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E-mail address (St. Paul Chapter) peachy3536@comcast.net
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

For initial contact and meeting
information call Linda at
763.862.5179

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

*MEETING TOPICS:
Nov. 9: Handling the Holidays.
Those who are "seasoned” grievers
will bring ideas of what has helped
them during the difficult holiday
seasoh to share with the more newly
bereaved.
Dec. 10, Sunday: Annual Holiday
Remembrance Candle lighting
program/TCF Worldwide Candle
Lighting at 6:30 p.m. (Mailed flyer to
follow - see page 4)
Dec. 14: Holiday issues/Open
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discussion. é

Jan. 11: Mitch Carmody, author
and speaker (info on page 4)
STEERING COMMITTEE
MEETING
Would you like to help with the work
of the St. Paul Chapter? Then please
join us for our quarterly Steering
Committee meeting on Saturday Nov.
11 at 2:00p.m. At Panera Bread on
White Bear Avenue in Maplewood.
The Compassionate Friends, Inc.is a
mutual assistance, self-help

organization of fering 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 ho 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 foward 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 gain! 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” o 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



ST. PAUL CHAPTER INFORMATION
Steering Committee: Cathy Seehuetter, Jan Navarro, Debbie
Halfen, Lyle Lindberg, Dave Esberg & Denise Bjerke
Newsletter Editor: Cathy Seehuetter
Treasurer: Lyle Lindberg
Librarian: Jan Navarro
Remembrance Cards: Kathy Lesnau
1" Contact: Linda Bergan
Outreach: Nancy Hendrickson
Hospitality: Kim ZumMallen
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Chapter Webmaster: Dave Esberg -

National Board Member: Cathy Seehuetter (651-459-9341)
TELEPHONE FRIENDS: Please call the following phone friends
if you need someone to talk with:

ACCIDENTAL/SUDDEN DEATH

Ronele & Jerry Janes........ouerssresssn: 952-595-7692
ILLNESS

Jeanne Vogel...........mrnseneeneeneens 651-253-8634
SUICIDE

Dave Esberg.......... (cell phone) 612-747-8225
ONLY CHILD

Kathy LeSNQU..........ccoumvrmveveeneeneerssssssseenerinnnenee e 651-426-2446
INFANT LOSS

LOPi KGE.....ooovoveooe e sesssssnninees 952 -229-4630

CHILD WITH SPECIAL NEEDS

L0iS JONNSON..........ovvvrrievee e 651 -777-2342
OTHER TCF CHAPTERS
MINNEAPOLIS: Meets the 3" Monday of every month at
Calvary Lutheran Church, 7520 Golden Valley Road in Golden
Valley. Contact Carol Hawk at 763-542-8528.
RICHFIELD: Meets the 2 Monday of every month at Hope
Presbyterian Church, 7132 Portland Ave. So. For directions or
more information, call Chris or Bob Lewis at 612-825-6500.
ST. CROIX VALLEY: Meets the 1*' Thursday of every month at
United Methodist Church, 1401 Laurel Avenue, Hudson, WI. For
more information, call Ron or Kathy Felsch at 651-439-3290.
NORTH SUBURBAN: Meets the 1 Monday of every month at
Glen Cary Church, 15531 Central Ave. N.E. Ham Lake. For more
info, call James or Sarah White at 651636-4865.
APPLE VALLEY: For meeting times and location, please call
Shirley Doering at 952-432-5955. A big WELCOME to
Minnesota’s newest chartered chapterlll
ST. PAUL CHAPTER WEB SITE!!

We are happy to announce that our chapter’s own web site will go live the
first week in November. Dave Esberg, our Webmaster, has been hard at
work and has put together a fabulous and informative web site for our
chapter. You can then check it out at tcfstpaul.org. Our newsletter will also
be available on the web site. A million thanks to Dave, Brandon and
Brenda’s dad, for putting his heart and soul into this invaluable addition to
our chapter!!!

