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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.

We want this newd etter to be your newd etter. To do that, we need your
help. You areinvited —actualy, you are strongly encouraged —to contribute
tothispublication. If you have something to sharewith other berevied
parents, e-mail it to me so that it can be publishedin our next newdletter.
Peasewriteand shareyour storiesof your child or your sibling. Some of us
get to know each other’schildren through the monthly chapter meetings.

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
to heal abit, too. Weall havefavorite memoriesthat we can share—things
that have helped usover the days, monthsor years. | hopeyou' |l sharethem
with us. 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 meat: ewinke @sbeglobal .net
Vistour Webstea: www.el pasotcf.org
Nationd Office: TCF Nationa Office
PO Box 3696

Oak Brook, IL 60522-3696
(630) 990-0010 or (877) 969-0010
WwWw.compass onatefriends.org



Mother's Day...Father'sDay... Graduations...Proms

Spring comes — and with it comes the uneasy awareness of difficult days ahead. For those who are still going through all the “firsts’
without your child, we share with you some special ways other parents have coped and managed.

Mother’'sDay...Father’'s Day...graduations...vacations... these are special family times which often catch us unaware and bring
unexpected tears and painful memories of young lives cut short. It does get better! And you can make these specia days better with
some planning and with encourage-ment from those who have already been there.

Whatever the “ special day” that lies ahead for your family, try to focus on doing something meaningful and tangible in remembrance
of your child. Share as afamily thoughts and suggestions about planting a tree or starting a rose garden, donating a book to the
library or school, putting flowers on the altar, lighting a special candle or taking that long talked-of vacation. Tears and moments of

sadness are okay, for they are expressions of love.
Remember:

« Takeone day at atime.

« Keep things simple by playing down the holidays and special days, while they are so painful.

 Change your routine from past years.

» Make plans to be “busy” during at |least part of the day (go out to lunch or to amovie, or visit friends)

« Give your older children some “space.” They not only feel your extreme sadness at these times; they also have their own feelings to

deal with.
The anticipation is often worse than the day itself!
From Fox Valley TCF Chapter, Aurora, Illinois

PIeaseSeeMeThrough My Tears

You asked, “How are you doing?’

As| 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 | doing?’...l can do better when people listen,
though | may shed atear or two.

Thispain isindescribable. If you've never known it you
cannot fully understand.

Yet | need you.

When you look away,

When |’ mignored,

| am again alonewith it.

Your attention means more than you can ever know.

Really, tears are not a bad sign, you know!
They’ re nature’ sway of helping me heal...
They relieve some of the stress of sadness.

I know you fear that asking how I’m doing brings me sadness
...but you'rewrong.

The memory of my loved one'sdeath will always bewith me,
Only athought away.

My tears make my pain more visible to you, but you did not give
methepain...it wasalready there.

When | 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 | feel your permission to allow my tearsto flow,
you' ve helped me.

You need not speak. Your silenceas| cry isall | need.
Bepatient...do not fear.

Listening with your heart to “how | am doing”
relievesthepain,
for when the tears can freely come and go, | feel lighter,

Talking to you releases what |’ ve been wanting to say aloud,

clearing space
for atouch of joy inmy life.

I'll cry for aminute or two...

and then I’'ll wipe my eyes,

and sometimeyou'’ Il evenfind I’ m laughing later.

When | 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 painisheldinside,
ashield 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.
Kelly Osmont



[ Spring's 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. Register your child at the El Paso Compassionate Friends

website at el pasotcf.org

LIKE LEAVESIN AUTUMN

H .

BUT ALWAYS REMEMBERED

HERE AND THEN GONE

Death Date: Child's Name: Age Parents:

