you have a
photo of your child, you can e-mail it as an attachment to
aksound@comcast.net or bring it to the next meeting. Al has a tool
that will cut out the 2 1/4 inch diameter picture to fit it in the button.
The circle is an approx. diameter of the button. A special thanks to
Al Kennedy.
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This page is dedicated to siblings together adjusting to grief thru encouragement & sharing
"Siblings Walking Together." We are the surviving siblings of The Compassionate Friends. We are brought together by the deaths of our brothers and sisters. Open your hearts to us, but have patience with us. Sometimes we will need the support of our friends. At other times we need
our families to be there. Sometimes we must walk alone, taking our memories with us, continuing to become the individuals we want to be. We
cannot be our dead brother or sister; however, a special part of them lives on with us.
When our brothers and sisters died, our lives changed. We are living a life very different from what we envisioned, and we feel the responsibility to be strong even when we feel weak. Yet we can go on because we understand better than many others the value of family and the precious gift of life. Our goal is not to be the forgotten mourners that we sometimes are, but to walk together to face our tomorrows as surviving
siblings of The Compassionate Friends.

How Kids Grieve
By Jennifer Cadoff
(From Parents Magazine, April 1993. Reprinted by permission.)

Two years ago my brother-in-law died unexpectedly of a pulmonary embolism. He was just 40, and he
left behind two young children and his wife, my husband’s sister. Our family was dazed with shock and
grief, barely able to function. How could we explain to
our three-year-old daughter what had happened, when
just days before she had been tumbling around our
living room with her cousins and Uncle Emil?
I must have stumbled through some sort of explanation, although I can’t recall the words I used. I do remember thinking that I was doing it all wrong. Everything I said seemed false or incomplete or too frightening for a toddler.
I now know I wasn’t alone in feeling this way.
Death, according to several experts, has replaced sex
as the topic parents have the hardest time discussing
with their children.
“How do we tell the kids?”
“The main thing is to keep it simple, and the
younger the child, the simpler your explanation should
be.” says John Schowalter, M.D., professor of pediatrics and psychiatry at the Yale Child Study Center, in
New Haven, Connecticut. “It’s important to use the
correct vocabulary,” adds Helen Fitzgerald, coordinator of The Grief Program at the Mount Vernon Center
for Community Mental Health, in Alexandria, Virginia. “Avoid ‘she expired’ or ‘we lost him.’ Use the
real words: ‘dead.’ ‘funeral.’ ‘cancer,’ ‘heart attack,’
or ‘AIDS.’ ‘You might say, for example, ‘Grandma
had a very bad heart attack and died’.