SUPPORT GROUPS AND NEWSLETTERS

THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS NATIONAL OFFICE

LI SO toll free: 877-969-0010
E-mail: nationaloffice@compassionatefriends.orq

National Website: www.compassionatefriends.org

SUICIDE
Survivors of SUiCide ..., 612 -922-5830
Suicide AWareness............oecoveeeneeneenn. 952 -946-7998
Or-B00-511-SAVE
Crisis Hotline.........oocoovovoceeeeceeeee. 1-800-784-2433

E-mail: save@save.org

PARENTS OF MURDERED CHILDREN

St. Paul Chapter.......vecereeenenneeesn, 651-484-0336

E-mail: pomcmn@isd.net

National number............... (toll free)(888) 818-POMC
OTHER NEWSLETTERS

Alive Alone: Loss of an only child. There may be a minimal
charge.
Kay Bevington
11115 Dull Robinson Road
Van Wert, OH 45891
The Compassionate Friends. National newsletter published four
times per year. Cost is a donation of $20 or more. This publication
is for siblings and grandparents also.
TCF
PO Box 3696
Oak Brook, IL 60522

Parents of Murdered Children. This “survivors" newsletter is issued
three times a year and costs $10. POMC helps survivors deal with their
grief and the justice system. Write to:

Parents of Murdered Children

MN HOPE Chapter

PO Box 516
Circle Pines, MN 55014

Suicide Awareness/Voices of Education:
SA/VE
7317 Cahill Rd. Suite 207
Mineapolis, MN 55439-2080

www.save.or

This Winter of your life will pass,
as all seasons do.

Stay in your season of wintriness
as long as need be,

For everything you feel is appropriate.
There is no right way to grieve,
There is only your way.

It will take as long as it takes.

-Rusty Berkus

THE ST. PAUL CHAPTER OF THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS

NOVEMBER/DECEMBER 2006/JANUARY 2007

PAGE 2



“"LOVE GIFTS” are tax-deductible donations given in memory of our
children or other loved ones by family, friends, or other caring people
who wish to help with the work of the St. Paul Chapter. Our chapter is
self-supporting and donations are our only means of existence. We
gratefully accept these gifts with the knowledge that our children are
warmly remembered. "Love Gifts” were generously given in loving
memory by the following:

- Carl & Kim - daughter, Hannah

- 6reg & Cathy Seehuetter - daughter, Nina Westmoreland
- Mary - son, Mike

- Karen - grandson, Luke

- Joannie - children, Mitchell John & Kellie Kaye

- Mary Ann- son, John

- Bruce & Sharon - son, Michael

THANK) You
¢

- Dick - son, Andy

- Dolores - son, Rick

- Russ & Marsha - son, Larry

- Nancy - daughter, Marissa

- Jim - son, David and wife, Bev

- Kathy & Al - son, Charlie

- Patricia - son, Zachary Jon and nephew, Alex, and in honor of son,
James

- Mike & Teresa - daughter, Samantha

- Diane - daughter, Danette, and for Nina W.

- Carol & George - daughter, Julia Ann

- Elaine - daughter Carla and granddaughter Julie

- Karen & Ken- son, Kyle

- Kathy & Vince - son, Steven, and Ruben

- Carol - children Jesse & Shelly

- Tom, Wendy & Jim - son and brother, Michael

- Nancy & John- son, Ian

- Mardell - granddaughter, Angela

- Mark & Diane - daughter, Afton

- Shirley & Don- son, Todd (for his birthday 11/13/70)

- Greg & Donna, Sherilyn & Brent - son and brother, Bobby

®

'i‘ HEARTFELT THANKS!

Thanksgiving is considered the holiday for counting blessings, often
easier said than done, especially for those who are newly bereaved.
However, I think we all agree that we can be truly grateful for The
Compassionate Friends organization. We are thankful for our chapter
where we found a safe haven to bring our heartache; a place to feel
comfortable talking about our children, siblings or grandchildren where
we found welcoming and understanding hearts, as well as resources to
help us in grief; a supportive place where we know we are not alone on
this journey.

We would like to extend a BIG THANKS to the following: Beaver
Lake Lutheran Church, who for so many years has kindly given us a
wonderful place for our meetings and special events. THANKS to all of
the people listed on page 2 without whom we would not be able to
function; their dedication and hard work is the glue that holds our
Chapter together.

THANKS to those who started the St. Paul chapter 20 years ago, and all
past leadership over that time period who kept it ticking. THANKS to those
who share treats with us at meetings, and help us setup and take down after
our meetings.

THANKS to those who had the courage to walk through our meeting room
doors for the first time, and continue to come to meetings not only for their
own healing, but also to reach out to newly bereaved members. And, finally,
THANKS to those (whether they have attended a meeting or not) who
support our chapter with their donations (Love Gifts) given in loving memory
of their precious loved ones to help ensure that our chapter will exist for
those who will need us to be there for them in the years o come.

Book Reviews
We would like o start having book reviews in the newsletter again.
If you have read a book that is in our library and would like to
recommend it to other members of our chapter, please write a
paragraph summary of it and why you found it helpful. Then please
forward to me at my home address or email address found on the
front page of the newsletter.