3/1/09 AlanD. 22 Son of David and ChelaBardnell

3/2/09 Chistopher 19 Son of Lisa Schiefelbein

3/12/09 Diego 5 Mo. Son of Francisco & Marcela Zubiate

3/14/07 Yvonne Pixler 33 Daughter of Gloria& Esiquio Trujillo

3/18/93 Robert Todd 23 Son of Mary Lou Cain

3/27/59 Dennis NB Son of Carol Winkelman

3/31/95 David Fox 18 Son of NinaTurley

3/31/08 Aaron 17 Son of Sibrena Sinagal

4/29/94 Matthew 4 Son of Eric and Patsy Winkelman

4/30/09 Mark 21 Son of Bethany and Gustavo Olivas

5/5/09 MonicaBelle 5 Mo. Daughter of MonicaMarquez

5/11/04 Christopher 19 Son of Colleen Lydon

5/16/09 Tania 15 Daughter of Abraham & Veronica L ozoya

5/18/04 Aylssa 15 Months Daughter of Desiree and Hugo Villanueva

5/30/04 Anthony 20 Son of Richard and Sylvia Chacon
Tearsand Flight

Why when | cry do people run and hide?
Is any emotion other than a false happiness not to be shared?
| cry for my daughter when | speak of her because of both the

happiness | felt when she was here and the grief | feel because sheis

gone.

If | pretend to be happy people will talk to me and ask me about her

and when | start to cry they take flight.

Isthe world such an emotional desert that people are not allowed to

show other emotions?

Everyone is flying here and there never stopping to say they love

someone or they miss someone.
No one hold hands and holds each other anymore.
They pat your back or hug themselves.

Are we so engrossed in our own personal space that we cannot break

thru to someone else to share their pain and their happiness too?

| often wonder if my daughter had not died would | still be
behind the shell of anonymity that the rest of the world hides
behind....

When you lose someone you lose your shell and the world
seems harsher and at that time unrealistic but in all reality it's
just you are outside yourself, your safe zone because you have
been forced to admit you are not infallible, and that the world
doesn't start and stop with you. That there are people in it that
you depend upon even if you didn’t know it and that changes
you; you become lost and bereft of what you never even knew
you had....

You become a survivor; the one left behind, the lost, the scarred,
and the heartbroken and that makes you so very different than
the fal se happiness shelled in people around you.

SLH...in memory of Sarabeth Cheyenne



Mother’s Day, ‘Before and‘ After’

While sorting through boxes and bags, it is not unusual for
me to find something unexpected. It happened just the
other day. Shifting through abox, | came across awrinkled,
somewhat yellowed piece of lined school paper. | carefully
unfolded it only to find adrawing of a stick-Mom and stick-
daughter standing alongside a mammoth daisy. The mom
and little girl were holding hands with huge lop-sided grins
ontheir faces. In her little girl just-learning-to-print
handwriting were the words, “Happy Mother’s Day,
Mommy. | loveyou, Kristina.”

Even six years|later, little “ gifts” such asthese can bring
freshtears. It istimeslike these that | am glad that | was an
incredible pack rat, especially when it cameto saving
things that my children have made. | can picture my then-
blond, petitelittle Nina (her nickname), with the wispy hair,
bent over the kitchen table, crayon in hand, creating that
handmade card filled with love. Memories of breakfastsin
bed, only to return to the kitchen after finishing the
“gourmet” meal served with tender care, to find it in such
disarray that it took hoursto clean up! Even through the
tears, these are the sweetest memories.

Asl typethis, | look at another gift from a Mother’s Day
past; alittle statue of a harried mom, surrounded by mop,
broom and bucket, that says, “World's Greatest Mom,”
chosen for me at a neighborhood garage sale. | came across
it accidentally shortly after Nina's death, unearthing it from
itshiding place. | wondered to myself, why had | packed it
away? Did Nina know that | did and did she think that, by
doing so, | hadn’t appreciated her gift? Did | ever thank her
for it along with the other garage sale items that she
proudly brought home to me, or did it show on my face that
| really didn’t need anymore “junk” around the house?

Sometimes resurrecting these treasures can bring
unpleasant feelings of guilt aswe wonder if our children
knew how much their little gestures of love meant to us.
When our child dies, it becomes easy to second-guess
ourselves, trapped in our fixations and exaggerations of the
negative things that may have occurred during our child’'s
life

Thefirst Mother’s Day after Ninadied was a grief-numbing
blur, asit occurred only three days following her death.
Unlike previousjoyful dinnersout with my four children
pampering their mom, we spent the day making funeral
arrangements and choosing a casket for one of them. In the
early evening, | overheard it said to someone else, “Happy
Mother’'s Day.” | turned to my own mother and apol ogized
for having forgotten.

| could not imagine ever celebrating another Mother’s Day again. |
am sure the dads have these same feelings on Father’s Day. My
heart goes out to them, because | think we forget that they, just like
us, grieve and hurt, too.

