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CHAPTER MEETING AND CONTACT INFO:

Gwinnett Chapter- 7:30 PM on the 3rd  Thursday of every month.  Trinity Christian Fellowship, 1985 Old Fountain Road, Lawrenceville, 30043   Contact June Cooper by phone 770-995-5268, or email jc30044@flash.net, next meetings: June 18, July 16 and August 20.
TCF Atlanta website:  www.tcfatlanta.org     Gwinnett

website:www.tcfgwinnett.homestead.com/index.html
Georgia Regional Coordinator:  Muriel Littman, 404-603-9942  Email muriellittman@comcast.net 

The Compassionate Friends National Office: 1-877-969-0010

www.thecompassionatefriends.org 

OTHER AREA CHAPTERS:

Atlanta (Tucker) Chapter - 7:30 PM - second Tuesday of every month.  First Christian Church of Atlanta, 4532 LaVista Road, Tucker  Cindy Durham 770-938-6511, Tamie Dodge  770-982-2251 or Joe Hobbs 770-879-0023   Sibling Group – same time, ages 12 & up.  Nina Florence 404-484-2618            

 Sandy Springs Chapter - 7:15 PM -  fourth Wednesday of every month. Link Counseling Center, 348 Mt. Vernon Highway, Sandy  Springs  -  Mary Natelli  404-563-1047 or 770-751-9186, email natelli@bellsouth.net 

Southwest Atlanta Chapter - 7:30 PM on the first Thursday of every month. Ben Hill United Methodist Church, 2099 Fairburn Road, SW, Atlanta  Jackie McLoyd   404-346-4217  

Athens Chapter - 7:30 PM on the second Monday of every month. Holy Cross Lutheran Church, 800 West Lake Drive (ext. of Alps Road),   Johnnie Sue Moore 706-769-6256

Marietta Chapter - 7:00-9:00 p.m. First Tuesday; Third Floor of Marietta First Baptist Church , 148 Church St.    Erica Beltz, 678-891-7479  or Kathy Kelcourse, 770-579-3512  
Rome Chapter    Sandra Stinson (706) 235-6108   
Dalton Georgia Chapter-  Dawn Sissons  706-277-3312 or cell phone 706-264-4458  

Pickens County Chapter – 7:00 pm second Tuesday each month at Georgia Mountain Hospice in Jasper.  Call Anne Morrow at 706-692-5656.
North Georgia Mountains Chapter, 7:30 – 9:30 last Thursday of each month, Union County Library meeting room in Blairsville.  Contact Kathy Malone 770-979-1763

A non-denominational self-help support group offering friendship, understanding and hope to bereaved families who have experienced the death of a child at any age, from any cause.

"The mission of The Compassionate Friends is to assist families in the positive resolution of grief following the death of a child and to provide information to help others be supportive."
www.tcfatlanta.org   and www.thecompassionatefriends.org
We need not walk alone.

We are The Compassionate Friends

Dear Friends,

The Gwinnnett  newsletter is available both in print and through e-mail.   If you have received this issue in print and would prefer to receive e-mail instead, please notify us at tcfgwinnett@yahoo.com or 770-932-5862.  This will help keep our postage and printing costs down.  We welcome your suggestions to improve our chapter newsletter.

We need your input for the newsletter. Poetry, letters and comments submitted by parents, siblings and grandparents will be an important part of each issue.  Our next issue, Autumn 2009,  will cover the months of  September, October & November.
We will also continue to recognize birth and death dates as times of special remembrance within our TCF family.  Please communicate this important information to us if you have not already done so.  
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 THANK YOU!


Many parents give back to TCF through volunteer opportunities as a means of honoring their child.  Without volunteers our group would not exist.  We are grateful to these volunteers:  June Cooper, Chapter Co-Leader, in memory of her daughter, Wendy McMain & in memory of her sister, Noreen Keenan;  Meg Avery, Chapter Co-Leader & Newsletter Editor in memory of her son James Avery; Barbara Dwyer, Chapter Treasurer and group facilitator and Leo Dwyer, group facilitator and community outreach,  in memory of their son Matthew Dwyer;  Maryann Bills for making birthday phone calls, in memory of her daughter, Norma Mucha, and in memory of her granddaughter, Samantha Mucha ;  Terry Sparks, provides newly bereaved packet info & group facilitator, in memory of his daughter, Natalie Sparks;  Nancy Long,  creating & mailing Remembrance Cards in memory of her son Joseph Beatty;  Sandy Lavender, organizing & setting up the library in memory of her daughter Ashley Lauren Hull; Terri Pilgrim, database/directory updates in memory of her son, Ryan Pilgrim, and Janice & Wayne Pattillo, maintaining our Children’s Memorial Garden, in memory of their son, Michael Pattillo.
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June, July, August Birthdays