Encourage their questions.
“After telling your child the facts. as briefly and honestly as possible. it is best to turn the floor over to her.
Ask whether there is anything she wants to know. Don’t
be concerned if she does not respond right away. As is
true with sex and other emotionally charged areas, the
discussion often works best if you give your child time to
think and then to ask questions. Make it clear that she’s
free to come back to you later,” says Schowalter.
Although parents tend to think that they should “be
strong” when they deliver the bad news, so as not to
frighten or upset their child—experts agree that crying in
front of your child is both normal and healthy. “We
should allow ourselves to be human. This is not easy to
do. We can tell our children that we hurt a great deal
when someone dies. Even if we can’t find the right
words, we can say that we aren’t thinking as clearly as
we would like because of our sadness,” suggests Phyllis
Silverman, Ph.D., an associate in social welfare in the
Department of Psychiatry at Massachusetts General Hospital, in Boston, and principal investigator in an ongoing
study of child bereavement. “Younger children may not
be able to understand the full range of feelings and emotions that adults or older children have. With an older
child, it may be possible to share some of the feelings
you have and to invite her into a dialogue. Together, then
both parent and child can develop a better understanding
of what’s happening.”
John W. James, who founded the Grief Recovery Institute in Los Angeles in 1981 after a son died, wholeheartedly agrees. “The most helpful thing adults can do
for children is to be emotionally honest about their own
feelings,” he says. It’s not always easy to be emotionally
honest, however, because most of us have been coached
since childhood to keep a stiff upper lip and to go to
our rooms to cry.
(continued on next page)
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If you’ve been told that Grandpa has gone to heaven
and that heaven is a wonderful place, then why are all
“A child who sees this immediately thinks there must of these people crying?” Of course, Grandpa is still
missed in this life, and it may help to explain that to
be something wrong with crying,” James continues. “If,
on the other hand, we could just stand in the kitchen and your child.
When can children really understand death?
cry, our children could come up and ask, ‘What’s
Children ask questions; parents try to answer. But
wrong?’ We could then say, ‘Grandpa just died and I’m
just how old does a child have to be for the reality of
very sad.’ Then you have the beginnings of an emotiondeath to truly sink in?
ally honest conversation about grief.”
John Schowalter says, “People argue about this, but
“Mommy, what’s ‘dead’?”
After stumbling through telling my daughter that Un- it’s probably somewhere around age ten that death is
cle Emil had died, I learned that children’s simplest ques- understood to be irreversible.” Of course, there are no
hard-and-fast rules. “There are some five-year-olds
tions can be the hardest to answer. Rebecca’s was
who will not have a hard time grasping death in its true
“Mommy, what’s ‘dead’?” I hesitantly said something
about not breathing and hearts not beating, feeling hope- sense, that death is a one-way trip, that you go and
never come back,” says Weller. Adds Silverman, “I do
lessly inadequate for this terrible task. “I think that’s all
think kids understand much earlier than we realize,
you need to say,” Silverman affirms. ‘Dead’ is when all
especially if they’ve had an experience with an actual
functions stop, you don’t breathe, you can’t see.” Grief
counselor Helen Fitzgerald describes a simple yet power- death. This doesn’t mean that ten minutes later they
ful game she used with one group of five- to twelve-year won’t ask, ‘When’s Papa coming back?’ but I think
that’s a kind of reality testing.”
-olds. “I started by saying, ‘I’m alive, I can stomp my
How much it hurts.
feet.’” she says. “The kids got into this immediately,
How deeply a child will be affected by a death desaying things like, ‘I’m alive, I can cross my eyes,’ and
pends on several factors other than age.
even some gross and silly things like, ‘I’m alive. I can
Losing a grandmother who lives down the street, a
pick my nose.’ Then, after we’d gone around the room. I
close school friend, or a cousin who plays with the
said, “When all of that is gone, that is what ‘dead’ is, at
child every weekend is likely to be felt deeply.
least as we know it here on this earth. It got really quiet
On the other hand, if the child has not had a signififor a few minutes. They weren’t upset: they were just
cant
relationship with the person who died, she may
letting it sink in.”
not
feel
the loss intensely, notes John James.
“Is she in heaven?”
Older
children, however, may have a strong reacWhether or not religious beliefs enter into the discustion to the death of a relative they weren’t close to.
sion with your child is entirely up to you.
They may feel sadness that the chance to know that
Parents should simply tell their children what they
