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Memories

Time can never erase,
The memory of vour face;
Nor the passage of the years,

Stem the volume of my tears.

You are with me for always,
In mv heart throughout all days;
Then in my dreams nightly,

Your star shines ever so brightly.

[ want your spirit to remain,
Inside of me, despite the pain

To forget vou would be a curse,

Becanse no memories would be much worse.

Youwere born a part of me,
Now you live within the heart of me;
Forever precious, forever young,

My beautiful, darling little ones.

In Loving Memory of My Angels.. Michelle, Jerry & Danny

Jacquelyn M. Comeatx
Reprinted by permission of author
Copyright 1999

Love's Lasting Touch

Don't weep for me when I'm gone,
Becaunse I'll always be there.
My spirit will exist in all the earth,

In the water, trees, and air.

You'll hear me say, "I love you",
In the whisper of a breeze.
You'll know that I'm beside you,

With the rustling of the leaves.

You'll feel my arms caress you,
In the warmth of each sunrise.
The moon will be my goodnight kiss,

The stars my watchful eyes.

Your life will be my legacy,
Your memories my epitaph.
These ties will bind us together,

Till we meet on heaven's path.

I'll not ever desert you,
We'll never be far apart.
I'll live within you always,

Nestled deep inside your heart.

Jacequehm M. Comennc
Copynight 1994

Reprinted by permission of author
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The Process

Recently we faced the second anniversary of my son’s death. Quietly, at home, no friends, no
phone calls, no plans, just personal thoughts and reflections. That is how we chose to honor Todd Men-
nen on this saddest of days.

My husband said he woke up during the night; he had been dreaming about the accident and
Todd's death | slept throughout the night, but when | awoke in the morning | was stillin that place be-
tween awake and asleep: | was “ina dream”. Todd and | were having a conversation; it felt nice. I didn’t
feel the usual jolt of reality when | awoke—the jolt each of us feels when we awaken to remember our
child is gone. The conversation was comforting.

We miss him so much. His laugh, his sincere, sparkling eyes will never grace us again. His deep
concern about others, his love of life, his gifts of analyzing, listening, gently suggesting... those have
gone with him. In their place is a deep void.

The process of grieving is a strange one. Each day is different. Throughout each day my child is in
my mind.....in the forefront or in the background....butinmy mind. | shed tears unexpectedly, my voice
breaks when | remember truly special events in Todd’s life. Sometimes | get angry over little things.
Sometimes | don't react to anything. Sometimes | seem normal to everyone, but it doesn’t matter.

Normal, of course, is what others want to see in me. What is normal for a mother whase only child
is dead? Who has that answer? Everyone has an opinion, but in truth, there is no normal, there is no an-
SWer.

And so, as we continue to travel this highway of life, our grief isin us and around us.

Sometimes our grief is all we have. Still we travel this empty road.
We understand. We're all different, yet, we are all the same. Our child is dead. We are Compas-

sionate Friends.
Annette Mennen Baldwin  in memory of my son, Todd Mennen TCF, Katy, TX
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Welcome New Friends

At nearly every meeting we welcome new members to our group, always with mixed emotions. We are glad vou found
us, but we are so sorry for the circumstances that bring us together. We understand your pain; we hope our

v ¥
v ¥
v v
i ¥
b i
v unconditional friendship and undestanding will help you through your grief. L J
v v
b e
v 4
b ¥
v v

Attending a meeting for the first two or three times takes courage, but for many it is the first real step toward healing,
It may seem overwhelming, so we encourage you to come to several meetings to give yourzelf a chance to become
comfortable.
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To receive this newsletter via e-mail please contact Steve Haupit at shauptli@rochester.rr.com

TCF Rochester Donations:
If you would like to contribute te our Compassionate Friends Chapter please forward your Love Gifis
and Donations to The Compassionate Friends of Rochester at 130 Portview Circle, Rochester, NY 14617.
Please make checks payable to The Compassionate Friends of Rochester, NY. Sincerest Thanks.
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HERE I AM

Herelam Icame Itwasasif by rote. They told me to go so T did All of those friends and family who are at a loss and
don’t know what to say themselves. They all told me to come here __come to grieve with these others. This will help me.
Who are these others? I don’t know them. Idon’t even know if I want to know them. Idon’t belong here. There are sad
faces all around me. Someone is softy crying. 1look in their eyes and see the same blank look I see staring back at me in the
mirror. But I'm not like them. I couldn’t possibly be.

It will be of some comfort ta you to be with those who have gone before or just starting their journey, they say. T don’t want
thetr comfort. They are broken. What do they have for me? I certamly have nothing for them. Ican’t even comprehend their
grief Thaven't even confronted my own vet. It’s too new. It hasn't sunk in. T don’t want to be associated with this group. 1
don’t want to “talk” about my dead son. I don’t want to cry and moum with them. T don’t know them. Who are they?

Yet, over and over I am drawn to this group. Why? What is it they have that I seem to want or need? Compassion? No, [ get
plenty of that from my own circle. Commonality? I'm so different from them. Iwouldn’t even be bothered to know them
outside of this place. Words of wisdom? T doubt it Most don’t have any words at all —just tears. T have nothing in common
with these people. Oh. but I do don't I? T keep forgetting.

Ah understanding That's it isn't it. A profound. deep, wordless, understanding. A comprehension that defies all reasoning
and prior knowledge. They don’t need to communicate their compassion, or wisdom or commonality. It is there on their
faces, in their eyes, as they look back at me. We are breathing the same air, crying the same tears, looking around with the
same hopeful eves, questioning the same things. We are looking to the outside for answers_ recognition. peace. It's not there.
I come to understand these people. They seeme. No one questions how deep is my grief or when it will end. No one here
asks the question, “when will vou get on with your life”™? No one asks how long it has been with some kind of expectation
that “time™ has anything to do with it. If I spew with anger and intensity, no one says I'm being “dramatic™. They know that
soul deep, like a wounded animal, kind of uninhibited release of griefthat can come over vou like a wave. There is no timing,
no good place, no right circumstances. It comes of its own will and can almost devour you.

Who, but they, can pull vou from the grasp of that darkness? Who need only to take vour hand, put their arms about vou or
softly say “just cry”™? 1 feel the rages of war, like we have come through a horrific battle only to see our comrades succumb to
their fate. Like we are a “band of brothers™ who have waged the war and can only find peace and understanding in the eves of
our like brethren who were also in the pit. They know — they were there. You can speak of vour child with the knowledge
that no one there will ask you “isn’t it time™? They set no boundaries_ no time limits for your grief None of us want te go un-
der so we have all made a pactto hold each other up. We all walk the same path of survival and if one of us goes down, all of
us may follow. So each of us looks to the other, with no judgment, no guilt and no expectations. If you start to smk_ T will pull
vou up.

So, I quietly sit as we go around the room. And when it comes to my turn, I simply say, I am Deborah and I lost my son
Adam. No need for words, just nods. They getit. Iam like them and I have found a safe place. T do belong here.

By Deborah Streb

ICF Rochestar



