The light of life never goes out, and so we remember their birthdays
June 1st    
  Justin Todd Stephens


 
June 4th   
  Don Walton
June 6th     
 Xavier Hayes





June 7th    
 Jamie Ann Quillen




June 8th    
 Justin Brooks



June 14th   
 Jonathan Husfeld


 
June 14th    
Blake “BJ” Jolly


 
June 17th    
Scott Michael Malone


 
June 19th    
Mitchell Dean Orr


 
June 20th   
Chanda Leigh Wooden


 
June 21st   
Matthew James McCune

 
June 21st    
Scott Johnson



 
June 22nd    
Christopher Reed


 
June 24th    
Christian Nicolae Moise


 
June 25th    
Joseph Beatty



 
June 26th    
Brian Devine



 
June 26th    
Ryan Michael Sharp


 
June 27th    
Adam Lee Jones


 
June 28th    
Cathy Hayes



 
June 29th    
Jessica Rose Riley


 
July 1st       
Charlie Smallen



 
July 1st       
Adyson Claire Smith


 
 July 5th      
Robbie Schmeelk


 
July 8th      
Jason Pettus



 
July 12th    
Justin Cates



 
July 15th    
James R. Avery, III


 
July 17th    
Johnathan England


 
July 17th    
Christopher Gabriel Patton

 
July 20th    
Keith Kotte



 
 July 27th    
Fara “Nicole” Choate


 
July 29th   
Michael Clayborne Montgomery
 
July 29th    
Noreen Keenan



 
July 30th     
Genna Watson



 
July 31st   
Arnessa Darlene Royster

 
August 3rd    
Jessica & Von Justin Windsor

 
August 6th    
Gabrielle Pierre Louis


 
August 6th    
Chris Morrow



 
August 6th    
Ronald Bruce West


 
 August 10th    
Jacob Meadows



 
August 14th   
Amanda Sullivan


 
August 14th    
Stephen Owens



 
August 17th   
Eric Amend



 
August 18th   
Wendy McMain


 
August 19th    
Justin Evans



 
August 22nd    
Jarod Robert Wills


 
August 23rd    
Todd Wehunt



 
August 24th   
Edward Leonard Stempien

 
August 25th    
Jeremy James White


 
August 25th    
Rachael Fouquet


 
August 26th    
Johnia Berry



 
August 27th    
Michael LeVierge


 
August 31st    
Tommy McDonald
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June, July, August, Anniversaries
So that their lives may always shine, our children are remembered.  As long as we live, they too shall live for they are part of us in our memories
June 1st  
Richie Petzel


 
June 2nd 
Nathanael Tate


 
June 3rd 
Christopher Downs “CJ”
 
June 6th 
Xavier Hayes, June 6

June 8th 
Billy Foulke


 
June 14th 
Linda Strauss


 
June 16th 
Matthew Hinson

 
June 18th 
Scott Michael Malone

 
June 18th 
Melissa Dennis


 
June 20th 
Cory Bute


 
June 22nd 
Tracy Tidmore


 
June 28th 
Jason Edward Palmer

 
June 28th
Scott Johnson


 
June 30th 
Robbie Schmeelk

 
July 3rd

Aaron Stephens


 
July 4th 

Jeremy James White

 
 July 12th 
Genna Watson


 
July 13th 
Jonathan Ayers


 
July 14th 
Michael Dunn


 
July 19th 
Misty Autumn Dubose

 
July 23rd 
Christopher Boyd

 
July 27th 
Chris Emery


 
July 28th 
Noreen Keenan


 
July 30th 
Ronald “Scott” Long

 
August 1st
David Arthur Braund

 
August 1st 
Brett Lykins


 
August 3rd 
Jessica & Von Justin Windsor
 
August 5th 
Michael Clayborne Montgomery
 
August 8th 
Melissa McDonald Weber
 
August 9th 
Blake Hinson


 
August 13th
Chris Morrow


 
August 19th 
John Andrew Sims

 
August 21st
Jenny Gryzinski


 
August 21st
Brian Devine


 
August 28th 
Ryan Michael Sharp

 

