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The Compassionate Friends National Office, P.O. Box 3696, Oak Brook, IL 60522 Phone No. (toll free) 877-969-0010

The Saint Paul Chapter of The
Compassionate Friends
Meets on the second Thursday of each month at
Beaver Lake Lutheran Church
2280 Stillwater Avenue; Maplewood, Minnesota
7:00 PM - 9:00 PM

The Compassionate Friends National Web Site is located
at www.compassionatefriends.org

*MEETING TOPICS:

**FRIENDLY REMINDER: We now meet_once a month,
meeting on the second Thursday of each month.

Sept. 14: Changing Seasons/Open Discussion
Oct. 12: Halloween/Open Discussion

STEERING COMMITTEE MEETING

Are you interested in what makes our chapter tick? Would
you like to help with the work of the St. Paul Chapter?
Then please join us for our quarterly Steering Committee
meeting on Monday, September 25™ at 7:00 p.m. at Beaver
Lake Lutheran Church.

“Those of us who have worked through our grief, and found
that there is a future - are the ones who must meet others
in the valley of darkness and bring them to the rim of
light."

- Rev. Simon Stephens, TCF founder

The Compassionate Friends, Inc. is a mutual assistance,
self-help organization offering friendship, understanding,
and hope to bereaved families. Anyone who has experienced
the death of a child of any age, from any cause is welcome.
Our meetings give parents an opportunity to talk about
their child and about their feelings as they go through the
grieving process. There is no religious affiliation. There are
no membership dues. The purpose of this support group is
not to focus on the cause of death or the age of the child,
as it is to focus on being a bereaved parent, along with the
feelings and issues that evolve around the death experience
of a child.

The mission of The Compassionate Friends is to assist
families toward the positive resolution of grief following

the death of a child of any age and to provide information
to help others be supportive.

The Compassionate Friends' vision is that everyone who
needs us will find us, and everyone who finds us will be
helped.

TO OUR NEW MEMBERS

Coming to the first meeting is the hardest, but you have
nothing to lose and everything to gainl Try not to judge
your first meeting as to whether or not The Compassionate
Friends will work for you. At the next meeting you may find
just the right person or just the right words said that will
help you in your grief work.

TO OUR MEMBERS WHO ARE FURTHER DOWN THE
“GRIEF ROAD"

We need your encouragement and your support. Each
meeting we have new parents. THINK BACK - what would it
have been like for you at your first meeting if there had
not been any TCF “veterans” to welcome you, share your
grief, encourage you and tell you, "your pain will not always
be this bad, it really does get better!”

INFORMATION REGARDING OUR MEETINGS

PLEASE don't stay away from a meeting because the topic
scheduled does not interest you. We are here to discuss
whatever is on your mind; we do not stay on the topic only.
This is YOUR group and we are here for each other. You do
not have to talk at meetings. We welcome your
participation in our group but it is not a requirement.
Coming to listen to the others is okay too. Remember also
that our meeting is open to adult siblings, grandparents, or
adult family members such as aunts or uncles.
WE NEED NOT WALK ALONE,
WE ARE THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS
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“LOVE GIFTS?” are tax-deductible donations given in memory of our
children or other loved ones by family, friends, relatives, or other caring
people who wish to help with the work of the St. Paul Chapter. Our chapter
is self-supporting and your kind and generous donations in honor and
memory of your loved ones are our only means of existence. We gratefully
accept these gifts with the knowledge that our children are warmly
remembered.

“Love Gifts” were given in loving memory of and by the
following:

- Hannah, daughter of Carl & Kim

- Loren, son of Johanna

- Nina, daughter of Greg(through United Way designated
donation)

Mike, son of Mary

Luke, grandson of Karen

Mitchell and Kellie, children of Joannie

- Sharon & Larry, children of Lois

- Phillip, son of Jan & Phil(through United Way designated
donation)

- Hannah, niece of Wileen

David, son of Charlene

Amber, daughter of JoAnn & Hans

Kelly, daughter of Jeanne & Bob

Nina, daughter of Cathy (in honor of Nina's 27™ birthday - love
you, Peanut!)

