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It finolly is feeling o little like Spring.... Well qlmostl! It seemed os if

the cold ond dork of winter would not end...now, it seems like Spring is
becoming o beoutiful time of yeor... ond for some grieving porents, it is a
welcome chonge. It is o time to feel some hope of beouty in your life ogoin.
However, for some Compossionote Friends, spring con be o very poinful seoson
...it is eosier or feels sofer to be in the dorkness of winter.

Whether we wont it to or not, spring amjves. Just as we think winter
will never end, the spring buds ond flowers brighten the world. It seems
impossible thot the tiny little crocus or doffodil plont would moke its woy up
thru the hord frozen ground...but it does ond it mokes us smile. And so it is
with us...we WILL Smile ogoin.

It seems impossible thot we con go on. We feel better to be in the
dorkness of our grief , but one doy, we feel like we con grow ogoin ond we do
g?ott ond we will foce the world ogoin... FOR our child or our children.

Altho it is hord, ond os the world "morches" on, we will help eoch other
with the steps it tokes to go on!

$' Sove the Dote '/

TCF Butterfly Relea$e

Saturday, June 14th
at 72:OO noon at Posies Park

llore info to come!
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Morch Birthdoys

Koitlyn Ann Whife
Tyler Rodimer

Allen Christopher
Tyler Bolog

Bloze Morris Hendershot

Ethon Robles

.Ioson Qqim
Benjomin Orlondo

Dovid John Suppon

lelf Yol.tg
iioxwell Christopher Keitt
lfiorica l-eon
Skyler Miller
Salvofore Schippers
Ben Morris
Christopher Smoll Jr.
Trevd;n tltcDermott
Christopher O'Donnell

Evon Musselmon

Alysso Rochoel Toner

Kotrino Strausser
Atheno Ford
Jonothon Ainsworth

Itlifchell Cherry

Our Children Remembered
Always Loved - Never Forgotten - Sadly Missed
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Morch Angel Doys

Terrence Mortin
Ryan McCorron

Brion Sommers

Alysso Rochoel Toner

Louren Emilie

Zochary Hodlock

.Iason Byrtcs
Rory Koy Moyer
Cory Kirkwood

Brian Buzzard

Jomes Smith
Moxwell Christopher Keitt
Ethon Robles

Allen Christopher
Jeremy Steen
Trevor Roberts
Ryon Durosky
Ryon McConnell

Nicholos Pierce

Anthony Ciervo

Trocy Coogan

E&rord Paul Gler;kler

Cherl Craner
Nicolos Conea
Briston frby-Reynolds
Shawn Detweiler
Eric Mitfereder
Tyler Rodimer

Jusfin lemly

Nevsr o duy goes by, w6 don't tNnk of you.
Never o night goes by, we don't hold you.

Never <: seoson chonges. we don't love you.
As leng <rs we live, we will remember you.
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3/O2

3/O3

3/O4
3/04
3/04
3/04
3/07
3/07
3l08
3/O9
3/12
3/t?
3/12
3/14
3/15
3/17
3/19
3/21
3/23
3/25
3/25
3/26
3/27
3/30
3/30
3/31

3/O3
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3/O4
3/O8
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3/tt
3/t2
3/12
3/t4
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3/17
3/17
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3/20
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tr can ruo {onger see Jnu
witfi ?rry ryes or toacfr you

witfi rny fran{s, Khloe Hc,nlller Arroyo

6ut tr wit{ qg{EL lou
in ry ldeart {Fwwer!

"Whcn you on? sornowf,u8" toolc ogoim En yaun hcorf old yo.t will scc thot
fn trutlt you onc rG"ping (now) for that which hos bacn yorr gruotcst

dclight.' And so wc namcmb"r thlm... Kohil OibFqn
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Next TCF Meeting
Morch t7 ot 7:OO

Our Topic - ft{orch sometimes orrives like a Lion...

And Grief olwoys orives like o Lion!
We will tolk obout those Lion ond Lomb feelings...

in our individuol grief journeys.
lf it is your first meeting... We will help you...

Please know, we are all here for each other
with Love and Hope and Understanding!

It is in sharing our grief and sorrow that we can help each other!

Pleose visit our Chapter's Website. www.tcfpoconochapter.org
Our chapter's email address is: tcfpoconochapter@smail.com

Welcome to our The Compossionote Friends (TCF)

The Compossionote Friends is o mutuol-ossistonce, self -help orgonization
offering friendship ond understonding to bereoved porents, grondporents, ond

siblings. We ore o smoll group ond we welcome you...

it is in helping others thot we help ourselves.
We are so sorry for the circumstonces thot bring you to us, but wehope

thot we con be of some ossistonce to you os you work through your grief. You ore
cordiolly invited to ottend our meetings eoch month.