person, and to have that person know them, is gone.
believe,” says Elizabeth Weller, M.D., director of child
Children’s secret fears.
and adolescent psychiatry at Ohio State University, in
A few months after the death of her great grandColumbus, Ohio. “You shouldn’t tell children about life
mother,
and about a year after her Uncle Emil died, my
after death if you don’t believe in it yourself. It’s also
daughter,
Rebecca. dropped a bombshell. “Is it almost
fine to simply say, ‘Some people believe this and some
time
for
Daddy
to die?” she asked quite matter-ofpeople believe that, but I don t really know what hapfactly as I drove her to nursery school one sunny spring
pens.’
day.
That’s the approach Phyllis Silverman took with her
“What? Good grief, of course not!” I sputtered.
own child. When my son was five, he asked what hapHad I said the right thing? How could I promise my
pens after people die,” she recalls. “I told him that I didchild
that our family would be spared, when tragedy
n’t really know that some people believe nothing haphad
struck
so close to home?
pens, the body returns to nature and nourishes the soil
“You
might
have said, ‘Daddy is very healthy, and
and we live on in people’s memories. Some people behe
and
I
will
do
everything we can to stay that way.
lieve we go to heaven. and they see heaven in a very conWe are probably going to live a long time, until you
crete way. And others simply believe that in some way
the spirit lives on. My son thought for a while, then said, are all grown up,” says Helen Fitzgerald. “You could
say it’s rare that someone as young as Uncle Emil
‘I think I believe that somehow your soul lives on. And
dies.”
that was the end of it. That was all he needed to hear.”
Weller suggests pointing out that “not all daddies
Fitzgerald, who has a new book out called The Grievdie”
and mentioning some friends whose families are
ing Child (Fireside) adds one caveat: “I think we have to
intact.
She adds that it’s very common for children to
be careful about such comments as ‘God loved her so
much he took her’ as if God goes around zapping people worry that someone close to them, of the same sex and
and they’re gone.” Schowalter agrees: “It can be confus- 5 age as the deceased, will also die.
ing.”
(continued on next page)
(continued from last page)
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Helen Fitzgerald suggests getting younger children
to draw “something they wish they’d done differently.
If something’s making a child feel bad and she can’t
get it out, it becomes a deep, dark secret.”
Books can help too. One that Fitzgerald uses in her
kids’ bereavement groups is The Tenth Good Thing
About Barney (Aladdin Books), about a child who
counts the reasons he loved his dead cat. “I read that a
lot,” she says, “and then I ask the children to think of
ten things about the person who died, but I do tell them
that the things don’t all have to be good. Not all memories are happy. It’s a relief for children to know that it’s
okay to remember the not so great stuff too.”
What about the funeral?
Funerals are an important way of paying respect and
saying good-bye to someone when he dies, what experts term a “conclusionary ritual.” But how can a parent know whether this ceremony will be good for a
child or too frightening and upsetting?
“There’s a wide diversity of opinion about this,”
says John Schowalter. “In studies I’ve done, I’ve found
that children under nine or ten tended to be quite disturbed about funerals, but only if they were forced to
go. It is my feeling that the decision should be left to
them. If your child doesn’t want to go, she should not
be made to feel that she is abandoning anyone or doing
something wrong.”
If your child does want to go, she needs to know
what she’s getting into. You need to tell her, briefly.
what’s going to happen, whether there will be a casket
present, for example, and whether it will be open or
closed. Be sure to tell her that people will be crying,
even Mom and Dad, because they’re sad. Then answer
any questions, keeping it simple, advises Fitzgerald.
Also let your child know that she can leave the service
at any time if she needs to.
Taking your child to the burial is even more problematic, according to Schowalter. “For the child who is
not really sure that dead people are going to stay dead,
and again, this tends to mean younger than age ten or
so, seeing someone put in the ground in a box and covered with dirt is a lot to handle.”
Cremation can seem awfully frightening, although
Fitzgerald comments that the children she has counseled have no particular trouble with the concept, as
long as it’s presented sensitively and simply, with additional details provided only as asked for. If a young
child is attending only a memorial service, you may not
need to broach the topic at all. Older children, and
those who are exposed to the planning of a cremation,
tend to be interested in how it’s done (“in a large kiln,
lined with fireproof bricks so that intense heat causes
the body to become ashes”); what the ashes look like
afterward (“light gray flour, about the size of a fivepound bag”); and what will be done with them.

