






 



               
Our Children Remembered                  

December, 2010            
Birthdays and Remembrance Days

 
Birthdays

                                 
Rochester, NY Chapter                        The Compassionate Friends

    

Birthdays

  

Brian Charles Oster        
Erich Lee Anderson        
Douglas Outterson         
Michael David Mueller       
Christopher Czerw        
Tina Rheinwald         
Abbagail Leigh Buzard       
David Henry Outterson        
Curtis Aaron Seibert        
Shawn P. Viola                          

  

Remembrance Days

  

Scott Martin Johnson       
Ryan P. Todisco        
Steven L. Britt         
Tristan Folley Hanna       
Andrew Urquhart         
David Henry Outterson       
Nora E. McMahon        
Matthew Gabe Fogarassy       
Jessica Lyndsey Frey        
Jennifer Lyn Quackenbush       
Jason S. Grizzanto         



 
Christmas Without My Child 
 
Last night we held our Compassionate Friends chapter meeting for November: the topic 
was Holidays and Grief. We met in small groups to discuss how we are going to get 
through this most difficult of times. While we found no single answer, we did make 
some discoveries about ourselves. We also found some basic ways to take control of 
our lives. 
  
In our group of eleven were several newly bereaved parents. Deep sorrow and anxiety 
were apparent in each face as we opened the dialogue – a discussion of the holiday 
season without their children. This anxiety and deep sorrow immediately became mine; 
I am that parent, I am still on the first leg of what may be a long journey without my 
child. Their tears were mine as we talked. 
 
As the discussion progressed, I could see a bit of each parent’s tension slowly release. I 
felt as if I could read their minds: give me some answers, tell me I will survive this, tell 
me how you did it. The answers were all different; the reassurances of parents who had 
lost their child and survived that first heartbreaking holiday were there. Some of the 
answers came from the newly bereaved as they explored their inner feelings. 
 
We found consensus on one important factor: we must give ourselves permission to do 
what makes us most comfortable. We are not the caretakers to the world right now; we 
must take care of ourselves. If established traditions bother us, then we must turn to 
something else. What is the point of pouring salt into this open wound? Perhaps next 
year or the year after, when the wound is not so fresh, we will want to return to former 
traditions. Perhaps not. 
 
Through tears and some light laughter, we realized that we are not invincible. We are 
not responsible for the happiness of friends and extended family. We do not have to 
meet the expectations of others. We must accept our emotional limitations and the 
psychological and physical toll that grief takes on us. We must slow down and change 
our perspective. We must do what is right for us, especially during the holidays. 
 
Most of those who had been through at least one holiday season without their child felt 
that making changes for the first year or two was a positive step forward. We found 
that talking honestly with our family about our feelings might make them feel 
temporarily uncomfortable but it did clear the air about expectations. We agreed that 
limiting our casual social relationships negated the need to make explanations regarding 
our lack of interest in holiday celebrations. By “dropping out” we also eliminated 
obligations in many areas. This gives us the freedom to choose simplicity over stress, 
essentials over hassles and flexibility over anxiety. This gives us the opportunity to live 
in the moment, go where our e motions take us and listen to our hearts. 
 
While we all agreed that the holidays are overwhelming for parents whose children 
have died, we also agreed that we are each individuals and we each perceive the world 



differently. Some of us want and need the old traditions during the holiday season. 
Some of us need to be with people who are not part of our grieving process. Others 
among us felt that solitude and simplicity were the answer. 
 
The answer to the question of how we get through the holidays is found within each 
one of us. We each have our own truth. The challenge, we decided, is to honor that 
truth and hold the line against external pressures. A few of our newly bereaved parents 
could barely choke out a word or two. Others were more vocal. While grief consumes 
some of us for many, many years, others appear to “go with the flow” of life very early 
in their grief. What feels right for one of us may be abhorrent to someone else.  
 
One universal truth did emerge from our conversations: we miss our beautiful children 
and love them as deeply as when they walked beside us. We live in this purgatory each 
day of the year, but during the holidays it seems most oppressive. Our children have 
been torn from our lives forever. Daily life and special traditions will always reflect the 
deep void that has become our reality. 
 
We need our Compassionate Friends at the holiday season. We need to know 
that others have walked this road, have lived this nightmare and have managed 
to survive. We each continue to rediscover hope through our Compassionate 
Friends. And in finding that hope we have given and received the purest gift of 
the season: the possibility of peace. 
 
 
Annette Mennen Baldwin 
In memory of my son, Todd Mennen 
TCF, Katy, TX 
November 9, 2005 