MARK YOUR CALENDAR!
St. Paul Chapter’s Annual Candle Lightiig Program
(Held in conjunction with TCF Worldwide Candle Lighting)
Beaver Lake Lutheran Church

December 10™ at 6:30 p.m.
(Watch for mailed flyer to follow for further information)

...that their
light may
always chine.

Light a candle for all ehildran who have died.

CQunday, Decamber 10, 2006
7 PM Around the Globe

THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS WORLOWIDE CANDLE LIGHTING »

Mitch Carmody
Popular speaker, author, workshop presenter, artist, bereaved father and
Chapter friend, Mitch Carmody will be speaking and facilitating our January
11™ meeting. Mitch lives in Hastings and is the author of Letters to My Son.
Mitch has done interpretive signing at our balloon releases and candle lighting
and spoken at several past meetings. We are very pleased to have Mitch back
again.



Thoughts from the Editor...

HOLIDAY HOPE

T have now survived over a decade of Thanksgivings and Christmases
since my daughter Nina's death in 1995. Tt feels surreal that it has
been that long since my dark-haired angel has not been present to
share her infectious enthusiasm for the holidays. Admittedly, if not
for my journaling, I have little recollection of the first two. Writing
allows me to see how far I have come since the bleakness of my soul
those first early holidays. In the midst of a "grief storm", when I
feel that I have taken one step forward and two steps back, I only
need to read what I have written to see that I have made mwch
progress, something that in early grief I did not believe was possible.
When in such a dark abyss, it is almost impossible to imagine that
there is even a glimmer of hope and light.

The first Thanksgiving is a blur. Whether we went out for dinner or
spent it with family or nuked a frozen dinner, I haven't a clue. As no
one else seems to remember, I would surmise that it was the same
for everyone else as well. The first Christmas without Nina was spent
trying desperately to make sure that nothing was ging to change.
The trees would be decorated, cards would be sent, gifts bought—I
believed that my daughter would not want us o be sad and that the
holiday should and would play out as usual. It almost worked. But the
effort of trying to achieve such an impossible task took its toll;
coming home from my parents’ home Christmas Day evening, the sight
from the rearview mirror of the empty spot in the back seat next to
my son where Nina should have been playfully sparring with her
brother, was too much o bear. I spent weeks recovering from such
an exhausting charade.

I learned a lesson that first Christmas because the second Christmas
“after” I gave into the emptiness and pain that I felt. The artificial
tree sat forlornly unadorned right where it wasassembled in the
middle of the living room; it seemed to symbolize the somber mood of
that second holiday season. I vocalized to my family and friends that
year about what T could and could hot do, would and would not do, T
used what I called the “five-minute rule”, which meant however I felt
five minutes before a holiday happening would be the deciding factor
whether I attended or not. The respect for my feelings they showed
me that year was the best gift they could ever have given me.

However, Christmas #3 seemed to mark a turning point. The visible
evidence involved my Christmas Village. Though an inexpensive
Department 59 wannabe, it was loved by my children, especially Nina.
From the time she was very young, she imaginatively played with the
ceramic people for hours at a time. Even as a teenager, she wanted to
know when T would be putting up the Village, as it was her favorite
part of our holiday décor.

The first two Christmases, I made a decision o never put up
our Christmas Village again. The memory of Nina's interactions
the Village was too painful to comprehend. However, that third
Christmas, as T was unpacking the few holiday items that T
would display, I came upon the boxes holding the Village. T
slowly opened the containers of precious memories and one

by one removed and unwrapped each piece. Visions of Christmas
past raced through my mind. This year, the images of Nind's
wide-eyed childlike wonder and excitement each time the
Village came out of its yearlong resting place brought a genuine
smile to my face.

I brought the Village upstairs and arranged it on the ledge of
the bay window, where it always had been. I sat in the dark
next to the lit village houses and watched the mechanical skater
the make-believe pond twirl and glide on the mirrored “ice".
Even through my tears, I felt the warm glow of beautiful
one-of -a-kind memories resurface. I realized at that moment
that a corner had been turned. Whereas the first two
Christmases I was unable to setup the Christmas Village
because of the memories, T was now setting it up for the same
reason—the memories! But with a twist this year—what I

had once perceived as a painful memory, with time had become
a precious memory as I remembered the delight and joy the
Village brought to Nina each Christmas of her life.

