
SPRING 2016 - TCF Manhattan1

Mother’s Day... a time set aside to honor each 
mother’s role in her child’s life... is often dreaded 
by bereaved parents. This holiday, like Father’s 
Day, is dedicated strictly to us, as parents. Other 
holidays differ from this one. That difference 
which was once so meaningful to us as parents, 
is now a poignant reminder of all that once was 
and will never be again.

Bereaved mothers often approach this holiday 
with much anxiety. Yet, the holiday itself is 
generally not as difficult as the ramp-up to 
it. There are television specials, movies, 
commercials, signs in stores and advertising 
everywhere we look...all of which remind us that 
our children are no longer with us. This is a very 
difficult time for many bereaved mothers - difficult 
but not insurmountable.

During the month before the second Mother’s 
Day without my son, I realized that it was my 
perspective that was the problem. I understood 
that the world was going to continue to spin, the 
commercialism would build and the reminders 
would increase until the holiday arrived. I could 
either ignore the advertisements through my  
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second and fourth Tuesday of each month.    
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55th and 5th Avenue. Enter at 7 West 55th street.  
We start PROMPTLY at 7:00PM.

The Compassionate Friends
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The Compassionate Friends is a mutual assistance self-help organization offering friendship and understanding to bereaved parents.  
We are a group of bereaved parents who are seeking support in our grief or are able to give it.  Among us, your religion, your race, your 
politics, your job or social standing are not important.  We care about your grief –the tragedy that each of us has shared– and how we 
can grow through it, not back to the person we were but to the person we can become.

(Continued on page 10)
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(Continued on page 11)

I think I get it now. I’m not certain, but I think that as 
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again.  My fear back then, of  forgetting the reality of  
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the reality that he is in another place.
Now I am no longer fearful. I know the pain is not only
Not  forgotten, it is never far away.
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I now know what to expect. I know that Mother’s Day 
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anymore. I know that no one will celebrate with me.  
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at that party -  no longer entertaining a tiny thought that 
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�� - When you’re having the kind of day that you feel only another bereaved parent or sibling can understand, we  are willing 
to listen and share with you. Don’t hesitate to call our Manhattan Chapter phone for meeting information (212) 217-9647. However, if you need to 
speak with someone please call one of the  following volunteers: Jacquie Mitchell (eves) (347) 414-1780jacquienytcf@verizon.net .  
��-&�
��$ Jordon Ferber, (917) 837-7752 beatniknudnik@yahoo.com

MOTHER’S DAYGOING THE DISTANCE
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any of  us in any better place than when we came to the 
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it was much more important to tell of  the story of  
�������������������	����	��
�
	��������&�������������
�������	�������1��
�	������
	�������

�
��
��������
�
�����	������������������
�1��
��� �
	�������
	�����
������
����
�
	����	���
	�
�����������������	
��������
����
��������
����2��
���������������
��
��������
�"��
��

"	���������������
��������������������
�����������
�
	���
�
������	���	����������������������
�������
���
�

�������
	�����
	����������
	��� �����
�����������������
���������� ����	���������	������	����	���
	�
������
��������%�����������������������������������
	�����
	��
�����������	������ ���������0������ ��������������	���
����	��������
�	�������	������
	����	�
	��	������ �"	��
7����������
��'����������
��������
��� ��	������#
	��
����
$����
��� �
�����������
����������������������������
�����"	�����
������������
�����
�
�������
��
������
�
��
���
	����� �	�����������������������
���
����
��
����
����
������������
�
	������������������
���
	�������
����������	����
���������
������������������������)������ �
8)�
	��������
����������
�
	��
����
	����	�
	�������
�
�� ����������������4���&��������8	�
	��9������6������:���
����	���
	��#6���������������������
	��;���	���
	����
���������
�������%���
	���	�����������
	����
	�
�
������
��������������$

&�����������
������ ��	������<�
������ �
���������
�������
�

�
�����������
������������
����
��������
	�
��	������
��
�	����������	�������������
	��7	��
���'��������
���������������
���������������
	��;������	��������
���
�	�
�����
��������������������������� ��������	����
	����
	�
�
	�������
��� ������	������������������������
	�
����7����������
��'�������

HOPE
By Debbie Rambis

I know many of us know people 
who, out of grief, hardly ever 
mention again the name of a 
loved one who has died?  As 
though the mere speaking the 
name will bring the rush of grief 
back in unendurable strength.  
And as though to avoid the 
name is some how to avoid the 
grief.

This device doesn’t work.

When my daughter died, her 
great-grandmother, who had 

also endured the loss of an 
adolescent child, wrote to us, 
“Keep the door to her life open.”  
I think we would have done it 
anyway - spoken of her, with de-
creasing heaviness as the time 
passed, but it helped to have 
this dear woman’s wisdom right 
then.

