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Our first-born son was Andrew Siler Smith whom we always called Drew. His birth was

our happiest day and his death on July 23, 1992 with his younger brother Jeremiah was our
saddest. Drew was eighteen and the driver in the single car accident that occurred on a
straight stretch on the Mountain Parkway in eastern Kentucky. Drew and Jeremiah were
very close and enjoyed the same heavy metal music. They spent their last night at a Guns N’
Roses concert that they had been anxiously looking forward to for months. As a family, we
had spent our best summer, a joyous summer. All that was shattered in a brief second.
Drew’s life was at a turning point and in some aspects at its peak. He had just graduated
from The McCallie School in Chattanooga, TN, after four years as a boarding student.
Drew had entered McCallie as an insecure fourteen-year-old with serious doubts about

making it and had just graduated Cum Laude with a 3.57 GPA. His happiest time had been
his graduation day at McCallie on May 30, 1992.
Drew’s accomplishments at McCallie were numerous. His academic performance had

earned his acceptance at Rhodes College in Memphis for the fall semester. He had finally
realized his potential and earned the self esteem that had eluded him for so long. Musical
participation dominated Drew’s years at McCallie. He was a member of the Candlelight
Chorus, McCallie Pep Band, and orchestra for all four years. Drew’s sax was his favorite
but his vocal talents were extraordinary. He enjoyed being a cast member in several

McCallie musicals and during Camelot in his senior year, he met Erin Grist. Drew and Erin
had gotten engaged on July 5th, only eighteen days before his death. To say that Drew’s

life changed when he met Erin is an understatement. They had planned on getting married in
two or three years after both had started college.

Drew was a handsome, intelligent, sensitive young man. He was the light of our lives and a

wonderful big brother to Jeremiah and Jordan. His love of rock music and writing forged his
dream of someday either being in a rock and roll band or writing for a magazine like Rolling
Stone. This seemed odd for a young man who was going to Rhodes as a pre-med major but
his true love was music. Who knows what course his life might have taken. His intelligence
would have taken him far in anything he chose to do.
Like his brother Jeremiah, Drew was such a caring young man. His religious beliefs had
blossomed during his years at McCallie and with his relationship to Erin. Although his life
was short, he had experienced the world in so many ways. He had traveled to Spain with a

group from McCallie and had just spent his spring break in the Bahamas. He was a certified
scuba diver, an accomplished snow and water skier, and a lover of collecting comics and
baseball cards. He had developed many close friendships with other students and faculty at

McCallie. Over eighty McCallie staff and students attended Drew and Jeremiah’s funeral
at our home in Beattyville including headmaster Spencer McCallie III. We have established
a Drew and Jeremiah Smith Scholarship Fund at McCallie and at Lee County High
School. Both of our sons would be so proud that other students are being helped in their

memory.

From Drew’s McCallie Yearbook
His Senior Quote -- “People have been telling me to forget my dreams, but those dreams
keep me going. The dream of rock-n-roll, pleasing my parents, and
a life with Erin will never cease.”
Drew’s dreams had to cease on this earth, but his memory will live on. His smile, his
teasing, his concern for his family will always be treasured by all who knew him.
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Jeremiah Smith was an extraordinary young man. He died at age fifteen, only nineteen

days after his July 4th birthday. He and his older brother Drew were killed instantly in an

automobile accident on July 23, 1992. They had been to a rock concert the night before
and were driving home early that morning.
Jeremiah’s life began, as it should have, in the midst of fireworks. Looking back, we always

knew that Jeremiah was a gifted child. Even as a baby, he was acutely aware of everything
going on around him. As he grew up, he gravitated toward adults and was a keen
conversationalist. Jeremiah was always in the gifted and talented programs in the Lee

County school system but was also an athlete and musically inclined. The absolute love of

his life was his drums. He would play his stereo at full volume and accompany the music on his
drums. Our house would absolutely shake with the commotion. Jeremiah was also involved
with other musical endeavors. He was an excellent piano and keyboard player. Often,
Jeremiah would sit at our piano in the living room and play by ear the many songs that
dominated his life during his last year, his freshman year in high school.

Jeremiah had gone away to high school in August of 1991 to The McCallie School in
Chattanooga, TN. His brother Drew was starting his senior year at the same school.
Jeremiah was very familiar with McCallie. He had spent each summer at the McCallie

Sports Camp since he was eight years old. As a tribute to both Jeremiah and Drew, the
McCallie Sports Camp presents The Smith Award each year to the MVP of each camp

session. Jeremiah had been presented an award in June of 1992 as the boy who had
attended sports camp for the most years in the history of the camp.

Jeremiah distinguished himself his freshman year at McCallie. His GPA was 3.81, which

is remarkable for a boy away from home at a boarding school who had a rural, eastern
Kentucky educational background. He auditioned for the McCallie Candlelight Chorus
and was selected. He joined the McCallie Pep Band and orchestra and performed in many
productions with his brother that year.

Jeremiah’s major impact on this earth during his short life had to be how he cared for other
people. So many young men wrote us from McCallie and from the many friends he had all
over the country that he had been their best friend. What a tribute that each one felt his

love. He totally gave himself to others. Their problems were his and he felt responsible for
their lives. Jeremiah affected many young people in a positive way and they will keep his
memory alive.
Traveling was second nature to Jeremiah. He had just gone on a McCallie Spanish trip

to Costa Rica and had traveled to New York City, New Orleans, Washington D.C., and

Colorado on his own in search of adventure. Snow skiing was his favorite sport, and he was
an expert skier. He had been selected as a Nastar finalist and invited to a pre-Olympic ski
camp. His last skiing trip was with a group of McCallie students during his Christmas break
prior to his death.

Jeremiah Smith has left a definite mark on those who knew him. Not only have we his
family glowed with his warmth, but so have so many others. His huge blue eyes always blazed
with intelligence and wonder at what he was to face next. We have no doubt that both he and

his brother are with our Heavenly Father and shining there as they did on this earth.

Dome Dedication
June 11, 1994
Cumberland Inn at Cumberland College
Williamsburg, Kentucky
The beautiful music we have heard was presented by Jim and Judy Rose. It
was they who presented us with the beautiful piano in the Athenaeum. It was
given in memory of their son, Scott, who died on July 4, 1983, and in memory of
Jim Taylor II, who died May 20, 1991. Thank you Jim and Judy. That instrument
has given many hours of pleasure to those of us who frequent the Athenaeum.
The artistry in this memorial dome was commissioned by Luther, Rosemary and
Jordan Smith in memory of their sons and brothers, Drew and Jeremiah, who died
on July 23, 1992. I can't think of anything that would have graced this lobby more
beautifully or appropriately than a memorial to children loved and lost.
The artist who made this dream become reality is Wayne Taylor, an alumnus of
Cumberland College, class of 1972. Wayne prayed over this work of art, asking
God to inspire his vision and guide his hand as he interpreted the grief, the hope
and the assurance felt by all who have lost children. Thank you Wayne for
expressing the inexpressible.
The symbols contained in the painting were suggested by many of you; and
each symbol has individual and special meaning. As I gaze upon this heavenly
portrait I see things that you have seen, and perhaps some things that you have
not. I would like to tell you what I see.
The background of blue is the impenetrable sky which forms a boundary
between this world and the world beyond. It is a filter through which the rays of

heavenly light are refracted in such a way that, in this life we see (as through a
glass darkly) only the one color, blue, but we know by faith that beyond this
limiting canopy are all the other colors of the spectrum, which we see now only in
reflection, but one day we will see them and their creator face to face.
The cherubs are our children who are a little less than angels, but nevertheless
immortal.
The clouds are billows of emotion which bear the myriad symbols of our
emotions as they change from day to day as the tide of grief ebbs and flows.
The hearts are our hearts, and some have been pierced by the pain of loss.
The bird is the symbol of freedom which we long for to soar beyond doubt to
faith.
The lightning bolt is the power that God has loosed in us to overcome and
strike down the temptation to give in to faithlessness and hopelessness.
The balloons symbolize the joy which the children surely share.
The daisies are for endurance. They live and grow all through the spring and
summer, and bloom in the fall, as though they are saying to the chill of winter,
"We will overcome..."
The musical notes are for the new song He puts within our hearts.
The doves are for peace.
The star is for guidance.
And the roses are God's gift to us on blue and rainy days.
The teacher is the Christ who guides us through our pain; the apple is our gift
to Him; and the horn is there to announce His coming--the Day of the Lord--when
the gates will open for us too.
The horse, Pegasus, is our transport.
The rainbow is the promise that pain shall cease.
And the smiley face reminds us to celebrate life and seek joy in every moment;
for joy is God's way of lighting the world for other pilgrims.
The butterflies. Oh, the butterflies! They tell us of metamorphosis, the way
life changes through time and eternity. They show us the stages we must go
through, the stages of life and the stages of grief. We start as eggs in mother's
womb; we emerge as pupae, in need of mother's milk and the humanizing care of

our parents. In the larval stage we wrap the cocoon of life's threads around us;
threads of faith, threads of fulfillment. Then, when that day comes, we emerge
victorious over death and enter that final, eternal stage which is more beautiful
than all the others.
That's what I see; perhaps you see more.
There is a veiled plaque on the wall. A plaque which dedicates this beautiful
dome and all that it means. It is time now to unveil it. Rosemary and Luther, will
you do us the honor of removing the veil so we can all celebrate the moment?
The plaque reads: "What the caterpillar calls the end of the world, the Master
calls a butterfly." (Richard Bach) Dome dedicated in loving memory of Drew and
Jeremiah Smith.
Remarks by Mr. Chuck Dupier

The Dedication of the Dome
Grace Crum Rollins Fine Arts Center
Cumberland College
June 2, 2001
Once again we dedicate a dome, which honors your children and all children--those
who have been prematurely lost and those who are yet on loan to us from God, perhaps
for too brief a time. At the dedication of the first dome--the one which graces the lobby
of the Cumberland Inn--we extended our thanks to Wayne Taylor (Cumberland College
Class of 1972)--for his inspired rendering of the inexpressible. Once again, the
inexpressible has been expressed by the hand and heart of this artist. Wayne is with us
today; and again, we express our heartfelt thanks for his labor of love.
This dome and its symbols, which hovers above the lobby of the Grace Crum Rollins
Fine Arts Center here at Cumberland College, is our second tribute to children loved and
lost. As in the first dome, the background of blue sky is symbolic of the impenetrable
boundary, which separates mortality from immortality, and we can only perceive the
shadow of what lies beyond--the shadow that will become crystal clear only when we pass
through and join the children. In the meantime, we can only gaze upon the cherubs, the
clouds, the butterflies, the pansies, the hearts, and the stars and such, and wonder how
God will manage to wipe all our tears away and give us eternal peace and happiness in the
presence of the heavenly host and all who have gone before us. Only then will faith
become sight.
Please permit a moment of theological reflection: Please remember the teaching of
Jesus in Matthew 18:14, "It is not your Father's will that the least of these little ones
should perish." Let us not charge our losses to God's account. If we do, our grief will
never mature into victory. God did not take the children. Blame accidents, disease,
carelessness, recklessness, or whatever chaotic occurrence befell them, but don't blame
God, because God loves them and God loves us. Even though our faith is in God through

the saving power of the Christ, we are not immune from any kind of tragedy. However, it
is the unique power of the Christian Faith that we are given by the Grace of God, the
strength and the means to turn any tragedy into triumph. All who have preceded us,
including the children would urge us to accept the power of this Grace.
Now it is my distinct privilege to join you in dedicating this dome in the memory of all
the children.
Remarks by Mr. Chuck Dupier

Cherubs and Symbols for the Grace Crum Rollins Fine Arts Dome

The Grace Crum Rollins Fine Arts Dome features cherubs involved in the Arts.
Dance, Music, Drama, and the Visual Arts are divided into quadrants in the front
row of figures. Backing up the "Arts Angels" is a row of familiar babies from both
the original dome at the Cumberland Inn and the chapter illustrations from
Rosemary Smith's book, "Children of the Dome."
The center of the "Music" area appears behind the chandelier as the viewer
walks under the dome. The cherub holds a horn in one hand and the lamp of
education in the other. She is flanked on the right side by a singing angel reaching
for a monarch butterfly. Next is a stooping angel with a bouquet of pansies in her
hand and an orchid in her hair. You might recognize the next pair of boys chasing
yellow butterflies as you continue around the circle. Before moving on you might
try to find a spoke wheel and a crown in the clouds. The dancers are next in line
with a marching pose down front and a scarlet-winged dancer in the distance.
Near the dancers look for an evergreen shape, a ball and glove, and a football. Dr.
Taylor thought it would be interesting to pose a curious cherub looking over the
edge of the clouds down at all of us. This serves to make a connection with the
viewer drawing our attention into the "Visual Arts" area. Many of the subliminal
symbols are hidden in this area in addition to the obvious dolphin heart being
sculpted, the John Deere tractor being painted, the rainbow and palette, roses,
eagle, red bird, and blue bird. In the clouds there are, a hawk, to the left of the
easel painter, a football, basketball, praying hands, stars, and a basketball with
wings all built into the composition in shades of blues and white. A fly can be
found in two places, on the easel near the cardinal and on one of the sprinkler
heads. Overhead an angel takes moving pictures to represent the media center
located within the building, just another form of visual art. A crawling cherub
plays with an airplane while a bending angel looks at the drawing of the Rainbow
Cat. In the clouds, look for a heart, a guitar, and a UK basketball as we move
toward the theatrical angels holding comedy and tragedy masks. Moving on we
enter the "Music" area again with a happy cherub holding a stringed instrument

the Lute. Inside the sound hole of the lute is the peace sign. On the hair ribbon
of the lute player is a ladybug. There is another crown hidden in the clouds in this
area. Looking at the harp player we see musical notes displayed on the sheet
music that lies before her and an Evergreen Angel on the parchment at her feet.
With the backlit rider on the muscular flying horse "Pegasus" we arrive at the
point where we began.
The circular dome is the perfect architectural devise for displaying the cherub
theme because it gives visual depth and understanding of the direction to heaven
and the hope of traveling through the portal overhead to be reunited with those
we love. The circular design allows for an unbroken blending of lives and
activities in an eternal panoramic view as each scene melts into the next.

Remarks by Wayne Taylor, artist of the dome.

Do you suppose they meet like us
To lend support and love?
As we assemble, do they gather too,
Watching from above?

HEAVEN'S CHILDREN
Do you suppose they listen
To the breaking hearts we share?
As we tell our stories
Our tragedies laid bare?

Do you suppose they ask our God
To care for parents here?
Just as we beseech Him
To hold our children dear?

And, do you suppose they know the Truth,
These children whom we adore?
Knowing fully that God's love
In abundance He will outpour?

Do you suppose, among themselves,
They comfort one another?
When they see deep grief consume
Their father or their mother?

And, do you suppose they understand
Far better than we mortals?
That peace and joy and soul's content
Await us at the portals?

Do you suppose, together,
They wipe away our tears?
Holding hands, as we do,
To cleanse away our fears?

And do you suppose until the day
They see us face to face
They're tugging on God's heartstrings
To keep us in His Grace?

Sue Smith
Los Osos, CA

SHADOWS
Alone though I appear
They are still beside me.
Memories possess their faces they will forever guide me.
And as I fall they kiss me and I know they will not be forgotten
For they lift me with their wings before I hit the bottom.
It is then that I realize I will never walk alone as long as their love nurtures
in my heart and kindness finds a home.

Written by Elaine McPherson, wife of Drew Smith's friend Joe McPherson on May 1, 1999

Let me wrestle with memories
Rooted deep within my being
That I have cast away, away
After the War of Fight and Fleeing
How I remember the young struggles
The jealousy and competition
When whole galaxies we juggled
And life was more than repetition
He was my friend in golden fields
Who left before the rain
Tempered me and now he shields
Arrows of this world's pain
His memory is a warm confusion
Defining all I am and am to be
His rebirth was a conclusion
Of this child's way to see
And now he grows within me
Demanding room he spreads my wings
Brotherly, he bends my knee
So I can listen as Jeremiah sings.

Written on July 23, 1997, the fifth anniversary of the death of Jeremiah and Drew
Smith by Jeremiah's close friend Chris Lauer.

We have no promise in this life
That secures us a safe journey
He said he would be with us
From now until eternity

There are many who need to hear it
Their life here is incomplete
Unless we are there and willing
With our own words and suns to our beat

This faith does sustain us
We live by it day to day
As for hope of a tomorrow
He said, "I am with you all the way"

There is no place to stop it
Our march must go on
Thank God those jewels will be waiting
When we sing our final song

So we give birth to our children
With love, hope, and a great plan
That they will grow and develop
Into a kind woman or a happy man

You must show strength to Jordan
Whose love for them was shared
He also lost abundantly
He needs to know someone cares

In nurturing these precious angels
In the rules for a good life
We also work long hours and study
How to raise them with less strife

His life must go on normal
Or as a teenage life should be
With that glow he always carries
He'll soothe your pain, wait and see

They experience chicken pox and measles
Those mumps were no fun
But we grew closer and closer
While nursing illness from dark to sun

Yes, I know, I have children
And, yes, I'm also aware
That no one can take their places
Not anyone can fill their chair

Oh, we look at them so often
As we think to ourselves
How did I ever deserve this child
Seems a fantasy just like ‐ little elves

But all of you can pull together
In hidden discreet form
And can fill your longing
For those guys who have gone on

But sometimes these things will happen
We cannot, but do try, to understand
To lose the precious jewels
Is like taking a drummer from a band

You can help those who are struggling
Who try to reach a higher goal
By teaching them the values
You taught those darling souls

How we then come to realize
That our life must go on and on
That He sent us all for a reason
We must reach out and sing our song

Now the fact that your children will be there
When you someday arrive
Should always make you celebrate
When reminded of those precious eyes.

By Joyce Porter Hammers, close friend, artist and poet from Morgantown, KY after the deaths
of Drew and Jeremiah Smith.

Prayer of Blessing

Lord, catch me off guard today.
Surprise me with some moment of beauty or pain
So that at least for the moment I may be started into seeing that
You are here in all your splendor,
Always and everywhere,
Barely hidden,
Beneath,
Beyond,
Within this life I breathe.

By Frederick Buechner

A Pair of Shoes
I am wearing a pair of shoes.
They are ugly shoes.
Uncomfortable shoes.
I hate my shoes.
Each day I wear them, and each day I wish I had another pair.
Some days my shoes hurt so bad that I do not think I can take another step.
Yet, I continue to wear them.
I get funny looks wearing these shoes.
They are looks of sympathy.
I can tell in other's eyes that they are glad they are my shoes and not theirs.
They never talk about my shoes.
To learn how awful my shoes are might make them uncomfortable.
To truly understand these shoes you must walk in them.
But, once you put them on, you can never take them off.
I now realize that I am not the only one who wears these shoes.
There are many pairs in this world.
Some people are like me and ache daily as they try and walk in them.
Some have learned how to walk in them so they don't hurt quite as much.
Some have worn the shoes so long that days will go by before they think about how much
they hurt.
No one deserves to wear these shoes.
Yet, because of these shoes I am a stronger person.
These shoes have given me the strength to face anything.
They have made me who I am.
I will forever walk in the shoes of a person who has lost a child.

Grief is an emotion, not a disease.
There is no time table for recovery.
But there is also no getting around the pain.
Each of us has to experience the pain in order to recover from it.
Our hopes and dreams may no longer be possible.
We may feel hopeless and want to run away.
It takes time and effort to regain the ability to function.
We must express our feelings and be patient with ourselves.
Grief is a process.
Recovery is a decision.
Readjustment does not come overnight.
But each of us can resolve to survive - one moment at a time.

AFTER A WHILE

After a while you learn
the subtle difference between
holding a hand and chaining a soul
and you learn that love doesn't mean leaning
and company doesn't always mean security.

And you begin to learn
that kisses aren't contracts
and presents aren't promises
and you begin to accept your defeats
with your head up and your eyes ahead
with the grace of a woman
not the grief of a child
and you learn
to build all your roads on today
because tomorrow's ground is
too uncertain for plans
and futures have a way of falling down in mid‐flight.

After a while you learn
that even sunshine burns
if you get too much
so you plant your own garden
and decorate your own soul
instead of waiting
for someone to bring you flowers.

And you learn
that you really can endure
that you really are strong
and you really do have worth
and you learn
and you learn
with every good‐bye you learn.

Veronica A. Shoffstall

Never think that God's delays are God's denials.
Hold on; hold fast; hold out. Patience is genius.

--Comte de Buffon

I waited patiently for God to help me, then he listened,
and heard my cry...he lifted me...and set
my feet on a hard, form path and steaded me...
He has given me a new song to sing...

Ps. 40:1‐3 TLB

Their souls shall be as a watered garden;
and they shall not sorrow any more at all
....for I will turn their mourning into joy,
and will comfort them,
and make them rejoice from their sorrow.

----Jeremiah 31:12-13

When I Must Leave You

When I must leave you for a little while
Please do not grieve and shed wild tears
And hug your sorrow to you through the years.
But start out bravely with a gallant smile;
And for my sake and in my name
Live on and do all things the same.
Feed not your loneliness on empty days,
But fill each waking hour in useful ways.
Reach out your hand in comfort and in cheer
And I in turn will comfort you
And hold you near;
And never, never be afraid to die,
For I am waiting for you in the sky!

EULOGY OF GREGORY MICHAEL FOTIA
November 10, 1988 ‐‐ October 13, 2000
October 16, 2000
People often wonder what the meaning of their lives are and ask why things happen as they
do. My wife Tina and I had the privilege and honor to be Gregory's godparents. The role of a
godparent is to guide your godchild, through example, to become children of God.
I learned early in Greg's life that the relationship was to be a role reversal. Through the
years, I came to know by being with Greg, his parents, Frank and Rose, and his brother Frankie,
that it was Greg who would be the teacher ‐‐ and the lesson would be to teach and show all
those whose lives he touched the real meaning of life and purpose.
Many people have the ability to express themselves and communicate with each other
through words, thoughts and expression. Greg could not do any of these things yet everyone
understood Greg. Greater still, watching Greg with his family, he was able to convey to each of
us the most important message in one's life.
Greg became the instrument through which God spoke to all of us whose lives he touched.
That message God sent to us through Greg was how to give and receive unconditional love to
one another.
Those of us blessed to be part of Greg's life were witness to this special love as part of Greg's
daily life. Each of us who met Greg participated in this unconditional love.
Each of us here witness to the tireless devotion, care, love and support by his mother, father,
brother, the Molinaro and Fotia families in their care of Greg, was witness to true unconditional
love daily.
Greg is the instrument God sent to remind us that faith and love are the most important part
of our lives.
Greg is the instrument through which Frank and Rose, having seen and living life with a
physically challenged child, were inspired to give Greg and those children like him the
opportunity to live the best lives they could through the creation of the Children's Relief Fund.
Greg is the instrument through which we saw his caregivers, teachers, doctors and health
care providers give unconditional love and support to Greg and his family in their daily care of
him.

While just one of these examples of unconditional love would be enough for one lifetime, we
thank God we had the opportunity to call Greg ours for the short time he stayed here with us.
As hard and difficult as the past several days and the future will be without Greg in our midst
physically, he remains and lives forever inside each of us. Every one of us owes it to each other
to tell one another of the ways our lives were blessed by Greg.
In closing, we owe it to Greg to follow his example and show our unconditional love to him.
This love, as difficult as it is, is the gift to Greg, to let him go, to return home to God.
But don't think for a moment that Greg will not be here among us. He will be the same
special angel and messenger from God for all of us, looking after us from his playground in
heaven. All we need to do is listen ‐ Greg will be speaking to us in the way he always could ‐
through God.
I have been asked to read the following poem by Greg's family. This poem also speaks to
unconditional love and the ability to love someone enough to let go.
In tears we saw you sinking,
And watched you fade away.
Our hearts were almost broken
We wanted you to stay.
But when we saw you sleeping
So peaceful and free from pain
How could we wish you back
With us to suffer pain again.
It broke our hearts to lose you
But you did not go alone
For part of us went with you
The day God took you home.
To Greg, from your family and friends, thank you. We love you and miss you, but know you
are in a place where there is no more pain and suffering. God Bless You.

Gregory was the eleven‐year‐old son of Frank and Rose Fotia from Hilton Head Island, S.C.

THE BOOK OF WISDOM
Chapter 3, Verses 1 through 8

But the sons of the just are in the hand of God,
And no torment shall touch them.
They seemed, in the view of the foolish, to be dead;
And their passing away was thought an affliction
And their going forth from us, utter destruction.
But they are at peace.
For if before men, indeed, they be punished,
Yet is their hope full of immortality;
Chastised a little, they shall be greatly blessed,
Because God tried them
And found them worthy of Himself.
As gold in the furnace, He proved them,
And as sacrificial offerings, He took them to Himself.
In the time of their visitation they shall shine,
And shall dart about as sparks through stubble;
They shall judge nations and rule over peoples,
And the Lord shall be their King forever.