Each holiday season following the third one has been gentler.
We have gradually brought back some of our old traditions
intermingled with the new. Though we are sadly aware that
someone so loved is missing from our family gatherings, the
beauty of the season can now overshadow some of the sorrow.
We will never forget Nina and she will forever be included in oul
holiday celebrations. I put up a special little tree to exclusively
hold the ornaments I bought each of the 15 years of her life;
mixed in with the angel and butterfly ornaments I have since
bought symbolizing her “eternal life". We light a candle and
set her picture beside it, and we speak freely of our memories
of her. The TCF Worldwide Candle Lighting program our
chapter has each year is an especially important time for us to
step away from the hubbub of the season, to reflect, remember
bring Nind's spirit with us into the holidays.

Though the holidays can never be as they were, we who are
further along in our grief journey can offer the gift of hope
with the knowledge that with time, patience, support and
compassionate friendship, you will find new ways (when you
are ready) to bring a measure of joy and light back inb the
holiday season again. Wishing you peace, hope, solace and
understanding...

With gentle thoughts,

Cathy Seehuetter ,
\1@
\Z

TCF/5t. Paul Chap’rer'\ U



What about Christmas Cards?

My son Chris died on May 3, 1998. Two years ago, I came across a picture
of him when he was in the church Christmas program at 2 . He was wearing a
halo standing in front of the church’'s Christmas tree. I printed these pictures
and included them in our Christmas card. I just typed his name, birth date and
angel date.

Last year, I remembered just how much Chris loved and enjoyed the story
of the Little Drummer Boy as a small child and in his high school years. I found
cards with the drummer boy on them and included just how this was one of
Chris' favorite Christmas stories and I told the recipient I wished they had
people in their lives that brought them as much happiness as Chris had brought
to ours in his short lifetime (19).

When Chris was in the 3™ grade, they had to write about their favorite
recipe. Chris's was Gingerbread men. After he finished writing, he asked if he
could make some and take them to his kids in class. I have already found
Christmas cards with Gingerbread men on them. I will explain Chris’ love for
them and include the recipe with them.

- Carol Schuh, Christopher's mom (1/13/79---5/3/98)

Last Christmas was the first without our daughter Ashley and I had a horrible
time trying to decide what to do about a Christmas card. I found the perfect
card from Abbey Press. T would think anyone that can make a card could use
the words. It makes my Christmas card perfect:

Front: Christmas...a time to remember loved ones, both here and in heaven.

Inside left: T will turn their mourning into joy: I will comfort them, and give
them gladness to sorrow. Jeremiah 31:13

Inside right: After the loss of a loved one, the holiday season brings special
memories of Christmases past and tender moments of sadness. We are also
reminded of special friends and family like you. Through your love, we know
that Christmas will once again be filled with hope, peace and joy.

Hope this helps someone this year.

- Teri, mom to Ashley, 6/29/99-10/11/01 ~*

T have seen some parents write, “...and from Joey, our angel in heaven.” What
T've found to be the best solution for me is to send the cards from my
husband and myself, in memory of Tracey. I make my own holiday cards on my
computer, and next to her name, I add a photo of her smiling face. (This year
on the back of the card I wrote: "In memory of our precious daughter, Tracey.
We remember her..always." Her picture was below the message.

Though many of 'us’ aren't comfortable sending cards since our child died, T
feel it gives me an opportunity to remind people that she lived, and she
continues to be a precious part of our family.

- Wishing you peace, Sally Migliaccio

A dear friend of mine has been able to take a signature from her angel
daughter (off something she wrote her name on when she was still here) and
made a stamp out of it to sign cards and letters.

- Jayne Newton, Atlanta TCF

THE ST. PAUL CHAPTER OF THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS

More card ideas:

Sign your child's name and put a halo over it.

Use an angel or butterfly punch or rubber stamp to write name by it.
Add a label mentioning the TCF Worldwide Candle Lighting and ask
them to light a candle at 7PM in memory of child/sibling/grandchild.
Heart-shaped stamp with name written in the center.

Photo cards can include child by someone in front holding an 8x10
photograph of the child. Or can arrange the family around a picture

the wall of the child/sibling/grandchild.

NOVEMBER/DECEMBER 2006/JANUARY 2007
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CELEBRATING CHRISTMAS PAST" E

Ah, celebrating Christmas past! What memories fill our soul -
Of tiny toys and Christmas joys and stories left untold.
Excitement filled our world back then and everything was right.
For we loved to watch our children as their eyes danced
With delight.

Decorations were made by tiny hands and hung from our tree
with
pride,

And candy was made, and cookies too - and oh, the gifts we tried
to hide.

Christmas parties, parades, and Santa were all part of our
Christmas past.

But the magic and anticipation of Christmas
was over so very fast.