- Erin, granddaughter of Lois

- Deborah Ann, daughter of Mary Lou & Dave, sister of John
Ryan

- Kerri, daughter of Barb & Dave T@ks

ANNUAL BALLOON RELEASE/20™ CHAPTER ANNIVERSARY
A BIG thank you to all who helped Dave, Lyle, Jan and Cathy before and
after the Balloon Release including Jim , Colleen and David, Karen, Rick and

Linda, Lonnie, Jeanne, Steve, Kim , Julie and Denise (if anyone was
overlooked, we truly apologize as it was not intentional. We had such an
unprecedented outpouring of help and we appreciate it more than words can
express!). Many thanks also to Mitch Carmody for adding so much to our
program by beautifully signing the song, “Angels Among Us”.

We were very glad to see some of our TCF Alumni including Dave and
Mary Lou, past TCF chapter leaders; Barb and Dave , who now live in
Florida so it was a special treat to h ave them in town; and Ron, who has been
with TCF many years as our invaluable professional advisor and chapter

friend.

Thanks also to those who thought "6O0OD WEATHER" so we were able
to watch the colorful balloons, our messengers of love, sail heavenward
against a picture-perfect azure sky. Our appreciation also to those who
shared photos and treats in memory your children, siblings and
grandchildren, and those who generously support our chapter with “Love
Gifts" so that we are able to continue to hold special events like this one
and the candle light remembrance service in December for The
Compassionate Friends' Worldwide Candle Lighting, as well as our monthly

Meetings, newsletter printing and postage, outreach materials and so
much more.

We hope that those who attended found it meaningful, and
that we will see even more of you at next year's special
summer event!

TCF COMPASSIONATE EMPLOYER RECOGNITION

We in The Compassionate Friends have heard many stories how
newly bereaved parents have been treated by their employers
(companies, agencies, and organizations private or public). Some of
these stories have warmed our hearts and lightened our step, but
others have made us realize how much work still needs to be done
in this area. The Compassionate Friends is eager to recognize the
wonderful companies, agencies and organizations that have shown
a high degree of compassion towards parents, siblings and
grandparents who have suffered the death of a child.

If you would like to hominate someone for this very important
award, someone you feel has gone above and beyond to help you
during your grief journey, please go to
www.compassionatefriends.org and look to the right side of the
screen to click on "Compassionate Employer Recognition” for more
information on how to proceed with nomination...

YOUTH GRIEF SERIES - REGISTRATION BY SEPT. 25™

This FREE 7-week series welcomes youth 4 to 18 years of age at
Ebenezer Ridges, 13810 Community Dr., Burnsville sponsored by
Fairview Ridges. Kids and teen groups are organized by age. An
adult group meets separately to discuss the needs of a grieving
child and the challenges of parenting a grieving child. Series
dates are Oct, 5, 12, 19, 26, Nov. 2, 9, 16. Call Youth Grief
Services at 952-892-2111 for further information.

OKLAHOMA CITY SITE OF 2007 TCF NATIONAL
CONFERENCE

While the afterglow from the TCF National Conference in
Dearborn, Michigan still remains, a dedicated conference
committee has already been hard at work for nearly a
year in preparation for the 30th TCF National
Conference, which will be held in Oklahoma City July 20-
22,2007. As with past conferences, there will be a pre-
conference Professionals Day July 19, and the (eighth)
Walk to Remember® the final day of the conference.

Oklahoma City has a rich historical background and
offers year-round sunshine. With a billion dollar
renovation of the city in place, Oklahoma City ranks as one
of the "Best Places to Live in North America,” according
to Places Rated Almanac. The conference will be held at
the Oklahoma City Convention Center in the historical
downtown area. Mark your calendars and watch for more
information.



Thoughts from the Chapter Members...