Do not look forward to
What might happen
Tomorrow...
The same everlasting Father...
Who cares for you today...
Will take care of you...
Tomorrow and every day...
Either He will shield you from
Suffering or He will give you
Unfailing strength to bear it.
Be at peace then and put
Aside all anxious thoughts and
Imaginations.

--St. Francis De Sales

ONLY A LITTLE BROOK

A few weeks ago, a dear little girl in Bath, Maine, was so ill that she felt she could no longer live in
her poor, suffering body. At first she was sad at the thought. It did seem to her such a long, strange,
dark way, from the warm room where she was with her friends, to the heaven where Christ is, and
where those who are good and pure in this life shall find a home much better than any on this earth!
But soon this little girl began to think, and to feel that God must be just as near to her in the hour
of death, and in the room where she lay, as he had been in the hour of her birth; that, as she owed
her life in this world to him, she must owe her life in the next to him too; that so he must be just as
near to her on the earth as in heaven; and that his arms would be round her soul, and save it from
harm when it left the dead body, no matter where she might be.
As these thoughts came to her mind, a sweet smile stole over her face. No more did she feel afraid.
She felt as if God's angels were quite near, to help and cheer her, and show her the way. She grew
calm and happy. What at first had seemed to her a long, dark road, now seemed short and bright and
very near. And at last she cried out, "Oh, it is only a little brook!" and so passed on to the heavenly
shore.
But what did she mean by "only a little brook?" She meant that the way from our own world to the
world where the soul goes when the body dies is not far; that, when we are good, God is as near to us
in the world where we now are as he will be in the next; and that to pass from this life to the next is
just like crossing a little brook, so shallow that children can wade across it, or sail their tiny boats on
it.
Oh! how much do those men lose who do not believe fully in that better life after this, and who do
not act as if they believed it! Let us but mind the words of Christ, be pure and good, and show love to
God and man in our acts here; and then, like the little girl in Bath, Maine, we need not be afraid to
have our bodies die; for there is no more cause for fear then in crossing a brook from one bank to
another. Let us think of this when we say our little hymn,
"Now I lay me down to sleep,
I pray the Lord my soul to keep:
If I should die before I wake,
I pray the Lord my soul to take."
Anna Livingston

Elaine Craven, mother of Maureen Craven who died in Memphis, TN, on 11‐5‐89, found this story in an
antique book.

Hope Tiding
Because
Because somebody cared today
I knew God’s love was strong;

I found new hope to bear my cross
And courage for my song.

My neighbor’s heart conveyed the love
I needed for my pain;

And happily I felt the faith
To dream and smile again.

Inez Franck

In loving memory of
Cary Combs

11/05/66 – 10/14/08

(pictured with son Gage)

FOREVER

Your smile will forever light up our hearts and our minds
Your beauty onto our souls will forever warmly shine
Your friendship and your love will forever inspire
Those you touched to be ever kinder, to aim even higher
We will be forever blessed for having known you Maureen
For yours was as special a soul as this world has ever seen
And although this is a sad, sad November
With love in our hearts you will be forever remembered.

Written in memory of Maureen Craven who died 11/5/89 in Memphis, TN

September
The crisp, cool, inviting days
of September
have lost their appeal.
Attacks on our way of life
thousands killed
questions unanswered
a state of shock
as planes plummet from
the bright blue September skies
ending our comfortable
easy lives
as Americans.
And yet, despite the loss of thousands
my thoughts return
to the loss
of one
so full of life
who also left us
in
September.
Shanan Mills
9-23-01
Written in memory of Jon Clark, Bowling Green, KY

I'm past the denial, I accept that you are gone,
I understand that my only choice is simply to go on.
I've met other parents who share my ordeal.
Most have assured me that with time I will heal.
I've read all the books, and gone to the meetings,
I've received many cards, words of hope and warm greetings.
I am taking care of my physical and mental health,
I am not worried with my personal wealth.
I have worn your clothes and slept in your bed,
I visit your grave where so many have tread.
I've bought angels, cards, and beautiful flowers,
I even go there when it's wet from rain showers.
I've saved the many mementos of your life,
Reminders of good times, even times full of strife.
I've framed many photos, your smile is everywhere,
I talk to you often as though you were here.
I shared your dreams and I shared your goals,
I felt we were joined, even deep in our souls.
I try not to dwell on all that you've missed,
But think of the happy days when we were so blessed.
I talk to God, I kneel and I pray,
I ask Him to help make this pain go away.
My days are so empty, so dark are my nights,
I ask God to hold me until there is light.
Our bond was unique, our love was so strong,
Your dying so young was unfair, it was wrong.
I am still your mother, and you are my son,
Though Death has separated us, it has not won.
I know that you live in the palm of God's hand,
In the place where angels take care of His land.
Watch over and guide me while I am still here,
Til it's my time to join you, my heart holds you near.
Written by Betsy Friedl, mother of Drew Lawrence who died 10‐9‐99

CHAPTER II
A chapter of my life I thought I would never have to write; life without my beloved son, Joshua. I have to admit I
was mad at Bob (our counselor) when he suggested we could be complete again. I have not wanted to think of being
complete again, but I realize it's time to pick up the pieces and "move on."
Where do I start? Well, I think in knowing that Joshua is happy in heaven and that he and Jesus want us to be happy
again. I will miss Josh for the rest of my life and not a day will go by that I don't, but it's time to let go of the pain
and move forward - he wants that for us.
I want only happiness and joy for Lindsey's (our daughter) life - she deserves that. I also want to find happiness
within myself and with my husband again. When I think of what Josh gave me, I think of love - a tremendous gift
that I will always hold close to my heart.
I hope to laugh again and really mean it, to cry less and live again and enjoy it. I feel time will help with all of these
things, but I also feel I have to want this and I do - I'm ready.
Jesus did not promise us an easy life, but He promised to be there and He has. I have walked this with Him every
step of the way. He gave me a true gift in a little boy named Joshua who has taught me more about love that
anybody I have ever known. Nobody has ever loved me the way Josh did and I'm eternally grateful to have known
this kind of love because some people never do.
I do believe Lindsey loves me in this way too, but there is nothing like the love between a mother and son - it's
amazing. I'm glad you gave me this gift pea pod.
I can hear you gently saying, "It's time to move on Mum and it's okay - that's my wish for you and I will always be
with you, Mum." I will Josh - always with you in my heart - always. I love you!!

Mum

Written by Carol Plaisted from York, Maine, for her son Joshua Scott Plaisted who went home to God on 3/27/00 at
2 years, 8 months and 2 days old.

Father to Father

Father to Father in common bereaved
Father to Father I share your grief
Father to Father I share your pain
Father to Father to love is gain
Father to Father both full of love
Father to Father with sons up above
Father to Father some problems we lick
Father to Father some things just can't fix
Father to Father just merely a man
Father to Father God has his plan
Father to Father death's sting will bother
Father to Father just look to the Father
Father to Father have faith and then
Father to Father we'll see them again.

In Memory of Shaka & Jamon Franklin
In Honor of Les Franklin
By Gene Logan, father of Brandon Logan from Memphis, TN

"How are you?"
"Better, " I say.
better at hiding my pain,

You ask me how I'm doing

better at pretending our lives

You want to see me smile.

have returned to normal,

You want to think the grief that

better at shedding my tears

only lingered for a while.

when only God can see.
___________________________

And so I play the game with you.
I smile and say "Just fine."

Grief crystals
sharp and hard
pain made manifest

But those who've trod this road before
know the pain that still is mine.
_________________________________

cutting, hurting.
How could this happen?
Only tears dissolve
that cutting edge,
refining the crystals
through which life is viewed
So differently.

How can this be?
How could my son
be taken from me?
When will the hot tears
that wash o'er my soul
yield to sweet memories?
Will I ever be whole?

Poetry written by Donna Herndon
since the death of her son Roger Herndon on August 2, 1991.

Tears are often the telescope through
which men see into heaven.

...weeping may remain for a night, but
rejoicing comes in the morning.
Ps. 30:5 NIV

To Those I Love
and
Those Who Love Me
When I am gone, release me, let me go
I have so many things to see and do.
You mustn't tie yourself to me with tears
Be happy that we had some years.
I gave you my love, You can only guess
How much you gave to me in happiness.
I thank you for the love you each have shown,
But now it's time I traveled alone.
So grieve a while for me if grieve you must;
Then let your grief be comforted by trust.
It's only for a while that we must part.
So keep the memories within your heart.
I won't be far away, for life goes on
So if you need me call and I will come
Though you can't see or touch me, I'll be near
And if you listen with your heart, you'll hear
All of my love around you soft and dear.
And then when you must come this way alone
I'll greet you with a smile and say,
"Welcome Home."

Tears are the Proof of Life
"How long will the pain last?" a brokenhearted mourner asked me. "All the rest of your life," I
had to answer truthfully. We never quite forget. No matter how many years, we remember. The
loss of a loved one is like a major operation, part of us is removed and we have a scar for the rest
of our lives. This does not mean the pain continues at the same intensity. There is a short while
at first when we hardly believed it; it is rather like we have cut our hand, we see the blood
flowing, but the pain has not set in yet. So when we are bereaved there is a short while before
the pain hits us. But when it does it is massive in its affect. Grief is shattering.
Then the wound begins to heal. It is like going through a dark tunnel. Occasionally we glimpse
as bit of light up ahead, then lose sight of it awhile, then see it again and one day merge into the
light, we are able to laugh, to care, to live. The wound is healed so to speak, the stitches are
taken out, and we are whole again; but not quite. The scar is still there and the scar tissue too.
As the tears go by, we manage. There are things to do, people to care for, tasks that call for our
full attention. But the pain is still there, not far below the surface. We see a face that looks
familiar, hear a voice that echoes, see a photo in someone's album, see a landscape that once we
saw together, and it is as though the knife were in the wound again.
But not so painfully, and mixed with joy too. Because remembering a happy time is not all
sorrow; it brings back happiness with it. How long will the pain last? All the rest of your life.
But the thing to remember is that not only the pain will last, but the blessed memories as well.
Tears are the proof of life. The more love, the more tears. If this be true, then how could we ask
that the pain cease altogether. For then the memory of love would go with it. The pain of grief
is the price we pay for love.

Sorrow and her grim family of sighs may drop by for a visit,
but they won't stay long when they realize that faith got there first
--and doesn't plan to leave.

Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning.
---Psalm 30:5 KJV

Do not cheat thy heart and tell her,
"Grief will pass away;
Hope for fairer times in the future,
and forget today."
Tell her, if you will, that sorrow
need not come in vain;
Tell her that the lessons taught her
far outweighs the pain.
--Adelaide Ann Proctor

Our little time of suffering is not worthy of our first night's welcome home to Heaven.
---Samuel Rutherford
Those we love are with the Lord, and the Lord has promised to be with us. If they are
with Him and He is with us; they cannot be far away.
--Peter Marshal
I used to ask God to help me. Then I asked if I might help him. I ended up by asking God
to do his work through me.
--Hudson Taylor
In acceptance there is peace.
I believe in the sun even when it's not shining.
I believe in love, even when I'm alone.
I believe in God, even when he is silent.
Trust God in the dark till the light returns.
--AW Tozer
Life is like a game of tennis; the player who serves well seldom loses.

It is not how troubled the sea is that determines the course of your life; it is who the Pilot
is.

The Lord will either calm your storm or allow it to rage while He calms you.

Since the Lord is directing our steps; why try to understand everything that happens along
the way?
Prov. 20:24 TLB

Trust in the Lord with all your heart and fear not, on your own understanding.
Prov. 3:5 NIV

Together We'll Walk the Stepping Stones
Come, take my hand, the road is long.
We must travel by stepping stones.
No, you're not alone, I'll go with you.
I know the road well, I've been there.
Don't fear the darkness, I'll be there with you.
We must take one step at a time,
But remember, we may have to stop awhile.
It is a long way to the other side
And there may be obstacles.
We have many stones to cross, some are bigger than others,
Shock, denial and anger to start.
Then comes guilt, despair and loneliness.
It's a hard road to travel, but it must be done.
It's the only way to reach the other side.
Come, slip your hand in mine.
What? Oh, yes, it's strong.
I've held so many hands like yours.
Yes, mine was one time small and weak like yours.
Once, you see, I had to take someone's hand
in order to take the first step.
Oops! You've stumbled; go ahead and cry.
Don't be ashamed; I understand.
Let's wait here awhile and get your breath.
When you're stronger, we'll go on, one step at a time.
There's no need to hurry.
Say, it's nice to hear you laugh.
Yes, I agree, the memories you shared are good.
Look, we're halfway there now; I can see the other side.
It looks so warm and sunny.
Oh, have you noticed, we're nearing the last stone
and you're standing alone?
We've reached the other side.

Written by Barb Williams, TCF, Ft. Wayne, IN

But wait, look back, someone is standing there.
They are alone and want to cross the stepping stones.
I'd better go, they need my help.
What? Are you sure?
Why, yes, go ahead, I'll wait, you know the way,
you've been there.
Yes, I agree, it's your turn, my friend ‐
To help someone else cross the stepping stones.

Do not stand by my grave and weep,
I am not there. I do not sleep
I am a thousand winds that blow
I am a diamond glint on snow
I am the sunlight on ripened grain
I am the gentle Autumn rain.
When you awake in the morning hush
I am the swift uplifting rush
Of quiet birds in circling flight
I am the soft starshine at night.
Do not stand by my grave and cry,
I am not there...I did not die.

Anonymous

A BROKEN VASE
Cathie McCormick
I have a priceless vase. An unexpected storm blows it over and it is shattered
into many pieces. At first, I try to put it together myself. However, I find myself
so upset that I ask some friends to help. They seem to be in a hurry to get the job
done so I will be happy again. It does not seem to matter if the pieces fit together
perfectly. We find some quick drying glue to put the vase together. When the vase
is finished, it in no way resembles the original. It is not pleasing to look at; nor can
it be used at all. One day, a very slight breeze blows the vase over. It breaks and
shatters into many pieces once again.
This time, I realized a special person, an expert in vases, must be sought. I
search for the person who originally made the vase. He begins lovingly picking up
each piece and patiently sorting them on the table. He carefully examines each piece
individually. Slowly and precisely, he glues the first two pieces together. These are
set aside to dry completely before the next piece is added. This process continues
for over three years until finally, the entire vase is back together.
Much to my surprise, I recognize the vase as the one I owned, yet it is actually
a beautiful, unique, new creation. It is a little bigger and stronger, now. I find
that it serves a different purpose in my home, as well as being the perfect accent to
brighten up a dull room.
I am the broken vase. I was shattered when my son, Mark, died. In the
beginning I tried to put the pieces of my life back together the way it was before
the tragedy. I soon realized my fragile state and sought the help of many people
around me, who loved me and wanted to see me happy again. They listened and did
their best to care for me. They were a tremendous help as I worked through much
of the hurt and pain for two years.
On the second anniversary of Mark's death, God showed me that I needed to
stop seeking an outward solution to an inward problem. I should not be disappointed
in people for only He, the one who created me, is able to make something beautiful
of my life. Only He can heal the hurt. With LOVE as the glue, God has been
putting the pieces of ME together.
At this time, I feel as if that glue is still wet. I must continue to wait on God,
for His perfect PLAN in His perfect time.

A BOY AND HIS DOG, BACK TOGETHER AGAIN
They loved each other, the boy and the dog. Maybe because they were so
much alike. The boy ‐ Christopher ‐ was a strapping teenager, big and strong
and smiling and loving. "Young Samson," his grandfather called him.
The dog ‐ Bogart ‐ was a 130‐pound pup, huge and playful and protective
and loving. "The bear," a neighbor called him.
The dog would look for the boy each night. If the boy was in bed, the dog
would bound up and join him. If the boy wasn't home, the dog would sleep in
the kitchen or living room to await him. On those nights, the boy sometimes
would grab a pillow and sleep on the floor with the dog.
The big, cheerful boy was everybody's best friend.
The big powerful pup was the boy's best friend. They loved each other, the
boy and the dog.
The boy died first.
He got sick one night and died the next. It was as simple as that. He was 17
years old. One day he was hale and hearty, laughing and smiling, working his
summer job on a farm. The next he was dead. Juvenile diabetes struck out of
nowhere.
His mother and father, his brother and sister, his grandmothers and
grandfathers were inconsolable. And, 19 months later, they still are.
So, too, was the dog.

He quit waiting by the kitchen door. He was lost and sad. The other dog, a
hound puppy, couldn't cheer him up. The other boy, a sweet 14 year old, was
too devastated to try.
But life, of sorts, went on. The parents, battered and shattered found what
solace there was in friends and books. The brother kept busy with school.
Even the dog grew to understand. In time, he became playful again, took up
with the goofy young hound and taught him how to graze the kitchen and
humble the cats and lie in wait for the mailman.
But he never went in the boy's room.
And then the dog died.
The brother, now 16 and grown up, found the dog in the snow in the back
yard. The dog, like the boy, had simply died without warning. Like the boy, he
was big and strong and vigorous one moment; like the boy, he was dead the
next. Like the boy, he was still young. The boy had been 17 when he died; the
dog was 6.
The mother couldn't bear it. Still ripped by the open wounds of the boy's
death, she huddled over the dog, sobbing. She was sobbing, not for the dog, of
course, but for the boy and the lost link to him. The brother put his coat
around her, tried to coax her in from the freezing cold.
"Don't you understand?" he told her. "It's all right. Christopher needed
Bogie. He came to get him because he was lonely."
He was right, of course.
Or at least the mother and the father like to look at it that way.
And already the mother and the father are talking about getting a new pup
come spring.
For you can always get a new dog ‐ and get over the death of an old one.
But you can never get a new son ‐ or get over the death of a loved one.
Dogs are supposed to die.
Sons aren't.
By Michael Gartner in his editorial from USA TODAY, February 13, 1996.
(Copied from Bereaved Parents of the USA newsletter)

I Wondered
by Mary E. Cummings

There were so many things I feared,
the wrath of God, an angel's tear.
But all misgivings seemed so small
when destiny made its strange call.
I wondered if He was above--He took a child I dearly loved!
My life seemed like a mockery
of deeds done so unselfishly.
My heart told me I could not live,
this gift to Him, I could not give.
I felt my life had been a lie,
became a truth, then went to die.
He made me question what life meant.
But when my tears were all but spent,
my oldest climbed upon my knee.
I heard her eyes, "Remember me?"
And then I knew, this was His way
of helping me live another day.

Often, people inquire whether I ever ask myself, "Why me?" I never
do. If I ask, "Why me?" as I am assaulted by heart disease and
AIDS, I must also ask, "Why me?" about my blessings. The morning
after I won Wimbledon I should have asked, "Why me?" and doubted
that I deserved the victory. I also do not waste time pleading with
God to make me well. I believe that prayer is not to be invoked to ask
God for things for oneself or even for others. Rather, prayer is a
medium through which I ask God to show me God's will, and to give
me strength to carry out that will.

Arthur Ashe - 1993

AM I MAKING PROGRESS?
I USED TO CRY ALL THE TIME.
THEN, ONLY SOME OF THE TIME.
THEN, JUST ONCE IN AWHILE
NOW JUST OCCASIONALLY - ON THE
INSIDE.

By Darcie D. Sims: From FOOTSTEPS THROUGH
THE VALLEY.

The Compassionate Friends Credoy
We need not walk alone.

We are the Compassionate Friends.
We reach out to each other with love, with understanding and with hope.
Our children have died at all ages and from many different causes, but our love for our
children 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 and creeds.
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 we feel helpless and see no hope.
Some of us have found our faith to be a source of strength;
Some of us are struggling to find answers.

Some of us are angry, filled with guilt or in deep depression;
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 our children.
We are all seeking and struggling to build a future for ourselves,
But we are committed to building that future together
As we reach out to each other in love
And 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.

Grief is Like a River
My grief is like a river
I have to let it flow
But I myself determine
Just where the banks will go.
Some days the current takes me
In waves of guilt and pain
But there are always quiet pools
Where I can rest again.
I crash on rocks of anger
My faith seems faint indeed.
But there are other swimmers
Who know just what I need.
There are loving hands to hold me
When waters are too swift,
And someone kind to listen
When I just seem to drift.
Grief's river is a process
Of relinquishing the past.
By swimming in Hope's channels
I'll reach the shore at last.

SNOWBALLS
Like most parents,
I suppose,
I worried.
From time to time
there were
stark moments of
panic.
If you were late from school
there was no rest
until I saw you
out in front,
throwing snowballs
with your friends,
reveling in the sound of
cold crusty snow making
explosions
on the sidewalk.
Now there will be no rest,
For the cold and crusty news
of your voluntary,
forever lateness
is exploding
just below the surface
of my heart.
By Gail Kittleson

MAGGIE'S QUILT
Three small quilts my hands have fashioned
Each one made in love and hope.
Waiting to be touched by tiny fingers,
Yearning to be worn by gentle use.
The first one used as veil and tablecloth
by a little girl almost six.
Spread with dishes it's frayed edges
surround a tea party on a winter day.
The second a saddleblanket for the
rockinghorse of a cowboy who is two.
Many adventures has this small quilt seen.
Dragged from one end of the house to another.
It serves as a tent should the need arrive.
And the third for a tiny girl who stepped
onto the quilt of my life for only a moment.
For a child whose touch was felt
only from within,
but whose feet will dance always
upon the quilt of my heart.
By Melissa Carey

I'M FREE
Don't grieve for me, for now I'm free,
I'm following the path God laid for me.
I took His hand when I heard Him call,
I turned my back and left it all.
I could not stay another day,
To laugh, to love, to work or play.
Tasks left undone must stay that way,
I found that peace at the close of day.
If my parting has left a void,
Then fill it with remembered joy,
A friendship shared, a laugh, a kiss,
Ah yes, these things I too will miss.
Be not burdened with times of sorrow,
I wish you the sunshine of tomorrow.
My life's been full, I've savored much,
Good friends, good times, a loved one's touch.
Perhaps my time seemed all too brief,
Don't lengthen it now with undue grief.
Lift up your heart and share with me,
God wanted me now: He set me free.

LETTING GO

To "Let go" does not mean to stop caring; it means I can't do it for someone else.
To "Let go" is not to cut myself off, it's the realization I can't control another.
To "Let go" is not to enable, but to allow learning from natural consequences.
To "Let go" is to admit powerlessness, which means the outcome is not in my hands.
To "Let go" is not to try to change or blame another. It's to make the most out of myself.
To "Let go" is not to care for, but to care about.
To "Let go" is not to fix, but to be supportive.
To "Let go" is not to judge, but to allow another to be a human being.
To "Let go" is not to be in the middle arranging all the outcomes, but to allow others to affect their
own destinies.
To "Let go" is not to be protective. It's to permit another to face reality.
To "Let go" is not to deny, but to accept.
To "Let go" is not to nag, scold or argue, but instead to search out my own shortcomings and correct
them.
To "Let go" is not to adjust everything to my desires, but to take each day as it comes, and cherish
myself in it.
To "Let go" is not to regret the past, but to grow and live for the future.
To "Let go" is to fear less and love more.