Nothing is required of you! There ore no dues, or fees ond you do not need
to speok q word. Attending your first meeting does toke some cou?oge, but most

porents ond others find o comforting network of support, friendship, ond

understonding thot only those who "hove been there" can give.

Pleose come COME BACK!!!
"Those of us who hove worked through our grief ond found there is o future

ore the ones who must meet others in the volley of dorkness ond bring them to the
light." Rev. Simon Stephens, Founder of The Compossionqte Friends

"Those of us who hove worked through our grief ond found there is o future
ore the ones who must meet others in the volley of dorkness ond bring them
to the light. Rev. Simon Stephens, Founder of The Compossionote Friends
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Therea?eno dues or feestobelong to The Compossionote Fniends. As porents find hope ond

. heoling within the group and through the newsletter, they often moke a"Love Gift" ..

-tove Gift - ?ostage andNt-ewsfetter Donation
In Loving f,lemory of son Joson Byrnes by his Mom, Christine Byrnes.

In Loving lrtemory of Zoch Hodlock by Zoch's Sisters,
Amelio, fitcKensie, Elizobeth

*Pleose remember to fill out the form on the lost poge of this
newsletter to moke

A Love gift in Loving Memory of YOUR child.

It is o woy for your child to be remembered ond to help others!

@THANK YOU FOR YOUR LOVE 6IFTS.

TCF SINCERELY THANKS yOU FOR YOUR LOVE GIFTS These gifX are greatly appreciated!

rrr..rrrrrrrrrr.rrrrr.....(l'J3,9'llt lo.I9L1'3.I119:9::tlbJ:lrrr.rrrrrrrrrrrrrrr.rrrr
Ourchapter'semailaddressis: tcfpoconochapter@gmail.com

**R"m"mb.on."& qord. ond Not"s,
Very SpecialThanks toTereso Myers -Zach's Mom for sending Birthdoy ond Angel Doy

Remembronce cords. Those cords are avery speciol woy to remember our children ond

send our wishes of comfort qnd peoce to the family.

*./''v tcF Library
Wehoveo Lending Librory with books qvailoble for our CompossionoteFriends to borrow

ond return when they qre finished. We know thot reoding books on how others foced their
sorrow helps us foce our own sorrow too.) "*Huge ond heortfelt thonks to Kevinn Kromer

(Peter's DodXor being our Librorion

NEW MEMBER our REAcH # 
Kothy Tuliszewski (Brody's Grondmo)

Our Motto stotes... TCF helps us to grieve as well os to grow.

Kothy reaches out to the newly bereaved with notes or colls ond sends helpful info obout

TCF. She olso follows up when new parents come to our TCF Meeting to welcome them ond

be o sourc e of strength. She is on excellent source of support f or TCF members with cqlls

ond notes. ** Speciol heartf elt Thonks to Kothy for reoching out to help new fomilies

fn Loving Memory of Zachary Hodlock by sisters,
Amelio, McKensie, & Elizobeth

$-iu# ,orrni)i 
^ir^,,"* 

ri,i.^ **^"^0",
'rt.it" The love and qenerosity which prompted these qifts are greatly aPpreciated.
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endless storm of snow
nips tirelessly at my soul, The frost seems to invade eyery corner of rny world
and I am frozen through_an9_Ufqr{gh. It appears this cfrlll will nwer ease let
alone cease. Frozen in tirne, I look for signs of hope,

What does hope look like and how will I recognize it? I fear it wlll present
itself and pass right by unnoticed. what if hope, fire oppoltunlty, only knocks
once? What are the indicators that hope is still among us? If hope is hidden
with in the snowy landscape, can it still be found? These guestions and many
more like them run through hy mind in the quiet moments ff the day. I thlnk
and think of hope and soon can think of nothing more. And before I know it,
hope overtakes my thoughts and sneaks towards my soul, yet, I don't see it
coming.

Hope begins like springtime. You cannot see it coming, It starts to work
its cycle deep down where it cant be seen, only believed. Under the blanket of
snow the proces begins. Roots begin to search and reach and cling. Buds and
bulbs stafi to sprout long before they can be seen. The sun stafts to thaw the
land and the light llngers with th€ -pnlmi5E-Of'more. SUddenly,*sprtnQ presents
itself and refuses to be overlooked.

