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Mark Your Calendar
For FutureMeetings

Sept 30: Regular Meeting
Oct4? Annud BaloonPicnic
Oct 28: Regular Mesting

Qov 25: Regular Mesting J

THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS is aself help organization offer-
ing friendship and understanding to bereaved parents. The purpose of
TCF isto aid parents in the positive resolution of the grief experienced
upon the death of their child and to foster the physical and emotional
health of bereaved parents and surviving children. The El Paso chapter
meets in donated church facilities, but no religious creed or affiliation is
involved. Thereareno duesand no oneisrequiredto talk at any meeting.
Listeningisokay! Pleasejoin us, together we can makeit.

Wewant this newsd etter to be your newsl etter. To do that, we need your

tothispublication. If you have something to sharewith other berevied
parents, e-mail it to me so that it can be publishedin our next newdetter.

get to know each other’schildren through the monthly chapter meetings.

help. You areinvited—actualy, you are strongly encouraged —to contribute

Pleasewriteand shareyour storiesof your child or your sibling. Someof us

But, thisnewd etter also can beaforumfor usto share. Writingisaform of
therapy. It will help usget to know each other alittle better and it will help us
toheal abit, too. Weall havefavorite memoriesthat we can share—things
that have helped us over the days, monthsor years. | hopeyou' |l sharethem
withus. It doesn’t even haveto beafull article. Sometimes, brief paragraphs
of memoriesor thoughtsare perfect.

Mall dl Entriesto: EricWinkdmen
5337 Hunters Glenn
or El Paso, TX 79932
E-mal mea: gwinkd @sbcglobd.net

National Office: TCF National Office

PO Box 3696

Oak Brook, IL 60522-3696

(630) 990-0010 or (877) 969-0010

www.compassionatefriends.org



To My Dad On Father’s Day

| cametomominavisiontheother night’ | sent amessage and asked her if aletter she’ d write. There are so many
things| intended to say- | know you felt the same, in your own way.

| heard that you wished you’ d hugged methenight I left, Just hearing your wish gave mewarmth in my chest.
Thoughyou never said, “I loveyou” aoud and inthe open, | alwaysknew it, though thewordswere not spoken.

I’masquilty asyou for not expressing my feelings- In our heartsand minds, we knew about such dealings. Wewere
so much alike, that you cannot deny, Which could bethereason we didn't always seeeyeto eye.

Though I’ mnolonger with you physically, | wanted Momtotell you what you realy meant to me. Don't fedl guilty
or sad for thingsyou could have done- You taught meto enjoy lifeand have so much fun.

Thank you for thetimeswe spent hunting and fishing, Therewas nothing greater on earth, no matter thewishing. So
much we shared on weekends, when we' d all go jeeping, It wasexciting and amemory worth keeping.

You taught meto love and respect Mother Nature, And do no harmto land or creature. Your love gave meall of
thesethings, Add them all up and seewhat happinessit brings.

| left for another lifewithout saying goodbye- That’s something we couldn’t have done, no matter where or why. Just
remember I’ mwith you every hour of every day, Remember our love growsstronger in thingswedo and say.

Someday we' |l betogether asafamily again- | can assureyou of that because| know we can. | needed Momto
tell youin her specia way, That'swhy | asked her to writewhat | had to say.

I’1l tell you now, because| didn’t whileon Earth, | loved, admired and respected you from my birth. We' |l keep our
lovealiveand won’'t be sad, Because you will alwaysbe Mike Sharp’sDad. Love Michagl (form Heaven) by Carol
Sharp, Springfield, Missouri

What Makes A Dad

Happy Father’s Day God took the strength of amountain,
Themajesty of atree,
Today isFather’s Day, Daddy. Thewarmth of asummer sun,
Thisisyour specia day. Thecamof aquiet sea,
| redlizethisishard for you sinceyour sonwent away. Thegeneroussoul of nature,
Today should be ahappy day for fathersfar and near. Thecomfortingarmof night,
But for you it'snot that way because not everyoneishere. Thewisdom of the ages,
Alongwith thejoy you feel becauseyou areaDad, Thepower of theeagle'sflight,
comesthe hurt you havefor the son you once had. Thejoy of amorninginspring,
Therest of uskidsrealizethat Wadeison your mind. Thefaith of amustard seed,
Thecard looks so strangewithout hisname signed. Thepatienceof eternity,
WE al misshimalot, and weredlly hurt for you. Thedepth of afamily need,
Even though heisgone now, his Dadisstill you. Then God combined thesequalities,
Although hecan'’t tell you, therest of uscan. When therewas nothing moreto add,
“Happy Father’s Day, Daddy!” We do understand. Heknew His masterpiece was compl ete,
DelaineReindel, TCF, Houston, TX Andso,
Hecdledit ... Dad