“No Time To Waste”

1 out of 1, that’s the ratio of how many of us are eventually going to die,
now if you’re anything like me you may have realized that those are pretty
good numbers. That is the reason why when I hear or see people fighting and
squabbling over small things I have to ask myself, “Is it really that serious?”
My philosophy on life is fairly simple and can be summed up by two quotes:
“Aim for the moon, if you miss, you’ll land among the stars,” and “Look on the
brighter side of things, it’s easier to see.” Basically, just try to accomplish as
much as possible, and have fun doing it. I mean, if life isn’t lived to the
fullest then what is the point? Now I’m not a Gandhi wanna-be or anything
like that, but if you’re too busy being worried about what’s going on around
you, you just might miss what’s going on in front of you.
Much too often I see people who have made themselves fit into society’s
image of what they should be; not that it is always a bad thing, but it makes
you wonder if “that person” hadn’t been pushed down “that path” which one
they would have taken. It’s crazy to think about it.
A lot of my friends and peers often complain about the bad around them
as well; they are so busy complaining about the bad that they wouldn’t see the
good if it hit them with an iron bat. I tell them all the time that they are
missing the fruits because they can’t allow themselves to see past the darkness
to the light, but most of the time they just laugh it off and say I’m weird—
maybe I am.
So, in ending, all I can say is that if every minute of life is not lived to
the fullest then it’s just a life of half victories and wasted moments, and I
don’t think we have any time to waste or anything to lose. I mean, none of us
are going to make it out alive anyways. That’s just me though, who am I to
say how your life should be lived? I still live at home with my mom and watch
cartoons.
Written by
Royce Robinson
October 24, 2005
Royce (17) was murdered on November 8, 2005 in Louisville, Kentucky

Twin Love Frogs
David and Reid Cooper are the twin sons of Diane and Mike Cooper from
Chattanooga, Tennessee. The boys were students at The McCallie School where our
sons Drew, Jeremiah, Jordan and Fong also attended. On February 14, 2007, David
Cooper collapsed during crew practice and passed over at the age of seventeen.
Diane Cooper sent me an e-mail shortly after David’s death. Many of our friends on
the McCallie campus had encouraged Diane to contact me because they knew of my
work with bereaved parents. Diane and I bonded instantly on our first phone call.
Her pain was palpable. Her words could have come from my lips fifteen years
earlier when my sons died. Could I help her? I prayed for wisdom. I listened. I
learned about the other Cooper children; sons Chase and Reid, and daughter Brett.
I came to know and love both Diane and Mike even though we had never met.
On May 31, 2007, we had a private screening of our documentary, “Space Between
Breaths,” in Lexington, Kentucky. Even though they were only three months into
their grief, Diane, Mike and Reid Cooper decided to drive to Lexington for the
screening and to attend J.I.M.’s (Joining In Memory) Conference to be held the day
following the screening. Diane told me months later that none of them wanted to
come but felt like it might help them at the point they were in their grief. I distinctly
remember Diane saying she thought they all might “run screaming” from the
theatre if the film was too painful for them to watch.
Well, the Coopers did not leave the theatre that night. They sat among eight
hundred other people including other bereaved parents until the words of Cindy
Bullens’ song, “Better Than I’ve Ever Been,” faded with the last of the credits.
They sat as eleven of the twelve families interviewed for the film were brought up on
stage to receive their “Oscars,” a suprise love gift from Dinah and Jim Taylor from
Williamsburg, Kentucky. I will never forget the three of them standing
together saying David’s name during the candle light service the following day at
the conference.
Reid Cooper has lost his other half, the person he has been with since
conception. How would he move forward with his young life without his twin? Our
son Jordan was eleven when his two older brothers were killed. He too suffered a

great loss. Like Jordan, Reid had to face a family with important pieces missing.
These bereaved siblings had to learn to deal with parents who were grieving. They
had to try to find a new “normal.”
In the months since the documentary screening, Diane Cooper and I have stayed in
close contact. I am in awe of this woman. She has chosen to confront her loss in a
positive manner. She is vocal with what she needs. She is grieving but still reaching
out to other bereaved families in the Chattanooga area.
Mike and Diane Cooper asked us to have a screening of our documentary in
Chattanooga at The McCallie School in conjunction with a time of rememberance
for their son David on the first anniversary of his angel day, Febraury 14, 2008. The
Cooper family had donated a magnificant sculpture to The McCallie School
Memorial Walk that was being dedicated on February 14th. The dedication was a
moving tribute to David Cooper and was attended by many family and friends as
well as the entire faculty and student body of The McCallie School.
The Twin Love Frogs made their way to the Cooper family the night of February
14th. Diane and Mike hosted a Reception and Concert by Cindy Bullens the night
of the Memorial Walk Dedication for family and friends. Luther and I were
honored to be invited. We had never met Brett, the six year old daughter of the
Coopers. I had gone to one of our drugstores the day before our trip to
Chattanooga to pick out a present for Brett. WebKinz are the rage in our part of
the country. My grandchildren, Andy and Ashley love them, so I figured that would
be the perfect choice for Brett. Well, there were so many different ones…dogs, cats,
horses…then one called a Love Frog seemed to belong to Brett. The Love Frog had
red hearts and David Cooper had always worn red clothes (Reid had worn blue) so
that represented David to me.
On the night of February 14th, we first met Brett Cooper. What must she have been
thinking with her home full of family and friends and some people she didn’t
even know? There were over fifty incredible photos of either the twins or David
displayed alongside a wall of rememberance. As I handed Brett the small bag with
the Love Frog, she shyly said “Thank you,” and moved behind her mother. I caught
sight of Brett about an hour later and she had a Love Frog in each hand! Diane
came over to us and said another friend had brought Brett the exact same
WebKinz…now she had Twin Love Frogs!
Only two people brought presents to Brett on the night of David’s Rememberance.
I am not bragging but just honored to have brought one of two Love
Frogs. Without knowing, the two of us had played a role in bringing “Twins” back
to the Cooper family. I’m sure this was a message from their son David.

The Twelve Freedoms of Healing in Grief

1.

You have the freedom to realize your grief is unique.

2.

You have the freedom to talk about your grief.

3.

You have the freedom to expect to feel a multitude of emotions.

4.

You have the freedom to allow for numbness.

5.

You have the freedom to be tolerant of your physical and emotional
limits.

6.

You have the freedom to experience grief attacks or memory
embraces.

7.

You have the freedom to develop a support system.

8.

You have the freedom to make use of ritual.

9.

You have the freedom to embrace your spirituality.

10. You have the freedom to allow a search for meaning.
11. You have the freedom to treasure your memories.
12. You have the freedom to move toward your grief and heal.

Alan Wolfeldt, PhD.

Have you had a kindness shown?
Pass it on;
'Twas not given for thee alone,
Pass it on;
Let it travel down the years,
Let it wipe another's tears,
'Till in heaven the deed appears ‐
Pass it on.
‐‐‐Henry Burton

You can't light a candle
To show others the way,
Without feeling the warmth
Of that bright little ray;
And you can't give a rose all
Fragrance with dew,
Without some of its sweetness
Remaining with you.

God's Bucket

If this world
Was not held in God's bucket
How could an ocean stand upside down
On its head and never lose a drop?
If your life was not contained in God's cup
How could you be so brave and laugh,
Dance in the face of death?
There is a private chamber in the soul
That knows a great secret
Of which no tongue can speak
Your existence, O love my dear
Has been sealed and marked
"Too sacred," "too sacred" by the Beloved To ever end!
Indeed God
Has written a thousand promises
All over your heart
That say,
Life, life, life
Is far too sacred to
Ever end.
- Hafiz (Sufi poet)

Butterfly

Just when you think
There are no more tears left
To cry
Another wave
Of remembering
This actually happened
He is really gone
And, everything says...NO!
Relentless, it seems
The stream of thoughts turn again
The shock wave hits
In the glimpse of a photograph
Or, a memory bubbles to the surface
Of the mind's tides
And, crashes hard against the walls
Of this broken heart
Making the desperate sound...NO!
Just can't believe...
How this could have...
Why didn't I...
What are we going to...
How do you go on?
I don't know
But, maybe this...

Maybe somewhere in time, beyond time
There will be something else to replace the NO
To soften the blows
Gently sew the heart with silken strings
And, still the minds waters
To whisper softly
Softly
So, we can hear
Miss you, love you, always with you
And the spirit shifts
The eyes blink open
A butterfly takes flight
And, changes the no to something else
Maybe not an affirmation, not a YES
Maybe not goodbye
Perhaps this...
Just a wordless sigh................................
Of a LOVE that never dies.

By Karin Bookbinder - in memory of her
nephew Adam Lewkowitz

Dearest Mommy,
When you wonder the meaning
of life and love
Know that I am with you
Close your eyes and feel me kissing you
in the gentle breeze across your cheek
When you begin to doubt that you shall ever see me again
Quiet your mind and hear me
I am the whisper of the heavens
Speaking of your love
When you lose your identity
When you question who you are
where you are going
Open your heart and see me
I am the twinkle in the stars
smiling down upon you
Lighting the path for your journey
When you awaken each morning
Not remembering your dreams
But feeling content and serene
Know that I was with you
Filling your night with thoughts of me
When you linger in the remnant pain
Wholeness seeming so unfamiliar
Think of me
Know that I am with you
Touching you thru the shared tears of a gentle friend
Easing the pain
As the sunrise illuminates the desert sky
In that breathtaking brilliance, awaken your spirit
Think of our time together, all too brief, but ever brilliant
When you were certain of us, together
When you were certain of your destiny
Know that God created that moment in time,
Just for us
I am with you always.
Love you always,
Your child

The Lord is not slow about his promise as some count slowness,
but is forbearing toward you,
not wishing that any should perish.
‐‐‐II Peter 3:9 RSV

God has not promised us a quiet journey, only a safe arrival.

I write these things to you who believe in the name of the Son of God
so that you may know that you have eternal life.
‐‐I John 5:13 NIV

I prayed for this child,
and the Lord has granted me what I asked of him.
So now I give him to the Lord.
For his whole life will be given over to the Lord...
‐‐I Samuel 1:27‐28 NIV

When you doubt the winds a'blowing,
Flash of lightning, glistening rain,
Sun or starlit heavens above you
On the land or bounding main,
When you doubt the sleep of loved ones.

Just as there comes a warm sunbeam into every cottage window, so comes a love ‐ born of God's care
for every separate need.
‐‐Nathanial Hawthorne

The very hairs of your head are numbered.
‐‐Matt. 10:30 NIV

Doubt says, "You fool, you're stupid to believe in a God who put you through this." By faith, keep
remembering that God cannot lie.
‐‐From Stress Fractures by Charles Swindoll

Lift up your eyes to the heavens, look at the earth beneath; the heavens will vanish like smoke, the
earth will wear out like a garment and its inhabitants die like flies. But my salvation will last forever,
my righteousness will never fail.
‐‐Isiah 51:6 NIV

You need not cry very loud; He is nearer to us than we think.
‐‐Brother Lawrence

The good man does not escape all troubles ‐ he has them too. But the Lord helps him in each and
every one.
‐‐Ps. 34:19 TLB

If you fear, cast all your cares on God; that anchor holds.
‐‐Alfred Lord Tennyson

When tomorrow starts without me and I'm not there to see,
If the sun should rise and find your eyes all filled with tears for me.
I wish so much you wouldn't cry the way you did today,
While thinking of the many things we didn't get to say.
I know how much you love me, as much as I love you.
And each time you think of me, I know you'll miss me too.
But when tomorrow starts without me, please try to understand
That an angel came and called my name and took me by the hand
And said my place was ready in heaven far above,
And that I'd have to leave behind all those I dearly love.
But as I turned and walked away, a tear fell from my eye.
For all my life, I'd always thought I didn't want to die;
I had so much to live for and so much yet to do.
It seemed almost impossible that I was leaving you.
I thought of all the yesterdays, the good times and the bad.
I thought of all the love we shared and all the fun we had.
If I could relive yesterday, I thought, just for awhile,
I'd say goodbye and kiss you and maybe make you smile.
But then I fully realized that this could never be.
For emptiness and memories would take the place of me.
And when I thought of wordly things that I'd miss come tomorrow,
I thought of you, and when I did, my heart filled with sorrow.
But when I walked through heaven's gates, I felt so much at home,
When God looked down and smiled at me, from His great golden throne.
He said "This is eternity and all I've promised you.
Today your life on earth is past but here it starts anew.

MISS ME - BUT LET ME GO

When I come to the end of the road
And the sun has set for me,
I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
Why cry for a soul set free?
Miss me a little, but not too long,
And not with your head bowed low
Remember the love that we all shared,
Miss me - but let me go.

For this is a journey that we all must take,
And each must go alone.
It's all a part of the Master's plan,
A step on the road to home.

So when you are lonely and sick of heart,
Go to the friends we know
And bury your sorrows in doing good deeds.
Miss me - but let me go.

ALL WILL BE RIGHT
Tempted and tried, encumbered with care,
Under the yoke that is heavy to bear,
Never a moment yield to despair,
God rules the world, and all will be right.
Broken with sorrow though you may be,
Think not the Lord is unmindful of thee,
With clearer eyes some day you shall see,
God rules the world, and all will be right.
Strength may forsake you, foes may alarm,
Fear not, the Father will shield you from harm,
Trust in His might, and lean on His arm
God rules the world, and all will be right.
‐‐Charles H. Gabriel

Safely Home
I am home in Heaven, dear ones;
Oh, so happy and so bright!
There is perfect joy and beauty
In this everlasting light.
All the pain and grief is over,
Every restless tossing passed;
I am now at peace forever,
Safely home in Heaven at last.
Did you wonder I so calmly
Trod the valley of the shade?
Oh! but Jesus' love illuminated
Every dark and fearful glade.
And He came Himself to meet me
In that way so hard to tread;
And with Jesus' arm to lean on,
Could I have one doubt or dread?
Then you must not grieve so sorely,
For I love you dearly still:
Try to look beyond earth's shadows,
Pray to trust our Father's Will.
There is work still waiting for you,
So you must not idly stand;
Do it now, while life remaineth -You shall rest in Jesus' land.
When that work is all completed,
He will gently call you Home;
Oh, the rapture of that meeting,
Oh, the joy to see you come!

When I am dead, come to me at my grave,
and the more often the better...
As you spoke to me as I was alive, do so now.
For I am living, and I shall be forever.
--St. Serafim of Sarov
______________________________________________
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heal.
--Sir Thomas Moore
_______________________________________________
Rejoice and be glad, because great is your reward in Heaven.
--Matthew 5:12 NIV
________________________________________________
A thing of beauty is a joy forever:
Its loveliness increases; it will never
Pass into nothingness; but still will keep
A bower quiet for us, and a sleep
Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing...
An endless fountain of immortal drink,
Pouring unto us from the Heaven's drink.
--John Keats

FAREWELL, "GENTLE GIANT"
Des Moines, Iowa‐‐Bear with me this week, if you will, for a personal column. It's about
my son Christopher. He turned 17 last November. He died on Thursday. He was a healthy,
robust boy on Tuesday. He got sick on Wednesday. And he died on Thursday.
You would have like him.
Everyone did.
He was a gentle giant, everyone's best friend, and the world's leading expert. On
everything. He was always cheerful. He was, says the foreman at the farm where he worked
this summer, simply "magical."
He was adopted. I say this with relish and love because adoption usually is mentioned
only in stories about bad kids. In newspaper stories, serial murderers are adopted. Noble
Prize winners aren't. It's sort of a newspaper's code for saying, "Don't blame the parents.
It's not their fault he killed the neighbors." But in this case, it's not my fault he was such a
great kid.
We looked not alike at all, and he thought that was funny. I'm five‐foot‐eight and weigh
about 160. He was close to six‐four, I imagine, and he weighed around 300. He looked like a
cement block with a grin. Once, a year or so ago, he introduced me to a friend. "This is my
dad," he said proudly. The friend looked at me, looked at Chris, and looked confused. "You
should see my mother," Chris said with a straight face.
I mentioned him in a column Nov. 29 ‐ that was his 17th birthday. I wrote about the death
of Finnegan, our old floppy‐eared hound, and I told how when Christopher was 6 he and I had
taken a trip. I asked him about our two dogs, Finnegan and a clipped‐eared Bouvier named

Mandy. "Who do you like best," I asked. "Finnegan or Mandy?" "Finnegan," he quickly
replied, "because his ears are so big you can wipe your tears on them."
He read the column that evening. "Did you get paid for writing that?" he asked. Yes, I
said. I did. "How much?" he asked. I told him. "You know," he said, "that column wouldn't
have been anything without that quote from me. I think I should get half."
That's the kind of kid he was. He always had an angle.
He was loving.
He loved everyone, especially his grandparents, but even his mom and dad. "I love you,
Dad." he'd say without embarrassment. He knew that was unusual. The summer before last,
he and my wife and I played golf one Saturday ‐‐he could hit a golf ball a mile, though you
never knew whether it would be a mile east or a mile west ‐‐and he asked what we were
doing for dinner later. "Mom and I are going out," I said. "Do you want to go with us?"
"Nah," he said. "I think I'll do something with Joey." I pushed him to join us. Finally he said,
"Look Dad, you don't understand. At my age, you're not even supposed to like your parents."
He was funny.
"Dad," he said a couple of months ago. "I know what I'd like for my next birthday ‐‐a
handicap parking sticker. You know, there are a lot more places than there are people to use
them." I explained that it was unlikely they'd give a robust kid a handicap parking sticker. So
Christopher, who didn't much care for studying, changed his tack: "You know, if I had one I
could leave for everywhere I go 10 minutes later‐‐and I could use that time for studying."
As a parent, you live in fear your child will die in a car wreck, and in the year and a half of
driving Christopher did manage to wreck all four of our family cars. He hit a tree the day he
got his license. ("It wasn't my fault, Dad." "Well, Christopher," I said, "it was yours or the
tree's." He knew that, he said, and then he argued, almost persuasively, how the tree was to
blame.). And last spring he backed one of my cars into another of my cars, which must be a
record of sorts. He announced his other accident to me over the phone by beginning, "Dad,
you know those air bags stink when they go off."
But it was a sudden, initial attack of juvenile diabetes that killed him, that killed him
despite medical heroics and fervid prayers. It is awful and horrible and sad, and no words can
comfort his four grandparents, his brother and sister, his friends or his parents.
Yet his friend, Tim Russert of NBC called Friday, devastated as we all are, and said the only
thing that has helped.
"If God had come to you 17 years ago and said, 'I'll make you a bargain. I'll give you a
beautiful, wonderful, happy and healthy kid for 17 years, and then I'll take him away.'" Tim
said, "You would have made that deal in a second."
And that was the deal.
We just didn't know the terms.
By Michael Gartner, a former editor of the Courier‐Journal.

My Spiritual Crisis
Becky Greer
When I lost my two and one-half year old son, Stephen, to leukemia on November 17, 1979, I
was completely devastated. My whole world was shattered, and I knew of no other place to turn
to but God. I remember experiencing the unconditional love of many friends and family, and,
therefore, I began to feel closer to God than I ever had felt. Losing Stephen was the worst thing
that had ever happened to me and I felt that nothing any worse could ever happen to me again.
So, I trusted God to get me through this terrible, terrible time.
My son, John Michael (who we call Buzzy), was seven years old at the time of his brother’s
death. He became my reason for living. I knew that I had to go on for him. My children meant
everything to me. They gave my life purpose and meaning. When I was a child, my dream was to
become a mother. I have always loved children. I have always wanted to have several children,
and I wanted lots and lots of grandchildren. I can remember a time before I became a mother
when I saw a movie in which a mother’s son died and I felt that that had to be the worst thing
that could ever happen to someone. How could that mother go on? I knew that if that ever
happened to me the I would not be able to go on.
Buzzy was born on January 14, 1972, and I became a mother at the age of twenty. My dream was
fulfilled, and I loved being a mother. Five years later on March 27, 1977, Stephen was born.
Another son for me, a brother for Buzzy. We were now a family of four. Little did I know that in
less than three years what had happened to the woman in the movie would happen to me.
Stephen died, and I was able to go on. I had to go on for my other son, Buzzy.
On November 29, 1980, a little more than a year after Stephen died, my son Todd was born.
What joy! God gave me another son to love and enjoy. Life would go on. Life was good again.
Again, I had two sons to love and to receive love from.
God had shown me through losing Stephen what really was important in life. I chose to live my
life accordingly. I treasured my children and my time with them. I raised my family with
Christian values and even led classes at my church which taught parenting tools to young
parents. I wanted everyone to know how important and special their children should be to them. I
wanted people to realize what precious gifts their children are. I felt that I had learned a lesson
that many people don’t learn until it is too late, and I wanted to share that important lesson. I
valued my children and the time I was able to spend with them. My purpose in life was to make
their lives happy and healthy and safe.
Four years later on August 7, 1984, my beautiful daughter, Kami, was born. More joy! Finally,
after three boys, a precious little girl to love. And, oh, how she was loved, and, oh, how she
loved. She loved people and all God’s creatures. Kami was filled with so much love, and she
received so much love in return.

My oldest son, Buzzy, became drawn into something he couldn’t seem to escape from no matter
how hard he tried. He became involved with drugs and the dark world of the drug culture. He
was a very sensitive and loving person who made some very wrong choices which led to his
destruction and the destruction of my entire beautiful family.
On January 16, 1995, Buzzy "snapped" and stood up at the dinner table and started shooting a
gun that he had hidden in his pocket. When the gun was finally empty, all three of my remaining
children were dead, and my husband, Gam, was seriously injured. Miraculously, no bullet struck
me.
For days and weeks after this terrible tragedy, I was "in a fog" and I was busy taking care of my
injured and totally distraught husband. I did not think about God, and I tried very hard not to
think about what had happened.
As time passed, Gam got better and didn’t seem to need all my "nurturing". That left me with
more time to deal with what had happened, but I didn’t want to deal with what had happened.
But, sooner or later, we all must deal with what happens to us in our lives.
I began to question God. How could you let this happen? You know what is in my heart, you
know I loved you and tried to live my life for you. What about all the evil people in the world?
What about the drug dealers? They still have their children. HOW COULD YOU LET THIS
HAPPEN?
So, I became angry with God…very angry. I got so angry with God that I even questioned his
existence. I did not experience this when Stephen died. I felt God engulf me with His love and
trusted Him to help me get through that terrible time. Was that not for real? Did I just talk myself
into believing God was there so I could continue to go on? I must have. God was nowhere to be
found now. I could not find God. Either I lost God or God never existed in the first place.
These are the thoughts and questions that came pouring out to me in what I call "my dark time". I
could find no reason or purpose for living. My children were my purpose for living and they had
been taken from me. How could I ever find meaning and purpose again? How could I go on
living when "all is lost". If what I found meaning in was gone, how could I go on and why would
I choose to go on?
I did not want to see or talk with anyone during the dark time partly because I knew that no one
had answers to my questions and partly because I did not want anyone to know that I even had
these questions and that I felt this way. Just because I knew there wasn’t a God, I didn’t want to
take other people’s hope from them. Let them keep kidding themselves. They are better off.
I eventually did share my feelings with my husband, a close friend, my counselor, and finally my
pastor. They were all concerned, I think, that I might end my life. No one had answers for me. I
knew no one would have answers for me. What I have come to realize and feel that I must share
is that we all have to find our own answers to those question. When I began to talk about the
dark feelings (getting the feelings out) was when I began down the road toward healing. I have

learned that the thing we most don’t want to talk about is the thing we need to talk about the
most.
Through the love and persistence of fellow strugglers and friends I was able to see a tiny pinhole
of light. I use the word persistence because my friends and strugglers, as well as God, never gave
up on me. They were always there, it was me who was not letting them in. Once I let in that tiny
pinhole of light into my dark place, I began to see hope again. Slowly, at first, but as I let the
light (love) in, the pinhole got bigger and bigger. I have found God again (He never left me), and
the God that I am coming to know now is truly bigger and better than the God I knew before. I
know that my children are still with me (just as God is) in spirit and that someday I will be with
them in heaven.
Though life is still a struggle and dark times do creep back in, I feel I have found meaning and
purpose in my life again. My purpose is to honor God. I am to "press on", even in my trials and
struggles for the glory and honor of God. That was my purpose even when I had my children. I
just didn’t know it then.
To my fellow strugglers, I encourage you to find a reason "to keep turning the pages" to see what
is still out there for you. During my darkest time, my reason to "keep turning the pages" was to
help my husband pick out a monument for our children. I felt he needed me for that and it was a
final gift I could give my children. We now have the task completed and because I kept turning
the pages, I have found my real reason to keep pressing on. I hope that you will search for your
answers and that you will find meaning and purpose in your life.
It was through the love and care of others that I was able to see "God’s light" again. We must all
reach out in love to each other so that others can know that He is there - even in the darkest of
times.
I am aware that there will be times that I am not able to reach out to others and, hopefully, during
those times, someone will reach out to me. We don’t know what each new day will hold for us. If
we will risk reaching out to one another so that we can help each other out of the "dark places"
we will find healing for ourselves. I know this to be true.