There are several other fears that these experts say
are common after a death has occurred:
• A child may worry that somehow she made the person
die. “You have to give a lot of reassurance that thoughts
and words don’t kill,” says Fitzgerald. If a child has
thought about getting rid of a pesky cousin, or told her
grandfather in a fit of anger that she wished he were
dead, and that person dies soon afterward, the child may
hold herself responsible.
• Death, darkness, and sleep also seem to be universally
linked. “Darkness is a time when children fear someone’s going to come and get them—and anthropomorphically speaking, death does come and get you,” says
Schowalter.
• “Since death might be thought of as the ultimate punishment, the idea of death as retribution for bad actions
or thoughts is very common,” adds Schowalter. A child
may, then, ask what the dead person did wrong or
whether he was bad. The child may worry that he’s going to die too, since all kids know they’ve done some
pretty bad things in their time.
• Older children worry about their own deaths, Weller
comments. She recommends saying something like, “It
is true that someday everybody will die. But usually
death is due to the aging process or a serious illness, and
you are still very young and healthy.”
Helping children handle complicated feelings.
How can we know if a child is harboring one or another of these fears?
Sometimes it’s obvious. “Often if a child does not
master the process of understanding this complicated
issue, he will bring the subject up over and over again,”
says Weller. “The parents might think, ‘Oh my god, is
this child obsessed?’ But he is just trying to make sense
of what happened.”
Other children will suddenly start playing funeral,
hospital, or car crash. “This doesn’t mean they are cruel
or that they are having fun with a subject that causes the
rest of us pain,” says Weller. “Play is the work of childhood. Through it all, they try to understand and master
what we teach them.”
Talking is often a good way for children to sort
through issues they don’t understand, although some
children just aren’t comfortable talking about feelings.
“The easiest way to help your child to talk is for you to
go first,” suggests John James. You might start by saying, “l really feel bad that I never told Grandpa how
much fun I had when we went to that basketball game
together,” and then ask, “Is there anything you wish you
had said, or hadn’t said, to him?” Having your child
write a letter to his grandfather and then read it either at
the grave or to a photograph of him can help lay this
type of nagging regret to rest.
6
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Phone Friends
Sometimes it helps to just be able to talk to someone; maybe at a time when pain or stress
seems too much to bear. We maintain a list of Telephone Friends; people who are willing to
listen, to commiserate, to give whatever support they can. In a time of need, feel free to call
one of our Telephone Friends.
Ed & Joan Motuzas, ...Scott, age 31, Kidney and Liver Failure, ..…..(508)473-4239
Janice Parmenter, …...Tyler, age 29, Chronic Addiction, ………..….(508)528-5715
Judy Daubney, ……...Clifford, age 27, Suicide, ………………….....(508)529-6942.
Linda Teres,………....Russell, age 19, Automobile Accident, ……....(508)620-0613
Mitchell Greenblatt,…Ian, age 18, Automobile Accident,………...... (508)881-2111
Judith Cherrington,….Jeffrey, age 48, Cancer, ………….………......(508)473-4087
Gloria Rabinowitz…..Gianna Rose Therese, Still Born,………….....(774)287-6497
Sandra Richiazzi…...Bryan, age 17, Automobile Accident,……..…..(508)877-8106
Linda Schafer……….Kimberly Ann, age 16, Now Childless,..…..…(508)393-4448
It is always useful to have more Telephone Friends; individuals who are willing to provide
support and comfort via the telephone. The chapter provides guidance for those who want to
help. When you listen and talk to the bereaved, you make a difference. A longer list of
Telephone Friends increases the likelihood that someone will be available when needed. Call
Ed Motuzas at (508) 473-4239 if you would like to be a Telephone Friend.