Author isunknown

_ Father’s Day
Warm and sunny day in June Say | LoveYou. Andsay | LoveYou.
~ Father’sDay But therearefathers Remember thefathers
Children, small and grown Whose children arenot here Whose children aregone,
Givegiftstofather Togivegiftsand say thanks Becausethey will dwaysbe
Say thanksto father Fathersat heart.

~Sascha



[ June, July and August Children Remembered ]

If your child's name has been left out of this section, or there is missing/incorrect information, please contact
me immediately so | can update our data base. =~

LIKELEAVESIN AUTUMN HERE AND THEN GONE

- R [

BUT ALWAYS REMEMBERED
Death Date: Age Child's Name: Parents:
6/1/1993 NB Danid Son of CharlaMcDaniel
6/4/2001 24 Ernesto Torres Son of Connie Arce
6/17/1991 23 David Son of Karen Valentino
6/19/1995 35 Mark Son of Estella Townsend
6/24/2008 16 Hector Jr. Son of Hector and Sandra Garcia
6/26/1988 17 Peter Son of Bonnie Winkelman
7/13/1996 9 Thomas Son of Ann Sparkes
7/14/2007 31 Lawrence Son of Elsie and Edward Margerum
7/28/2008 New Born  WilliamDavid Son of Jorge and Vanessa Ramirez
7/29/2000 15 Sherrie Daughter of Norma and Tim Foote
8/1/2008 27 Vicente David Son of David and Debbie Costalez
8/7/1993 19 R. J Son of Mr. & Mrs. Joe Halow
8/24/2008 19 Ruben Soliz Son of Ruben Navarette
8/26/1996 28 Philip Son of Mr. & Mrs. Herb Winograd
July'sChild

Fireworks race toward heaven A glorious incandescent life,

Brilliant colors in the sky. A catalyst, a spark...

Their splendor ends in seconds Her being gently lit my path

On this evening in July. And softened all things stark.

“Her b|rthday is this Saturday,” The JUly blrth, the JUly death of

I whisper with a sigh. my happy summer child

She was born this month, Marked a life too brief that ended

She loved this month Without rancor, without guile.

And she chose this month to die. Like the fireworks that leave images

Like the bright and beautiful fireworks On unprotected eyes...

Glowing briefly in the dark ng lustrous life engrayed my heart...

They are gone too soon, and so was she With love that never dies.

Having been, and left her mark. Sally Migliaccio, TCF Babylon, Long Island, N.Y.



VACATIONS

Vacationtimeisupon usagain. You may be having troublewith that very thought. My only adviceisto gowhereitis
most comfortablefor you. Large placeswith many people may not bethe answer thisyear. Thefamily oriented spots
may makeit more obviousthat oneof your blessingsismissing. It may bethat you arelocked into plansthat were made
beforethetragedy of your child.sdeath. You may hesitateto changethese plansif they involve other people. I,
personally, could only bewith peoplewho understood my fedlingsinthebeginning. If the other dpeo leinvolved arenot
sengitive and understanding, you may want to reconsider your plans. Good, warm, caring friendswho will alow youto
bewherever itisthat you are can beagreat comfort.

Keeping it simplewith aback door through which you can escapeif necessary, can bethe best answer. Going away and
coming homecan beaprobleminthe bg_ql nning. Know that itisnormal. Whatever it isthat you do and wherever itis
that you go, | hopeyouwill keepinmindthat it won.t dwaysbethispainful.

le WILL BEBETTER. Bepatient. If you can find peace and enjoyment, doiit. You deserveit and it doesn.t mean you
on.t care.