For those mothers and fathers who have lost their only child, |
have been saddened by stories told to me by them of attending
church on Mother’s Day Sunday and when the pastor asked the
mothers in the church to please stand, they were undecided on
whether they should stand or not. | hope that they will always
remember, and the fathersaswell, “ Once amother, alwaysa
mother; once afather, alwaysafather.” We are forever their
parents.

If we are fortunate to have surviving children, they are often
forgotten as well. In the early days, we become obsessed with the
onewho is missing. My own children showed quiet patience with
this. | often wonder if they thought “What about us? We're still
here!” Now with almost seven Mother’s Days behind me, | try to
accentuate what | do have.

This does not happen overnight. | found that in celebrating my
surviving children, | could still honor Nina's memory and find ways
toinclude her aswell. | have developed aritual wherel get up early
on that morning and bring flowers out to the cemetery. | bring a
flower and a note to some of the mothersthat | know who have
buried children thereto tell them | am thinking of them and their
child.

There is something very healing when reaching out to others. |
then sit by my daughter’s grave-site on the spring-green grass
listening to the sweet call of arobin. | bring her aflower and write
in her journal telling her how thankful | am to be her mother, how
much | love and miss her. That is our private time together; the rest
of the day is spent honoring my other children.

Mother’s Day and Father’s Day are holidays especially created for
us. Try to get through them the best that you can, in whatever way
feelsright for you. Truly, only you know what that is.

Whether it is alone those first few years or with people that you
love and who understand, do something that you find comforting.
It isyour day, for you were the giver of apreciouslife—you held a
miracleinyour arms. Even as powerfully destructive asdeathiis,
even that cannot take those memories away from you — they are
your child’s gift to you.

With gentle thoughts and peace on your specia day,

Cathy L. Seehuetter,
TCF/&. Paul, MN



Hel ping Your Grieving Adolescent

Parenting teenagers...it's a tough job under the best of
circumstances. But when ateenager is grieving aswell,
four dynamics place additional stress on the situation.
First, grieving families often feel aneed to pull together
for support. Since adolescence isincreasingly atime of
breaking away and relying on peer support, these
conflicting needs can place parents and teens at odds
with one another.

Second, adolescents are keenly aware of parental
reactions and, when parents are grieving, often try to
protect them from further pain.

Most commonly, thistakesthe form of not talking about
it. Third, simply because they’ ve experienced the death
of aloved one, grieving teenstend to feel different from
their peers. In an attempt to fit in, they may try to ignore
their own grief reactions. Nevertheless, their normal
grief reactions seethe beneath the surface, waiting for
expression — healthy or unhealthy, at appropriate or
inappropriatetimes.

Fourth, the stress of bereavement adds to the physical
and emotional swings aready common in adolescence.

So what's a caring parent or caregiver to do? Here are
four strategiesfor helping your adolescent through
bereavement.

1. Provide an environment the adolescent perceives as
safe. Like adults, if they don't feel safe, young people
can't do the necessary grief work. They need to know
that they can trust themselves as having grief reactions
that are normal, their peers and adults to be supportive,
and parents to be a dependable safely net.

You can help through structure, discipline and education.
Structure and maintai ning routines provide adol escents
with asubtle, daily sense of continuity and permanence
at atime when everything else seems up for grabs.

Discipline—reasonable and caring, but consistent and
firm — reassures adol escents that someoneisin control
and will save him or her from serious harm.

Education can transform a neutral environment into a
healing one for your teen. Make sure the adultsin his or
her world (school personnel, coaches, bosses, clergy,

etc.) know that a death has occurred. Share with them
printed materials about normal grief responses and what
grieving people need. Use health classes and all-school
assemblies to educate peer groups about bereavement.

And educate your child about normal reactionsto grief so
that he knows he is not going crazy and can trust the way
his body, mind and emotions are responding. If he pulls back
from discussion, provide booksor moviesthat illustrate
normal grieving.

2. Encourage your teen to express what the grief experience
islike for him or her. Recognize and affirm that her
experienceislikely to be different from everyone else’sin
the family. Provide“emotional coaching” for your child by
modeling appropriate emotional responsesto loss.