Dear Friends, 1 e-mailed those on my chapter email list and some answered the call for original writing, of poems or
articles, for possible inclusion in the newsletter. I knew we had lots of talent out there! Therefore, in lieu of the usual
“Thoughts from the Editor” (I like to mix things up sometimes!) I thought it would baice to have a page or two that are
original writings from other chapter members. You will find them on this page and some on page 6. Please always feel
free to e-mail or snail mail me yours anytime. (My addresses are found on the front page of this newsletter) With gentle

thoughts, Cathy

THE PLAN
There were the days you needed us so,
To crawl, to talk and learn to walk.
Now, You're Just Gone.

The years in school were bitter and sweeft,
From Math to Science they were complete.
Now you're, Just Gone.

Balance that bike was a natural move,
To run like the wind was your groove.
Now you're, Just Gone.

Jump so high, excel at track,
To score with the ball was your knack.
Now you’re, Just Gone.

Grew so fast, strong and tall.
Enjoy the speed, drive, don't stall.
Now you're, Just Gone.

Start to know life as a man,
He called for you, as was his plan.
Now, You're Just Gone.
- Russ Williams, Larry's Dad,
TCF/ St. Paul, MN

THE PIANO SITS SILENT

I efch her name in the dust.
Run my hands over the keyboard,
too long untouched
by the pianist;

The one no longer
physically here,
who played the songs,
badly at times,
yet unstoppable in
her need to make music.

As if it was her mission
to get it right.

As if she knew there was little time
to master the melody.

So she played and played.
Melancholy tunes
that spoke of lives gone too soon:.
I would call to her,

"You're playing too loud,
I can't hear myself think."

If I could just take back those words,
for I long to hear my
beloved child play the music,
that once rang through these halls.
Those uneven strains would be
the sweetest music o my ears.

I touch the ivories and hear
the foreign sound of this long
silent instrument.

And remember my precious child,
remember the joy
her efforts brought her...
Remembering, remembering....
Though my tears fall gently,
my heart smiles as I
recall the sweet sounds of her life.
And even as the piano sits silent,
My memories resound
and I recall the love, always the love...

- Cathy, Nina's mom
TCF - St. Paul, MN.

FAREWELL, MY SON

I remember the moment of your birth as if
it was yesterday. Looking into your eyes,
examining your tiny hands and feet, counting
every finger and toe, thinking what a miracle,
God's little miracle. I loved you from the very
start.

Your first steps, how proud of yourself you
were, standing there holding the edge of the
coffee table, looking up at me in triumph. My
thoughts then were that you just took your
first steps in the rest of your life. I didn't
know then how short your life would be.

I remember holding your hand walking you
to school on your first day, how you squeezed
my hand harder and harder as we got closer
to the doors.

And later, how much we enjoyed being
together playing catch, fishing, bowling, golf,
and just hanging out.

At your high school graduation, as you
went on the stage to get your diploma, T
got a flashback of your first day of
school and how much you squeezed my
hand. I didn't know

how fast time would go to get to that day. I
remember so many good times, and some
challenges, we shared on the way. I grew so
much.

Now you are on your final journey -
following the light - and I cannot be there to
hold your hand. All I can say is "Don't be
afraid son. Just follow the light of love, and
reach out for God's hand. He won't mind if you
squeeze and hold on tight."

Farewell My Sonl!
T Love You Always, Dad
- 6regg Erlandson, Ken's Dad
TCF/St. Paul, MN

ANGER
Anger
Constant as time itself
Always
Never ending hurt
Everyday
The pain goes deeper
Is there an end?
No
It's bottomless
Deeper than an abyss
Impossible understanding
No...please...stop
My heart cries
A reason for this?
Insanity incomprehensible
Why?
No answer applies
Consummation rage
I need you
My being cries
I miss you
My longing cries
T love you
A mother cries

- Kim, Hannah's mom, TCF/St. Paul, MN



ERIN REMEMBERED
(an excerpt written for her Life Ceremony by Erin's dad, David,)

Erin expressed her pleasure and approval by clapping. If she did
something good she clapped. If someone else did something good she
clapped. She clapped a lot and always with a smile. Last Wednesday in
Regions emergency room Erin was in the throes of some very serious
seizure activity. The doctor treating her asked a barely conscious
Erin to squeeze his fingers. She did and he said, "good"”. Then as he
pulled his fingers from her hands she clapped and smiled through her
oxygen mask at him. It surprised the doctor who gave a physical body
Jjerk upon her clap. Then he turned to us and offered words we had
not yet heard after several hours in the ER. “We will fix her." My
impression was he said this more for his benefit than ours. It seemed
even as the end was nearing Erin had captured another soul.