Hope grows slowly under our own blanket of cold and winter. We are all
in the winter of our heafis" Hope grows without our knowing, silenily clinging to
us like the subtle springtirne. Hope cannot be overlooked. And suiely lit<e ttre
spring, hope will come full circle in her own season.

May you flnd your season of hope in this time of spring and renewal. It is
my sincere wish that you find your peace as you joumey through this grief.

WE U/IsH YOU
PEACE AND HOPE

THI5 5PR[N6.

Arny Arnendolo

Scronton/ Strotldsbur g T CF



X,ove Never Goes Away
*Why does it hurt so much? Why is this
grief so incapacitating? If only the hurt
weren't so crushing?' All of us have
known hlfis before, but none of our
previous 'ouches' can compare with the
hut we now fee. Nothing can touch the
pain of burying your child.

Yet most of us have discovered that the
sun still comes up" We still have to
frrnction. We did not die when our child
did, even though we wistred we could
have. So...we are stuck with this pain,
this grief, and what do we do with it?
Surely we can't live like THIS forever.

There are no magic formulas for
surviving gnef. There Erre a few
commonly recognized pattems for gnef,
but even those are only guidelines.
What we do know is the ernptiness will
never go away. It will become tolerable
and livable"."some day.

TIME"..the longest word in our grief.
We used to measure TIME by the steps
of our child...the first word. first tooth,
first date, first car...now we don't have
that measure anymore. AII we have is
TIME, and it only seems to make the
hurt worst!

So what do we do? Give ourselves
TIME...to hurt, to grieve, to cry. TIME
to choke, to scream. TIME tobe'crary'
and time to remember

Be nice to yourself!! Don't measure
your progress through gref against
anyone else's. Be your own timekeeper.

Don't push. Eventually you will find the
hor.us and days of grief have turned to
minutes and the moments...but don't
expect them to go away. We will

always hurt. You don't get over
grief...it only becomes tolerable and
livable.

io'

Change your focus a bit. Instead of
dwelling on how much you lost - tny
thinking of how much you had. Try
letting the good memories come over
you as easily as the ararfrrl ones do. We \{t
didn't lose our child,..HE DIED. We :rF
didn't lose the love that flowed between t \
us-..it still flows, just differently now. g

Does it help to know that if we didn't
love so much, it would not hurt so
badly? Grief is the price we pay for
love. And as much as it hurts, I'm very,
very glad I loved!

Don't let death cast ugly shadows, but
rather wann memories of the loving
times you shared. Even though death
comes, LOVE NEVER GOES AWAY!!

Darcie D. Sims TCF San Antonio TX

FOR SIBLINGS

Rest my brother
You now have peace
The wars with you
AII have ceased.

And with the rising
Sun each day
Upon the heavens
You will play.

Until that day
We meet again
Know I love yorl
My brother, my friend.

Sandra Evans, TCF Kearsarge Areo NIil
In memory of her brother



REFLECTIONS ON MARCH

In March, it is as if the higher powers know we need to be shaken out of the lethargy of winter, awakened,
prepared for growth.

Winter is again almost behind us although the hardwoods very stubbornly hold onto the last leaves of
aufumn. Is there a power of nature that knows that the trees, the plants, and we humans are stili within our
Iethargy, fixed in 

^odur 
of inactivity, semi-clormant, and like al1riu"p"rr, resentful of rough disturbance?

Is there a knowledge that remembers the need for all things to bend, Iest they break? March "comes in like a
lion" and "Ieaves like a lamb" Perhaps we have a primordial need for the shake the month gives us each
spring, and the ensuing lamb is only a resting lion, aIl n'ork done for this period of renewal.

Suddenly the peaceful quiet of winter days is much disturbed by violent wind gusting! Stark limbs are
pushed to strive and snap back against a still gray sky. The hangers-on, the last dead leaves, are tom from
their resting piaces, as if the stark trees are told there must be room for new growth! Neighbors complain as

their resting places, as if the stark trees are toid there must be room for new growth Neighbors complain as

the wind moves all trash, seemingly deposits it where it knows it will be cleared. March is not a gentle
month, but perhaps it is the most playful of all months, a very young monthl March is a playful as an
adolescent child, a big friendly prrppy, and awkward kitten.

\Alhat message does an ancient tree receive when its lirnbs are flung against the sky, repeatedly exercised,
threatened witla severe harm, and small wounds cause the flow of heaiing juices? \Alhat happens to the roots
in their winter sleep when shaken by the wind-flung tree?