Though the loved one has died, 
the memory, the sense of the 
person’s presence, has not - not 
the possibility, after a while, of 

taking continuing joy not only 
in the reminiscences from the 
past, but in the extension of the 
person’s spirit into our ongoing 
lives.

Into the nebulous, ongoing 
mystery of life I welcome, as if 
through an open door, the con-
tinuing spirit of the one I have 
loved.

 ~Marsha Hickman,  
   from Healing After Loss

KEEP THE DOOR TO HER LIFE OPEN.  ~Edith Fogg 
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Siblings -  We are the surviving siblings of The Compassionate Friends. We are brought together by the deaths of our brothers and sisters. Open 
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If you told me I’d be in group 
therapy someday, I would have 
laughed at you. Before Russell 
died, it wasn’t even a possibility. 
Me? Talking about my feelings in 
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I honestly don’t know how I’d 
be doing if it weren’t for the 
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provides. I remember reading 
early on a list of stupid things 
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to know that it wasn’t just the 
people in my life who didn’t 
know what to say. It’s kind of 
funny even to think that some 
people are so confounded and 
uncomfortable with what to say 
that they end up saying something 
stupid and uninformed just to 
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ignorant statements that I’ve been 
confronted with in the last 4 years:
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  friend of a friend just died.”

2. “That’s awful, how is your 
  mother taking it?”
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  you and get on with your life.”

 While all three of these 
statements anger me, I know that 
the people who say these things 
to me mean well, but just have 

DID YOU KNOW?  
Other bereaved siblings include:

• Mia Hamm, star of the US Women’s 
Soccer, and who has scored more 
goals than any other professional 
soccer player worldwide, lost her 
brother when he was 28.
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cancer.

• Thomas A. Moore, the pre-eminent 
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his brother Brendan to suicide. Mr. 
Moore’s Bereavement helps him 
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parents of deceased or incapaci-
tated children.

As long as I can
I will look at this world
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As long as I can

I will laugh with the birds,
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I will pray to the stars,
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As long as I can
I will remember

How many things
On this earth were your joy.

And I will live
As well as you

Would want me to live
As long as I can.

Sashcha, “For Both of Us” Wintersun

no idea how they make me feel 
by imposing these ideas on me. 
At the very least, I know that they 
are more uncomfortable than I am 
in dealing with how I feel. People 
who apologize for bringing up the 
subject of Russell, or even just of 
siblings in general do so because 
it makes them uncomfortable. 
Personally, I feel like he’s on my 
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need an excuse to start talking 
about him. I know some people 
don’t know how to respond when 
you tell them that you lost your 
brother. They’d rather not have 
brought it up. They apologize as if 
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with the feelings. 

 This is why I am grateful for the 
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needed, and no awkward dancing 
around the subject. If only the 
rest of the world understood that 
I don’t need them to analyze it, 
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need is someone who wants to 
listen to what I have to say.
 - Jordon Ferber,  
� �!"�E����F���!����
�� 
 Sibling Page Editor
.%�'%�������� is the brother of �����##�
������/ 12/31/80 – 7/6/02. He is our Sibling 
Leader and welcomes your input. If you have 
read something or written something you 
would like to share, you can email Jordan at  
BeatnikNudnik@yahoo.com

“Any disaster you can survive is  
an improvement in your character,  

your stature . . .”   - Nietzsche
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In eight months now since you’ve been gone
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My memories of  what I knew
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Some came from you to help me cope
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Of  missing you, since you’ve been gone.
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I cry for me because you’re gone.
I can’t help or save you, my son.
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You’re with me everywhere I go,
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Your messages, they say to me,
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When a child dies, you ask, among other ques-
tions, what is left? A beautiful, sensitive, intel-
ligent son has chosen to end his life. What can 
be left after such a crushing blow? Others will 
point out that you have a spouse, other children 
or grandchildren, perhaps relatives and friends. 
They are all left. Perhaps you have a career 
that is left. And yet how meaningless all of those 
are to a bereaved parent to one who is suffering 
the most devastating loss of all. So you con-
tinue to search for what it is that is left. 

You read books on bereavement, scarcely 
remembering what you have read; you attend 
meetings, talk with others who have suffered a 
loss like yours. If you are fortunate, you have 
one or two good friends who, while they cannot 
fully understand, are there to love and listen. 
Perhaps there is a therapist who guides you in 
your search for an answer. But for a long while 
everything you read or hear has little meaning, 
and certainly cannot provide the answer to your 
question. Or can it? Does all that you have read 
and heard and experienced finally come to-
gether and answer the question of what is left?     
For me it does. The answer was 13 months in 
coming, but how clear it seems now. I am left. 
That’s it! I am left and I have been left with the 
love of Scott. It is a new love, it is different, 
more intense, it is undemanding, it need not be 
reciprocated, there are no strings attached.  
I love this love of Scott’s. It warms me and 
comforts me. It is a wonderful love, but I cannot 
keep it. It would be wrong to do so; this love is 
too precious to keep to myself. 
    