(continued from last page)
If a child decides against going to the funeral, then
later regrets her decision, reassure her that at the time,
she made the best decision. “You might then arrange a
special ceremony,” suggests Fitzgerald. This could be
something as simple as a poem read at church, or flowers and a letter taken to the grave.
Sometimes a simple ceremony of the child’s own
devising can be particularly fitting. Fitzgerald mentions
one that the children in her group came up with:
“Yesterday each of them wrote a message on a silver
helium balloon to the person who had died. We picked a
spot in the parking lot, under a tree, and planned a very
simple ceremony. We all held the string, counted to
three, and, as we let the balloon go, said together, ‘We
sure hope this gets to you!’ We watched the balloon until we could no longer see it. Of course,” she says, “we
had talked about how the balloon couldn’t really get to
the people we wrote to, but also how doing stuff
like this makes us feel better anyway. And it did.”
Jennifer Cadoff is a free-lance writer specializing in
health and family issues and is the mother of two preschoolers

Autumn
In the fall
When amber leaves are shed,
Softly—silently
Like tears that wait to flow,
I watch and grieve.
My heart beats sadly in the fall;
'Tis then I miss you most of all.

Lily de Lauder
TCF Van Nuys, CA
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The days passed, as they somehow do when we are
grieving, and soon the orange and brown colors of the
stores changed to red, green, silver, and gold. We were
How many stomachs churn when you see store
shelves already stocked with the colors of the upcoming looking another holiday square in the face. But this
holidays? How high does your blood pressure rise when time we had a choice. We had a plan! We were going to
buy a special candle, Chad’s candle, and we were going
relatives throw hints around about “Your house or
to let the family know that we wanted to talk about him,
mine?” How many turn away with leaded feet and ask
that we wanted to honor him. Melinda, my daughter,
the question, “How am I going to do this?”
and I went shopping and we went in and out of stores
Like every day you have lived since your child’s
trying
to find the perfect candle to no avail. My heart
death you will do this holiday season, “one moment at a
was
beginning
to wonder if it could continue this search
time.” You will search for what is important, what you
when I reached down and saw the “perfect candle.” It
want to save, what you want to throw out, what others
was a light rose color with a simple raised cross. I
can do for you, what you want to do for yourself. You
smiled, picked it up and turned to show Melinda who
may stay in town or leave; you may cook or go out.
by now was at the other end of the store. Much to my
Whatever you do, it is your choice. But before you take
glee, she was holding the exact same candle!
the first step you have to give yourself permission to
That Christmas Day, we waited until most everyone
have that choice.
arrived
and then showed them the candle. We told them
The first holiday season, after our son Chad died, I
the
story
of finding it and then we lit it and put it in the
didn’t know I had a choice. I was numb, in a powerful
middle of the floor where we were sitting. We then
lot of pain, and feeling abjectly distracted. Therefore,
asked everyone to write a note about Chad and we
when asked about Thanksgiving, I just went right along
with the old traditions and said yes to the familiar family passed around his Christmas stocking and asked that
they put their notes in it.
dinner.
As the family was doing
Thanksgiving Day arrived and our family drove to
this my “always late”
my Aunt’s for dinner. When we walked in there was an
Aunt arrived. As she
invisible hush that descended upon the room. Then the
threw open the door the
noise level immediately resumed with an intensity I
candle flickered and went
don’t ever recall hearing before.
out, the family as a unit
People laughed really loud. Their
looked up at her with such
movements were rushed and
shock that when I picture
jerky. They wanted to know
it today, I still laugh. We
where I got my earrings. They
filled her in about what
asked Roger how his favorite
we were doing and re-lit
football team was doing. Everythe candle, gave her a
one spoke to us but it wasn’t
chance to write her note,
about what we needed to talk
and then moved it to a table and went about the rest of
about! And then, they went
the day with the candle burning. I know there were
about their routines. Mom
some uncomfortable people that Christmas, but they all
cooked in the kitchen, Aunt made the gravy, Uncle
mashed the potatoes, Cousin carved the turkey, and Dad went along and I am forever thankful.
Those notes and that candle lighting were a comfort
played the guitar for the little kids.
to
my
family and me. We still read the messages that
I hadn’t been asked to bring anything. They said I
were
put
in his stocking and light his candle.
wasn’t needed in the kitchen. So Roger and I sat huddled
You may choose to do what we did, or you may
on the couch alone. Finally dinner was ready and we
think of something else. The most important message is
were all called together to be “thankful.” The prayer
that you have a choice to make the holiday for your
before the meal was familiar, something we had all
learned in grade school, and then we sat down to eat. No family and yourself something that will be helpful and
healing. There will be time in the future to “go back” to
one mentioned Chad’s name, no one asked us how we
tradition. Right now is what is important and you have
were doing, and nothing was done to mark the saddest
a choice. Take care of you. With love,
holiday of my life. We managed to eat something, keep
our broken hearts and tears in check, until we could get
Sue Anderson, Chapter Leader
our coats on and leave. We both cried all the way home,
angry, sad, frustrated, and mad. Never again, we agreed,
Eastside TCF, Kirkland, WA
would we go to a gathering where Chad was not welcome.
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I started putting a candle in the window on the first
anniversary of Todd’s death, and I light it every night as
it now remains in the window all year.
We each find our own methods of coping. We each
re-experience the shock, horror and helplessness of our
children’s death with personal triggers—smells, sights,
sounds, seasons. We must train our minds to expect the
unexpected from ourselves. We must learn to accept our
reactions. We must understand this is our normalcy.
If I stop reacting to certain events and dreading other
events, if unexpected tears stop rolling down my cheeks,
I might be considered normal by some. But, I know in
my heart of hearts that these reactions will stop on the
day that I die. The duration and frequency have been
reduced. But, no, I’ll not stop reacting. My mind tells
me that to “get on” with it is to repress a big part of who
I am: Todd’s mom. My son lived, loved, laughed, cried,
learned and taught. He was my singular pure joy. No, I
won’t erase him. I won’t erase the memories because the
memories are as much a part of me as my heart.