Becky Greer’s Speech
J.I.M.’S. Picnic
June 10, 2000
When Dinah first asked me several weeks ago to speak today my immediate response was NO
WAY. Impossible! Can’t you find someone else? But, anyone who knows Dinah knows she can
be very insistent and persistent. But even as I was trying to tell Dinah no, I knew in my heart that
I could not tell her no and I could not tell all of you no. I knew in my heart that it was time for
me to at least try to give back a small part of what has been given to me. Had Dinah and
Rosemary not been so persistent in reaching out to me while I was in my dark time, I would
probably not be standing here before you today or standing anywhere else. Because when I was
in my dark time, I did not want to live. Without my children I could not find any meaning and
purpose for my life. Nothing mattered to me anymore, nothing made sense any more and I did
not want to go on living in a world that I felt I had nothing to offer. I also felt that the world had
nothing to offer me. My children were my life and they were gone. Nothing else mattered. Dinah
sent her newsletter to me for over a year before I ever even looked at one and Rosemary called
for weeks before I would even take her call. Thankfully, neither of them gave up on me. So with
the help of God and fellow strugglers who reached out to me, I was able to find my way out of
the dark time.
After talking with some of you yesterday, I was reminded once again that you and I are alike.
Our stories are all different, yet they are the same. We all know the devastating pain of losing a
precious child. We are all on a journey, and each of us are at different stages along the way. Each
of us has to make our own personal journey, yet we need each other. Through my own journey
with grief, I have found it helpful to hear other people’s stories about how they have found their
way through the trials of life. It is my hope that some of you will find at least a small level of
healing in hearing my story. Four years ago, I came to my first J.I.M.’s picnic. It was very hard
to come, and it is still hard for me to come. I especially want to affirm those of you who are here
for the first time because I know it takes a lot of energy and courage to be here. In 1996, Elaine
Stillwell was the speaker and I remember being in absolute awe that she could be standing up
there in front of a group of grieving parents sharing her story. Some of you may be wondering
how it is that I can be up here speaking to you today. Please know that it is by God's’strength and
not my own. Elaine shared her story about losing her daughter Peggy and son Denis in the same
car accident. I was amazed that she could laugh and joke and share the happy wonderful
memories she had of her children with us and also how she was making it through her struggle
with grief. In telling her story, Elaine was helping us, but I realize now that she was also helping
herself. As she was speaking, I remember thinking what a wonderful thing she is doing by
sharing what she learned through the years about grief. I remember thinking I would love to be
able to help other people someday, but I can’t even help myself, so how in the world could I help
somebody else? One thing in particular stands out in my mind from Elaine’s visit that had a
tremendous impact on me. She told me she was thinking about writing a book called "10
Reasons to get up in the Morning". I thought Ha! , she has come up with 10 reasons to help her
get up in the morning, that doesn’t mean they will work for me. So I said to her, name me just
one. Because I am struggling to find a reason to live, let alone get out of bed in the morning. She
immediately responded, I get up in the morning so that my children’s lives won’t be erased. She

said if I stay in bed all day with the covers over my head people will forget all about me and they
will for sure forget about my children. It was as if a bell went off in my head! I was at such a
place in my grief that I truly thought no one would ever be able to give me a good reason to go
on. When Stephen died, Buzzy became my reason to go on, but when I lost the other three
children, I just could not find a reason to go on. But here I was, it made perfect sense to me.
People want to forget about our children who have died because it is too painful for them to think
about. But if people see me, they will be reminded of my children whether they want to be or
not. I can help make sure that Buzzy, Stephen, Todd and Kami are not forgotten. I didn’t have to
hear any of Elaine’s other 9 reasons, because that was good enough for me. I knew that I didn’t
want my children’s lives erased. I wanted people to remember my children and be reminded that
their lives did make a difference during the short time they were with us. So, I get out of bed. I
have to admit there are many, many times that I go out when I would rather not. It would be so
much easier to stay in bed. Gam would be the first to tell you that I don’t get out of bed every
day. I still have many no-so-good days when I don’t want to see or talk with anyone. But I have
learned that it is a choice. I can choose to be miserable and wallow in my pain or I can choose to
be thankful for the time I had with my precious children. To have never known them and loved
them would have been a much bigger loss. So even though it is a great burden to bear, I would
never trade the short time I had with then for a life with no sorrow. People feel sad for me when
they hear I have lost 4 children, and it is a very sad story. But don’t forget to be happy for me
too. Be happy that I was blessed with giving birth to them, nurturing them, knowing them, loving
them, and receiving their love. I am truly grateful for the time I had with them. Five and ½ years
later, I have bad days, but I also have good days. I even have days with laughter, joy, and
excitement. And I hope that makes my children proud. I know that if it were them who had been
left behind instead of me, I would certainly want them to have happy, full, meaningful lives. I
have wished many times that Gam and I would have died with them. It would have been so much
easier. But, I have had to face the reality that my children are gone and I am still here and I have
chosen to live my life in such a way that I hope will honor my children and my God. Since
hearing Elaine’s story and many other people’s stories, I have gradually made my way back into
life and back into the world. It is not the same life, but it is life, not just an existence. There came
a time when I had to decide if I was going to stay in this world. I was not then nor am I now
interested in just existing. I decided if I was going to stay on this earth, I was going to live, not
just exist. I made the decision to live in order to honor my children and my God. I know that
when people see me they wonder how I am able to survive. It is my prayer that they will
recognize that I survive by God’s strength and not my own. I believe that each of us can honor
our children with our life and our living. That is why I am here today to share my story with you.
It is my hope that you will hear something in it that will help you along your journey.
As a little girl my dream was to become a mother, then a grandmother and then a greatgrandmother. That is what I wanted to do with my life. I got married at a young age and started
my family. I was fulfilling my childhood dream.
October 17, 1979 started out as an ordinary day. Our son Stephen had a routine check up at the
doctor and we found out that he had leukemia. We as grieving parents know as well as anyone
that no one knows what each new day will bring. Stephen died in my arms exactly one month
after he had been diagnosed. I did not think I could survive such pain. But, I had to go on for my
other son Buzzy who was 7 years old at the time. Buzzy needed me. I felt that losing Stephen
was the worse thing that could ever happen to me and I trusted God to get me through that
terrible, terrible time. Buzzy became my reason for living. I knew I had to go on for him.

We made it through that terrible time and soon our son Todd and daughter Kami joined our
family. Our lives would never be the same without Stephen, but we were able to pick up the
shattered pieces and go on to try to live a life that we hoped was pleasing to God. Buzzy, of
course, always knew and remembered little Stephen and even though Todd and Kami never got
to meet him, they always knew that they had a big brother who was in heaven. As most mothers
do, I loved my children and did everything I knew to do to make their lives happy, healthy and
safe. However, life continues to teach me how powerless any of us really are.
When Buzzy went away to school he became drawn into something he couldn’t seem to escape
no matter how hard he tried. He became involved with drugs and the dark world of the drug
culture. As so often happens, Buzzy became a prisoner of the drugs and the evil people who take
advantage of young people by selling them drugs and then using them to further their evil
purposes. It is very important to me that people know that Buzzy was a very sensitive, loving,
sweet, and good person who made some very wrong choices which led to his destruction and the
destruction of my entire beautiful family.
January 16, 1995 also started out as another ordinary day. There was no school that day because
it was Martin Luther King Day. I took Kami, who was 10 years old to her ballet and tap class and
she was so happy after class that she sang all the way home. Gam took Todd, who was 14 years
old to basketball practice. Todd was also happy and excited on the way home because he had had
his best practice ever. I guess ever shot he put up went in that day. Buzzy, who had just turned 23
two days earlier had gone over to visit a friend. That evening we all came together at the dinner
table and were sharing what a good day we had had when the phone rang. It was for Buzzy.
When he put the phone down, he stood up and pulled out a gun that he had hidden in his pocket
and started shooting. When the gum was empty, Todd, Kami and Buzzy were dead. My husband
Gam had been shot three times. Once again, our world was shattered…
We later found out that the phone call was from Buzzy’s girlfriend who had called to tell him she
was seeing someone else. I believe that he just "snapped" upon hearing this and started shooting.
It turned out that the friend Buzzy had gone to visit that afternoon had sold him a gun.
I was in a "fog" for weeks and months afterwards. I stayed busy taking care of Gam’s injuries
and worked very hard at trying to put out of my mind what had happened. We all also know that
is impossible. As time passed, Gam’s injuries got better and he didn’t seem to need all my
nurturing. But nurturing was my job! I am a mother! My children were gone, Gam was well, now
what am I supposed to do? I had too much time to deal with what had happened and I didn’t
want to deal with what had happened. The reality of it all was just too painful. So many times we
try to run from the pain of reality, but I could find no place to run, no place to hide. I had to face
the reality of what had happened. As we all know, sooner or later we must look at the reality of
what has happened to us in our lives. We must experience the pain in order to recover from it. I
have learned that facing what we would rather avoid can be an enlarging and empowering
decision and there is a strength to be gained in going where we do not wish to go. Especially if
we are to go forward.
I began to question God. How could you let this happen? Are you not the same God who
comforted me and helped me make it through when Stephen died? Are you not the same God I
trusted to get me through that terrible time? WHERE ARE YOU GOD? HOW COULD YOU
LET THIS HAPPEN? This is not fair! What about all the evil people in the world? What about

all the drug dealers? What about all the people who don’t even care about their children? They
still have their children! WHY, GOD WHY???!!!
I became very angry with God… I got so angry with God that I even questioned his existence. I
call this time of questions, anger, lostness, and lonliness my "dark time". I was in a deep dark
hole that I could not find my way out of. I could not even find a reason to come out of it. I
wanted to die. I wanted to be with my children. My thoughts were, no one can help me, no one
knows my pain. I am lost, I am sinking and it doesn’t matter. Nothing matters…Nothing. I did
not want to see or talk with anyone during this time. Partly because I knew that no one had any
answers for me and partly because I didn’t want anyone to know that I was having such terrible
dark thoughts. I wanted to end my life. My children were my reason for living and they were
gone. What kept me hanging on was that I had one last thing to do for my children and that was
to see that they had a proper monument that would honor their lives. It happened that during that
"waiting time" for the monument to be built, I began to see a tiny pinhole of light that continues
to get bigger and bigger even today. So by the time the monument was erected, I was no longer
in the dark place and had found a reason to live again. I want to encourage any of you who may
be in that dark place to try to find a reason to hang on for just another day, and then another until
your tiny pinhole of light comes through.
It was through the love and persistence of fellow strugglers and friends that I was able to find
light in my darkness. I use the word persistence because my friends and fellow strugglers, as well
as God, never gave up on me. They were always there for me, it was me who was not letting
them in. It is important that we reach out to others, but it is equally important that we be willing
to let others reach out to us. Once I let that tiny pinhole of light into my dark place, I began to see
hope again. Slowly, at first, but as I let the light (which is Love) in, the pinhole gets bigger each
day. I have found God again. The truth is He never left me, it was me who left Him. Though life
is still a struggle and dark times can still creep in, I have found meaning and purpose in my life
again. My true purpose is to honor God no matter what circumstances this life may bring. And I
can honor the lives of my children by living life in a way that would make them proud.
Each one of us has to make our own personal journey, yet we can learn so much from each other.
We have to learn that everybody grieves differently. Gam and I both lost the same children, but
he did not lose what I lost and I did not lose what he lost. I think it’s very important for us to
understand this. We each must make our own way in our own time. I have learned that it is not
true that nothing matters as I believed in my dark time. LOVE MATTERS…the love that we
have for our children and the love that they had for us MATTERS. It is the love we have shared
that lives on. Death ends a life, but not a relationship. The love we have for each other as we
comfort and support each other MATTERS. It was through the love and care of others that I was
able to see "God’s light" again. We must all reach out to one another so that others can know that
Hope is there – even in the darkest of times. If we will risk reaching out to someone else, we will
find healing for ourselves.

I’d like to share a poem that sums up what I have been trying to say. It was written by a woman
named Elizabeth Freeze. The title is:

THE BELLS TOLL GRIEF AND SORROW
Within my heart toll the bells of grief and sorrow
As I go about picking up the pieces of my life.
For I must continue with life and not allow myself
To stay beside the grave of my child too long.
There cannot be anything gained at the grave;
Instead, I must allow the Lord to take my hand
And help me look above my pain.
There I see a world filled with hurting people
To whom I can give comfort and support
As they make their painful journey.
I can learn from my tragedy, and in turn
Help my fellow wounded travelers on this road of life.
It is as I give a helping hand
And share the knowledge learned from my own sorrow
That a harvest of blessings and treasures will become
A part of my vault of spiritual wealth.
I saw a movie a few weeks ago that closed with the line, "We will see them again, but not
today". That is what I believe. We will see our children again, but not today. Today we must try
to help each other find our way on this difficult journey each of us has been given to travel. I am
very thankful to all of you who have helped me to make it this far on my journey and I wish you
peace as you continue on yours.

I WONDER
May I tell a stranger about my loss?
Will they turn away,
or change the subject if I do?
But can I tell a life‐long friend,
or will he say, "Enough," or
not a thing at all.
(MY LIFE‐LONG FRIEND?)
I wonder.
Must I say I'm feeling fine,
my world is bright and gay,
when I am tortured inwardly
with scorching, searing pain?
Must I smile politely when
they say I am doing fine,
and then reward them
with a crooked smile?
I wonder.
Or should I lash out thunderously,
and rant, and shout, and rave,
"My child is DEAD, don't you understand?
Please don't give me all your platitudes,
your sick, time‐worn cliches!
Just listen to me, hear me, let me talk."
Will they?
I wonder.
Or am I just angry?
I wonder.
Dave Ziv, TCF Bucksmont Chapter, Warrington, PA

PRAYER
The Serenity Prayer
God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change,
The courage to change the things I can,
And the wisdom to know the difference.
--Reinhold Niebuhr

For Hurtful People
Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do, Assholes, Amen.

Prayer for a Good Day
Every now and then, without warning, each of us has a good day;
Please, Lord, it's my turn today, isn't it?
Maybe tomorrow?
next Tuesday or Wednesday?
...half a day Thursday?
(8:30 to 9:15 Friday morning?)
Prayer for Forgiveness
Dear God, I have sinned against heaven and against You. I am no longer worthy to be called
your child.
"My child, I know...but my Son is forever worthy to be called your Savior."
Tell Us Who Loves Us
Lord, may those who love us, love us. And those who don't love us, may God turn their hearts.
And if He doesn't turn their hearts, may He turn their ankles, so we will know them by their
limping.

REFLECTIONS OF A STEPPARENT
I watched my mate go through pure hell.
and I felt helpless, useless, and sometimes...invisible.
Other times - I stood strong while
Bearing the brunt of my love's anger
That lashed out at the world As an angry God would open the heavens
With roaring thunder and lightning.
I was accused of not understanding
And surely...I could not.
I felt the heavy pain for my stepchild.
The one I took as my own.
I grieved for the good times we had together,
The tugs at my heart that always
Pierced through any resentments.
The guilt weighed heavily on my shoulders
For the times we didn't communicate
And I wondered if...
I could have made it better.
At the funeral home, I felt even a pang of...
Yes...jealousy
Toward the natural parent of my beloved stepchild,
Knowing that he and my mate shared
A private room from the past
That I could never...ever...enter.
Life must go on...this day-to-day existence.
But things are different now.
I offer my support
As I see eyes staring off into
A distant land.
I hold a hand
And kiss away the teardrops.
With an added sorrow, I wonder
If my love will return to me or
Stay in that far off land...forever.
For deep in my heart I know that
This tragedy will bring us closer together
Or tear us completely apart.

AUTHOR UNKNOWN (Copied from Bereaved Parents of the USA newsletter)

GRANDFATHER'S POEM
Once I saw a grown man cry.
"Now there goes a man with feeling," said I.
He was strong, able, quite well built, with muscles, gray hair
and charm to the hilt.
I moved toward him slowly and said, "What's wrong?"
The look he gave me was tear-filled and long.
"I cry for a child. My grandchild has died."
So I sat beside him and two grown men cried.

Author Unknown (Copied from Bereaved Parents of the USA
newsletter)

To Answer Love With Life
Life was at morning and a young boy
Breathlessly ran in the brilliance of dawn's promise
But dark clouds drank the brilliance of sunrise.
A rush of cold wind chased away the early warmth.
And the child was no more.
Alone the footsteps of that child had formed the features
Of his father's world.
His voice was the music that gave life the dance.
The expectancy of his eyes, the catalyst of his dreams,
Gave to the father life's greatest meaning.
He was the one child, the only son there would ever be.
His light was gone, leaving a man a legacy of darkness.
So the father turned from living, embarking upon
A sunless inward journey, a twisting voyage
Across a soul lost sea of bitter pain.
After many months he found the heart of his being,
Kindled still by stubborn embers,
The residue of the glow that once had been.
There in the lingering warmth of a thousand yesterdays,
He sought refuge, a moment of rest.
The fires of life renewed; understanding waxed within him.
Though to him his only child would never return,
He remained a father, continuing beyond
An abrupt turn in his own life's seeking.
His eyes remembered brightness, his hearing could recall sounds
His arms remembered holding, his lips held still a goodnight kiss.
His hands remembered touching, his lap the lightness of his son.
More than all this, he touched again the dreams
And knew himself their bearer.
He returned to living, to those who loved him.
Finding himself much as before, but tempered,
Reforged in his long road back to life.
For all he had been given, for the richness of a timeless beauty.
He resolved to strive for worthiness, to answer love with life.
I know, for I am that man.
The boy is Olin, our only child.
He is alive, in me, through me, and somewhere beyond me.
In a place or form I do not now recognize, but someday will.
When at last that moment comes and we have met once more.

By Don Hackett from NOW CHILDLESS

OLDER GRIEF
It's about sudden tears swept in by a strand of music.
It's about haunting echoes of pain on anniversaries.
It's about feeling his presence for an instant one day while
dusting the room,
It's about early pictures that invite me to hold him in my
arms again.
It's about memories blown on wisps of wood smoke and
sea scents.

Older grief is about aching in gentler ways, rarer longing,
less engulfing fire.
Older grief is about searing pain wrought into tenderness

Anonymous

WHAT IS NORMAL NOW?

NORMAL is trying to decide what to take to the cemetery for Christmas,
birthdays, Valentine's day, and Easter.
NORMAL is feeling like you know how to act and are more comfortable with a
funeral than a wedding or a birthday party. Yet, feeling a stab of pain in your
heart when you smell the flowers, see the casket, and all the crying people.
NORMAL is feeling like you can't sit another minute without screaming because
you just don't like to sit through church anymore. And yet at the same time
feeling like you have more faith in God than you ever had before.
NORMAL is having tears waiting behind every smile when you realize someone
important is missing from all of the important events in your family's life.
NORMAL is not sleeping very well because a thousand "what ifs" go through
your head constantly.
NORMAL is having the TV on the minute you walk into the house to have some
"noise" because the silence is deafening.
NORMAL is telling the story of your child's death as if it were an everyday
common event and then gasping in horror at how awful it sounds. And yet
realizing it has become a part of normal conversation.
NORMAL is each year coming up with the difficult task of how to honor your
child's memory and their birthday and surviving those days. And trying to find
a balloon or flag that fits the occasion, "Happy Birthday?" Not really!

NORMAL is a new friendship with another bereaved parent and meeting over
coffee and talking and crying together over your children. And worrying
together over the surviving children.
NORMAL is being too tired to care if you paid the bills, cleaned the house, did
the laundry or if there is any food in the house.
NORMAL is wondering this time whether you are going to say you have 2 or 3
children because you will never see this person again, and is it worth explaining
that one of them has passed away. And yet, when you say 2 children to avoid
the problem you feel horrible as if you have betrayed your child.
NORMAL is hiding all the things that have become "normal" for you to feel, so
that everyone around you will think you are "NORMAL."
By Vicki Windham, NE Platte Chapter TCF

Coping With Holidays and Special Days
Holidays and special days present challenges even when our lives are running smoothly. These
days bring us together to celebrate traditions or honor an individual and the absence of a loved one is
deeply felt. Often we aren't just dealing with one day to get through, but a whole season and all the
anticipation that goes with it. Other difficult days include birthdays, anniversaries, reunions and
graduations. We do have some control over what happens on these days, if we choose to take it.
Let's look at the four "C's" of coping with the holidays and special days.
 Communicate Your Needs: Communicate your needs and concerns clearly to those around
you. Families that sit down together and discuss the holiday ahead of time do much better
and avoid some of the fatigue, resentment and disappointment that can surface. What does
each family member need to make it a special day? What can comfortably be put on hold?
What changes will make things more bearable? Can the responsibility for the holiday be
shared among several family members?
 Change Your Routines: A few families stick exactly to traditions, but most families find it
helpful to make minor, or very major changes. Having a meal at a different location or
different time of day can help. Going out to eat can ease some stress. Opening gifts at a
different time or location might work. Families who find worship routines too full of
memories have attended a different service with a friend or neighbor. If you find yourself
dreading a certain part of the holiday rituals, use your creativity to find an alternative.
Sometimes, we worry that if we change or drop a tradition, we will lose it forever. It might
help to be clear that we are just putting that particular piece of the holiday on hold until some
time has helped with the healing.
 Cut Back on Your Activities: Grief is physically and mentally fatiguing. You may also be
experiencing some disorientation or lack of motivation and disorganization. Streamlining
commitments during holidays is an important self care activity. You probably won't lose
friends if you skip cards or send them more selectively the first year. Gift certificates, catalogs
and checks can help you avoid distressing shopping trips. Limiting the time you spend at
family and social gatherings can conserve precious energy. While it's important to touch base
with family members and special friends, setting realistic limits is essential. If you find
yourself involved in an activity that just doesn't feel good, give yourself permission to
withdraw.
 Celebrate the Memory of Your Loved One: The word celebrate can also mean "to honor."
Many families chose to set aside a special time or create a special way in which to honor the
memory of those who are no longer there to share the special day. Some make a gift or a
donation in their loved one's name. Others light a candle or put out a picture or photo album.
A time to share favorite stories or memories can be valuable. Everyone will be thinking of the
person who is gone anyway, and having a constructive way to acknowledge the loss together
is helpful. Each family member's presence becomes especially important after there has been
a loss. You may not feel like the best of company, but your loved ones still need some time
with you on special days. And remember that it's all right to have some good times. Laughter
and enjoyment are still important parts of living.
This handout was developed by Kansas City Hospice, underwritten by Prime Health Foundation.

May You Always Have an Angel by Your Side
May you always have an angel by your side
Watching out for you in all the things you do
Reminding you to keep believing in brighter days
Finding ways for your wishes and dreams to come true
Giving you hope that is as certain as the sun
Giving you the strength of serenity as your guide
May you always have love and comfort and courage
And may you always have an angel by your side
Someone there to catch you if you fall
Encouraging your dreams
Inspiring your happiness
Holding your hand and helping you through it all
In all of our days, our lives are always changing
Tears come along as well as smiles
Along the road you travel,
May the miles be a thousand times more lovely then lonely
May they give you gifts that never, ever end:
Someone wonderful to love and a dear friend in whom you can confide
May you have rainbows after every storm
May you have hopes to keep you warm
And may you always have an angel by your side
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The Dragonfly
(Is Your Child Like the Dragonfly?)
Once, in a little pond, in the muddy water under the lily pads, there lived a little water beetle in a
community of water beetles. They lived a simple and comfortable life in the pond with few
disturbances and interruptions.
Once in a while, sadness would come to the community when one of their fellow beetles would climb
the stem of a lily pad and would never be seen again. They knew when this happened, their friend
was dead, gone forever.
Then, one day, one little water beetle felt an irresistible urge to climb up that stem. However, he has
determined that he would not leave forever. He would come back and tell his friends what he had
found at the top.
When he reached the top and climbed out of the water onto the surface of the lily pad, he was so
tired, and the sun felt so warm, that he decided he must take a nap. As he slept, his body changed
and when he woke up, he had turned into a beautiful blue‐tailed dragonfly with broad wings and a
slender body designed for flying. So, fly he did! And, has he soared he saw the beauty of a whole new
world and a far superior way of life to what he had never known existed.
Then he remembered his beetle friends and how they were thinking by now he was dead. He wanted
to go back to tell them, and explain to them that he was now more alive than he had been before. His
life had been fulfilled rather than ended.
But, his new body would not go down into the water. He could not get back to tell his friends the
good news. Then he understood that their time would come, when they too would know what he
now knew. So, he raised his wings and flew off into his joyous new life!

Author Unknown

Separation From Those We Love
By Dietrich Bonhoeffer
First: nothing can make up for the absence of someone whom we love, and it
would be wrong to try to find a substitute; we must simply hold out and see it
through. That sounds very hard at first, but at the same time it is a great
consolation, for the gap, as long as it remains unfilled, preserves the bonds between
us. It is nonsense to say that God fills the gap; he doesn't fill it, but on the contrary,
he keep sit empty and so helps us to keep alive our former communion with each
other, even at the cost of pain.
Secondly: the dearer and richer our memories, the more difficult the separation.
But gratitude changes the pangs of memory into a tranquil joy. The beauties of the
past are borne, not as a thorn in the flesh, but as a precious gift in themselves. We
must take care not to wallow in our memories or hand ourselves over to them, just
as we do not gaze all the time at a valuable present, but only at special times, and
apart from these keep it simply as a hidden treasure that is ours for certain. In this
way the past gives us lasting joy and strength.
Thirdly: times of separation are not a total loss or unprofitable for our
companionship, or at any rate they need not be so. In spite of all the difficulties
that they bring, they can be the means of strengthening fellowship quite
remarkably.
Fourthly: I've learnt here especially that the facts can always be mastered, and
that difficulties are magnified out of all proportion simply by fear and anxiety.
from the moment we wake until we fall asleep we must commend other people
wholly and unreservedly to God and leave them in his hands, and transform our
anxiety for them into prayers on their behalf:
With sorrow and with grief...
God will not be distracted.