August 31st       Todd Wehunt



8-31-00
Summer Memories

Summertime is a happy time for most people in this country:  vacations, holidays, family reunions, relaxed days at the pool, evenings in the backyard talking with family and friends, the smell of a fresh rain, the long days, the cooling nights, fresh mown grass and flowers that bloom profusely.     Despite Houston’s heat, summer has become a treasured time for me.  My son was a child of summer.  Born in May, he loved the summer sun on his face and the wind in his hair as he first rode a tricycle, then a bicycle, then drove a car.  Those were wonderful times for him.  The summer solstice on June 21 was a favorite day for us both.  Since the summer solstice is the longest day of the year, Todd particularly loved to watch the sunrise and sunset.  I found myself doing that again this year.  As I looked at the sun directly overhead at noon (1:00 DST) I made the comment that this is the one perfectly balanced day of the year.  Later as I watched a beautiful solstice sunset, I remarked to my husband about the light…the gorgeous light.  I was seeing Todd in that light.  He was laughing, chasing lightening bugs, running and spinning and turning, filled with the joy of summer.  He was happy.

    I listened to the neighbors’ children playing, and I thought about all the wonderful summer days I had spent with my son.  I am thankful that I had that time.  I am thankful that my child was a son of summer.  He found much joy in nature, in the outdoors, in activities that took him out of the ordinary and into the sublime.

    That’s how it is for bereaved parents.  We eventually come to a place where we realize that our joyful memories have overtaken the pain of the loss of our child to death.  We wouldn’t trade the time we shared with our children for anything or any other experience.  We have many relationships in our lives, but the unique nature of the parent-child relationship is so special, so deep, so life changing, that we endure and even embrace the pain because we had, for that time in our lives, a relationship of pure love and pure  joy with our child.  There is no way to measure the depth, width or volume of a parent’s love.  It exceeds every other human relationship. Yes, we miss them terribly.  We weep silently into our pillows at night.  We light candles, take flowers to the cemetery, wear their favorite colors, treasure pictures of our children and keep them forever in our hearts.  This is a big part of life for every bereaved parent.

    Somehow, on the summer solstice, I felt my child’s presence in the light of the day and the beautiful rose color of the solstice sunset.  I could hear his voice, see his smile and feel his emotions.  Peace slips into our hearts in extraordinary ways.

By Annette Mennen Baldwin, TCF, Katy, Texas

In memory of my son, Todd Mennen 
TCF Atlanta Daily E-Newsletter 

and Online Sharing

TCF Atlanta Daily E-Newsletter and Online Sharing is an online sharing group available to anyone with internet access. The Online Daily Sharing is a wonderful daily resource to remind everyone "They Need Not Walk Alone".   We share articles, poems and messages from other bereaved families.  

Currently online sharing has over 1300 active members and are growing at a rate of 2 per day.   To join go to the following link: www.tcfatlanta.org/SharingList.html
Many thanks to Wayne and Jayne Newton in reaching out to bereaved families worldwide as editors of the TCF Atlanta online sharing site and TCF Atlanta website.                                                 ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Walking in the Shadow of my Child

[image: image7.wmf]Where ever I go,

I walk with his shadow on my being,

I am clothed in a coloration 
not visible to the naked eye.

It casts an unexpected influence on 
how I carry myself,

As I journey through life.

It clouds my way of looking at things,

Forces perspectives which I didn’t know 
were a part of my psyche.

The shade of grayness, 
through which I now view things,

Absorbs some of the radiance which I experience.

Yet my shadow comes not from the valley of death,

But from my child being closer to the light.

By Ed Kuzela, TCF Atlanta/Tucker
In Memory of my son, 

Chris July 7, 1967 – April 24, 1988
  Grief, Healing and Time
     Today someone I loved died.  I can’t believe it.  I don’t believe it.   I won’t believe it.  Family comes,  Friends come.  The phone keeps ringing.  The doorbell rings again and again.  The ringing seems far away.  I hear it, but I seem unable to answer.  My legs won’t move.  My feet won’t move.  I am glued to the chair.  Others answer for me.  They seem to know – I don’t remember how.

    Tomorrow comes. I didn’t want it to ever come.  I wanted to go back to the time before you died.  There, I said it.  You died.  Does that make it true?  There must be some mistake, I tell myself.  Maybe this is just a bad dream.   If only someone would wake me up.  When people ask me what they can do for me, I try to tell them the only thing I want is you.  They look sad, they gently shake their heads, they hug me and still you’re not here.