- Mary Cleckley
TCF, Atlanta, GA

Summer Memories

Summertimeisahappy timefor most peoplein thiscountry: vacations, holidays, family reunions, relaxed daysat the
pool, eveningsin the backyard talking with family and friends, thesmell of afreshrain, thelong days, the
cooling nights, fresh mowed grassand flowersthat bloom profusely.

Despite Houston’ sheat, summer has become atreasured timefor me. My sonwasachild of summer. Bornin May,
heloved the summer sun on hisfaceand thewind in hishair ashefirst rodeatricycle, thenabicycle, thendrovea
car. Thosewerewonderful timesfor him.

Thesummer solstice on June 21 wasafavoriteday for usboth. Sincethe summer solsticeisthelongest day of the
year, Todd particularly loved to watch the sunrise and sunset. | found myself doing that again thisyear. Asl looked at the
sundirectly overhead at noon (1:00 pm DST), | made the comment that thisisthe one perfectly balanced day of the
year. Later as| watched abeautiful solstice sunset, | remarked to my husband about thelight....thegorgeouslight. | was
seeing Todd inthat light. Hewaslaughing, chasing lightening bugs, running and spinning and turning, filled with thejoy of
summer. Hewas happy.

| listenedtotheneighbors’ children playing, and | thought about all thewonderful summer days| had spent with my
son. | amthankful that | had that time. | am thankful that my child wasason of summer. Hefound muchjoyin
nature, inthe outdoors, in activitiesthat took him out of the ordinary andinto the sublime.

That'show itisfor bereaved parents. We eventually cometo aplace wherewerealize that our joyful memorieshave
overtaken the pain of thelossof our child to death. Wewouldn't trade the time we shared with our children for
anything or any other experience.

We have many relationshipsin our lives, but the unique nature of the parent-child relationshipis so special, so deep,
so lifechanging, that we endure and even embrace the pain because we had, for that timein our lives, arelationship of
pureloveand purejoy with our child. Thereisno way to measure the depth, width or volume of aparent’slove. It
exceedsevery other human relationship. Yes, we missthemterribly. Weweep silently into our pillowsat night. Welight
candles, takeflowersto the cemetery, wear their favorite colors, treasure pictures of our children and keep them forever
inour hearts. Thisisabig part of lifefor every bereaved parent.

Somehow, on the summer solstice, | felt my child’spresenceinthelight of the day and the beautiful rose color of the
solstice sunset. | could hear hisvoice, see hissmileand feel hisemotions. Peacedipsinto our heartsin
extraordinary ways.

Annette Mennen Baldwin

Inmemory of my son, Todd Mennen
TCF, Katy, Texas



Father’sDay

| just finished watching another mi serable cologne commercia on TV. For somereason thesearethefirst sgnsof the
upcoming holiday, commercia sthat are only shown at Christmasand Father’s Day to givewivesand kids someideaof
what to get Dad to celebrate agift-oriented holiday.

Likethe other fatherswho read thisnewdl etter, | know thegift I’ dliketo get thisFather’sDay, just as| know thereis
noway that it will happen. My son’slife. An opportunity not to hurt when | see boyswho are the age my son should be
now. A chanceto dream those dreamsfor that little boy again. But that’s not going to happen. Instead, | will get up on
that day, having called and wished my father ahappy day the night before, and go to theflorist for theflowers| will
placeon my son'sgrave. | will stand aloneand cry for atime, then return hometo my wifeand our infant son. Thisyear
will have agreater measure of peace dueto young Dan'sarriva, but | shal awayshavethat Alex-sized holeinmy soul,
alongingthat | know | will haveuntil | toodie.

Likemany bereaved fathers| havefelt thelack of understanding of the non-bereaved on how afather should mourn his
child’sdeath, and for how long. I do not understand how asociety can have such belief inthe strength of materna love,
and do suchagood job of ignoring theintensity of paterna love. From the peoplewhoseonly questionat Alex’s
memorid servicewason how my wifewasdealing with thistragedy, to thelong-timefriend who didn’t understand my
choking up after watching aHallmark Card commercial last year, the mgority of peoplearound usseemto have
difficulty with thethought that afather may need to grievefor hisdeceased child just asmuch asamother might.