The Cross by the Side of the Road
We all seem the same, yet we're not at all;
Some stand so straight, some are ready to fall.
It's always the same when you pass us by,
You wonder what happened, you let out a sigh.
Ambitious dreams lost, families now broken,
Hearts torn apart and words left unspoken.
Laughter and joy removed from tomorrow,
You let your mind roam and feel such sorrow.
There was a time, before our arrival,
When life was naive, laughed at survival.
Life was savored and lived, carefree and pure,
Life was youthful and strong, life was so sure.
So abruptly those times came to a halt
And nothing was altered by finding fault.
We are the same in the reason we're here;
Yet, so different in the name that we bear.
We each stand here representatively;
Not for an end, but for a history.
A history, a life ---with so much untold,
A history, a life---that will never unfold.
A history, a life---worth much more than gold.
All seen in the cross by the side of the road.
Ruth Nichols *iMOM* (in memory of Matt)

THE EMPTY CHAIR
This year when Christmas boughs are draped,
And cards around the doorway taped,
And cookies baked, and green wreaths hung,
And carols in the crisp night sung;
This Christmas cannot be as fair
In homes where there's an empty chair.
Dear God in heaven, bless with peace
Those whose Christmas joy has ceased,
For those who grieve cannot bear
The stillness of that empty chair.
Instill in them a second sight
To see in death a lasting light
Which reassures that those who've died
Now kneel before the manger side
To celebrate the blessed birth
More grandly than we can on earth.
And may those visions of your care
Bring hope enough to fill that chair
So Christmas carols may be sung
And Christmas bells may still be rung
And Christmas peace replace all fears
And Christmas joy be felt through tears.

Gather the Flowers
By Nita Smith
Gather flowers while you may,
And hold them close to heart.
Tend and love them every day,
For they will soon depart.
We have but a little while,
And soon the blooms will fade.
Long before we want them to,
Their leaves will go to shade.
Oh, we shall not be ready,
And we will weep in vain.
There's no way to call them back.
There's only deepest pain.
We shall mourn a little while,
But we remember long.
Until some day recalling
Will be a soothing song.
No longer feeling painful,
We'll remember all good.
We can laugh and be happy,
Feel glad the way we should.
We'll never be glad they're gone.

Be grateful they were ours.
And some day we shall join them
In refreshing showers.
Never will the blossoms fade,
Nor leaves return to sod.
We will all forever bloom
In the garden of God.

Don't think of him as gone away -his journey's just begun;
life holds so many facets -this earth is only one.
Just think of him as resting
from the sorrows and the tears
in a place of warmth and comfort
where there are no days and years.
Think how he must be wishing
that we could know, today,
how nothing but our sadness
can really pass away.
And think of him as living
in the hearts of those he touched ...
for nothing loved is ever lost -and he was loved so much.

MY LORD GOD, I have no idea where I am going. I do
not see the road ahead of me. I cannot know for certain where
it will end. Nor do I really know myself, and the fact that I
think that I am following your will does not mean that I am
actually doing so. But I believe that the desire to please you
does in fact please you, And I hope I have that desire in all
that I am doing, I hope that I will never do anything apart from
that desire. And I know that if I do this you will lead me by the
right road though I may know nothing about it. Therefore will
I trust you always though I may seem to be lost and in the
shadow of death. I will not fear, for you are ever with me, and
you will never leave me to face my perils alone.

THOMAS MERTON
--Thoughts in Solitude

So many people imagine that death cruelly separates us from our loved
ones. Even pious people are led to believe this great and sad mistake.
When our loved ones die, they do not leave us. They remain. They do not
go to some dark and distant place. They simply begin their eternity. We
do not see them because we are still in the darkness of the world. But
their spiritual eyes, filled with the light of heaven, are always
watching us as they wait for the day when we shall share their perfect
joy. We are all born for heaven and one by one we end this life of tears
to begin our life in endless happiness.
I have often reflected upon this beautiful truth and found it the
greatest and surest comfort in time of mourning. A firm faith in the
real and continual presence of our loved ones has brought the conviction
and consolation that death has not destroyed them, nor carried them
away. Rather it has given them life! A life with power to know fully and
to love perfectly. With this new life and new power our loved ones are
always present to us, knowing and loving us more than ever before.
The tears that dampen our eyes in times of mourning are tears of
homesickness, tears of longing for our loved ones. But it is we who are
away from home, not they. Death has been for them a doorway to an
eternal home. And only because this heavenly home is invisible to our
worldly eyes, we cannot see them so near us. Yet, they are with us,
lovingly and tenderly waiting for the day when we, too, will enter the doorway of our eternal home. No, death is not a separation. It is a preparation
for eternal union with those we love, in the peace and joy of heaven.

Always remember this as you continue your journey.
Your loved one is walking with you. NATHAN

In memory of our Nathan
“Gift from God”
Janette Smith, mother; Nick Cipparone, step-dad;
brother Derek and all of his many friends whose lives he touched.

IF YOU COULD SEE WHERE I HAVE GONE

If you could see where I have gone, the beauty of this place,
And how it feels to know you're home, to see the Savior's face.
To wake in peace and know no fear, just joy beyond compare,
While still on earth, you miss me yet, you wouldn't want me there.
If you could see where I have gone.
If you could see where I have gone. had made the trip with me,
You'd know I didn't go alone, the Savior came with me.
When I awoke, He was by my side, and reached out His hand,
Said "Hurry child, you're coming home, to a grand and glorious land.
Don't worry over those you love, for I'm not just with you,
And don't you know, with you, at home, they'll long to be here too."
If you could see where I have gone, and see what I've been shown,
You'd never know another tear, or ever feel alone.
You'd marvel at the care of God, His hand on every life,
And realize He really cares, and bears with us each strife.
And that he weeps when one is lost, His heart is filled with pain,
But oh! the joy when one comes home, a child at home again.
If you could see where I have gone, could stay awhile with me,
Could share the things that God has made, to grace eternity.
But no, you could never leave, once heavens joy you'd known,
You couldn't bear to walk earth's paths, once heaven was your home.
If you could see where I have gone, you'd know we'll meet someday,
And though I'm parted from you now, that I am just away.
So, thank you family, thank you friends, for living for the Lord,
For teaching me to love Him, to trust Him and His word.
And now, that I'm at home with Him, secure in every way,
I'm waiting here at heaven's door, to greet you some sweet day.

The Memory Lives On
By Joy C. Tirey
The passing of lives and friendships can be a struggle that no one ever seems to get over. I
suppose after quite a long time there is a need to go with what happens and take one day at
a time. I don't think that I could grasp the thought of someone my age dying. It doesn't seem
right. At least I can say that, others don't have the choice.
It was early one morning in July. The phone rang and my dad answered it in the other
room. I couldn't hear what he was saying except a muffled, "I'll tell her, she'll be fine., don't
worry." As I heard my dad hang up the phone, I began to get this terrible feeling in my
stomach. I turned around to see my dad standing in the doorway of my room, his face was as
pale as a ghost. As he sat down on my bed I could sense that something was not right. I can't
even remember seeing my dad, the masculine person that he is, looking so scared. I
remember him saying, "Joy, if there was ever a time in my life that I didn't feel that I could
tell you something, it would be right now." I replied, "Dad you know that you can tell me."
Dad said, "There was something bad happened this morning. Two of your friends were in a
car accident and things aren't good." I looked at him and said, "Dad, please tell me who it is.
Are they going to be alright?" Dad looked down at the floor and said, "No, sweetheart, they
aren't; it was Jeremiah and Drew Smith and they were both killed." I replied, "What do you
mean, Dad what happened?" I began to sob. Dad consoled me and began telling me what
had happened. He said, "Their car left the road on the way back from a concert in Ohio early
this morning. Drew fell asleep at the wheel and the car flipped over. Neither of them were
wearing seat belts so they were thrown from the car." At that moment I didn't know exactly

how to react except frightened. I couldn't understand why God felt that he needed to take
two innocent teenagers from the lives of so many loving people.
I remember laying on my bed that night staring at the ceiling above me. Each thought that
ran through my mind was of Jeremiah and Drew. I wondered, what I could of done. Could I
have saved their lives by protecting them or was this what was supposed to happen? I
couldn't even imagine what their parents were thinking, what was going through their
minds? I wanted to help them get through it but I didn't know if I could.
I sit and think of all the things that their fellow classmates remembered about them.
There were so many times that we sat around together and all we did was talk and share
precious memories of Jeremiah and Drew. Some remembered their dark brown hair and
brown eyes while others remembered both of their energetic personalities. They were both
really mischievous. Some people even mentioned their impersonations, they always watched
movies and picked some actor to imitate. I remember how I admired Drew's integrity and his
personality. He was always willing to help anyone in need and make them feel so loved in
the process. I never will forget his long inspirational talks that he was always happy to give
out. I also mentioned that Jeremiah was a person that could always say something funny just
to make me laugh when I was down. He was the one that made the best impersonations.
The one that I remember most was Freddie Kruger, he would dress up in this outfit and hide
in the closet at their house and scare all of us. I couldn't believe that out of two hundred or
so people that knew the two of them each had something different to remember them by. I
guess that goes to show their popularity and the effect that they had on people.
The funeral lasted about two hours. It was an Episcopalian service so there were several
rituals performed during the service so it seemed the longer it took, the tougher it became. I
remember my mom squeezing my hand like a gift of strength to make it through the
remainder of the service. Then the funeral procession traveled an hour to the graveside. I
couldn't go because I felt that I had enough grief for one day.
Three years have passed now. Another era has moved by. Jeremiah's class graduated this
year, my graduating class. It seems like things get better every day, but I still catch myself
wondering what the exact reason was for them deciding to take that journey home that
morning. There will always be that piece of emptiness that can never be repaired from the
loss of two very important people.
I guess that I came to realize the importance of a friendship when I lost the two of them. I
also realized that there are thousands of automobile fatalities each year and most are the
cause of not wearing a seat belt. I keep thinking, what if they were wearing their seat belts,
would they be here today or would the same thing happened. I guess that is one of God's
great secrets and no one else will ever know. I still may want answers but I have to learn to
accept the situation and go on with my life, that's what they would want. It is one thing to
have lost them but it is great to have the knowledge of two majestic angels looking over my
shoulder.

Yesterday, Today and Tomorrow

There are only two days in every week that we should not worry about. Two
days that should be kept free from fear and apprehension.
One is YESTERDAY, with its mistakes and cares, its faults and blunders, its
aches and pains. Yesterday has passed, forever beyond our control.
All the money in the world cannot bring back yesterday. We cannot undo a single
act we performed. Nor can we erase a single word we've said. Yesterday is gone!
The other day we shouldn't worry about is TOMORROW with its impossible
adversaries, its burden, its hopeful promise and poor performance. Tomorrow is
beyond our control. Tomorrow's sun will rise either in splendor or behind a bank of
clouds - but it will rise. And until it does, we have no stake in tomorrow, for it is
yet unborn.
That leaves only one day - TODAY. Any person can fight the battles of just
one day. It is only when we add the burdens of yesterday and tomorrow that we
break down.
It is not the experience of today that drives people mad - it is the remorse for
something that happened yesterday, and the dread of what tomorrow may bring. Let
us therefore, live one day at a time.

Drew Jeremiah Jim Buzzy Stephen Todd
Kami Cary John Kristin Heather Will
Hannah David
MENTION MY CHILD'S NAME
The mention of my child's name
May bring tears to my eyes
But it never fails to bring
Music to my ears.
If you really are my friend,
Let me hear the beautiful music
Of her name.
It sooths my broken heart
And sings to my soul.

Author unknown

Shaka Jamon Paul Peggy Denis Michael
Ryan Christopher Andrew Matthew Jon
Natalie Daniel

And now I am contented that my life it was worthwhile
knowing as I passed along the way, I made somebody smile.
So if you meet somebody who is down and feeling low,
just lend a hand to pick him up as on your way you go.

When you are walking down the street, and you've got me on your mind,
I'm walking in your footsteps, only half a step behind.
And when you feel the gentle breeze, or the wind upon your face,
that's me giving you a great big hug or just a soft embrace.
And when it's time for you to go from that body to be free,
remember you are not going...you are coming here to me.
And I will always love you from that land way up above.
Will be in touch again soon.
P.S. God sends His Love.

‐‐Author unknown

Shall I Compare Thee
Sonnet XVIII

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer's lease hath all too short a date:
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,
And often is his gold complexion dimmed:
And every fair from fair sometime declines.
By chance, or nature's changing course, untrimmed.
But thy eternal summer shall not fade
Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest:
Nor shall Death brag thou wanderest in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou growest:‐‐
So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

Shakespeare

NIGHT
My bedside clock shows the time.
It is 3:16 a.m. - in another desperate night.
I stare into the darkness.
Tears roll off the sides of my eyes into my ears - out onto my pillow silently.
My husband moves.
I know he isn't sleep.
His breathing isn't regular.
He stirs and I know he is remembering.
He moves out of the bed into the kitchen,
The lights out there snap on,
I hear crockery noises
As he makes himself tea...
And then there is silence.
Should I go out to see how he is or stay quietly in my bed - letting him time alone?
His days are so full at work,
He has no place to be himself but alone at 3:30 in the morning,.
Oh God, WHEN are we going to be released from this desperate longing and grief
for our little boy - our only son?
How long does it last?
How long does it take?
So many months have gone by,
And we are not feeling any better - but WORSE!
Help me, God - I just can't handle it alone!
He stumbles back into bed,
Cold and spent.
We lie apart - both wide awake
Desperate for rest - relief.
He moves and I turn toward him.
Suddenly reaching for his hand.

He turns to me and holds me closely,
No words are needed...
We are together.
We feel so much for each other.
We KNOW!
No one else in the world can share my grief with him.
Thank you, God, that we still have each other.
But I am still alone.
Margaret Harmer
Melbourne, Australia

The Broken Chain

We little knew that morning
that God was going to call your name.
In life we love you dearly,
in death we do the same.
It broke our hearts to lose you;
you did not go alone,
for part of us went with you,
the day God called you home.
You left us peaceful memories;
your love is still our guide.
And though we cannot see you,
you are always at our side.
Our family chain is broken,
and nothing seems the same;
but as God calls us one by one,
THE CHAIN will link again.

My First Christmas in Heaven
I see the countless Christmas trees
around the world below,
shining like heavenly stars reflecting on the snow.
The sight is so spectacular,
please wipe away the tears, for I am spending
Christmas with Jesus Christ this year.
Many Christmas hymns come rising from the earth,
but they never equal the melodies
heavens choir gives birth.
I have no words to tell you the joy their voices bring,
for it is beyond description to hear the angels sing.
You miss me, I see the pain within your heart
though I am far away, we really aren't apart.
Be happy for me dear ones, you know I hold you near
and be glad I'm spending
Christmas with Jesus Christ this year.
I give you each the memory of my eternal love,
love more precious than gold,
always important in the stories Jesus told.
Please love and serve others
as my Father said to do.
For I cannot count the blessings of love he has for you.
So have a Merry Christmas,
wipe away that tear.
Remember I am spending
Christmas with Jesus Christ this year.
Until then...........

Prayer for the Loss of a Loved One
Dear God,
Experiencing the loss of a loved one is so
shattering. It's so
difficult to greet each day when my loss has left me
empty and
numb. Help me fill that void with the focus of the
wonderful
memories we shared. Allow me to feel the comfort
and gentle
encouragement of your angels whispering that my
loved one is safe
and happy with you. Please nourish me with your
love and give me
the strength and will to carry on.
Amen

For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;
And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;
And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side
Of my darling --my darling--my life and my bride,
In the sepulcher there by the sea,
In her tomb by the sounding sea.

Last stanza of Annabel Lee by Edgar Allen Poe

JONATHAN WESLEY CLARK
7-2-82 - 9-23-00
Linda & Bobby Clark
1805 Rollingwood Way
Bowling Green, KY 42103
On July 2, 1982 at 5:57 AM, a nurse shouted, "It's a boy!" It was the most joyful day of my life. After
years of infertility, my dream had come true. I was a Mom! This beautiful brown-eyed boy captured
my heart and I would never be the same.
On September 22, 2000 at 3:23 AM, the phone rang and a nurse said to me, "Your son has been
critically injured and transported to the University of Louisville Hospital. You must go there as soon
as possible". When I asked, "Is he alive?" the nurse answered, "Barely." It was the beginning of the
longest and worse day of my life. After a nightmarish two-hour drive, we visited our son in the large
trauma unit. As a nurse, I could see that my son's life was almost over when I look at his eyes.
Approximately thirty minutes after arriving, the physicians tell us, "Your son is brain dead, we are so
sorry, there is nothing we can do." It was as if my heart broke at that moment and I knew I would
never be whole or complete again. I could not comprehend how my heart was still beating. It made
no sense to me that I was still alive when my precious, beautiful, only child was officially declared
dead on September 23, 2000 at 4:15 AM.
The name Jonathan means, "God's Gracious Gift" and we acknowledged this promise from the
moment of his birth. We never took our life together for granted. We played together, worshiped
together and traveled together. We snow skied in West Virginia, rode the trolley cars in San
Francisco, swam the beaches of Florida, and hiked the mountains of North Carolina. We cruised the
Caribbean and snorkeled in the Grand Caymans. At an early age Jon acquired a love for travel and
viewed each day as a great adventure. He loved legos, super heroes, WW wrestling, music, hiking,
camping, rollerblading, riding his bike, being in the presence of the great outdoors and hanging out
with his friends. Our home was the Kool-Aid house with kids playing basketball, street hockey,
jumping on the trampoline or hanging out in the garage. There was no sweeter sound than the
laughter of a group of kids in our home.
In the summer of 1999 Jon was able to tour Europe with a group from school. He saw the lights of
Paris, the mountains of Switzerland and was disturbed by the history of Germany. He returned
home with a pierced ear and a multitude of photos and memories. I realized that the child I sent on
this trip had returned as a young man with confidence and maturity. After his high school
graduation in May of 2000, Jon was able to take the South Pacific tour with his classmates. He
danced in Hawaii, rappelled in New Zealand and fell in love with the koala bears of Australia. And
again he returned home with a pierced ear! In just a few weeks of that same summer he would
pack for college and leave our home. We were just beginning to adjust to letting him go when we
had to say good-bye and plan his funeral.
Somehow amidst the numbness and confusion of planning my son's funeral I had the idea of
placing blank memory books on the table of photos. I requested that people write any memories
they had of Jon in these books. How grateful I am to have the precious words of his friends. A few
of the entries are as follows: "He had a gentle touch and delightful presence" "I remember the way
he laughed more than anything else" "His laugh was contagious and his smile bright and shining. It
was though Jon knew he needed to pack as many experiences as possible in his brief time with us"
"Because of the time our families spent at the beach, the ocean will always remind me of Jon. He
was not content to lie on the beach, but always on a boogie board, roller blades or a bike. He would
usually catch the biggest wave and the cutest girl. Wherever Jon went, his friends surrounded him.

If a measure of a man's life is his friends, then Jon had life fuller than the years he lived", "Jon
made us feel special. He always had a happy and energetic atmosphere about him everywhere he
went." "Everyone loved him, even in foreign lands." "I know Jon is looking down at us and smiling as
he always does." "It was impossible to walk away from a conversation with Jon without a smile on
your face." "He was a bright light in everyone's life. He just had an aura about him. Whenever I saw
him out somewhere it would put me in a good mood. I thank God that I was blessed to be his
friend. He was love, he was joy, and I am proud to call him my friend." “We know you are in heaven
Jon, and we also know that you taught us how to live." "Jon was always the happiest person I knew.
Every morning in class if I was upset, he would always make me forget about my problems." "Clark
taught me more about myself and life than anyone or anything could." “Jon had a way of making
you feel special." "Our memories span years, countries, and celebrations. Your son was the
ultimate symbol and spirit of the true meaning of a valued life. Living each day to the fullest and
having enough life to share it with everyone. Thanks for giving us Jon”
Jon embraced life and even in death he gave the gift of life to seven lucky people. It was important
to us that the doctors were aware of our son's wish to be an organ donor. It was a simple
conversation on the day he obtained his driver's license when he expressed this desire. It was right
that this beautiful life live on. Organ donation was also a way of making something good out of
something so very bad. We have been blessed by knowing Jerry, our son's heart recipient and his
family. He proudly wears a button picture of Jon when he does volunteer work for organ donation,
and when I first felt his heartbeat and saw his smile I knew my child would never be forgotten.
I grieve for my son every single day. I want to be with him. When I discovered I had breast cancer
several months after Jon died I thought, YES, this is my chance to be with my son! But as I
pondered my treatment options I felt the spirit of my son saying, "Live life Mom!" Each time I feel
this despair or when I no longer want to get out of bed or live I hear the voice of my son saying, "Get
up Mom, live your life for me. Live the life I would have lived," and I realize that I am the only voice
for this precious young man. So as long as I have breath I will tell his story. There is a saying that
goes, "Coincidence is God's way of remaining anonymous." I know that God has his arms wrapped
me and his miracles are around me if I remain still, recognize and appreciate them. I know that my
son is in God's presence. Jon continues to give us reminders that he is with us in spirit almost every
single day. The butterfly and our pennies from heaven continue to grant us the strength and
courage to make it through another day. My husband and I like to think that Jon is watching us
from heaven and our wish is to make him as proud of us as we were of him. We were so proud to
have been your parents Jon, even if it was only for eighteen years. We love you and KNOW we will
see you again! PEACE ... Love MOM

A Christmas Letter

Dedicated to Jonathan Wesley Clark (July 2, 1982-September 23, 2000)
Dear Family and Friends:
We have only written one Christmas letter. It was 1994 and was titled “The
Year of Journeys”. How sweet and innocent life was then! We have struggled
over a way to say thank you to our family and friends and somehow answer the
question we hear frequently “How are you doing?” We feel the need to try to
give you some insight into the most difficult “journey” we have taken so far--the journey through our grief since the death of our son, Jon, on September 23,
2000. So this Christmas letter of 2000 is a feeble attempt to accomplish these
things.
Jon was a true gift from God. He gave us joy and defined who we were. He
embraced life, loved his family and friends and will always be remembered for
his goodness, his gentleness, his ability to make you feel better, his compassion
for others and his “signature smile”. We are grateful and proud to have been his
parents. Life without Jon is a “daily journey”. Sometimes our grief overwhelms
us and we continue to work our way through each moment of every day.
Sometimes we struggle to get out of bed, put on the “false face” and attempt to
go about the business of living. Other days we need to shut the door, take the
phone off the hook and withdraw from the hectic pace of life. We sometimes
simply need to be alone…sometimes alone from each other. Some days we are
able to function quite normally and wonder how we accomplish this!
We have read everything Barnes and Noble placed on the shelves about
grief, death, and surviving the loss of a child. In our heads we understand the
stages of grieving, yet in our hearts we know that we are on a roller coaster and
travel back and forth through each stage. But several things we know to be true:
We are different people. We are no longer afraid. We have been to hell and
survived so far. (Even when we wished we had not!) We will never “get over” the
death of Jon. We have altered our values, attitudes, perceptions, relationships,
and beliefs. We will never look at life through the same lens again. We have had
to change to integrate this loss into our lives. The pain is always there. We will
always be bereaved parents. Everything is charged with the potential of being a
reminder. There is no forgetting. Our perception of life and death is different.
“Things” are not important to us and we find that materialism and
superficiality in others makes us annoyed. Sometimes we are impatient with
people who complain about trivial matters. We simply walk away when people
complain about their kids. We are more honest. We are wiser. We did not want
to survive; to get wiser or stronger; there is simply no choice; black or white, we
live through this or die.