The Fourth Christmas
As I walked into a large store last Saturday to pick
up some gardening ornaments and pots, I was hit by
the reality that this Christmas will be the fourth one
without my child. Yes, it’s late summer as I write this,
but some retailers are already hyping the Christmas
merchandise. A weakness swept over me; I didn’t
think I’d have to deal with Christmas so soon. But here
it was…...color coordinated Christmas trees, wreaths,
decorations, paper. I felt like screaming and shoving
the shopping cart into a display.
I remember the first Christmas after my son died.
He was killed in an accident six days before Christmas. The day after Todd was killed my cousin came to
the house and asked what she could do. We had to
shop for Todd’s children; they couldn’t quite decide
what they wanted until a week before Christmas. So
here we were, 5 days before Christmas, one day after
my son died, shopping for my son’s children. I don’t
remember what we purchased. I was still in shock as
my cousin continued to push
along. Never much of a
shopper, I was totally lost on
that day; I followed my
cousin’s green jacket around
the stores. We got it done,
and my cousin did all the
wrapping while I sat
and stared blankly at the
activity.
This year will be the
fourth Christmas without my
child…..even though he’s
been gone for 2 years and 8 months, I dread facing
another Christmas. His death anniversary is on the
19th of December.
Seeing this materialistic Christmas outrage in August set me back. My husband was with me; we bought
what we needed and left. We went to the grocery store;
when we came out, we found that I had left the keys in
the car door. This was not a good sign.
“That’s it,” I told my husband. “What’s it?”, he
asked. “I’m not going into another store until January
unless I have no choice.” He reminded me that I didn’t
do much shopping anyway, so that shouldn’t be too
difficult. I laughed because he is right; I avoid retail
stores and malls when I can.
In my rational mind I know that I overreacted to the
Christmas display. In my emotional mind I know that
this is my reality. Since my son’s death I have avoided
Christmas. I hang one wreath on the door.