Over the years many people have congratulated Colleen and I on our
effort to care for and parent Erin. They say how hard it must be and
how remarkable we are to do this day after day. We forgive them
their error. Erin was never hard to parent, never a burden. She was a
joy. We offered her a small assist in caring for her confin ing physical
self and got the world in return. Through her we saw things far more
clearly than our own senses and experience would ever have allowed.
When a bad day befell us or life seemed to overwhelm us, there was
Erin. She often would stick out her lower lip as only she could to
express her knowledge of our mood. Then she would begin a slow smile
as her eyes twinkled and soon we would be smiling too. Within minutes
we would forget what we thought was so horrible in our lives and begin
to see what was good and to limit the negative. We gave Erin alittle
love, some care and little more. She gave us everything and taught us
more than all the schools in the world could teach over a hundred
lifetimes.

ERIN ~ JOB WELL DONE
Jesus told them, "Bring the children to me, for the kingdom of God
belongs to them.”
She came to this world to tell us how
We might better live with each other
In every person she ever met, she found only the good ...
Found the way to define each as brother

Life is difficult, each day can be hard
But not when you fill it with smiles
She taught us that laughter brings strength
That is needed to face the miles

Her time on this earth was too short for us
But for her, the hard work had worn thin
The struggle it seems took its toll...
Her body could not fight again

So God called her home, she'd done quite enough
He said it is time to see what they've learned
“Let's watch now, how they get along.”
“"Rest now...and run when you wish"

Today she is dancing to the angels’ song
Her smile now illuminates heaven
As the angels end that particular set

She approves of their work with a squeal and a clap.
And Jesus said, “Blessed are the pure of heart, for they shall see God.”
-written by David,, Erin’s dad, TCF/St. Paul Chapter

HIDING BEHIND THE MASK
T think we as bereaved parents wear masks 12 months out of the year,
not just on Halloween...perhaps on Halloween we should just wear our
own grief-stricken face and not be noticed.

How many masks do you wear - even in a week...or a day?

Do you wake up in the morning feeling the pain, with the knowledge
that your child is no longer here? Do you "mask"” that face with your
old normal face to say good morning to your spouse? You can take the
mask off and cry in the shower...it somehow feels so good to release
some of those tears. Time to wake the children for school, put on the
cheerful, positive mom/dad mask. After dropping the children of f at
school you can once again remove the mask and feel. Soon you will be
pulling into the parking lot at work..get the next mask out..the mask
of competent professional. WOW! That is a lot of mask changing in a
short timel

Strange, isn't it, how the MONSTER pain of grief makes us put on
masks to cover the pain often to those who really care and who
perhaps are putting on their masks to cover their pain when they see
us. Maybe we could all be so much better off if we removed our masks
and let the monster pain out.

- Lovingly lifted from Bereaved Parents USA

LOOKING FOR MATTHEW

Where were you, little one, when the earth was bursting with new life?
When the colors and fragrances were fresh and new? When I longed
to take you outside and let the warm breeze kiss your cheek?

Where were you, little one, when the days grew long and hot? When
we should have lain under the tree and looked up in wonder at the
swaying leaves? When I hoped to dip your toes in the chilly water and
hear you squeal?

Where were you, little one, when the leaves turned to gold and the
wind could bring color to your cheeks? When T would have tickled your
nose with a leaf and watched your chubby fingers grab it.

Where were you, little one, when the days grew short and the air
turned cold? When the first flakes began to fall and I could let you
touch them and laugh with delight? Where were you, little one, when
my arms were empty and aching for you?

You were where you have always been, and will always be, in my
heart. Love, Mommy
- Donna for Matthew 3/24/00 - 4/7/00