March roars in like a lion, but no great harm results. Ivlarch rages like an upset mother, but we know that
she loves us. March is playful. March rests, and storms again in case we again sleep. March cleans the trees,
moves the dead leaves, rearranges all trash, and knows we will complain and clean it all again. It takes wili,
caring, and health to complain. March laughs, and all of us who forgot how to laugh are reminded. Laughter
is healthy. Playful is cheerful. Con-fusion awakens us. Storm threats alert us.

Every year March rages, rests, upsets, moves, surprises, and repeats its liveiy repertoire; adolescent, out of
sequence, fuIlof surprise. Bare trees flaiI against the sky. The waters of the iake are roiled. New piants are
rudely pushed about. Old ones are roughly awakened by the boisterous side of nature. March is the
exuberant one of all the months. March insures that, ready or no! we will greet the renewal of nature, new
gtowth, new challenge. We are simplv not ailowed to hide in our comfortable "rtJt." March is a month that
refuses to be ignored. We are thrown out of the comfort of the winter shell. March's message seems to be
"Ready or not, it's time to be aiive again."

We Compassionate Friends all seem to go through a period of dormant life and growth as we slruggle to
assimilate our great losses. With the passage of time, there is then a period of renewai, of interest in life, and
an ability to accept new growth, new tasks, and life's challenges, awareness that we can leave some of our
coid winter behind us.

Even in deep grief we, too, seem to come out of our lethargy and be cheered by the renewal so apparent in
spring. We hope that you, this year, will enjoy the gusting winds of March and be stirred and cheered by
March's plavful prelude to the coming spring. Dayton Robinson, TCF Tuscaloose, AL
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TRADITIONAL IRISH POEM

May you always walk in sunshine
And God's love around you flor,r.',

For happiness vou gave us,
No one will ever know.

It broke our hearts to lose you
But you did not go alone;

A part of us u'ent with you
The clay God called you home.

A million times we've cried.
Lf love could only have saved you,

You never would have died



$, Reflections of March
March is a month of renewal- The dormant trees
begin to stir; the birds optimistically sing of Spring;
the winds, sometimes violent, wake us; perhaps we
need a 'shake' out of our winter lethargy; an
awakening.

There is that urge to plant, to nourish, to grow a tree
or a flower. There is the primordial urge to feel
your hands digging in the warming earth. perhaps
we plant because we know that someone will sei
the results, as we have enjoyed the results of other,s
work. It could be called a debt of renewal, a
repayment for that which we have enjoyed. As we
nourish small seedlings, we visualize the end
results. That tree may die, as our children have
died. That tree may flourish beautifully, or it may
meet ultimate disaster, but if that tree does well, il
could be a source ofgreat pleasure and ofbeauty for
many coming years. We can believe that a seedling
will be a glorious tree enjoyed by many. It is a nice
dream.

"To all things there is a season", and as life goes by,
we simply cannot afford to miss the seasons, the
renewals, the chances for new growth. Regardless
of our grief arrd regrets, lif'e goes on, and we must
try not to miss a season of it. Life simply will be,
whether we participate or not. Someone will
benefit from constructive growth if we can find the
energy to make the effort.

Severe grief, for a time, reduces our interest and our
ability to participate fully in life. With a low energy
level and little initiative and with our hopes for the
future severely dqryaged, it requires great effort for
the bereaved to learn to agqin enjoy the small things
that make up most of our lives. Our hopes for the
future are so damaged that there is little incentive to
work today for the future. The things that exist
today comprise the basics of our future. We run a
risk and a danger of missing the good things that are
to be, because rve do not have the wish to
participate in the things that are today.

Although we need a time of some withdrawal,
some time to ponder the unanswered questions,
some time to heal, we also need to be ayvare of the
lives that are passing. Regardless of our grief, 1ife
simplyrgoes on, and there is much good'that we risk

losing if we stay too long in a state of suspense of
the present and a sad review ofthe past.

A part of learning to "accept the unacceptable,, is to
learn to make the effort to sort out the good
memories and take them with us into a future that
will be huppy again.

There comes a time when the harsh winter of our
damaging grief will give way to some awakening; a
time when we, like nature, can shake off some of
the lethargy and see and feel the renewals life
offers. Our choice is to remember that we could not
control the advent of disaster. We can only control
our response. Our choice is now only in the way in,
which we respond to the necessity to pick up the
threads of our life and go on.