    Your funeral is over.  Everyone says I did so well.  I hardly cried.  Don’t they see I can’t cry, not yet.   “She is in shock”, I hear someone else say.  “Give her time, that’s all she needs.”  I wonder, Can it really be that simple?  If it is, I just want to run through time, however much time it takes to get to the place where I don’t hurt so bad, don’t miss you so much.  But no, I can’t do that.  Even if I could, I would only be farther from you.  My heart cannot bear that.

    Days pass.  Tomorrow will be one month since you died.  I wonder how I can just skip that day.  I am afraid of it; of reliving every single detail of your death, knowing that one month ago you were here with me and my world was okay.  Now I have no world.  Everyone keeps telling me that I just need to make a new world.  But I liked my old one.  I never asked to have it taken from me.  Even if I wanted to, I don’t know how to start over.   I don’t know where the beginning of that world is, or how to get there.  Everything is so hard and makes me so tired.  I just want to stay in bed.

    Days pass and turn into weeks.  I am stuck in a world foreign to me, wondering where you are and how you could have left me.

    I force myself to go through the motions of living and caring for others.  They don’t seem to notice it’s just pretend and I am the star of the hardest role of my life.  If only they had just an inkling of the place I am in – of my fractured and broken heart.

    I never used to read the obituaries.  Now I feel compelled to do so.  I feel like a kindred spirit to others who must also travel the road I am on.  I still feel so alone.  Now they will feel alone too.  I feel like I should say something to them, but I do not know them; I only know their pain.

    Months continue to pass.  I am back at work, back in church, getting my hair done.  It all still seems strange, different, and doesn’t matter like it used to.  Friends call.  Sometimes I say, “Yes, I will go to dinner.”  Other times I say, “Thanks for calling, but not today.”  Many days it is still easier to just be alone where I don’t have to hide my tears when they come, where I can talk to you and not feel strange, where I can just be however I am that day and not try to fit into the place others have carved out for me.

    Finally, one day I surprise myself.  I am humming a tune.  For a little while, I feel lighter.  I almost smile.  I begin to judge myself.  What’s the matter with me?  How can I be even a little happy when you’re not here?  But then I hear your voice in my head, or is it in my heart – the place where you live, saying you are glad that I am humming, glad I can smile, encouraging me to live again.  I don’t know whether to laugh or cry, so I do both.  But later that day I find myself humming again, and I smile, knowing that I am going to be okay.

By Deb Kosmer

Reprinted from We Need Not Walk Alone, Winter/Spring 2009

Deb Kosmer has worked as a hospice bereavement counselor for the past eight years.  Her 14-year-old son and her 31-year-old sister died in separate car accidents in 1989.   Deb’s writings are published ina variety of grief magazines and she is currently working on a book.

To My Little Girl
    After your birth we only had a quick glimpse of parenthood before the doctor stepped into our room and quietly told us you were having problems.  Our pride was suddenly replaced with fear.

    As we stood over your isolette I wanted to apologize to you, to explain why all these machines and needles were necessary.  I felt so helpless!  I am your daddy, but there was nothing I could do to help you.  It was obvious you were going to die.

    Later you slept in my arms, your hand grasping mine in newborn reflex, as I marveled at your perfect beauty.  We listened to your soft moan (or was it a sigh?) knowing these were the only sounds we would ever hear from your sweet lips.

    As my tears fell on your cool cheeks, I kissed you good-bye, hugging your little limp body to mine, and promised you would never be forgotten.  For a time, we babied you and then we handed you through a magic window, back into the arms of God.

    After you died there were two sides to our grief.  First we mourned for the life that would never be, our little girl that only existed the nine months of pregnancy.  Then there were the hopes and dreams.

    All the fantasies we had for our future together – your first words, the holidays and birthdays, your wedding day, bringing us your babies, your hugs, and kisses.  These, too, died and were buried with you.

    One of the most important things I learned from you is that by sharing my pain, I became a stronger man.  Right now I think your mom needs to see my tears more than she needs to see any false bravado.

    Every day I think of you.  Especially while your sisters cuddle up close to me and say “We love you, Daddy.”

    I’ll never hear those words from you until we meet again.  But you will always be my precious little angel-child.  I will hold you in my heart forever.

    My Love Always!

 

Daddy

P.S.  Did I tell you how much I miss you?

TCF South Central Kentucky Chapter

From the Madison Area Chapter Newsletter July/August 2008

My Dad is a Survivor

My dad is a survivor too

which is no surprise to me.

He's always been like a lighthouse

that helps you cross a stormy sea.