Annette Mennen Baldwin
TCF, Katy, TX
In memory of my son, Todd Mennen
ANOTHER YEAR
This Is another year just beginning, afresh with new
days, new opportunities, new challenges. It occurs to
me, however, that it is a very difficult task to keep from
concentrating on past years and the sadness we endure
just because it is a new year and the calendar has flipped
the page.
Moving on to a brighter tomorrow and letting go of
the pain of yesterday is a gradual process. We cross that
threshold one step at a time, a small step, at first, faltering and stumbling, but somehow getting there. With
patience, effort and persistence, once again we will be
able to celebrate life as the year stretches on before us,
putting behind us our sadness, our guilt, our failures
and our pain.
We will be able to smile again. We will be able to
remember our precious children in life rather than death.
We will recognize in our days many little blessings and
will be able to share our joys with others.

Alice Weening
TCF, Cincinnati, Ohio
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The Gift We Give Ourselves
Six Christmases later, I think I have run the gamut of
emotions. Of course, the first two Christmases after my
daughter Nina died were pretty much a blur. I do remember the first one; so desperately trying to go
through the motions and determined that my family
would have as unchanged a Christmas as possible. I
would momentarily lapse into my grief stupor, only to
pick myself up by the bootstraps and zombie-like, plod
onward toward my goal to "normalize" an anything-butnormal Christmas.
Nina adored the holidays. She could scarcely wait
for the day after Thanksgiving so we could pull out the
holiday music tapes, get out the cookie press so she
could make her favorite Spritz cookies, and decorate her
daybed frame with tiny Christmas lights. Therefore, I
was positive that Nina would want us to go on with
Christmas as if the numbing and life—altering tragedy
that had befallen our family had never occurred. I had
convinced myself that it is what she would have
wanted. So out came the Christmas tree and all the ornaments. Shopping commenced as usual, plowing my
way through crowds of cheerful people, full of the spirit
of the season. I wouldn't allow myself to see that I didn't
belong amongst them - at least that year. Eventually, the
charade took its toll and I paid for it for weeks afterwards. Then again how could any of us know how we
should feel that first Christmas, or what we should or
shouldn't do during the holidays after our child died?
For most of us, we had never experienced the death of a
child before. There are no step-by-step rulebooks on
how to grieve. And even if there were, each of our children is unique and therefore so is our grief.
That second Christmas I didn't have enough energy to
even run on empty. I felt drained and barely made it
through necessary day-to-day tasks. The Christmas tree
made it out of the box that year, but sat undecorated in
the middle of the living room floor. Only when my son
asked about five days before Christmas, if we could
either put some lights on it and sit it in its customary
corner, or just put it away that Christmas did I make an
effort to do anything with it at all. That year I didn't
attempt to sugarcoat my emotional state of mind I didn't
pretend that everything was "normal."
If possible, we would cut November, December and
January lst out of our calendars, just close our eyes and
wish it away. But since we can't, we have to do the next
best thing—we need to give ourselves a gift this holiday
season. And in doing this, we give our family and
friends a gift as well. That gift is taking care of us
through this trying holiday season, to do what feels
right to us.
10