We owe it to ourselves, Compassionate Friends, to
make a positive effort. We can hope that those
buffeting winds of March can help us awaken to the
renewals of spring and put the l'winter of our
disaster" in its place, now a part of our ongoing
Iives' 

---Dayton Bobinson
TCF, Tuscaloos4 AL

f-et's Go Home Nesxgt di' ,
Let's go home. TW I
My eyes pleaded to my husband. Y
We don't belong here.
This is ct^ly... these people are still hr:rting.
Two, five years later and they are still coming here.

Let's go home. \7e don't belong here.
\)7e won'g we can't be like that. Perhaps.
If I don't speak,
If I don't tell them why we came...
It won't be true.

But wait... !7hy are they laughing? :
They all lost children, /et they are laughing
At something, somehow.
And wait... Why am I nodding at what he's saying?
Why do I feel I must say something to rhat couple
Who are in this nightmare even less time than we?

They all seem to know what I'm feeling...
Without my even saying it...
Just not flinching at my teals.
That steady, endless strearn of tears that seems to never
stop.
Perhaps. . . one day I'll join their laughter...
Let's wait... perhaps we shouldn't leave just yet.

...'D

Pieue hrrrut!$r 
tuin' M*h^'set' NY
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Congcassionate frie
Corrycassionate

Mony TCF Members hove Activities or Fundroisers
in their Child's or Children's Memory!

Pleose let us know ond we will post it here so

we ccn helo ond suooort eoch other ond helo

OUR CHILDREN olwoys be rememberedl

ntrs 5{efaina

-

frientrs



KATIE'S zITD AITNUAT
REMEMBRANCE BOWTING
BUNDBAISER

Where: Sunmit Lanes,
PoeonoSummitrPA

Cos& $3O per bowler/six
bowlers perlane. Ineludes two
gamesof bowling
and shoes

sA %
ffi

.UNG

,1 P lt tL 27',f ll 2ll2:| Ut \ o o \

-t

Bring hrxrks and sehool
supplies. The.y will he donated
loeally in Katie's memory

Vl

,\

For hookins, eontaet llenise Doremus
alnehhySspgmail.com

I __l
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l[frose wfio pass 61 an[toucfr us witfi tfieir Love, ghte u reason to frpe.

Love Gifts ore helpful to our TCF ond o thoughtful woy fo HONOR your loved one.

ff you would like to moke o Love 6ift donotion to our TCF,
Pleqse send o check mode out to TCL ond mqil check ond this form to our TCF Treosurer

Lori Gibson TCF 2334 Rimrock Dr. Stroudsburg, PA. 18360.

Nome

Address

City. Stote zip

Telephone e-moil

Child's nome_ Relotionship to child_

Birth dote Angel Dote
Love 6ifts

Please check one or mo?e thot applies:
Dedicote /Sponsor the Newsletter in the month of

fn Loving Memory of
(donotion- $25.00)

Love Gift for postage for our monthly newsletter

fn Loving Memory of
( donotion - $25.00)

A Love Gift of .
fn loving Memory of



ESKIMO LEGEND

Perhaps they are not the stars, but rather openings
in Heaven where the love of our lost ones pours
through and shines down upon us to let us know
they are huppy.THE

COMPASSIONATE
)r_ M

frlwtirg*' ,t

ftp ril et
Srlef supportafurtfre death of a child

The rnieslon of The Compassionate Friends is to assist familbs tormard $repositiw resolutbn of -srieffrltowing the death of a cfrild of any age and to provide
in$ormetkx tio help ofirers be supportive.

FRIEhIDS sw{sr

The C-ompascircnate Frhrrds is a natbnal nonprofit, self-heg support organization
that oilfers fthndehip and underetarrding to Uileovea parenti, 'g;tndp"r"ns 

ard
siblinge. There b no religfrrus atrlllatd and there arp no membershlp dues or
fees.

Tha sacrs of TCF's sllocms ls simph: As seasoned grievers reach out to Sra
letrly bereavod, enorgy that has b€en dirac{ad inward Uegins to flow outunard ard
bOOr ere hetsed to heel"

- tEfc goes on, os the ssosons do"
&s? ther?'s one thing tlpt stola the sone"

And thof is orr LOVE for yorul
$ecn Stajcor -Cefitrsl fowc TeFTgr

Pocono Chopter
clo Debbie Kolb

1287 if,utton Hbllow Rd.

Stroudsburg, Po. 18360

,eonffDen )4,rr. *LF,,
ktaoc.er Il
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