We rail and scream and die a thousand deaths each day, with each
reminder, with every picture or song, or holiday. We crawl through each day
and toss sleepless through each night. Yet, we have come to feel that there are
simply no obstacles that we cannot overcome.
Many of you have asked, “What can we do for you?” Honestly we wish there
were something. We only know that we need to remember Jon. We need to talk
about Jon. We love to hear from people who share how Jon touched their lives
and how they have changed since his death. We have been blessed by giving his
“things” away. We have been blessed and comforted by strangers who shared
their pain after the death of their children. We smile when his friends leave
messages on our answering machine like; “I went by and saw Jon today and just
wanted you to know that I was thinking of you both.” We have been blessed by
a poster collage of pictures of Jon that his friend made and a paper a friend
wrote on “how Jon influenced my life”. We laugh and cry when we hear stories
about Jon that we did not know. We have found comfort in the cards, letters,
poems, and books that people have sent us. We have friends who send us a
card every few weeks just to say they are praying and thinking of us. We are
overwhelmed by the generous response to his scholarship fund. We look
forward to the memorial service at the high school when the tree is planted in
memory of Jon. We also look forward to meeting the seven individuals who
benefited from Jon’s “Gift of Life”. We thank each of you for your thoughts and
prayers. We do know that God has his arms around us and will help us survive
the loss of our precious Jon.
We feel the need to share one story. “The butterfly story”: Sometime during
the first week of October Bobby had set up Jon’s computer in the study, but
had not yet turned it on. When he re-entered the study after eating supper he
saw a beautiful Monarch butterfly on the keyboard of Jon’s computer. He
carefully lifted the butterfly into his hands and carried it outside and placed it
on the wicker table. That night I slept outside, on the porch. I was unable to
find comfort anywhere. It was a night when I was most despondent. When I
awoke early that morning, the butterfly was still there, with its wings folded. It
was so still it looked dead. After about an hour of watching the butterfly we
noticed it began to move very slowly and began to open and close it’s wings. It
appeared to be struggling and fighting for life. Finally it gained strength and
flew away into the sunshine. Later, two beautiful Monarch butterflies appeared.
They flew very close and circled all around us. We felt the presence of Jon and
knew that God had not forgotten us. We have had several incidents of
encounters with butterflies since this and each have given us comfort. So, the
butterfly has become Jon’s symbol.
It is interesting that death of the human body has been compared to the
identical process of what happens when the butterfly emerges from its cocoon.
Butterflies are also the symbols of the Compassionate Friends organization and
have special significance for many parents who have suffered the loss of
children.
We do feel the need to follow our own instincts and try to determine what is
right for us at any given moment. Please accept our decisions regardless of
whether you agree with us. Respect that there are no “right or wrongs” to the
grief process and no “rules” for grieving. Please forgive us if we hurt your

feelings. Keep in touch, call, write or visit on special occasions. We only know
that we are alive and must be a living memorial to Jon by being the best we can
be, by enjoying life, and by making a difference.
Jon’s senior quote, Class of 2000, Bowling Green High School:
“Don’t go through life with your eyes shut; experience everything to the fullest.”
With love………..Linda and Bobby Clark

A Psalm of Life
Tell me not, in mournful numbers,
Life is but an empty dream:
For the soul is dead that slumbers:
And things are not what they seem.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

Hitchhiker Finds Self, Son at Keepers Rally
Several men were driving across New Mexico on their way to a huge Promise Keepers rally
in Dallas, when they spied a rather forlorn hitchhiker on the side of the highway. As they
passed, one of the men suggested they give the man a ride, since they could easily overpower
him if he turned out to be a "hombre." So, the driver doubled back to pick the man up. It
was soon evident from the man's ill‐kept clothes that he was hardly a bandit but, instead,
simply a man down on his luck who was trying to get back to his home in Alabama.
As the men drove down the road, the hitchhiker's story came out, that long ago the man
had abandoned his wife and children and struck out West on his own, only to wind up a
failure after many long years. Now the prodigal was going back home, back to his family to
see if they'd take him in.
The men in the car were moved by the sad tale, offered him encouragement and told him
of Promise Keepers, an organization of men who gathered together to worship with one
another. But the hitchhiker was unimpressed, saying he's just appreciate the ride to Dallas.
As the miles fell away, again the men tried, telling their passenger that "the Lord doesn't
make any junk" and that they would all be thrilled if they could just stop long enough to buy
the hitchhiker some clean clothes, and let him join them in the huge Cowboy Stadium. On
and on they went until the hitchhiker offered a solution, "You say there will be a lot of
people there? Reckon anybody will be there from Alabama?" The men, gleeful over the
suggestion, said that, yes, surely there would be, and that if the hitchhiker would accompany
them, they would help him search for a ride on to Alabama.
The car finally reached Dallas and all the men, even the hitchhiker, were swept up in the
moment as the huge crowd began to move toward the stadium. One of the men, true to his
word, began to shout to those nearby, "Anybody here from Alabama?" "Is there anybody
who'd mind giving a guy a ride back home to Alabama?"
On and on he shouted, and from the crowd came a young man saying that, yes, he was
from Alabama and would be glad to have a rider. So the young man and the hitchhiker were
introduced ‐ and the boy turned out to be the hitchhiker's son.
By Roy Exum, Chattanooga Times‐Chattanooga free Press Staff Writer
Printed in the Chattanooga Times in January of 1999

A Russian Christmas Story
In 1994, two Americans answered an invitation from the Russian department of Education to teach
morals and ethics (based on biblical principles) in the public schools. They were invited to teach at
prisons, businesses, and the fire and police departments and a large orphanage. About 100 boys and
girls who had been abandoned, abused, and left in the care of a government‐run program were in the
orphanage. They relate the following story in their own words.
____________________________________________________________________________________
It was nearing the holiday season, 1994, time for our orphans to hear, for the first time, the
traditional story of Christmas. We told them about Mary and Joseph arriving in Bethlehem. Finding
no room at the inn, the couple went to a stable, where the baby Jesus was born and placed in a
manger.
Throughout the story, the children and orphanage staff sat in amazement as they listened. Some
sat on the edges of their stools, trying to grasp every word. Completing the story, we gave the
children three small pieces of cardboard to make a crude manger. Each child was given a small paper
square, cut from yellow napkins I had brought with me. No colored paper was available in the city.
Following instructions, the children tore the paper and carefully laid strips in the manger for straw.
Small squares of flannel, cut from a worn‐out nightgown an American lady was throwing away as she
left Russia, were used for the baby's blanket. A doll‐like baby was cut from tan felt we had brought
from the United States.
The orphans were busy assembling their manger as I walked among them to see if they needed any
help. All went well until I got to one table where little Misha sat. He looked to be about 6 years old
and had finished his project.
As I looked at the little boy's manger, I was startled to see not one, but two babies in the manger.
Quickly, I called for the translator to ask the lad why there were two babies in the manger. Crossing
his arms in front of him and looking at this completed manger scene, the child began to repeat the
story very seriously.
For such a young boy, who had only heard the Christmas story once, he related the happenings
accurately ‐ until he came to the part where Mary put the baby Jesus in the manger. Then Misha
started to ad‐lib. He made up his own ending to the story as he said, "And when Maria laid the baby
in the manger, Jesus looked at me and asked me if I had a place to stay. I told him I have no momma
and I have no papa, so I don't have any place to stay. Then Jesus told me I could stay with him. But I
told him I couldn't, because I didn't have a gift to give him like everybody else did."

But I wanted to stay with Jesus so much, so I thought about what I had that maybe I could use for a
gift.
So I asked Jesus, "If I keep you warm, will that be a good enough gift?"
And Jesus told me, "If you keep me warm, that will be the best gift anybody ever gave me." "So I
got into the manger, and then Jesus looked at me and he told me I could stay with him...for always."
As little Misha finished his story, his eyes brimmed full of tears that splashed down his little cheeks.
Putting his hand over his face, his head dropped to the table and his shoulders shook as he sobbed
and sobbed. The little orphan had found someone who would never abandon him, someone who
would stay with him ‐‐‐ for always.
I've learned that it's not what you have in your life, but who you have in your life that counts.

God Bless and Angels Keep,
Bobbie & Bill & Lori

Lament of a Stepparent
My name is Anita Lockhart, and I would like to tell you a story about my angels. Let me
start at the beginning; my husband Robert and I were married on August 15, 1998. On that
day we not only united the two of us, but our children as well. I brought in three beautiful
daughters and Robert brought in two handsome sons.
I fell in love with my stepsons the moment that I met them. I had always wanted to
have little boys and finally God had given them to me. Now don't get me wrong, they
drove me crazy at times, but that is what little boys are supposed to do!! All in all we were
a very happy family of seven for two years.
Then on September 15, 1999 our lives were changed forever. Our little boys were in a
fatal car accident. In one day, in hours, we lost both of them. I can still remember every
event of that terrible day as if it were just yesterday. I was at work when Robert called me
and told me that I needed to get home right away because there had been an accident with
Marsha and the boys. Marsha is the biological mother of Joseph and Brandon. I
immediately left the office and went home. When I got there Robert was on the phone
with the hospital and the only thing they would tell us was to get there right away. You
see, Joseph and Brandon lived with their mom and her fiancé, Mar, in a city that is
approximately 40 minutes from us.
Robert hung up the phone, I made some arrangements for my youngest daughter, and
we were on our way to the hospital. I remember praying the whole way there. "Please let
everyone be okay." Deep in my heart I knew that we were not going to get good news
once we arrived. You might call it a mother's instinct, but I knew that it was terrible. We
finally got to the hospital, a drive that seemed to take forever that afternoon, and were
immediately taken to a back room with the Family Advocate counselor and two highway
patrolmen. That made my heart sink even lower. I knew that my instinct had been correct.
Once we were seated, we were told that one of our children was already gone. They never

mentioned which one, but both Robert and I knew that it was Brandon, the younger one.
Robert just started crying and I went into shock. I remember just sitting there holding
onto Robert telling him it was going to be okay.
When we were able to compose ourselves, we asked about Joseph, the older one and
were told that he was holding his own at that time. The highway patrol officers left, the
Family Advocate counselor called our pastor and we made phone calls to family members
that were waiting to know something. If felt like we sat in that room for an eternity when
Judy, the maternal grandmother, came in. The tears started all over again. After about 15
or 20 minutes, we went in to see Marsha. She grabbed Robert and me and told us that she
was sorry for killing Brandon. Now most people would expect us to be angry with her
since she was the one driving the car, but we were not angry then and we are not angry
now. We told her that it was not her fault and that we would all get through this
somehow, and that we would do it together.
While we were talking with Marsha, the doctors rushed Joseph down the hall into
emergency surgery. They tried to keep us out of the hallway so that we wouldn't see him
in this condition, but I told them to get out of my way, that was my son!! Feeling
completely helpless, we all decided to go outside for some fresh air. Our pastor finally got
to the hospital and took everyone into the waiting area for a moment of prayer. We were
all holding onto faith that night, it was all we had. The doctors came out and said that
Joseph was out of surgery and on his way to the local children's hospital. We all had the
chance to see him for a few brief seconds as they wheeled him out the door.
By this time, we were hopeful that Joseph was going to be okay. They said that they
were able to stop the internal bleeding and were transporting him to a hospital that was
better equipped. We left about 5 minutes after Joseph did and arrived at the children's
hospital 10 minutes after he did. When we got there we were told that he had been taken
back into surgery because his vital signs had dropped again indicating more bleeding.
Once the doctor's were able to come and speak to us, we were not given much hope,
Approximately 20 minutes after our first report, they came back out and told us his heart
had stopped but they were able to bring him back, barely. That is when we had to make
the most difficult decision that any parent will have to make. Did we want them to keep
bringing him back if his heart stopped again? Any parent's first response is, "Of course!!"
but let me tell you what we were told. The doctor said that even if they could fix all of the
internal bleeding, that our former healthy, active 12 year old was brain dead and would
never function on his own again. We, Robert, Marsha, Mark and myself then decided that
we could not be selfish and keep him here in that kind of condition. At 2 am on September
16, 1999, Joseph went to meet his little brother in heaven.
Now the two little boys that I had loved as much as my own daughters were gone,
forever. However, some very amazing things have come from this tragedy. There has
been a new friendship formed between Robert, Marsha, Mark and myself. Many people
look at us in awe and wonder how we can be so close. Most divorced couples and new

spouses don'[t get along under the best of circumstances let alone one like ours. We,
Robert and I, hold no blame towards Marsha or any hatred. I spend countless hours on the
phone with her, as does Robert. As a stepparent, I need to realize that the biological
parents of these children need to grieve together. That is something that is very essential
to the healing process.
I would like to tell all stepparents that are in this situation that you need to let the
biological parents grieve together and not get upset over the time spent together. Some
may say that since we are just stepparents that we could not possibly feel the hurt that the
biological parents are feeling. I am here to tell you that that is true. We could never
experience the depth of that pain of losing our own blood unless it is our own blood. But,
we can hurt very deeply, just the same. I feel like a part of me is gone because I loved
Joseph and Brandon with all of my heart and soul. They were my boys, just as much as
Kristen, Shawna and Olivia are my girls. It takes special people to be stepparents, and
therefore, the pain at a tragedy like this will run very deep and will last for an eternity.
I often find myself feeling guilty that Robert has to live with my daughters knowing that
his boys are gone forever. He seems to think that I am crazy for feeling this way, but it is
normal. I pray every night that he will never become hateful toward my girls because they
are still here. These are just a few of the feelings that I as a stepparent have to deal with
every day. I also am constantly asked, "How is Robert?" I get very upset that no one asks
how I am. People just seem to assume that he is hurting so much more than me because
they were his kids. My whole life has changed also due to this tragedy. I will never be the
same again.
I suppose that if I could offer any advice, it would be this; don't tell yourself that your
pain isn't real because it is. It is very real and very deep. Make sure that you let your
spouse and his or her ex know that you will not stand in the way of their grieving together
which is very essential for the healing process. Try to form some sort of friendship
amongst you; it will make the bad days much easier to deal with. I believe that the
friendship, the bond between the four of us is an honor and a testament to the love that
each one of us has for Joseph and Brandon. They would expect Robert to take care of their
mommy and so do I. Share stories with each other about the different things that would
happen when the child (ren) were with you. Share pictures. Marsha and I are going to put
all of our pictures together, make copies for each other and create memory books of the
boys. We are going to do this together, just the two moms. Losing your children is a
terrible tragedy and the pain is so deep. I find that by getting along with each other we are
able to cope better. We have our own support group within each other.
I thank you for reading my story and hearing my perspective on this as a stepparent. I
hope I was able to help in some small way. My love, thoughts and prayers are with each
one of you as you make this journey through the healing process.
‐‐‐Anita Lockhart

New Year's Hope
Am I Making Progress?
With the New Year, bereaved persons hope that their fragile, hurting hearts will release
more and more of the pain, feel stronger, and experience some joy as they continue their
journey through the Valley of the Shadow. Needing to heal and go forward with our lives, we
struggle to get our lives in order. At this time of the year, we search in our hearts and ask
ourselves very timidly, "Am I making progress?"
Each January since I lost my two oldest children, 19 year old Peggy and 21 year old Denis,
in the same automobile accident, I check to see if I am going forward in my grief. It only takes
a few minutes to assess the status of your grief journey and it helps you to get on the right
"mind" track for the new year. Do yourself a favor and see if you have any areas of the heart
that needs nurturing. The following "check" list will help you set some goals for your heart to
feel better.
Allow Yourself
 Time to cry
 Space to think
 To remember your loved one
 Realistic goals
 To do whatever gives you a moment's peace
 To be imperfect
 To accept offers of help
 To pamper yourself
Force Yourself
 To do old routines
 To listen to your spouse and children
 To do an activity that you used to do

Convince Yourself
 That each person grieves differently
 That you will get better
Let Yourself
 Off the hook
 Laugh
 Feel anger
 Tell God how you honestly feel
 Treasure a special friend
 Remember happy memories
 Select what you can handle
 "Wear out" feelings of anger, guilt and depression
Teach Yourself
 To take care of yourself
 To learn everything about the grief process
 To set goals
 To turn to life
 To ignore hurtful comments of others
Talk to Yourself
 About anything
 About how your loved one would like you to handle things
 Have a dialogue with your loved one
Forgive Yourself
(We become different people with different needs)
 Through meditation
 Through reading
 Through singing
 Through writing
 Through talking
 Through new friends
 Through new hobbies

Indulge Yourself









Shop
Nap
Walk
Daydream
Say, "I deserve that!"
Set aside special time for yourself
Don't rush or overwhelm yourself with activities

Express Yourself
 Tell the story of your loved one
 Tell the world how you feel
 Tell your spouse how you really feel
 Try new activities
 Find new ways to "reinvest" that special love you shared with your loved one
Forget Yourself
 Seek out other bereaved persons
 Talk to them
 Share what you've learned ‐ what's given you moments of peace. You'll find "Helping
is healing."
Give Yourself
 No deadlines
 Choose to rebuild your life in a meaningful way
 Keep memories of your loved one alive
 Make your loved one proud of you
Get busy taking care of yourself and may your efforts bring peace and joy to your heart.

By Elaine Stillwell

Without You
Without you, the ground thaws
the rain falls
the grass grows
Without you, the seeds root
the flowers bloom
the children play
the stars gleam
the poets dream
the eagles fly............................................Without you.
The Earth turns
The sun burns
but I die.........................................................................Without you.
Without you, the breeze warms
the girl smiles
the cloud moves.
Without you, the tides change
the boys run
the oceans crash
the crowds roar
the days soar
the babies cry..........................................Without you.
The moon glows
The river flows
but I die........................................................................Without you.
The world revives
Colors renew
but I know who
only blue
lonely blue
within me blue............................................................Without you.
Without you, the hand gropes
the ear hears
the pulse beats
Without you, the eyes gaze
the legs walk
the lungs breathe
the mind turns
the heart yearns
the tears dry..........................................Without you.
Life goes on...but I'm gone
Cause I die.................................................................Without you.

I’ll Lend You a Little Time
a child of mine, He said.
For you to love while he lives,
and mourn when he is dead.
It may be six or seven years,
or twenty-two or three,
But will you, till I call him back,
take care of him for me?
He’ll bring his charms to gladden you,
and shall his stay be brief,
You’ll have his lovely memories
as solace for your grief.
I cannot promise he will stay,
since all from earth return.
But there are lessons taught down there
I want this child to learn.
I’ve looked the wide world over
in my search for teachers true.
And from the throngs that crowd life’s lanes,
I have selected you.
Now will you give him all your love,
nor think the labor vain,
Nor hate me when I come to call,
or take him back again?
I fancied that I heard them say,
Dear Lord, Thy will be done.
For all the joy Thy child shall bring,
the risk of grief we’ll run.
We’ll shelter him with tenderness,
we’ll love him while we may;
And for the happiness we’ve known,
will ever grateful stay.
But shall the angels call for him
much sooner than we planned,
We’ll brave the bitter grief that comes.
And try to understand.

Memory Making
Awakening each morn, I will usually say:
"I have to do this or that on this day."
Perhaps it would be much better for me to ask:
"What new memories will I make with each task?"
For when I am gone, when I'm here no more,
All that is left is what's gone on before.
A new day is God's gift to us of his trust.
I can spend it on happiness or making a fuss.
Will I make my choices in too much haste,
Will I choose wisely or opportunities waste?
Will I reach out, or will I withdraw?
Will I say, "I love you.", or nothing at all.
Now I will choose much more carefully,
Between what is important, and what's vanity.
With new understanding of life, time, and need,
It's myself I'm creating with each passing deed.
For those who remain, they strongly will lean
On the gift of memories and what they can glean.
Whose comfort is greater, a mother grieving her newborn son,
Or the mother who just lost her teenage one?
My understanding says the latter, because she can cling
To the memory of his laughter, it makes her heart sing.
She can rejoice in the words, "He was such a neat boy,"
To all those who knew him he brought such joy!
For surely the lesson here to be heeded,
Is one for my life that is greatly needed.
Each day is meant for special attention
To be given to loving and outward reflection.
Memory making must be the goal of the living
For it is the gift that keeps on giving.
Written by Linda Bodine and dedicated to her precious nephew, Clark, whose special life "made many
memories" which brought comfort through laughter and tears to those who greatly miss him.

Perfect Peace
Although at times it seems too much,
The trials we have to bear;
If we but keep our eyes on Him,
We'll find Him always there.
For comfort comes in knowing,
That our Lord is always near;
To guide us and protect us,
And to dry our every tear.
So when you are discouraged.
And feel quite all alone;
Just look upon the Savior.
And the love He has always shown.
Draw near to Him in prayer this day,
And you will find release;
For stillness of the heart will come,
Through Jesus Christ, God's perfect peace.
--Rachel Lorene Fields

In the presence of trouble,
some people grow wings;
others buy crutches.

But those who hope in the Lord will renew their strength. They will
soar on wings like eagles. they will run and not grow weary, they will
walk and not be faint.
Is. 40:31 NIV

Sometimes I fear the waves will sweep over me, Lord.
Thank you for the assurance that You are in control.
I put my trust in You.

Thou dost rule the swelling of the sea; when its waves rise, thou does
still them.
Ps. 89.9 NASB

Little Angels
When God calls little children
to dwell with Him above.
We mortals sometimes question
the wisdom of his love.
For no heartache compares with
the death of one small child,
Who does so much to make our world
seem wonderful and mild.
Perhaps God tires of calling
the aged, to His fold,
So he picks a rosebud
before it can grow old.
God knows how much we need them
and so he takes but few,
to make the land of Heaven
more beautiful to view.
Believing this is difficult
still somehow me must try,
The saddest word mankind knows
will always be "good-bye".
So when a child departs
we, who are left behind,
must realize God loves children,
Angels are hard to find.

"On either hand we behold a birth, of which, as of the moon, we see
but half. To this region where he goes, the man enters newly born.
We forget that it is a birth and call it death. The body he leaves
behind is but the placenta by which he drew his nourishment from his
mother Earth. And as the childhood is watched on earth with anxious
expectancy, so the couch of the dying, as we call it, may be
surrounded by the birthwatchers of the other world, waiting like
anxious servants to open the door to which this world is but the
windblown porch."
-- from The Musician's Quest by George McDonald

Who Are We to Judge
A little child who has never drawn his first breathA child who lives a day, a month, maybe a yearA child who finishes schoolperhaps marries and then dies …
Who is to compare which parents suffer the greatest heartbreak?
What about the mother whose breasts are full of milk
But has no little angel to feed.
What about the dreams that new parents had for their babyThe empty nursery, a constant reminder.
An older child who leaves behind
a room full of trophies,
treasures and momentosA knife in the heart reminder.
What about the children who grew up
and had everything to live for…
They come from every walk of life.
They have babies of their own,
which will never get to see their mommy or daddy…
All of their goals and dreams gone.
My heart breaks for young parents
who never had the chance
to see their dreams materialize.
Their children never quite learned to walk nor talk,
start school or go out on their first date.
There is no such thing as one loss
being greater then another.
We are all equally devastated…
and therefore, we are forever bonded to one another,
in a very special way…
that no one else can truly understand.

To My Dearest Family
Some things I’d like to say but, first of all,
to let you know that I arrived okay.
I’m writing this from Heaven where I dwell with God above,
where there are no more tears or sadness.
There is just eternal love.
Please do not be unhappy just because I’m out of sight.
Remember that I’m with you every morning, noon, and night.
That day I had to leave you, when my life on Earth was through,
God picked me up and hugged me and He said, "I welcome you.
It’s good to have you back again.
You were missed while you were gone.
As for your dearest family, they’ll be here later on.
I need you here so badly, as part of My big plan.
There’s so much that we have to do to help our mortal man".
Then God gave me a list of things He wished for me to do.
Foremost on that list of mine is to watch and care for you,
And I will be beside you, every day and week and year.
And when you’re sad, I’m standing there to wipe away the tear.
And when you lie in bed at night, the days chores put to flight,
God and I are closest to you in the middle of the night.
When you think of my life on Earth and all those loving years,
because you’re only human, they are bound to bring you tears.
But, do not be afraid to cry. It does relieve the pain.
Remember, there would be no flowers unless there was some rain.
I wish that I could tell you of all that God has planned,
but, if I were to tell you, you wouldn’t understand.
But one thing is for certain, though my life on Earth is o’re,
I am closer to you now then I ever was before.
And to my very many friends—trust God knows what is best.
I’m still not far from away from you.
I’m just beyond the crest.
There are many rocky roads ahead of you and many hills to climb,
but together we can do it taking one day at a time.
It was always my philosophy, and I’d like it for you, too,
that as you give unto the World, so the World will give to you.
If you can help somebody who is in sorrow or in pain,

then you can say to God at night, my day was not in vain.
And now I am contented that my life it was worthwhile,
knowing as I passed along the way, I made somebody smile.
So if you meet somebody who is down and feeling low,
just lend a hand to pick him up as on your way you go.
When you are walking down the street, and you’ve got me on your mind…
I’m walking in your footsteps, only half a step behind.
And when you feel the gentle breeze, or the wind upon your face,
that’s me giving you a great big hug or just a soft embrace.
And when it’s time for you to go from that body to be free,
remember you’re not going…you are coming here to me.
And I will always love you from that land way up above.
Will be in touch again soon.
P.S. God sends His Love

Please See Me Through My Tears
Kelly Osmont

You asked, "How are you doing?"
As I told you, tears came to my eyes…
and you looked away and quickly began to talk again.
All the attention you had given me drained away.
"How am I doing? I do better when people listen,
though I may shed a tear or two.
This pain is indescribable.
If you’ve never known it you cannot fully understand.
Yet I need you.
When you look away, when I am ignored,
I am again alone with it.
Your attention means more than you can ever know.
Really, tears are not a bad sign, you know!
They’re nature’s way of helping me to heal…
They relieve some of the stress of sadness.
I know that you fear that asking how I’m doing brings me sadness...
but you’re wrong.
The memory of my loved one’s death will always be with me,
only a thought away.
My tears make my pain more visible to you,
but you did not give me the pain…
it was already there.
When I cry, could it be that you feel helpless,
not knowing what to do?
You are not helpless,
and you don’t need to do a thing but be there.
When I feel your permission to allow my tears to flow,
you’ve helped me.
You need not speak.
Your silence as I cry is all I need.
Be patient…do not fear.
Listening with your heart to "how I am doing"
relieves the pain,
for when the tears can freely come and go,
I feel lighter.
Talking to you releases what I’ve been wanting to say aloud,
clearing space for a touch of joy in my life.
I’ll cry for a minute or two…
and then I’ll wipe my eyes,
and sometimes you’ll even find I’m laughing later.
When I hold back the tears,
my throat grows tight, my chest aches, my stomach knots…
because I’m trying to protect you from my tears.
Then we both hurt…
me, because my pain is held inside,
a shield against our closeness…
and you, because suddenly we’re distant.
So please, take my hand and see me through my tears…
then we can be close again.