We can try to spare ourselves any unnecessary
stress. That could mean doing away with the old family
traditions and making some new ones. It could mean
having Christmas dinner at a restaurant. That gift to us
might be to go away for the holidays; for others that
may be just staying home and doing nothing. Maybe a
relative or family friend could help with any preparations or gift buying that we feel we might want to do
this year. Possibly they could involve any surviving
siblings in their holiday happenings so that they too feel
like they are participating in something for the holidays.
So often our family and friends feel helpless and desperately want to find some way to assist us and this is
one way that they can. From the TCF Chapter in Tuscaloosa, Alabama, they say "No matter how many people
or how- many presents, the pulsating void that seems
too large for your heart to hold keeps on drawing your
attention back to the child who is missing. As others
laugh and play, your thoughts fly away, to Christmases
past or a snowy cemetery. Give me a special gift this
year.. . let me weep." The friendship and understanding
of other bereaved parents is one of the most helpful
gifts we can give ourselves. Other bereaved parents will
let us reminisce of happier Christmases past; will allow
us to speak our child's name without hesitation; and will
let us cry and not be uncomfortable with our tears. It is
so consoling to be able to share your feelings with
someone who understands that, for us, grief does have a
place in our holiday. In turn, by being a listening ear for
them we have given them a gift as well.
When I think back, I am not sure if I found comfort
in hearing that the holidays would get easier in time. I
think I was so preoccupied (and with good reason) with
the fact that my Nina was gone and the holidays would
never be the same. But I have learned to know what I
can and cannot handle. I have learned how to say, "I just
can't do that this year." I have learned that, although I
couldn't imagine it then, with each passing year the
holidays have become a little easier to deal with. And I
absolutely believe that Nina does understand my need
to alter Christmas since she died. That she would want
me to change what I need to in order to get through the
holidays. Nina would want me, as all of our children
would want us, to be gentle with ourselves and to take
care of our tender hearts. That gift we give ourselves is
also a gift we give to them what they would want for us:
for us to find as much peace in whatever way that we
possibly can.

(continued on next page)
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On Christmas Eve

We have many new TCF members this year who will
be facing that first Christmas without their child I will, as
I know all of us will, keep them all close in our thoughts
and hearts these next two months.

My heart has been plucked
like a goose on Christmas Day.
I pretend I'm okay
on this Christmas Eve.

With love, peace and gentle thoughts this holiday season,

I smile and joke with everyone
But really a bad joke is on me.
Cookies and the goodies get baked.
Like me as I drink my wine
on this Christmas Eve.

Cathy L. Seehuetter
TCF, St. Paul, MN

The pain is was unbearable
as I remember my son
on this Christmas Eve.

A very special thank you goes out to those
people that facilitate our meetings every month.
It is through their unselfishness in stepping up,
that makes our chapter a safe place for the newly
bereaved to get through the grieving process.
Thank you for your involvement and continued support.
Mitchell Greenblatt (Ian’s Dad)
Linda Teres (Russell’s Mom)
Rick Dugan (Larry’s Dad)
Janice Parmenter (Tyler’s Mom)
Judy Daubney (Clifford Crowe’s Mom)

The presents are wrapped
and dinner is prepared.
I pretend I don't care
about the way things appear
on this Christmas Eve.
The many hugs and kisses
Merry Christmas and Happy New Years are exchanged.
As I sit on the stairs trying not to feel pain
on this Christmas Eve.
Snow was falling gently down,
like angels hanging onto each other's wings.
They are trying to catch my weary tears
that drip ever so slowly down from my cheeks
on this Christmas Eve.

First Christmas
It can’t possibly be Christmas
without her being here.
Yet the world is singing round me,
joyful tidings and good cheer.
Though I try to put on armor
and brave the sights and sounds,
a few moments worth of shopping,
and the tears are spilling down.
I pray for strength to do it,
find a path through holidays,
look for shortcuts, good ideas,
some directions through the maze.
Then I find at last the answer:
I’ll include her symbolically.
And the giving becomes perfect;
her love’s flowing down, through me.

Sue Sandercandro
TCF, Metrowest, MA

Other Area TCF Chapters
MA/CT Border Towns Chapter ( Dudley, Webster areas)
Chapter Leaders: Paul & Anne Mathieu
(508) 248-7144……..ampm1259@charter.net
South Shore Chapter (Hingham, Weymouth areas)
Chapter Leader: Martha Berman
(781) 337-8649…….mmartha1@comcast.net

Genesse Bourdeau Gentry
From Stars in the Deepest Night –
After the Death of a Child

Worcester Chapter
Chapter Leader: Linda Schafer
(508) 393-4448…capecodlinda23@verizon.net
Central Middlesex Chapter (Needham, Concord)
Chapter Leader: Carol Gray-Cole
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