If your teenager is aquiet or private person, encourage other
methods of expression. Helpful ways of expressing emotion
include playing music or musical instruments, writing (songs,
poetry, diaries, lettersto the person who died), sports
(including martia arts and punching bags), art and

photography.

3. Facilitate an ongoing connection with the person who

died. Tell stories about the person. Give your adolescent a
phaoto of him or her with the person. Support himin visiting
the gravesite if that is meaningful to him. Make sure he has
amemento of the person who died — afavorite tool or sports
or hobby item, a piece of jewelry, abook, a sweater or robe
— by which to stay connected.

And make sure you remember (in discussion, in prayer, by
way of asmall gift) to include the memory of the person
who died in your celebration of important eventsin your
child'slife, such as graduations, getting adriver’slicense,
participating in hisor her first school play or first varsity
sporting event.

4. Encourage your teenager to participate in normal
adolescent life as she feels able. Grieving takes enormous
energy, so your child may need to slow down a bit while she
works on her grief. However, it's important for her toknow
that you don’t expect her to take on an adult role now that
someone important has died. Let her know you love and
accept and support her —just as she is now, with all the
normal living and loving and learning she hasyet to do.
Lovingly lifted from the TCF newsletter, Delaware
County, DE



The Robin’s Song
By Genessee Bourdeau Gentry

S X
ﬁ It's spring once again. Our

part of the world is turning back toward the
sun; trees are leafing out; wildflowers are
blooming. Robins are again singing to one
another. And, I believe, also singing to those
who are grieving.

Before my daughter Lori died in the summer
of 1991, T was under the misperception that
only the English robin had a glorious song.
That smaller, red-breasted scalawag of a
bird delights all who hear it, and T had felt
that we in the United States had been short-
changed when they'd misnamed its larger,

boring, American cousin the same sweet name.

All T'd ever heard our robins do was cheep!
Then one spring day in the year after Lori
died, during one of the darkest times of my
grief, my ears and heart flew open with

surprise at a song I heard outside my window.

I distinctly heard, in the midst of my pain, a
bird singing loudly and clearly, "Cheer up!
Cheer up! Cheeriol...Cheer up! Cheer up!
Cheerio!" T went outside to see what
marvelous bird might have been sent to sing
to me. I could barely see the bird at the top
of the neighbor's poplar tree, so while hoping
this exotic, magical bird wouldn't fly away
while T was gone, T went to find our
binoculars.

Rushing back, I could hear the bird from
each room in the house. After adjusting the
binoculars, T was truly amazed to see one of
our “boring” American robins come clearly
into view! As he continued singing clear as
day, "Cheer up! Cheer up! Cheeriol" T
marveled at this special message and
wondered if my robin was the only one who
sang these words. So I looked it up in my
Audubon Society Field Guide to North

American Birds and found that my robin was not
an anomaly, but that robins are considered the
true harbinger of spring, singing, "Cheer up,
cheer up, cheerily".

I stood there that day filled with wonder. T
wasn't hearing things; there it was in the bird
book: “cheer-up, cheer-up, cheerily.” I thought
to myself "cheerily...no, that isn't what I hear.”
We had lived in England for a year and our
family, especially Lori, who loved to put on an
English accent, often said "Cheerio!” to one
another when we meant "Goodbye" or " See you
later!” There was no doubt in my mind as I stood
there listening. I+ WAS cheerio. Lori could
have found no more perfect way to try to cheer
me up AND say “hello”!

Nine springs have passed since then, and although
T will always deeply miss Lori's physical presence
inmy life, those darkest of times are thankfully
now mostly in the past. It is spring once again
and as T hear the robin singing so hopefully in the
highest branches, it takes me back to that first
spring song, and I smile, remembering. And I
think of all those who are now in the darkest
depts. Of their own grief and pray they too will
hear this lovely song.

Lovingly liftedfrom* Linked Together” Newd etter of the
Atlantaarea Chapters, April-May 2003

The Angels Cry

Raindrops fall from the heavens, mimicking the tears falling
down my cheeks. A torrent of rain is unveiled from the dark
clouds above like the shadow on my soul. The angels, too, cry
for my loss. Thunder and lightning are unleashed in anguish.
The skies drum out my torment, until at long last I cannot cry
anymore - today. The rain slowly tapers off to a gentle
sprinkle, as my grief is spent. The clouds part; the sun comes
out once more and dries away my tears. A robin lands nearby
singing gleefully, reminding us that, with sorrow, there is also

Joy.
By Lorrain Bebeau, TCF St.Albert



L ove Gifts

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.