So that iswhere some support and loveis needed, and needed badly. Of course we have Compassi onate Friends, but
something more persona and closer to homeisneeded. In arecent newd etter therewasanote

from abereaved mother from New Jersey asking fathersand siblingsto be understanding of agrieving mother’sneeds
onMother’sDay. | agree, but | would aso hopethat you ladieswill not forget your husbandsthis Father’sDay aswell.
Itisfrequently said that we malesdon’t often talk of our emotional needs, and arereluctant to show our pain, but we
need loveand ‘warmfuzzies when we hurt also. Please remember uson Fathers Day, and please remember a so that
those cutelittle sentimental commerciasthat hurt youin May, taketheir toll onusin June. Therearedefinitely times
when | can do without Old Spice, McDonadds, Hallmark, and AT& T.

Brothers, | wishyou peace, comfort, andlove.

Doug Hughes TCF ~ Cincinnati, Ohio

Nothi ng LastsForever
Our days on earth we try And even though we hold But if we can contain
to find a bit of joy, a dream within each heart, some peace within our mind,
To hold within our arms, It's in human nature’s way Our heart will surely follow,
what time cannot destroy. to tear it all apart. and happiness we'll find.
Like petals in the wind, And so it is we strive Written by Mark Lee and
we drift from here to there, in faith to carry on, submitted by Pam Gnanamani in
Because nothing lasts forever, after all is said and done, memory of her brother, Dan

except for what we share. when what we've loved is gone. Prescott



[ L ove Gifts j

A LOVE GIFT isagift of money or service to The Compassionate Friends. It isusually in honor of a
child who has died but it can also be a gift to help in the work of the El Paso Chapter of TCF. Your gifts are tax
deductible and are our Chapter's only monetary support. Your donation will help us pay for postage and labels
for sending our newsletter each month.

LOVE GIFT

Name of Person to be Remembered
Specia Occasion of Person
Given By

Send To: Mary Lou Cain

5664 Beth View
El Paso, TX 79932

L oveGiftsFor Summer
Gordon Mahon Jr, In Loving Memory of His Son Samael, 9/5/2006, Age 28

A Father’sPrayer....
| amaman, God, and | have been taught that | should be strong and show no weakness. My wife needsmeto be
strong; | cannot and I must not beweak and lean on her. Itisonly with You that | can be honest, Lord, and evenwith
You | amashamed to admit it, but | want to cry. | canfedl thetears securely dammed up behind eyesthat want to
burst. Thereisavoicein methat shouts, BE STRONG! BEA MAN! SHOW NOWEAKNESS! SHED NO
TEARS! But thereisanother voiceinsidethat speaks softly and somehow | fedl itisYour voice, Father. Isit YouWho
tellsmethat | am aso afeeling human beingwho cancry if | need to?1sit Your voicethat tellsmethat maybe my wife
needsthetendernessof my tearsmore than she needsthe strength of my muscles?You areright, Lord, asalways. My
wifeneedsto seemy grief. She needsto feel the dampnessof my tearsand know the aching of my heart. Then, just as
webecameoneto createthislife, webecomeonein our grief which mournsthisdeath. | think | understand, Lord. Itis
insharing theawful pain of my grief that | become an even stronger man. Itisin sharing my tearsthat | sharemy true
strength. Oh, God, help meto communicate my deepest and most sensitivefedingsto my wife so that we may become
wholetogether. -
NormanHagley, TCF Palestine, TX

Father’'sLove

Father weighed usonceamonth
And totaled up the pounds.

Then heweighed thedog and cat
(Asslly asthat sounds)

Hethenincluded their weight, too,
Andwith prideand joy he' d say,

“Hmm. Yes. | dobelieve
Here' swhat we havetoday”

There sthirty-fiveand forty-eight
And Jmweighseighty-nine,

Spot and Pussweigh twenty-four
Andall thesepoundsaremine!”

Father loved usnot by age
Nor virtuesthat hefound
Hegathered dl hischildrenin
And loved usby the pound.