But, I walk with my dad each day

to lift him when he's down.

I wipe the tears he hides from others;

He cries when no one's around.

I watch him sit up late at night

with my picture in his hand.

He cries as he tries to grieve alone,

and wishes he could understand.

My dad is like a tower of strength.

He's the greatest of them all!

But, there are times when he needs to cry...

Please be there when he falls.

Hold his hand or pat his shoulder...

And tell him it's okay.

Be his strength when he's sad,

Help him mourn in his own way.

Now, as I watch over my precious dad

from the Heavens up above...

I'm so proud that he's a survivor...

And, I can still feel his love!

. Copyright 1998 Kaye Des'Ormeaux 

Dedicated to all dads who have lost a child & was forced to survive. 

  And the Rocket’s Red Glare
I watched the spectacular bursts of colors.  It was always such a treat.  The star bursts, the swirls, the straight ones, making their noisy banging trajectories into the night time sky.

Throughout these exciting displays, tears ran down my face.  Inconceivable that I am here to enjoy this and you, my beautiful Cheryl, are not.

Then new thoughts rolled through my mind.  Perhaps you are viewing thee fireworks and many more from a higher vantage point, where the colors and designs shine more vividly.  Perhaps you are seeing and understanding things that I can neither see nor understand.  Perhaps your world is filled with rainbows and flowers and butterflies.  Perhaps you are surrounded by love, music, beauty and unbounded joy.  Perhaps my love.  I can only hope…

By Carol Silverman, Elkins Park, PA
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Support Group Meetings

Monthly support group meetings are the heart of The Compassionate Friends. These gatherings provide a safe and caring environment in which bereaved parents and siblings can talk freely about the emotions and experiences they are enduring. Parents and siblings receive the understanding and support of others who have “been there.”  

Through the years, the hope for the future that is provided through these sharing sessions has been more helpful than anything else in resolving the grief of bereaved parents. Siblings, grandparents and other adult family members are also welcome at TCF meetings.

The death of a child of any age, from any cause, is a shattering experience for a family.  When a child dies, to whom does a family turn for the emotional support it will need during the grief journey that lies ahead?  The Compassionate Friends understands that grief for a child lasts longer and is more intense than society commonly recognizes.  Other grieving parents can offer empathy and understanding of this loss, while also recognizing that each person’s grief is unique.


To My Dear Brother, Matthew

I’ll treasure those moments

We had in the sun.

I’ll treasure those moments

We had in the rain.

I’ll treasure those moments

Till we meet again.

I’ll treasure those moments

Through all of our pain.

By Jamie Melvin, TCF Regina, South Dakota

---------------------------------------------------------

On Sibling Grief – From a Grieving Sibling

I am a surviving sibling.  Fifteen months ago I was not even familiar with the term…now I am one!  How am I doing?  What are the guidelines to measure my progress?  Why can’t I remember when I was told of my brother’s death…or the days following the accident for that matter?  Did I go crazy?  Was it yesterday, or was it over a year ago?  Did I laugh just today when I never thought I would laugh again?  What is this peaceful feeling that I feel from time to time?  Is it healing?

     Lee, 29, was my little brother.  I remember trying to alternately protect or tease him, make him laugh or make him cry.  He was like having a real live baby doll to play with since I was 10 years older than he.  (Our mother said he was the cleanest little boy in the neighborhood.  I guess having 3 older sisters is the reason for that!)

    How can I explain the pain I felt on learning of his accident?  I wanted to go to him right away to see that he was ok, but our cousin, Judy, said that wasn’t possible.  I guess that was when I was told that he was dead…but I don’t remember that.  I only remember screaming.

    When was it that I began to heal?  Probably at the same time that I thought I was going totally, certifiably crazy!  Then, someone told me about The Compassionate Friends and what they did.  I wondered if they could help me but doubted that they could.  After all, how could they understand how much I hurt at having lost my precious baby brother or how close we had always been and how he always helped me.  Why should they even care about me?  But, you know what…they did help.  With the help and support of this group of wonderful caring people, I am alive today and working toward a fruitful life.  I will never be the same as I was before June 18, 1992, but I truly believe I have become a better person.

    While Lee’s life taught me so much, his death taught me some invaluable lessons.  I have learned to become more aware of life and my own mortality and am more attuned to other needs.  I no longer take anything for granted.  I miss him terribly, but take solace in the belief that he is happy in his new world and that one day we will be reunited.