We're Alike You and I
We’re alike, you and I. We’ve never met. Our faces would be those of strangers if we met. We would
barely perceive the others presence if we passed on our walk through the mists. We’re unknown to
each other until the terrible words have been spoken: "My child died."
We’re alike, you and I. We measure time in seconds and eternities. We try to go forward to yesterday.
Tomorrows are for old people, and we are incomplete now. The tears after a time turn inward to
become invisible to all save you and me. Our souls are rumpled from wrestling with demons and doubts
and unanswerable prayers: "Give me back my child."
We’re alike, you and I. The tears that run down your face are my tears and the wound in your soul is
my pain too. We need time, but time is our enemy for it carries us farther and farther from our lost
child. And we cry out: "Help me."
We’re alike, you and I. And we need each other. Don’t turn away, but give me your hand and for a
time we can cease to become strangers and become what we truly are, a family closer than blood,
united by a bond that was forced upon us—but a bond that can make us stronger, still wounded to be
sure, but stronger for our sorrows are shared. "We need not walk alone."

The Widow's Chain and Butter
Ted Menten
One of the most devastating emotions after the death of a loved one is the feeling of isolation. The great
loss of connection is very often coupled with a sense of being abandoned by the one most loved and
trusted. In this widows’ group, each member is in a different stage of grief, in their journey back to life.
As a symbolic ceremony, they form a chain with those newly bereaved at the end of the chain. Using this
chain, they start bringing each other forward with a symbolic tug. Motion is the only way out of grief.
When people feel that they want to get back into life, this is a good way to get going. This process forges
a strong chain of healing—link by link.
At the end of this group’s meeting, they were asked to hold hands and do an exercise of remembrance,
which lets them honor the one they love by saying one word that brings back a memory of that person.
The memory word did not have to be explained to the group; it was like a secret code word that only they
knew the real, true meaning of. The list of "magic" words; hamburgers, ocean, Rover, chocolate,
Babe….essentially expressed the same thing - a remembrance that gives both pleasure and comfort, the
comfort of release. It is always just one word that say it all. And that word always means exactly the same
thing: "I love you and I miss you."
BUTTER
Rachel had been a widow less than a year. After a few months of devastating mourning - she seldom got
out of bed before noon and almost never left the house - she came to our widow’s group.
Reluctantly, she visited our Wednesday night group. Silently, she listened and observed without joining
in. When we spoke our closing words of "remembrance", she remained outside the circle. She left
abruptly, with a simple thank you to the group, and I thought that was the last we’d ever see her.
The following week Rachel appeared again as if nothing had happened. Once again she observed the
group in silence, and once again she remained detached and aloof. At the end she thanked us and left. I
wondered if she would return, and she did.
In time, she became part of the group. But when the chain was formed at the closing, she was always at
the end - by her choice. Even after three months, she kept assigning herself the last link. Others who had
joined the group after her were moving along. But Rachel insisted she was still at the end of the chain.
One Wednesday night, the subject was honoring and remembering how, after our loved one has died, we
can remember and honor them with our life and our living. Susan had just begun to talk about some of her
memories of her husband when Rachel suddenly stood up and started shouting.
"Stop it! Stop it!" she screamed at us. "Stop talking about remembering. I hate that!…What’s the matter
with you all? How can you talk about remembering? Where’s your pain?" She stopped suddenly and
faced me directly. "Don’t you get it? I don’t want memories - I want my husband!"

It was a truth we all knew and lived with, but seldom spoke of. It was the very core of our grief.
A memory is a poor substitute for the real thing. A memory can’t hold you in its arms or fill you with
pleasure, or laugh at your jokes or pitch a ball, or brag about your cooking and fight back unfairly, or
surprise you on your birthday. In a world where the living are diamonds, memory is a paste imitation - a
lackluster copy of the gleaming original.
No one wants a memory. We all want the real thing.
Rachel raged on for a few minutes more, and then faced with our stunned silence, she sat down, hands
folded primly in her lap, and waited for us to respond. I wondered who would answer her, and hoped it
wouldn’t have to be me because I didn’t believe I had the words. Thankfully, Barbara did.
"For weeks now Rachel, you’ve assigned yourself the last link in the chain and we let you. We let you
because all of us have been there and don’t really want to admit that we are moving along - making
progress. Moving along seems like forgetting. Moving along seems like infidelity. Moving along says ‘I
have stopped caring and loving.’ So we let you stay there for your own good and your own comfort."
"But tonight, dear friend, you have moved forward and you have brought us with you. You have said the
words we all fear and hate and opened all the old wounds we thought were healing. Your rage gives
meaning to your love and to ours."
She reached out her hand to Rachel. "Not one of us wants to settle for less than the real thing, but the real
thing is gone. Margarine isn’t the real thing. Butter is. But if there is no butter, then you make do with the
next best thing.
"I don’t want my life to be dry toast. I want it covered with rich golden butter. But my butter is gone, and
all I have left is the memory of its richness, its pure golden quality, its sweet taste. The margarine of
memory will never, ever, replace or even approximate the real thing. But, Rachel, it is far better then dry
toast!
"Stewart is dead, Rachel, dead and buried and gone. Forever. Your butter is gone, just like mine is, and
everyone else’s in this room. All you have to do - all you can do now - is decide if you want the rest of
your life to be dry toast."
In silence we all examined the loss of rich, golden butter in our lives and knew that it was the prospect of
a life of dry toast that had brought us here together. There, in our group, we shared our recipes for a life,
using margarine.
That night as we held hands and closed with our one word memory, I asked Rachel to start.
"Butter," she intoned
"Butter."
"Butter."
"Butter."
"Butter."
And I completed the circle, whispering, "Butter."

Princess Diana's Funeral Service
If I should die and leave you here awhile,
Be not like others, sore undone, who keep
Long vigils by the silent dust, and weep
For my sake - turn again to life and smile,
Nerving thy heart and trembling hand to do
Something to comfort other hearts than thine.
Complete those dear unfinished tasks of mine
And I, perchance, may therein comfort you.
- Read by Lady Sarah McCorquodale at the funeral of her sister

Time is too slow for those who wait,
Too swift for those who fear,
Too long for those who grieve,
Too short for those who rejoice,
But for those who love, time is eternity.
- Read by Lady Jane Fellowes at the funeral of her sister

The Value Of Time
Imagine there is a bank which credits your account each morning with $84,600, carries over
no balance from day to day, allows you to keep no cash balance, and every evening cancels
whatever part of the amount you had failed to use during the day. What would you do? Draw
out every cent and invest it wisely, of course!
Well, everyone has such a bank. Its name is TIME. Every morning, it credits you with exactly
84,600 seconds. Every night, it writes off, as lost, whatever of this you have failed to invest
to good purpose. It carries over no balance. It allows no overdraft.
Each day it opens a new account for you. Each night it burns the records of the day. If you fail
to use the day’s deposits, the loss is yours.
There is no going back. There is no drawing against tomorrow. You just live in the present on
today’s deposits. Invest it wisely, so as to get out of it the utmost in health, happiness and
success!
But beware—the clock is running. Start making the most of today now….
To realize the value of ONE YEAR ask a student who has failed his final exam.
To realize the value of ONE MONTH ask a mother who has given birth to a premature baby.
To realize the value of ONE WEEK ask an editor of a weekly publication.
To realize the value of ONE DAY ask a daily wage laborer who has ten kids to feed.
To realize the value of ONE HOUR ask the long distance lovers who are waiting to be reunited.
To realize the value of ONE MINUTE ask a person who has missed their plane, train or bus.
To realize the value of ONE SECOND ask a person who has survived an accident.
To realize the value of ONE MILLI-SECOND ask the person who has won a silver medal in the
Olympics.
Treasure every moment you have! And treasure it more because you have shared it with
someone special…special enough to have your time…and remember, time waits for no one…

Prayer is the Language of the Heart
If you’re headed in the wrong direction, God allows U-turns.
For every 60 seconds of anger, you lose one minute of happiness.
Kindness: a language the deaf can hear, the blind can see, and the mute can speak.
When you see someone without a smile, give him one of yours.
I do not think happiness is too hard to find –it is how you treasure what you get hold of that
counts.
What holds you together is far greater than what can tear you apart.
My grandfather once told me that there were two kinds of people: those who do the work
and those who take the credit. He told me to be in the first group where there was much less
competition.
Respect costs nothing.
Life is like a soap opera. God is the head writer; your story line keeps changing; it’s a daily
event; and there are Friday cliffhangers.
Don’t marry the person you think you can live with. Marry the one you cannot live without.
I complained I had no shoes ‘til I met a man who had no feet.
When one door of happiness closes, another opens; but often we look back at the closed
door so that we do not see the one which had been opened for us.
The days are very long, but the years are very short.
Sorrow looks back, worry looks around, faith looks up.
Answer just what the heart prompts you. The heart is wiser than the intellect.
Fortune truly helps those who are of good judgment.
Speak only well of people, and you need never whisper.
Time is precious, but truth is more precious then time.
Pray for what you want, but work for the things you need.
Wise men learn more from fools, than fools from wise men.
Get your mind set; confidence will lead you on.
It is better to share happiness then keep it to yourself.
Be direct; usually one can accomplish more that way.
Prayer is the language of the heart.

Judgment
There was an old man in a village, very poor, but even kings were envious of him because he had a beautiful
white horse. Kings offered fabulous prices for the horse, but the old man would say, "This horse is not a horse
to me but a person. And how can you sell a person, a friend?" The man never sold the horse.
One morning he found that the horse was not in the stable. The whole town gathered and they said, "You
foolish old man! We knew that someday the horse would be stolen. It would have been better to sell it. What a
mistake."
The old man said, "Don’t go so far as to say that. Simply say that the horse is not in the stable. This is the fact.
Everything else is a judgment. Whether it is a misfortune or a blessing I don’t know, because this is only a
fragment. Who knows what is going to follow it?"
People laughed at the old man. They had always known that he was crazy. But after fifteen days, suddenly one
night the horse returned. It had not been stolen, he had escaped into the wild. And not only that, but returned
with a dozen wild horses with him.
Again the people gathered and they said, "Old man, you were right. It was not a misfortune, it has indeed
proved to be a blessing." The old man said, "Again you are going too far. Just say that the horse is back…who
knows whether it is a blessing or not? It is only a fragment. You read one word in a sentence, how can you
judge the whole book?"
This time the people could not say much, but inside they knew that he was wrong. Twelve beautiful horses
had come…
The old man had an only son who started to train the wild horses. He later fell from a horse and his legs were
broken. The people gathered and again they judged. They said, "Again you proved right: It was a misfortune.
Your only son has lost the use of his legs." The old man said, "You are obsessed with judgment. Don’t go that
far say only that my son has broken his legs. Nobody knows whether this is a misfortune or a blessing. Life
comes in fragments and more is never shown you."
It happened a few weeks later the country went to war, and all the young men of the town were forcibly taken
for the military. Only the old man’s son was left, because he was crippled. The whole town was crying and
weeping. It was a losing fight and they knew most of the young people would not come back. They came to the
old man and they said, "You were right, your son’s injury has proved a blessing. Maybe your son is crippled,
but he is still here and our sons are gone forever."
The old man said again, "You go on and on judging. Nobody knows! Look at this, your sons have been forced
to enter into the army and mine has not been forced. But, only GOD, the total, knows whether it is a blessing
or a misfortune."
Judge ye not, otherwise you will never become one with the total. With the fragments you will be obsessed,
with small things you will jump to conclusions. Once you judge you have stopped growing. Judgment causes a
stale state of mind. And mind always wants judgment, because to stop the process is always hazardous and
uncomfortable.
In fact, the journey never ends. One path ends, another begins; a door closes, another opens. You reach a
peak; a higher peak is always there. It is an endless journey. Only those who are so courageous that they
never bother about the goal but are content just with the moment and grow into it, only those are able to walk
with the total.

The Son
Years ago, there was a very wealthy man who, with his devoted son shared a passion for art
collecting. Together they traveled around the world, adding only the finest art treasures to their
collection. Priceless works by Picasso, Van Gogh, Monet and many others adorned the walls of the
family estate.
The widowed elder man looked on with satisfaction, as his only son became an experienced art
collector. The son’s trained eye and business mind caused his father to beam with pride as they
dealt with art collectors around the world.
As winter approached, war engulfed the nation, and the young man went to serve his country. After
only a few short weeks, his father received a telegram. His beloved son was missing in action.
The art collector anxiously awaited more news, fearing he would never see his son again. Within
days, his fears were confirmed. The man’s son had died while rushing a fellow soldier to a medic.
Distraught and lonely, the old man faced the upcoming Christmas holidays with anguish and sadness.
The joy of the season – a season that he and his son had so looked forward to – would visit the
house no longer. On Christmas morning, a knock on the door awakened the man. The art work on the
walls only reminded him that his son was not coming home. As he opened the door, he was greeted
by a soldier with a large package in his hand. He introduced himself to the man by saying, "I was a
friend of your son. I was the one he was rescuing when he died. May I come in for a few moments? I
have something to give you." As the two began to talk, the soldier told of how the man’s son had told
everyone of his father’s love of fine art. "I’m an artist," said the soldier, "and I want to give you
this."
As the old man unwrapped the package, the paper gave way to reveal the portrait of the man’s son.
Though the world would never consider it the work of a genius, the painting featured the young
man’s face in striking detail. Overcome with emotion, the man thanked the soldier, promising to hang
the picture above the fireplace.

A few hours later, after the soldier had departed, the old man went about his task. True to his
word, the painting went above the fireplace, pushing aside thousands of dollars of paintings.
Afterward the man sat in his chair and spent Christmas gazing at the gift he had been given. During
the days and weeks that followed, the man realized that even though his son was no longer with him,
the boy’s life would live on because of those he had touched. He would soon learn that his son had
rescued dozens of wounded soldiers before a bullet stilled his caring heart. As the stories of his
son’s gallantry continued to reach him, fatherly pride and satisfaction began to ease the grief. The
painting of his son soon became his most prized possession, eclipsing any interest in the pieces for
which museums around the world clamored. He told his neighbors it was the greatest gift he had
ever received.
The following spring, the old man became ill and passed away. The world was in anticipation. With
the collector’s passing, and his only son dead, those paintings would be sold at an auction. According
to his will, they would be sold on Christmas Day, the day he had received his greatest gift. The day
soon arrived and art collectors from around the world gathered to buy some of the world’s most
spectacular paintings. Dreams would be fulfilled this day; greatness would be achieved. Many would
claim, "I have the greatest collection".
The auction began with a painting that was not on any museum’s list. It was the painting of the man’s
son. The auctioneer asked for an opening bid. The room was silent. "Who will open the bidding with
$10?" he asked. Minutes passed. No one spoke. From the back of the room came, "Who cares about
that painting? It’s just a picture of his son. Let’s forget it and go on to the good stuff." More voices
echoed in agreement. "No, we have to sell this one first," replied the auctioneer. Who will take the
son?"
Finally, a friend of the old man spoke. "Will you take ten dollars for the painting? That’s all I have. I
knew the boy, so I’d like to have it." "I have ten dollars. Will anyone go higher?" called the
auctioneer. After more silence, the auctioneer said, "Going once, going twice, gone." The gavel fell.
Cheers filled the room and someone exclaimed, "Now we can get on with it and we can bid on these
treasures!"
The auctioneer looked at the audience and announced the auction was over. Stunned disbelief
quieted the room. Someone spoke up and asked, "What do you mean it’s over? We didn’t come here
for a picture of some old guy’s son. What about all of these paintings? There are millions of dollars
of art here! I demand that you explain what’s going on here!" The auctioneer replied, "It’s very
simple. According to the will of the father, whoever takes the son…gets it all."
Puts things into perspective, doesn’t it? Just as those art collectors discovered on that Christmas
Day, the message is still the same – the love of a Father – a Father whose greatest joy was from his
son who went away and gave his life rescuing others. And because of that Father’s love…whoever
takes the Son gets it all.
Romans 8:32 "He that spared not his own Son, but delivered him to us all, how shall he not
with him also freely give us all things?"
John 3:16 "For God so loved the world that he gave his only begotten Son that whosoever
believeth in Him shall not perish, but shall have everlasting life."

Holy Sonnet 10
Death, be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so;
For those whom you think'st thou dost overthrow
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.
From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be.
Much pleasure, then from thee much more must flow,
And soonest our best men with thee do go.
Rest of their bones and souls' delivery.
Thou art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men.
And dost with poison, warm and sickness dwell.
And poppy, or charms can make us sleep as well.
And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then?
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,
And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die.
‐‐‐John Donne (1572‐1631)

A Prayer for the Children
We pray for the Children
who sneak popsicles before supper,
who erase holes in math workbooks,
who can never find their shoes.
And we pray for those
who stare at photographers from behind barbed wire,
who can’t bound down the street in a new pair of sneakers,
who never "counted potatoes,"
who are born in places where we wouldn’t be caught dead,
who never go to the circus,
who live in an X-rated world.
We pray for the children
who bring us sticky kisses and fistfuls of dandelions,
who hug us in a hurry and forget their lunch money.
And we pray for those
who never get dessert,
who have no safe blanket to drag behind them,
who watch their parents watch them die,
who can’t find any bread to steal,
who don’t have any rooms to clean up,
whose pictures aren’t on anybody’s dresser,
whose monsters are real.
We pray for children
who spend all their allowance before Tuesday,
who throw tantrums in the grocery store and pick at their food,
who like ghost stories, who shove dirty clothes under the bed,
who never rinse out the tub,
who get visits from the tooth fairy,
who don’t like to be kissed in front of the carpool,
who squirm in church and scream in the phone,
whose tears we sometimes laugh at and whose smiles can make us cry.
And we pray for those
whose nightmares come in the daytime,
who will eat anything,
who have never seen a dentist,
who aren’t spoiled by anybody,
who go to bed hungry and cry themselves to sleep,
who live and move, but have no being.
We pray for children
who want to be carried and for those who must,
who we never give up on and for those who don’t get a second chance.
For those we smother…and for those who will grab the hand of anybody kind
enough to offer it.

Children's Proverbs
A first grade teacher collected old, well-known proverbs. She gave each child in her class the first half of a
proverb and had them come up with the rest. Out of the mouth of babes….
As You Shall Make Your Bed So Shall You………..Mess It Up.
Better Be Safe Than……………Punch A 5th Grader.
Strike While The…….Bug Is Close.
It’s Always Darkest Before……….Daylight Savings Time.
Never Underestimate the Power of…………Termites.
Don’t Bite The Hand That…….Looks Dirty.
A Miss Is As Good As A……….Mr.
You Can’t Teach An Old Dog New………Math.
If You Lie Down With The Dogs, You’ll…….Stink In The Morning.
The Pen Is Mightier Than The………Pigs.
An Idle Mind Is……..The Best Way To Relax.
Where There’s Smoke, There’s…….Pollution.
A Penny Saved is……Not much.
Two’s Company, Three’s……..The Musketeers.
Don’t Put Off Tomorrow What…..You Put On To Go To Bed.
Laugh And The Whole World Laughs With You, Cry And…… You Have To Blow Your Nose.
None Are So Blind As…………Helen Keller.
Children Should Be Seen And Not……..Spanked Or Grounded.
You Get Out Of Something What You……… See Pictured On The Box.

Oriah Mountain Dreamer
By Indian Elder
It doesn't interest me what you do for a living. I want to know what you ache for, and if you
dare to dream of meeting your heart's longing.
It doesn't interest me how old you are. I want to know if you will be looking like a fool for
love, for your dreams, for the adventure of being alive.
It doesn't interest me what planets are squaring your moon. I want to know if you have
touched the center of your sorrow, if you have been opened by life's betrayals or have become
shriveled and closed from cause of further pain.
I want to know if you can sit with pain, mine or your own, without moving to hide it or fade it
or fix it.
I want to know if you can be with joy, mine or your own, if you can dance with wildness and
let the ecstasy fill you to the tips of your fingers and toes without cautioning us to be careful, be
realistic, to remember the limitations of being human.
It doesn't interest me if the story you're telling me is true. I want to know if you can
disappoint another to be true to yourself; if you can bear the accusation of betrayal and not
betray your own soul. I want to know if you can be faithful and therefore be trustworthy.
I want to know if you can see beauty even when it is not pretty every day, and if you can
source your life from God's presence. I want to know if you can live with failure, yours and
mine, and still stand at the edge of a lake and shout to the silver of the full moon, "Yes!"
It doesn't interest me to know where you live or how much money you have. I want to know
if you can get up after the night of grief and despair, weary and bruised to the bone, and do
what needs to be done for the children.
It doesn't interest me who you are, how you came to be here. I want to know if you will
stand in the center of the fire with me and not step back.
It doesn't interest me where or what or with whom you have studied. I want to know what
sustains you from the inside when all else falls apart. I want to know if you can be alone with
yourself, and if you truly like the company you keep in the empty moments.

Angel Passages
Welcome strangers, for by doing so you may unknowingly entertain angels.
--Hebrews 13:2
Angels must be felt with the heart.
--Helen Keller
Our character is what God and the angels know of us.
--Thomas Paine
In the presence of the angels I will sing your praise.
--Psalm 138:1
I dreamt I was flying through the clouds, not a worry or wonder or care, and there
right below me, softly gliding along, was the angel who brought me there.
--Anonymous
Angels can fly because they take themselves lightly.
--Scottish Proverb
Spread the Gospel’s joyful tidings, brought from angels from above, tell the world
that God is gracious, and His very name is Love.
--D.B. Towner
And behold, there was a great earthquake: For the angel of the Lord descended from
heaven, and came and rolled back the stone from the door and sat upon it.
--Matthew 28:2

Every visible thing in this world is put in charge of an angel.
--Saint Augustine
Oh, what may man within him hide, though angel on the outward side.
--Shakespeare
The angel that presided o’er my birth said, "Little creature, formed of joy and
mirth, go, love without the help of any thing on earth."
--William Blake
Time is man’s angel.
--Johann von Schiller
An angel stood and met my gaze, through the low doorway of my tent. The tent is
struck the vision stays; I only know she came and went.
--James Russell Lowell
For every soul, there is a Guardian who is watching it.
---The Koran
And there appeared to him an angel from Heaven, strengthening him.
--Luke 22:43
I saw the angels with my bodily eyes as clearly as I see you. And when they
departed, I used to weep and wish that they would take me with them.
--Saint Joan of Arc
All God’s angels come to us disguised…
--James Russell Lowell
Unless you can love as the angels may…Oh never call it loving.
--Elizabeth Barrett Browning
In the hush of a room I’ve felt the soft flutter of angels’ wings.
The briefest touch of angels is a sign of God’s presence in life.
Silence is often the language of angels.
Blessed are those who have not seen, but have still believed.
In the stillness of the moment, an angel’s voice resounds clearly in the wind.

Angels lift our hearts on wings of joy.
Angels surround us, many of them cleverly disguised as friends.
In the rustling green grass I heard the tender whispers of angels.
Fear no solitude, for there are angels in your midst.
Angels show us that beauty is found in everyday places, people, and things.
The sun warms the skin and angels warm the heart.
Laughter is the music of the angels.
When I look toward the sky I am greeted with the smile of an angel.
Angels join with us to serve others and do God’s work.
All the darkness in the world cannot put out the light of an angel.
What more can be said than this—that in times of sorrow I have felt a hand on my
heart.
The stepping stone from sorrow to joy is surely crossed with angels by our sides.
Discovering an angel means finding a friend.
A friend is an angel with wings in her heart.
May the kindness of angels fall all around you.
Angels help us keep the faith.
The sun warms the skin and angels warm the heart.
Making life as meaningful as possible is a lesson from angels.
Angels often shed new light on old dilemmas.
Angels guide us as we seek new perspectives.
The butterflies of slow, sweet summer days float happily among angels.
A gentle hand, a guiding touch barely felt—these are signs of an angel’s presence.