DeelL. McCollum, TCFAtlanta
North CarolinaPoetry Society



Thoughts After the Graduation Party

It wasbeenalong timesince | havewritten and | feel out of touch with al youwonderful people. | have been so busy
that | haven't evenread thelinefor thelast two to threeweeksand | missyou. | get so much strength from your
strength, and so much outpouring of genuine caring from youwhom | havenever met, yet feel likel know you sowell.

Thebaby of my family, my son Dan, graduated from high school at the end of May and we had his graduation open
houseyesterday. It wasabittersweet day of mixed emotions. On the one hand, | am so thankful and so blessed to have
him herewith meso that | wasableto havethe party for him. Hewasin theback seat, sitting right next to hissister
Nina, when shewaskilled six yearsago, and he could have been killed aswell. Shewashismentor and hisbest friend.
Hislifewaschanged immeasurably by her absencethese past yearsduring the difficult yearsof junior high school and
high school. He missed the counselor and adviser inhissister.

Making the picture board for the party wasavery emotiona experience. | have had boxes of picturesuntouched for so
many yearsand thisforced meto go through them. Looking for pictures of thetwo of them together; well, it just broke
my heart. Shewasawaysat hisside or looking over his shoulder making surehewasokay. | havetotrust that she till
islooking over hisshoulder, from adistance. We missed her physical presence so much yesterday. | know shewashere
inspirit, but, of course, itisnot the same. Sheloved big gatheringslike thisand she would have been so pleased to see
her brother looking so happy and watching her nephews, that unfortunately she never got to meet, asthey played
together. Oh, sweet Nina, we missed you!

My heart hurtsfor those of you experiencing thefirst summer without your child. Their absenceiseven more apparent
during the summertime, especially for the school age children, becausethey would have been on summer vacation and
homewithyou. You areall inmy prayersevery day and night. Thinking of you and wishing you as much peace asyou
cangrab hold of,

Cathy, Nina'smom forever
~reprinted from TCF AtlantaNewd etter May/June 2002

What My WorldisLikeWithout You

They say that death changes the way you think, What would it be like growing old?

It changes the way we eat and drink, Your father and I still talk about you

It changes the way we plan our lives And all the things we thought you'd do

It makes us just want to crawl and hide. Those dreams are gone, and so is the rest

Our future is forever now unknown Of those things in life that you did best.

Each day my heart aches and I groan Love you Ma 6/20/2008

There is no sparkle in my eyes In memory of my beloved son, David William
Unless you count those many tears inside. Burns Gone four years Born 9-11-1972 and left
I wonder what our future will bring us 7-2-2004 We love and miss you so much.
Not the sound of your children singing Lydia R. Burns

No babies to hug, no son to hold



INDEPENDENCE DAY

The Fourth of July, Independence Day, Our Nation.sBirthday.
Whatever you call it, we celebrate Americasindependencefrom
England on July 4th each year. Asanation, we have endured for
200+ yearsto becomeasignificant, independent, and powerful
forceintheworld. Wewerefounded on the principles of
equality and religioustolerance, of equity and opportunity, and
of rightsand respongibilities. Several generationsof menand
women have defended our preciousfreedomwiththeir lives. As
wecelebratethisyear, let.stake amoment to remember those
who paid the ultimate pricefor freedom— and to remember
their families. It issometimeseasy to think only of theglory of
their sacrifices, and to overlook the sacrifice of their families.
War isnever glorious, no matter how romantic thenotion
created by Hollywood. War has casudtiesthat go farther and
deeper into thefabric of our nation than wemay redlize. Those
who died areburied with fanfare, asbefitsnation.sfallen
valiants. Their familieslearnto go on, just aswehave, inspite
of theirloss.

But think for amoment of thosewho were
declared missingin action, or who were prisoners
of war. Their familiesmust endure, oftenfor years,
and sometimeswithout an end to their painand
loss. Remember al of our nation.sfallenwhenyou
celebratethisyear. Remember those
ceremonioudly laid torest; remember thosewho
were captured, imprisoned, eventortured;
remember thosewhosefate remainsunknown.
And remember, too, thefamiliesof al of them.
Death, no matter how noble, isnever easy for
thoseleft behind. We send our thanksto the
veterans— living, dead, and missing— and their
families

- Tomand SondraWright

TCF Tucker, GA
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