I am left with love to spare and love to share.  
It will never run out. He will always be with me 
to replenish it. I have found my answer! I am left 
to share Scott’s love with you. 

                       - Billy Stevens, TCF, Baltimore, MD

“MESSAGES FROM GEORGIE”

WHAT IS LEFT? 
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I continued to gaze out the 
window, knowing that I had 
plenty to do but not having the 
energy to move. Suddenly a 
saucy, fat robin hopped on to 
the deck. “Just what I need” I 
thought bitterly. “Another sign of 
spring”. At last I was motivated 
to drag myself over to the sink 
and tackle the mountain of 
dishes.

The bird as back the next day. 
”SHOO”, I growled through 
the glass. “Go back where you 
came from!” Ignoring me, he 
hopped cheerfully across the 
yard to peck the earth in search 
of an especially delectable bug. 
He was so perky it made me 
sick.

That night, heavy rains 
brought a cold front, and the 
temperature dipped into the 
40’s. The next morning he was 
there, chipper as ever. “Dumb 
bird”, I hissed. “Don’t you know 
how cold it is?” The realization 
that I was talking to a bird made 

I sat at the kitchen table, 
looking out at the dazzling 
spring day. It was the kind of 
breathtakingly beautiful day 
that brings a lump to your throat 
and a song to your lips. Spring 
was my favorite time of year, 
but I couldn’t have been more 
miserable. Only five months 
before, the joy had fled from my 
life when my precious son Blake 
died.

All at once, a ridiculous verse 
from my childhood popped into 
my head:

 Spring is sprung,
 The grass is riz,
 I wonder where
 The flowers is.

Like the poet, I wondered where 
the flowers were. Oh, they were 
there all right – but not for me. 
It seemed that the whole world 
had burst into bloom around 
me, but grief-stricken as I was, 
the glory of the awakening 
earth only brought me pain. I 
studiously ignored the startling 
greenness of the trees. I 
averted my eyes from the 
bushes laden with bright azalea 
blooms. I considered each new 
bud, each tiny sprout a personal 
affront. Where was my renewal? 
Where was my hope? How 
could I celebrate spring while 
winter still raged in my heart?

SPRING IS FOR THE BIRDS

me question my sanity --- once 
again. The robin came back 
the next day, and the next. 
The following day however, he 
didn’t return. I was torn between 
feeling sad that he was gone 
and being embarrassed that I 
had been looking for him. The 
next morning he reappeared, 
bringing with him two cousins, 
and uncle, a wife and his wife’s 
good-for-nothing brother Earl. 
“Now you’re ganging up on me!” 
I shouted, as memories of an 
old movie drifted through my 
addled brain.

At that moment, I experienced 
an unfamiliar contorting of my 
face. It was a smile. As a little 
of the heaviness lifted from my 
heart, I realized that though I 
couldn’t delight in the season 
as I usually did, there would be 
other springs. Beauty and joy 
would some day return to my 
life, and surely as the first timid 
shoots emerge from the frozen 
earth. As for those pesky robins, 
there was just one thing left to 
do. I went to the pantry to get 
some bread to feed my friends.

Patricia Dyson, TCF,  
Beaumont, TX



SPRING 2016 - TCF Manhattan 8

Do you know what I’ve learned?
The deepest, truest healing
offered by The Compassionate Friends
comes not in the first few years, but later?

Do you know
just when you think
there is no more to gain
by coming to meetings,
something you will say or do 
will help another,
then they will help another...
and exponentially,
through your opened heart,
there can flow riches, 
       gifts beyond imagining?

Do you know 
TCF’s truest alchemy
lies not in what we can get
but what we can give?

That by turning grief’s dark energy
and inner absorption outwards
towards the hope of helping others
we can regain a sense of purpose, 
honor our beloved children,
and take them with us as we do?

All this...
if only you stay on - or come back -
to help those more newly bereaved,
sharing your own unique path through 
grief
and learning, along with others,
what you do not know you know.

 ~ Genesse Bourdeau Gentry
    from “Catching the Light”

I�����
�������
���������
;���	����	�����
������������������
%��������������������������
����
"	��1�
�
	�
����	
��
�����
�������������
	
comfort,
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You also take.
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You are my silent companion.
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our lives,
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I hear your laugh in the crashing surf
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soaking sun.
You are everywhere--
You are my silent companion.
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I know you can feel my tears on your
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treasures,
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much you love me.
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                ~Jennifer Forrest  
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DO YOU KNOW?MY SILENT COMPANION
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LIFE’S TAPESTRY  
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to form a pattern illustrating with explicit weave 
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                                   Sally Migliaccio “In loving memory of  Tracey” 
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fears can prepare you for this journey.