The Wall
At first there was no place for us to go until someone put up that Black Granite Wall.
Now, every day and night, my brothers and my sisters wait to see the many people
from places afar file in front of this Wall. Many stopping briefly and many for hours
and some that come on a regular basis. It was hard at first, not that it’s gotten any
easier, but it seems that many of the attitudes towards that war we were involved in
have changed. I can only pray that the ones on the other side have learned something
and more Walls as this one, needn’t be built.
Several members of my unit and many I did not recognize have called me to the Wall
by touching my name that is engraved upon it. The tears aren’t necessary but are hard
even for me to hold back. Don’t feel guilty for not being with me, my Brothers. This was
my destiny as it is yours to be on that side of the wall. Touch the Wall my Brothers, so
that we can share in the memories that we had. I have learned to put the bad memories
aside and remember only the pleasant times that we had together. Tell our other
Brothers out there to come and visit me, not to say "Good-bye" but to say "Hello" and to
be together again, even for a short time and to ease that pain of loss that we all share.
Today, an irresistible and loving call comes from the Wall. As I approach I can see an
elderly lady and as I get closer I recognize her….it’s Momma! As much as I have looked
forward to this day, I have also regretted it because I didn’t know what reaction I would
have.
Next to her I suddenly see my wife and immediately think how hard it must have been
to come to this place and my mind floods with the pleasant memories of 30 years past.
There’s a young man in a military uniform standing with his arms around her…My
God, it has to be my son.
Look at him trying to be the man without a tear in his eye. I yearn to tell him how
proud I am, seeing him standing tall, straight and proud in his uniform.

Momma comes closer and touches the Wall, and I feel the soft and gentle touch I had
not felt in so many years. Dad has crossed to this side of the Wall and through our
touch, I try to convey to her that Dad is doing fine and is no longer suffering or feeling
pain. I see my wife’s courage building as she sees Momma touch the Wall and she
approaches and lays her hand on my waiting hand. All the emotions, feelings and
memories of three decades past flash between our touch and tell her it’s alright. Carry
on with your life and don’t worry about me…I can see as I look into her eyes that she
hears and understands me and a big burden has been lifted from her.
I watch as they lay flowers and other memories of my past. My lucky charm that was
taken from me to her by my CO, a tattered and worn teddy bear that I can barely
remember having as I grew up as a child, and several medals that I have earned and
were presented to my wife. One of them is the Combat Infantry Badge that I am very
proud of and I notice that my son is also wearing this medal. I had earned mine in the
jungles of Vietnam, and he probably earned his in deserts of Iraq.
I can tell that they are preparing to leave and try to take mental pictures of them
together because I don’t know when I will see them again. I wouldn’t blame them if
they were not to return and can only thank them that I was not forgotten. My wife and
my Momma near the Wall for one final touch and so many years of indecision, fear and
sorrow are let go. As they turn to leave, I feel my tears that have not flowed for so many
years form as dew drops on the other side of the Wall.
They move slowly away with only a glance over their shoulder. My son suddenly stops
and slowly returns. He stands straight and proud in front of me and snaps a salute.
Something makes him move to the Wall and he puts his hand upon the Wall and
touches my tears that had formed on the face of the Wall. I can tell that he senses my
presence there and the pride and the love that I have for him. He falls to his knees and
the tears flow from his eyes and I try my best to reassure him that it’s alright and the
tears do not make him any less of a man. As he moves back wiping the tears from his
eyes, he silently mouths, God bless you, Dad…God bless you, Son….WE WILL meet
someday but in the meanwhile, go on your way….There is no hurry…There is no hurry
at all.
As I see them walk off in the distance, I yell out to THEM and EVERYONE there today,
as loud as I can….THANKS FOR REMEMBERING and as others on this side of the Wall
join in, I notice that the U.S. flag that so proudly flies in front of us every day, is
flapping and standing proudly straight out in the wind today…THANK YOU ALL FOR
REMEMBERING.

A Sandpiper to Bring You Joy
by Ruth Peterson
She was six years old when I first met her on the beach near where I live. I drive to this beach, a distance of
three or four miles, whenever the world begins to close in on me. She was building a sandcastle or
something and looked up, her eyes as blue as the sea. "Hello," she said. I answered with a nod, not really in
the mood to bother with a small child. "I’m building," she said. "I see that. What is it?" I asked, not caring.
"Oh, I don’t know, I just like the feel of sand." That sounds good, I thought, and slipped off my shoes. A
sandpiper glided by. "That’s a joy, " the child said. "It’s a what?" "It’s a joy. My mama says sandpipers come
to bring us joy." The bird went gliding down the beach. "Good-bye joy," I muttered to myself. "hello pain,"
and turned to walk on. I was depressed; my life seemed completely out of balance.
"What’s your name?" She wouldn’t give up. "Ruth," I answered. "I’m Ruth Peterson." "Mine’s Wendy…I’m six."
"Hi, Wendy." She giggled. "You’re funny," she said. In spite of my gloom I laughed too and walked on. Her
musical giggle followed me. "Come again, Mrs. P," she called. "We’ll have another happy day."
The days and weeks that followed belong to others: a group of unruly Scouts, PTA meetings, and ailing
mother. The sun was shining one morning as I took my hands out of the dishwater. "I need a sandpiper," I
said to myself, gathering up my coat. The ever-changing balm of the seashore awaited me. The breeze
was chilly, but I strode along, trying to recapture the serenity I needed. I had forgotten the child and was
startled when she appeared. "Hello, Mrs. P," she said. "Do you want to play?" "What did you have in mind?" I
asked, with a twinge of annoyance. "I don’t know, you say." "How about charades?" I asked sarcastically.
The tinkling laughter burst forth again. "I don’t know what that is." "Then let’s just walk." Looking at her, I
noticed the delicate fairness of her face. "Where do you live?" I asked. "Over there." She pointed toward a
row of summer cottages. Strange, I thought, in winter. "Where do you go to school?" "I don’t go to school.
Mommy says we’re on vacation." She chattered little girl talk as we strolled up the beach, but my mind was
on other things. When I left for home, Wendy said it had been a happy day. Feeling surprisingly better, I
smiled at her and agreed.
Three weeks later, I rushed to my beach in a state of near panic. I was in no mood to even greet Wendy. I
thought I saw her mother on the porch and felt like demanding she keep her child at home. "Look, if you
don’t mind," I said crossly when Wendy caught up with me, "I’d rather be alone today." She seemed
unusually pale and out of breath. "Why?" she asked. I turned to her and shouted, "Because my mother
died!" and thought, my God, why was I saying this to a little child? "Oh," she said quietly, "then this is a bad
day." "Yes," I said, "and yesterday and the day before and-oh, go away." "Did it hurt?" She inquired. "Did
what hurt?" I was exasperated with her, with myself. "When she died?" "Of course it hurt!!!" I snapped,
misunderstanding, wrapped up in myself. I strode off.
A month or so after that, when I next went to the beach, she wasn’t there. Feeling guilty, ashamed and
admitting to myself I missed her, I went up to the cottage after my walk and knocked at the door. A drawn
looking young woman with honey-colored hair opened the door. "Hello," I said. "I’m Ruth Peterson. I missed
your little girl today and wondered where she was." "Oh yes, Mrs. Peterson, please come in. Wendy spoke
of you so much. I’m afraid I allowed her to bother you. If she was a nuisance, please, accept my
apologies." "Not at all-she’s a delightful child, " I said, suddenly realizing that I meant it. "Where is she?"
"Wendy died last week, Mrs. Peterson. She had leukemia. Maybe she didn’t tell you."
Struck dumb, I groped for a chair. My breath caught. "She loved this beach; so when she asked to come,
we couldn’t say no. She seemed so much better here and had a lot of what she called happy days. But
the last few weeks, she declined rapidly…" her voice faltered. "She left something for you…if only I can find
it. Could you wait a moment while I look?" I nodded stupidly, my mind racing for something, anything, to
say to this lovely young woman. She handed me a smeared envelope, with MRS. P. printed in bold, childish
letters. Inside was a drawing in bright crayon hues – a yellow beach, a blue sea, and a brown bird.
Underneath was carefully printed: A SANDPIPER TO BRING YOU JOY. Tears welled up in my eyes, and a

heart that had almost forgotten to love opened wide. I took Wendy’s mother in my arms. "I’m so sorry, I’m
sorry, I’m so sorry," I muttered over and over, and we wept together.
The precious little picture is framed now and hangs in my study. Six words – one for each year of her life –
that speak to me of harmony, courage, undemanding love. A gift from a child with sea-blue eyes and hair
the color of sand – who taught me the gift of love.

A True Story
by Lloyd Glenn

Throughout our lives we are blessed with spiritual experiences, some of which are very sacred
and confidential, and others, although sacred, are meant to be shared.
Last summer my family had a spiritual experience that had a lasting and profound impact on us,
one we feel must be shared. It’s a message of love. It’s a message of regaining perspective,
restoring proper balance and renewing priorities. In humility, I pray that I might, in relating this
story, give you a gift my little son, Brian gave our family one summer day last year.
On July 22nd I was in route to Washington, D.C. for a business trip. It was all so very ordinary, until
we landed in Denver for a plane change. As I collected my belongings from the overhead bin,
an announcement was made for Mr. Lloyd Glenn to see the United Customer Service
representative immediately. I thought nothing of it until I reached the door to leave the plane
and heard a gentleman asking every male if they were Mr. Glenn. At this point, I knew
something was wrong and my heart sunk. When I got off the plane a solemn-faced young man
came toward me and said, "Mr. Glenn, there is an emergency at your home. I do not know what
the emergency is, or who is involved, but I will take you to the phone so you can call the
hospital." My heart was now pounding, but the will to be calm took over.
Woodenly, I followed this stranger to the distant telephone where I called the number he gave
me for the Mission Hospital. My call was put through to the trauma center where I learned that
my three year old son had been trapped underneath the automatic garage door for several
minutes, and that when my wife had found him he was dead. CPR had been performed by a
neighbor, who is a doctor, and the paramedics had continued the treatment as Brian was
transported to the hospital.
By the time of my call, Brian was revived and they believed he would live, but they did not know
how much damage had been done to his brain, nor to his heart. They explained that the door
had completely closed on his little sternum right over his heart. He had been severely crushed.
After speaking with the medical staff, my wife sounded worried but not hysterical, and I took
comfort in her calmness. The return flight seemed to last forever, but finally I arrived at the
hospital six hours after the garage door had come down. When I walked into the intensive care
unit, nothing could have prepared me to see my little son lying so still on a great big bed with
tubes and monitors everywhere. He was on a respirator. I glanced at my wife who stood and
tried to give me a reassuring smile. It all seemed like a terrible dream. I was filled in with the
details and given a guarded prognosis. Brian was going to live, and the preliminary tests
indicated that his heart was ok – two miracles, in and of themselves. But only time would tell if his
brain received any damage.
Throughout the seemingly endless hours, my wife was calm. She felt that Brian would eventually
be all right. I hung on to her words and faith like a lifeline. All that night and the next day Brian
remained unconscious. It seemed like forever since I had left for my business trip the day before.
Finally at two o’clock that afternoon, our son regained consciousness and sat up uttering the
most beautiful words I have ever heard spoken. He said, "Daddy hold me," and he reached for
me with his little arms.

By the next day he was pronounced as having no neurological or physical deficits, and the story
of his miraculous survival spread throughout the hospital. You cannot imagine our gratitude and
joy. As we took Brian home we felt a unique reverence for the life and love of our Heavenly
Father that comes to those who brush death so closely.

In the days that followed there was a special spirit about our home. Our two older children were
much closer to their little brother. My wife and I were much closer to each other, and all of us
were very close as a whole family. Life took on a less stressful pace. Perspective seemed to be
more focused, and balance much easier to gain and maintain. We felt deeply blessed. Our
gratitude was truly profound.
Almost a month later to the day of the accident, Brian awoke from his afternoon nap and said,
"Mommy. I have something to tell you." At this time in his life, Brian usually spoke in small phrases,
so the large sentence surprised my wife. She sat down with him on his bed and he began his
sacred and remarkable story.
"Do you remember when I got stuck under the garage door? Well it was so heavy and it hurt
really bad. I called to you, but you couldn’t hear me. I started to cry, but then it hurt too bad.
And then the "birdies" came." "The birdies?" my wife asked puzzled. "Yes," he replied. "The ‘birdies’
made a whooshing sound and flew into the garage. They took care of me." "They did?" "Yes," he
said. "One of the birdies came and got you. She came to tell you I got stuck under the door."
A sweet reverent feeling filled the room. The spirit was so strong and yet lighter than air. My wife
realized that a three year old had no concept of death and spirits, so he was referring to the
beings who came to him from beyond as "birdies" because they were up in the air like birds that
fly.
"What did the birdies look like?" she asked. Brian answered, "They were so beautiful. They were
dressed in white all white. Some of them had green and white. But some of them had on just
white." "Did they say anything?" "Yes," he answered. "They told me the baby would be alright."
"The baby?" my wife asked confused. And Brian answered. "The baby laying on the garage
floor." He went on, "You came out and opened the garage door and ran to the baby. You told
the baby to stay and not leave."
My wife nearly collapsed upon hearing this, for she had indeed gone and knelt beside Brian’s
body and seeing his crushed chest and unrecognizable features, knowing he was already dead,
she looked up around her and whispered, "Don’t leave us Brian, please stay if you can." As she
listened to Brian telling her the words she had spoken, she realized that the spirit had left his body
and was looking down from above on this little lifeless form. "Then what happened?" she asked.
"We went on a trip," he said, "far, far away.." He grew agitated trying to say the things he didn’t
seem to have the words for. My wife tried to calm and comfort him, and let him know it would
be okay. He struggled with wanting to tell something that obviously was very important to him,
but finding the words was difficult. "We flew so fast up in the air. They’re so pretty Mommy," he
added. "And there is lots and lots of ‘birdies’." My wife was stunned. Into her mind the sweet
comforting spirit enveloped her more soundly, but with an urgency she had never before known.
Brian went on to tell her that the "birdies" had told him that he had to come back and tell
everyone about the "birdies". He said they brought him back to the house and that a big fire
truck, and an ambulance were there. A man was bringing the baby out on a white bed and he
tried to tell the man the baby would be okay, but the man couldn’t hear him. He said, "birdies
told him he had to go with the ambulance, but they would be near him." He said they were so
pretty and so peaceful, and he didn’t want to come back. And then the bright light came. He
said that the light was so bright and so warm, and he loved the bright light so much. Someone
was in the bright light and put their arms around him, and told him, "I love you but you have to
go back. You have to play baseball, and tell everyone about the birdies." Then the person in the

bright light kissed him and waved bye-bye. Then whoosh, the big sound came and they went
into the clouds.
The story went on for an hour. He taught us that "birdies" were always with us, but we don’t see
them because we look with our eyes and we don’t hear them because we listen with our ears.
But they are always there, you can only see them in here (he put his hand over his heart). They
whisper the things to help us do what is right because they love us so much. Brian continued,
stating, "I have a plan, Mommy. You have a plan. Daddy has a plan. Everyone has a plan. We
must all live our plan and keep our promises. The "birdies" help us to do that cause they love us
so much."
In the weeks that followed, he often came to us and told all, or part of it again and again.
Always the story remained the same. The details were never changed or out of order. A few
times he added further bits of information and clarified the message he had already delivered. It
never ceases to amaze us how he could tell such detail and speak beyond his ability when he
spoke of his "birdies". Everywhere he went, he told strangers about the "birdies". Surprisingly, no
one ever looked at him strangely when he did this. Rather, they always got a softened look on
their faces and smiled. Needless to say, we have not been the same ever since that day, and I
pray we never will be.

When Someone Takes His Own Life
by Norman Vincent Peale
In many ways, this seems the most tragic form of death. Certainly it can
entail more shock and grief for those who are left behind than any other. And
often the stigma of suicide is what rests most heavily on those left behind.
And my heart goes out to those who are left behind, because I know that
they suffer terribly. Children in particular are left under a cloud of differentness
all the more terrifying because it can never be fully explained or lifted. The
immediate family of the victim is left wide open to tidal waves of guilt: "What
did I fail to do that I should have done. What did I do that was wrong?" To such
grieving persons I can only say, "Lift up your heads and your hearts. Surely you
did your best. And surely the loved one who is gone did his best, for as long as
he could. Remember, now, that his battles and torments are over. Do not
judge him, and do not presume to fathom the mind of God where this one of
His children is concerned."
A few years ago, when a young man died by his own hand, a service for him
was conducted by his pastor, the Rev. Weston Stevens. What he said that day
expresses far more eloquently than I can, the message that I'm trying to convey.
Here are some of his words: "Our friend died on his own battlefield. He was
killed in action fighting a civil war. He fought against adversaries that were as
real to him as his casket is real to us. They were powerful adversaries."
"They took toll of his energies and endurance. They exhausted the last
vestiges of his courage and his strength. At last these adversaries
overwhelmed him. And it appeared that he had lost the war. But did he? I see
a host of victories that he has won!"

"For one thing, he has won our admiration, because even if he lost the war,
we give him credit for his bravery on the battlefield. And we give him credit for
the courage and pride and hope that he used his weapons as long as he could.
We shall remember not his death, but his daily victories gained through his
kindnesses and thoughtfulness, through his love for family and friends, for
animals and books and music, for all things beautiful, lovely and honorable.
We shall remember not his last day of defeat, but we shall remember the many
days that he was victorious over overwhelming odds. WE shall remember not
the years we thought he had left, but the intensity with which he lived the years
that he had. Only God knows what this child of His suffered in the silent
skirmishes that took place in his soul. But our consolation is that God does
know, and understands."
Reprinted from the Special Suicide Newsletter, Marin County and San Francisco,
CA Chapters,
Summer 2001

Two men, both seriously ill, occupied the same hospital room,
One man was allowed to sit up in his bed for an hour each afternoon to
help drain the fluid from his lungs. His bed was next to the room's
only window.
The other man had to spend all his time flat on his back. The
men talked for hours on end. They spoke of their wives and families,
their homes, their jobs, their involvement in the military service,
where they had been on vacation.
Every afternoon when the man in the bed by the window could sit
up, he would pass the time by describing to his roommate all the
things he could see outside the window. The man in the other bed
began to love for those one hour periods where his world would be
broadened and enlivened by all the activity and color of the world
outside.
The window overlooked a park with a lovely lake. Ducks and swans
played on the water while children sailed their model boats. Young
lovers walked arm in arm amidst flowers of every color and a fine view
of the city skyline could be seen in the distance. As the man by the
window described all this in exquisite detail, the man on the other
side of the room would close his eyes and imagine the picturesque
scene.
One warm afternoon the man by the window described a parade
passing by. Although the other man couldn't hear the band, he could
see it. In his mind's eye as the gentleman by the window portrayed it
with descriptive words.
Days and weeks passed. One morning, the day nurse arrived to
bring water for their baths only to find the lifeless body of the man
by the window, who had died peacefully in his sleep. She was saddened
and called the hospital attendants to take the body away.
As soon as it seemed appropriate, the other man asked if he could
be moved next to the window. The nurse was happy to make the switch,
and after making sure he was comfortable, she left him alone.
Slowly, painfully, he propped himself up on one elbow to take his
first look at the real world outside. He strained to slowly turn to
look out the window beside the bed....It faced a blank wall.
The man asked the nurse what could have compelled his deceased
roommate who had described such wonderful things outside this window.
The nurse responded that the man was blind and could not even see the
wall. She said, "Perhaps he just wanted to encourage you."

Epilogue: There is tremendous happiness in making others happy,
despite our own situations. Shared grief is half the sorrow, but
happiness when shared, is doubled.

Forever
It doesn’t bring her back.
Nothing.
I miss you more than you would have ever imagined.
I miss the laughter.
I miss the jokes.
No one else understood the jokes.
You did. That’s all that mattered.
Now then, why can’t I understand?
Come back.
Come back.
I need you.
How can the person who brought the most laughter and joy to my life not be here?
You were here just two months ago, and before you left I talked to you.
Only six days prior.
What is it?
Why don’t I understand?
The times you visit in my dreams are now what I look forward to the most.
Those nights are the happiest.
Now.
Not before.
Before, I knew you were here
And I loved you.
I loved knowing I could call.
Whenever I wanted.
Knew you were not far away.
And knew you were coming to see me in just a few days.
What happened?
Where are those days now?
Forever unfulfilled.
Forever in my memory.
Forever I will love you.

Forever I will miss you.
Forever.
Forever seems so far.
Forever I will pray to see you again.
Forever.
Forever will you think of me?
Can you?
I hope so.
I hope for forever to be quite fast.
I don’t think it will be.
I hope anyway.
Will you watch me?
Will you stay with me?
Will you visit me, or see me forever?
Then why can’t I see you?
Life is not fair.
That’s what they always say.
Then maybe…
Maybe that’s why yours is over.
Over so now you have fair times.
You know fair and happiness now.
I hope.
You do.
Don’t you?
Or why else did you go?
Are you laughing now?
I hope you are.
I heard laughter makes you live longer.
But not for you.
You laughed everyday.
So where have you gone?
Why?
But you laughed!
What.
What will make it ok?
I’ve been waiting to know.
I never will.
I miss you.
I need you.
I love you.
I will continue to hope.
I will.
Forever.
Lovingly written on April 24, 2008 by Erin Harkness in memory of her cousin Kristin Harkness who
passed on February 22, 2008.

“What is wrong?”
Pulling myself from the rail of the bridge, I turned around to face a man I would probably ignore under normal
circumstances. Alone on a bench was a man with a backpack that looked to contain all of his worldly
belongings. His clothes were faded and clearly had not been washed for a very long time. His face was like
leather, creased by experience and pain.
I looked at the ground a moment and choked from the bottom of my stomach, trying to put suffering into words,
“My very good friend passed away.” As I said this, my sight cleared for a moment as tears fell to the ground. He
looked at me as if he had known what I would say.
It happened nearly two weeks prior but felt as if only two hours had passed. Everything up until that point had
been normal. To me a setback had been failing a chemistry test. Suddenly and without warning, one of my
closest friends had died. In an instant my life was drastically changed. Now I found myself on a walking bridge,
laying myself bare to someone I would generally dismiss with “I haven’t got any change.”
He motioned me to sit down next to him. I obliged as he turned, looking off into the distance, seeming
to recall a life that had not been easy. I felt lost and alone, but having thrown myself out into the open
as I had done, I was not afraid sitting next to this stranger.
“This is tough. I know,” he said, as I nodded. “All of my family. Gone.” I could tell he didn’t want my
pity nor was he trying to undermine my grief. He again looked off into the distance. His face
remained unchanged as a tear rolled down his cheek.
People walking by were puzzled and perhaps even alarmed by the juxtaposition we created. It was
easy to tell he was no father speaking to his son.
He turned to me. “My Grandmother,” following her name with the sign of the cross, “once told me
‘there is a time for everything. A time for happiness and a time for sadness.’”
We sat together in silence for a few moments. Noticing that my steady flow of tears hadn’t subsided,
he added, “This is not Hollywood. You must go on. I know it hurts, and there will be a lot more shit,
but you will have to go on.”
I knew I would never see this man again, yet as we sat there watching the river flow far below us I felt
like I had known him for years. His voice was calm and reassuring. He didn’t know me and I was an
absolute mess. Somehow his voice conveyed a feeling of confidence, a confidence in me.
Never before had I doubted the general goodness of mankind but it was humbling to see it now when I
needed it most. Here was a man who, on most days, needed what I, a privileged doctor’s son, had to
hand out. Yet it was he who was handing out sustenance to me.
At last he broke the silence, “Now I must go.” With a faint whisper I thanked him, still consumed with
anguish. I watched him drift across the long bridge until he was out of sight. It would be some time
before I realized it, but my life had yet again been changed, this time by a chance encounter with
compassion.
Written by Adam Woeltz for the February 14, 2008 time for remembrance for his friend David Cooper

And if I Go
And if I go,
while you’re still here . . .
Know that I live on,
vibrating to a different measure –
behind a veil you cannot see through.
You will not see me,
so you must have faith.
I wait for the time when we can soar together again both aware of each other.
Until then, live your life to its fullest and when you need me,
Just whisper my name in your heart
. . . I will be there.

The Mask
I feel as if I am buried alive
Yet I smile and respond with “fine, thank you”
I have been appropriately conditioned,
like fine leather
That no one wants to hear the painful truth.
An essential part of me, a limb
A constituent of my earthly being
Has been violently amputated.
Yet I laugh at the mediocre conversations
A verbal splash in a shallow puddle
Pretending to be a player of the words
That have no meaning.
My heart has been ripped from my bosom
No benevolence granted
No explanations – No apologies
Only cataclysmic pain
Only agony
No anesthesia remains, just the bitter pain.
Yet I wear the mask
Day to Day.
Pretending I fit in
But really I’m a foreigner to this new land
An alien language they speak.
And as I attempt to translate the words
Still, they mean nothing to me.
Sequestered in the mask
They hear not the music I dance to
Nor the words I speak
Nor the pain I echo
Nor the native language of my eyes
They will never really know me,
Hiding behind the mask.
Joanne Cacciature
From the book “Dear Cheyenne”