    Sibling grief takes a tremendous amount of time and work.  Sometimes just thinking of my brother, looking at his picture, or hearing his favorite song, “God Bless America”, reduces me to a teary mess.  Sometimes these same things make me smile.  But, I am surviving and have developed a new perspective on life.  I am closer to and cherish my family more than ever and realize how very important they are.  I am dedicated to helping other surviving siblings work through their grief.  I pray daily for peace, not only for myself and my family, but for everyone making this journey through grief.

    One thing that I have found to be most helpful during the past fifteen months of grief work has been to talk about and be honest about my feelings.  I encourage siblings (and parents) to try to hook up with a support group such as The Compassionate Friends to talk out your feelings and concerns.  After all, we’ve already paid an extremely high price to join this group…the life of our loved one…so why not take advantage of what they have to offer.  You may even find yourself helping someone else (even though you might not believe that now).

By Sunday Lee Stanton, November 1993

TCF Wyoming Valley, Pennsylvania
Grief Support For Siblings

When a child has died, siblings are often referred to as “the forgotten mourners.” While parents usually receive much support, siblings usually receive little—often being asked “How are your parents doing?” The Compassionate Friends is an organization that is not just for bereaved parents. It’s also for bereaved siblings (and grandparents). Some chapters have sibling subgroups while many welcome adult siblings to their meetings. Contact your local chapter to find out their policies on siblings and their meetings. On The Compassionate Friends national website, you will find support in a number of different ways.
 
Online Support Community (live chats) allows you to talk with other bereaved siblings  from across the country during the Online Support Community sessions held every week.  These sessions are limited in number of participants and have trained monitors who are also siblings.  Check out www.compassionatefriends.org and go to Resources/Siblings.
26  -  Yours and Mine

This July 15, James would have been 26 years old.  I was 26 when James was born.   The 14 years we had James in our life were wonderful, but not enough.  I don’t know if there is such a thing as “enough”.  It’s never the right time, it’s never enough time, but when yet another birthday rolls around, the questions re-surface once again.   I wonder if James would have been a dad by now – I know he would have been a very loving and companionable husband, and an awesome dad, just like his dad.    James loved little children & he was very patient and kind.  He was a soccer youth referee and his “career” began with the youngest group of soccer players, those age 4 and 5.  They always asked so many questions, but James never minded.    When James was 3, his cousin was born & I can still see the look of amazement on James’ face the first time he laid eyes on this precious little 2 week old baby, Dustin.   James’ next cousin was born in 1992 when he was nine years old.  He loved holding Elizabeth and playing with her.  Whenever we took family vacations that included the cousins, we always had so much fun.   He has two older cousins, Rachel & Jennifer, and oh, how he loved teasing those girls!  I fondly remember the last time James & Elizabeth were together – about six weeks before James died.  We spent the day at the beach in Pensacola, Elizabeth was not quite five years old and James was 14.    He was able to bring himself down to her level and enjoy playing in the water and building sandcastles.  She thought he was so neat – the typical adoration of the little young cousin looking up to her big cousin.   I am so glad we took the time to spend that day with Elizabeth.    These treasured times with children, both family, friends & soccer players, gave me the glimpse that indeed, James would have been a wonderful father.

But instead, he is forever 14 and will not know the rewards of fatherhood, nor the love of a spouse.  As his 26th birthday approaches, I realize it is important to focus on what was, and not what could have been.  Yes, I became a mom when I was 26 and James will not be a dad, not at 26 or any age, but he was a wonderful son, grandson, nephew, cousin and friend.   In those 14 years I know his life made an impact and on his birthday I look back at all the precious memories and try not to dwell on the what if’s, the could have been’s and the what should be’s.  That is a very difficult task, especially on a birthday.   

What is, is never enough, but what should be, will never be.  Focus on what is right now & today.   Blend what was before into what is right now to find peace and serenity.  Yes, James gave us so many treasured memories during his 14 years and I mourn his death and the inability to create new memories, but I take the lessons I’ve learned from both his life and death to look toward the future, because his life made an impact which will never be forgotten, not by me, who became his mom at 26 and will forever be his mom.

Happy Birthday James!   Love you, miss you and remember you forever!
By Meg Avery

 Saying Goodbye

On June 25th, 1980 I received the best birthday present ever – a beautiful baby boy.  We named him Joseph (my middle name is Jo).  As the years went by, we spent our birthdays together.  We went to Bullwinkles (now known as Chuck-e-Cheese), we went to Red Lobster, one year we went on a half day tour of Mammoth Cave and had lunch in the Snowball Dining Room.