Celebrating Christmas past is now a nostalgic retreat -
As our minds stroll back through the years
with memories so very sweet.
We resolve once more to triumph with hope
that our courage will last,
And now, as long as we live, our children live also -
as we celebrate Christmas past.
~ in loving remembrance of all our children who left too soon ~

~ By Faye McCord, Jackson, MS
In loving memory of Lane McCord (1/26/65 ~ 9/13/98)

Thanksgiving Prayer
Today, we give thanks for our friends,
those that time has taken far from us,
those we cherish now and those we have yet to meet.
We give thanks for our family,

those members who are with us in spirit

and those who are a distance away.

We give thanks for our expanding family,
for relatives need not always be family
and family need not always be relatives,

love creates families.
We give thanks for our children,
for the ones who are here
and the ones that live on only in our memory.
We thank you. AMEN.
-TCF/Madison Chapter

PAGE - 5



Thanksgiving Memory Is A Treasure

The last time I saw my son was on November 30, 2002. It was a warm, clear
Saturday and he and his family had gathered with us at a friend's home for a
relaxing Saturday afternoon. Todd had arrived in Houston on Wednesday, stopped
at my office to finish some work and later came home. His daughters and wife
were in a different car and had gone to spend the weekend at her parent’s house.

Thanksgiving dinner was at our home that year. After dinner, Todd and his
family went to the in-laws for dessert. When he and his son came back home about
nine, Todd and I set and talked for hours. We talked about the many problems he
was facing, the many problems I was facing. We discussed options, solutions,
children, his plan for the next two years and much more. We reminisced about
past holidays, the history of our family and what contributed to a good childhood.
He wanted the same childhood experience for his children that he had; this
touched my heart. Most mothers tell their children “someday you'll thank me," but
T was able to hear it from my son's heart.

Friday morning found Todd and John changing the oil in the Durango. Todd
planned for his son, Clay, to stay and learn to do this chore, but he was overruled
by his wife. I could see the pain on Todd's face when she insisted that Clay spend
that time with her parents. He wanted a teaching moment with his child; he
wanted to spend time building memories that they both would share. Later my
husband and Todd went to the annual car show in Houston, which was their Friday
after Thanksgiving tradition.

When they came home, Todd and I spent hours talking. It was wonderful to talk
to my grown child as a peer. His ideas were excellent, his temperament always
patient. The conversation was easy, no roles, no hidden agendas, no secrets.

On Saturday Todd packed his suitcase and laptop and drove to his in-laws for a
brief visit. Saturday afternoon he and his family joined us for a meal at a friend's
house. They would leave from there and head back to Austin.

After a pleasant four hours of food andconversation, Todd and his children
were loading up for the trip back to Austin. He stood in the driveway, gave me a
big hug and said, "I love you, mom. Thanks for a great weekend." I can still see him
standing there, herding his little tribe into the two vehicles, watching and smiling
as his children exchanged kisses and hugs with everyone.

That's how I want to remember my son....the good times, the joys and setbacks
shared, the great conversations, the deep exchanges punctuated by a marvelous
sense of humor.

Less than three weeks later Todd was killed when he was riding as a passenger
in John's Durango. I will always remember our last private conversations, the last
time he walked through our front door, the last time I saw his handsome face and
the last time he told me he loved me. These and so much more are my Thanksgiving
memories...memories that are etched forever in my heart.

Annette Mennen Baldwin

In Memory of my son, Todd Mennen
TCF, Katy, TX

November, 2005

PE&CE

First Thanksgiving

The thought of being thankful
fills my heart with dread.
They'll all be feigning gladness,
not a word about her said.

These heavy shrouds of blackness
enveloping my soul,

pervasive, throat-catching,
writhe in me, and coil.

I must, I must acknowledge,

just express her name,

so all sitting at the table,

know I'm thankful that she came.

Though she's gone from us forever
and we mourn to see her face,

not one minute of her living,

would her death ever replace.

So I stop the cheerful gathering,
though my voice quivers, quakes,
make a toast to all her living.
That small tribute's all it takes.

Only December

Feelings heavy,

tears and tears.

Will the darkness last?
Or is it - only December?

Hadn't past months

brought peace and hope?
Where is the strength

of October - and November?

Lights, carols, ornaments on trees,
cards from friends,

happy times in seasons past.

We remember. We remember.

Will January bring light at last?
Will we be stronger then,

for making it through

this December?

When people ask
how I'm doing I say,
Well ... you know . . .
it's December.

Genesse Bourdeau Gentry
Both above from

Stars in the Deepest Night

- After the Death of a Child

THE ST. PAUL CHAPTER OF THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS
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