Name of Person to be Remembered

Special Occasion of Person

LOVE GIFT

Given By

Send To: Mary Lou Cain

5664 Beth View
El Paso, TX 79932

L oveGiftsFor Spring
Carol Winkelman, Inmemory of her son Dennis 3/27/59, and her grandson Matthew'sAnniversary, April 29

March Winds
He raced against the wind
asif hislife depended uponiit.
Eyesbright, cheeksglowing
fromthestill amost chilly Marchwind,
throwing me a smile now and then
to make sure | was watching. | was,
and when | caught a smile | applauded.
His effort so great for one small boy
| don’t remember now if hiskite ever flew
— sometimes, in spite of heroic efforts,
they don’t. But | remember the day
thenip intheair his cheeks glowing
his fresh, clean smell my afternoon
of playing catchwith hissmiles...
| remember every year when March
winds begin to blow. Evenif he had
not diedlong after the age of flying kites,
| still would remember.
Maybe if he were till here,
teaching hisown small boy
the delicate art of flying kites
and catching how own smiles,
it wouldn’t hurt so much
when March winds begin to blow.

From Songsfrom the Edge by Faye Harden, lovingly
lifted from the TCF Tucson Chapter Newd etter, Vol.
14, No. 4

A Grandparent’s Point of View

The death of a child is the most tragic thing that
can happen to anyone. It affects so many lives — family,
friends and even strangers.

| lost my grandchild through death, and only a
grandparent can understand the special love we have for
our grandchildren and the loss we feel when the child
dies. For grandparents, it is a double loss. Not only is
your grandchild gone, but you also watch your child die
each day.

The smile that was always on my daughter’s face is
no longer there. The hurt is so deep and there are so
many questions. You feel helpless as a parent. You can’t
kiss the hurt away, as you did when she was a child. You
have no answers for her questions, as you can barely
understand your own feelings.

Each day | hope and pray for a little ray of
sunshine to show on my daughter’s face. | search for a
little something to say or do that will comfort her. It
seems that there is no end to the suffering.

As time has slowly gone by, | have seen the healing
process begin. IN time a ray of hope will shine on my
daughter’s face and a smile will make her eyes light up
again. She will turn to me for what little comfort | can
give her. There will always be a part of me that is gone, but
in time | will learn to live with the part that is still there.

By Ruth Eaton, TCF Savannah, GA



April Reflections: Spring - Easter - Passover

Spring meansnew growth, flowers, green grass,
butterflies, budding trees And with thiscomeshopefor
thefuture,

Eagter remindsusof alife hereafter and thechildren’s
laughter fillsour hopeAsthey engagein Easter egg hunts
and Easter bunnies.

Passover remembersthe onesno longer with us—and
aswemournther lossweunderstand that thelife of the
deadisnow inthememory of theliving.

L ent often bringsup talk about “ giving up things™ —|
would prefer to hear people say what they aredoing for
other, for Lent. Forgivenesscould beastart, followed
by love. Add also patience, understanding and
friendship. It'sbetter tobelesscritical of othersand
morelovinginstead.

Prioritiescan change. Oneof our bereaved parents
observed how her prioritieshave changed sincethe
death of her child. Sheusedtofinditimportant to shop
for materia things. Shenow feel stime spent with
childrenismoreimportant. Shetold usabout arecent

day; asshewasabout to |eave the house her grandson

wanted to show her something, but shesaid shedidn’t

havetimeright then. After amoment, shereconsidered
and said, sureshehad time—

How many of usforget it only takesafew minutesor a
smile, to make someoneelse'sday. Bereaved parents
know morethan anyone we might not get asecond
chance. Sotonight, whenweturn out thelight and
reflect ontheday, | hopeweall can say “thiswasa
good day not only for me but for the kindness | showed
to others”’

By Othell Heaney, from the BrandywineHundred TCF
Chapter, Delaware

To My Brother

Wherever welook, You arethere,
You arethelight onthewater.
You arethe blossom onthetree.
You areathought, And you areafeeling,
Wherever weare, you arethere.

By MarthaDubinsky, Chappaqua, NY
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