Whenever we would part we would always hug, kiss and say I Love You.

That’s how we parted on Mother’s Day, 2005.  Four days later as they were getting ready to disconnect life support, they told me to “Say Good-bye”.   “THE” good-bye. 

I recently heard a fellow traveler say she never GOT to say good-bye.  I’m sure she had said good-bye to her daughter many times, but not “THE” good-bye.  Sometimes I think we should be grateful for what we didn’t get to do.

We sat next to an ICU bed for 2 days while Joseph lay in a coma, hooked to machines.  Even though they told us on the day of the accident that there was nothing more they could do and it was just a matter of time, you sit, you pray, you bargain, you cry and plead, but you don’t say good-bye.

I think any parent who was told to “say good-bye” would agree – you can’t say good-bye to your child.

The advice I give everyone is – every time you leave someone you care about, tell them you love them and tell them good-bye because it may be your last chance.

I see Joseph’s friends having children and buying houses and while I mourn everything he lost, I also, on his birthday will celebrate all he had and all he was.

He was fun loving, he lived every minute, he was a husband and a brother.  He is my son, my special birthday baby and instead of good-bye I’d like to tell him “I love you and I’ll see you later”.
Happy Birthday Joseph Beatty.

Nancy Long

Submitted by Nancy Long, Joseph’s mom.                           Nancy creates & mails Remembrance Cards for anniversaries and birthdays for TCF Gwinnett 
My daughter Rachael Fouquet’s birthday is August 25, and she wrote this in her Live Journal 10 days after she was listed for her 2nd heart transplant and 2 weeks before we lost her.  (She was listed November 7, 2007 and passed away on December 7, 2007.)   
My life is amazing.
I get to do amazing things.
And meet amazing people.
I get to change lives for the better...
all the time.
I am still optimistic in the worst             possible situations. 
I am an amazing person                              to be able to do what I do.

I have an amazing family.
I'm very lucky in everything I do.
I know I will get through this.
I will be better than new in no time.
I love my life. <3
 ~ Rachael Fouquet ~  November 17, 2007
Submitted by Rachel’s mom, Christine Boldt, TCF Gwinnett

News from The Compassionate Friends National Office
2009 National Conference in Portland, Oregon, August 7 – 9 
       Candy Lightner is well-known as the dynamic founder of Mothers Against Drunk Drivers (MADD). She will be the Saturday night banquet keynote speaker.

        Reg and Maggie are the parents of Nicholas Green, the seven-year-old American boy who was shot and killed by highway bandits in Italy in 1994, spawning organ donations that have saved thousands of lives. They will be the Friday afternoon banquet keynote speakers.

       Darcie Sims is a bereaved parent, nationally certified grief management specialist, a psychotherapist, and a board certified hypnotherapist whose unique brand of humor is a special type of grief therapy. She is the Sunday Closing keynote speaker.
       Michele Longo Eder, author and accomplished lawyer who journaled about what daily life was like for her husband and sons commercial fishing business never dreamt it would include personal heartache as tragedy struck just before Christmas, 2001. She will be the Friday Opening keynote speaker.
A very popular event at every TCF national conference is the Walk to Remember® which will be held the closing day of the conference, Sunday, August 9 starting at 8 a.m. from the hotel. This will be the tenth event and as many as 1500 are expected to join in this special event.
Visit www.compassionatefriends.org for further information & details about this conference – also visit  http://www.tcfatlanta.org/AtlantaWalks2009.html for information on the Atlanta area Walk to Remember details.
News from the Gwinnett Chapter                      We reach out to you with the understanding and love only another bereaved parent can offer.  Attending meetings and learning from others what has helped them is one way to ease the pain of losing a child.  We welcome you to join us at the Gwinnett Chapter of TCF.  

The Gwinnett Chapter has a Birthday Table every month,  set up with our butterfly candle and birthday poem and there is plenty of room for pictures.  If your child, grandchild or sibling’s birthday falls in that meeting month, you will have the opportunity to share some of your special memories with us.    Please bring your favorite pictures and/or mementos for our Birthday Table and also, please feel free to bring your child’s favorite snacks and/or drinks for our snack table.   