It’s been almost ten years. Impossible,  but still true. 
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after me, what it takes to survive. You’ve all taught me 
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share my journey.
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��������������
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    Marie Levine
    2003

GOING THE DISTANCE... (continued from page 1)

On this, my first Mother’s Day, I asked myself, do 
I have the right to celebrate Mother’s Day?  
Have I truly been a mother this past year?  
The answer is yes.  
 
Each day I have cared for my child as every 
mother does, except differently.  
In every way possible I have mothered him.  
 
I have mothered him with every tear shed; 
through the agony of longing to hold him. I have 
rocked him in my heart if not in my arms. I have 

kissed his little cheeks in my mind if not with my 
lips. Smelled his sweetness with my hopes if not 
my nose. Felt his skin with my memory, if not my 
hands. Tickled him with my wishes, if not with my 
fingers.  
 
Am I a mother? I truly am. My physical mothering 
has been limited to lovingly tending his grave.  
But I am a mother all the same.  
 
 ~ Michelle Parrish, Columbia  
    TCF Chapter, Baltimore, MD

REFLECTIONS OF A MOTHER’S DAY DENIED 
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superb channel surfing skills or I could watch 
them and torture myself. Passing up print ads 
was simple... I scanned right through them in the 
newspaper, and I put the mailings in the trash 
without comment. Each time I said no to these 
reminders, I became a little stronger.

As the week before Mother’s Day crawled to 
a close, I thought I had it aced. Then came 
Mother’s Day. My husband gave me a card and 
a gift. That was it. The gift and card were lovely 
and sweet. My husband cried. I cried. Then we 
settled down and read the Sunday paper. We 
had both agreed that we would stop protracting 
the self-torture, and live in the moment. Since 
I was keeping Mother’s Day in my heart, the 
celebrations and thoughts and sales projections 
of others mattered not. I keep Mother’s Day as  
I choose.

Each of us must work at developing coping skills. 
Logic is the choice for some. Setting boundaries 
works for others. Some parents choose to go 
with their emotions. The decision to celebrate 
a holiday and the level of the celebration is a 
choice unique to each parent. We cannot allow 
others to set our agenda. Mother’s Day is the 
singular holiday which serves to reinforce that I 
am forever Todd’s Mom. My child lived, loved and 
laughed with us, and this holiday brings beautiful 
memories of that time. I choose to keep those 
sweet memories of my son in my heart. Making 
that decision was one more emotional choice in 
my grief work. Letting go of what was, living in 
the moment and cherishing my child forever...all 
of these have helped me find an ever brightening 
light of hope.
  ~Annette Mennen Baldwin
    TCF, Katy, TX

MOTHER’S DAY... (continued from page 1)

Date: Monday June 13, 2016
Time:  6:30PM – 9:30PM
Cost: $40.00 per person  
Place: Pasta Lovers Restaurant
 142 W 49th St, New York 10019 (Between 6th & 7th Aves)

0	&�
���	��
���&�
�&12



��$�33333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333�"��#$3333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333

���#%��'����"�����������%���%��333333333333� ���%������456*66�����*���
�����7��%��4�3333333333333�������#%��'*

��(�����%������	���%��849633333%���������������8�4:66�33333�
������1����33333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333333

������%�������'��������#%�����'%����%��%��433333333333��
������1����333333333333333333333333333333��-$33333333
���������������333333333

MAIL TO: Marie Levine
 370 First Avenue # 14B, New York, NY 10010

JOIN US FOR OUR ANNUAL SPRING DINNER

ANY QUESTIONS: please call Jacquie Mitchell  347 414 1780
MAKE YOUR CHECK PAYABLE TO: The Compassionate Friends

Note, reservations are not transferable to non TCF members.   All attendees must be members of a TCF chapter.   
Reservations are not refundable.  Amount over the cost of the dinner is tax deductible. If you are unable to  
attend, entire cost is tax deductible.  
Space is limited. RESERVATIONS MUST BE RECEIVED BY MAY 30TH.  NO PAY AT THE DOOR!
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���%��#�������
P.O. Box 3696, Oak Brook, IL 60522-3696
(630) 990-0100 / Toll Free (877) 969-0010

www.compassionatefriends.org
email:nationaloffice@compassionatefriends.org

We Need Not Walk Alone 
TCF National Magazine  

1 yr. subscription $20
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THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS CHAT SCHEDULE

Go to: www.compassionatefriends.org, and click on CHAT.     Times are Eastern Standard Time.

MON

TUE

WED

THU

FRI

SAT

SUN

The Compassionate Friends 
P.O. Box 86,

New York, NY 10159-0086
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 Fall: August 1st    Spring/Summer: April 1st
 Winter: February 2nd  Holiday: October 1st