If you would like to give of your time, and volunteer in any way to our chapter, we warmly welcome new volunteers.  This is your chance to give back and to help out with the “behind the scenes” efforts for our local chapter.    We need new volunteers to successfully continue the efforts begun when the Gwinnett Chapter was created in 1994.    Volunteer opportunities range from helping to set up a meeting, becoming a facilitator, and making phone calls.  This is a great way to give back in memory of your child after you have found hope, encouragement and strength from TCF to survive & thrive in spite of life’s worst tragedy.  Making the change from needing help & finding help to giving help & support to new parents is another healing milestone.    Please call or e-mail June Cooper, 770-995-5268, jc30044@flash.net, or Meg Avery, 770-932-5862 if you have questions or if you’d like to volunteer.

NEW MEETING LOCATION

TCF Gwinnett has a new home for our monthly meetings.  Due to ongoing construction for several months at The First Baptist Church of Lawrenceville, we are now meeting at Trinity Christian Fellowship, 1985 Old Fountain Road, Lawrenceville, 30043.  We meet in the 100 Building.  Visit their website, www.tcfchurch.com  or TCF Gwinnett’s

website   :www.tcfgwinnett.homestead.com/index.html for specific directions
The Annual Gwinnett Chapter Picnic will be on Saturday, September 12, 2009 from 3:30 – 7:00 at Rhodes Jordan Park in the Stanley Gunter Pavilion in Lawrenceville.  Please bring a photo of your child, grandchild, and/or sibling for our Memory Table and a balloon for our Memorial Balloon Release.   We will have bbq, cole slaw, potato salad and beans catered; please bring a side dish (salad, casserole, snacks or dessert.)  Sue Whitaker at National Beverage will be donating soft drinks & bottled water.  If you would like to join the picnic committee, there will be a meeting in July.  Please contact Meg Avery, 770-932-5862 or email tcfgwinnett@yahoo.com
                             Gifts of Love                                                                   A love gift is a financial donation to The Compassionate Friends Gwinnett Chapter.  It is usually in honor of a child who has died, but it can also be from individuals who want to honor a relative or friend who has died, or simply a gift from someone who wants to help in the work of our chapter.  Love gifts are acknowledged in each quarterly issue.

In Loving Memory of Joey Robinson ,                                from his dad, Weyman Robinson 

In Loving Memory of Wynne Wilson,                                   from his mom, Mary Alynne Goodman

Stamps were donated by Marvin Choate, for Remembrance Cards, in loving memory of his daughter, Fara Nicole

.If you make a monetary donation to TCF Gwinnett, (which is tax-deductible)  you may specify whether you would like your contribution to go toward the memorial garden account, newsletter account or general account.   Funds from the general account pay for remembrance cards, postage, labels, the annual picnic, expenses associated with monthly meetings and for information packets for newly bereaved parents.    We do not receive funds from The Compassionate Friends National Office and we are always extremely appreciative for any contributions.  Please be assured, however, that there are no financial dues to be a member of TCF.   Everyone contributes in their own unique way; whether it be with time, donations of books for our library, referring newly bereaved parents to us, helping out at monthly meetings, making phone calls etc. 

  Our Credo...

We need not walk alone.
We are The Compassionate Friends.
We reach out to each other with love,
with understanding and with hope.
The children we mourn have died at all ages and from many different causes, but our love for them unites us.
Your pain becomes my pain,
just as your hope becomes my hope.
We come together from all walks of life,
from many different circumstances.
We are a unique family because we represent many
races, creeds and relationships.  We are young, and we are old.
Some of us are far along in our grief, but others
still feel a grief so fresh and so intensely painful that they feel helpless and see no hope.
Some of us have found our faith to be a source of
strength while some of us are struggling to find
answers.   Some of us are angry, filled with guilt or in
deep depression while others radiate an inner peace.
But whatever pain we bring to this gathering of
The Compassionate Friends,
it is pain we will share
just as we share with each other our love for the children who have died.
We are all seeking and struggling to build a future for ourselves, but we are committed to building a future together.  We reach out to each other in love to share the pain as well as the joy, share the anger as well as the peace, share the faith as well as the doubts and help each other to grieve as well as to grow.
We need not walk alone.
We Are The Compassionate Friends.
Copyright 2007
Would you like to honor your child by making a donation to the Gwinnett TCF Chapter in his or her memory?

Please fill out the information below, clip and mail with your tax deductible donation to: Gwinnett TCF, Barbara Dwyer, 

4905 Pond Ridge Lane, Cumming, GA  30041. 

(Please make checks payable to TCF Gwinnett.) 

Name_____________________________________________

Address:__________________________________________

In Memory of:_____________________________________

Please specify if you would like your donation added to the Children’s Memorial Account, Newsletter Account, or General Account.
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