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THE ROBIN’S SONG

Children’s Memorial Garden

It’s spring once again. Our part of the world is turning back towards the sun;
trees are leafing out; wildflowers are blooming. Robins are again singing to one
another. And, I believe, also singing to those who are grieving.
Before my daughter Lori died, I was under the misperception that only the
English robin had a glorious song. That smaller, red-breasted scalawag of a bird
delights all who hear it, and I had felt that we in the United States had been
short-changed when they’d misnamed its larger, boring American cousin the
same sweet name. All I’d ever heard our robins do was cheep!
Then one June day, almost a year after Lori died, during one of the darkest times
of my grief, my ears and heart flew open with surprise at a song I heard outside
my window. I distinctly heard, in the midst of my pain, a bird singing loudly and
clearly, “Cheer up! Cheer up! Cheerio! . . . Cheer up! Cheer up! Cheerio!” I went
outside to see what marvelous bird might have been sent to sing to me. I could
barely see the bird at the top of the neighbor’s poplar tree, so, while hoping this
exotic, magical bird wouldn’t fly away while I was gone, I went to find our
binoculars.
Rushing back, I could hear the bird from each room in the house. After adjusting
the binoculars, I was truly amazed to see one of our “boring” American robins
come clearly into view! As he continued singing clear as day, “Cheer up! Cheer
up! Cheerio!” I marveled at this special message and wondered if my robin was
the only one who sang these words. So I looked it up in my Audubon Society Field
Guide to North American Birds and found that my robin was not an anomaly, but
that robins are considered “the true harbinger of spring, singing “Cheer-up,
cheer-up, cheerily.”
Continued on Page 3 – See ROBIN
************************************************************************
3rd Monday - Online ZOOM – Available upon request. Email us at
tcfnola@gmail.com no later than May 16th to request to be invited. ZOOM session
will be May 17th at 7 pm if there are requests for a meeting.

7:00 – 9:00 pm
2nd Monday of every month
Children’s Memorial Garden

7:00 – 9:00 pm
Bring your chair/flashlight

3rd Monday of every month
Online ZOOM – Available upon
request.
UPCOMING MEETINGS:
11 Jan 21

8 Feb 21

8 Mar 21

12 Apr 21

10 May 21

14 Jun21

12 Jul 21

9 Aug 21

13 Sep 21

11 Oct 21

8 Nov 21

13 Dec 21

REGIONAL COORDINATOR
Denise St. Pierre
504-460-2970
denisestp12@gmail.com
NATIONAL OFFICE
The Compassionate Friends
48660 Pontiac Trail # 930808
Wixom, MI 48393
nationaloffice@compassionatefriends.org
www.compassionatefriends.org
877-969-0010

************************************************************************************************************

BIRTHDAY RECOGNITION: Birthdays can be found on “Our Children Remembered” page. We do encourage
both you and your family to come when it is your child’s birthday month, to share your child with all of us with
photos and memories. You will receive a special birthday gift in memory of your child. Bring that treasured
picture of your child that always makes you smile so we may smile with you.
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Contact:
To all those newly bereaved, who are receiving this newsletter for
the first time and to all our Compassionate Friends, we wish you
were not eligible to belong to this group, but we want you to know
that you and your family have many friends. We, who received
love and compassion from others in our time of deep sorrow, now
wish to offer the same support and understanding to you. Please
know we understand, we care, and we want to help. You are not
alone in your grief.

Phone: (504) 265-0581
Email: tcfnola@gmail.com
www.tcfneworleans.com
1104 Colony Rd
Metairie, LA 70003
Chapter Leader
Chapter Co-Leader
Special Advisor
Treasurer
Facilitator
Newsletter Editor
Webmaster

Meetings are held the 2nd Monday of each month at the
Children’s Memorial Garden in Lafreniere Park at 7:00 P.M.
We are a self-sustaining organization with no funds except what we
receive through donations from members and newsletter recipients.
Please join with us at a meeting.
Grief support after the death of a child
The Compassionate Friends is a national non-profit, self-help
support organization that offers friendship, understanding, and hope
to bereaved parents, grandparents and siblings. There is no religious
affiliation and there are no membership dues or fees.

Steering Committee: William Hunton, Millie Hunton,
Denise St. Pierre, Debi Giordano, Jan Dutilh,
Linda Provance, and Dena Peters.

Denise St. Pierre, Regional Coordinator
(504) 460-2970
TCF National (877) 969-0010
www.compassionatefriends.org

The secret of TCF's success is simple: As seasoned grievers reach
out to the newly bereaved, energy that has been directed inward
begins to flow outward and both are helped to heal.
The vision of The Compassionate Friends is that everyone who
needs us will find us and everyone who finds us will be helped.

Big Thanks to Our Steering Committee

William Hunton
Millie Hunton
Denise St. Pierre
Linda Provance
Debi Giordano
William Hunton
William Hunton

The Meeting Agenda
6:00 p.m. - The meeting will begin with a short introduction
followed by lighting of candle and then reading of the Credo.
Remembering our children’s birthdays of the month. Then
followed by smaller groups of sharing.
8:00 p.m. - Meeting will close by recognizing our children’s
names. Feel free to visit with each other and check out a book
from our library.

Newsletter Submissions: TCF Greater New Orleans welcomes all submissions to our newsletter. Send
articles, poetry, love messages and scanned photos to: TCF GNO, 1104 Colony Rd., Metairie, LA 70003. You
may also text photos and messages to 504-251-1938. As our chapter is only funded by your donations, we ask
for a donation of $15 or more for a dedication for our newsletter. This is tax-deductible. We reserve the right to
edit for space and/or content. Deadline for submissions is listed below. TCF Chapters may copy articles from this
publication provided credit is given to the author and the original source. Errors and Omissions: Please notify me
if any of your information is incorrect. Thank you!
Love Gifts/Dedications to be put in our newsletter are due the 20th of each month.
A Newsletter Dedication: is a special page dedicated in memory of your child with any favorite poem or
writing that you submit.
A Love Gift: is a short one or two sentence message in your child’s memory.
*****************************************************************************************

Brick Orders
CHILDREN’S MEMORIAL GARDEN BRICKS are available to Honor our Children. The Greater New Orleans Chapter has
constructed a “Memorial Garden” in Lafreniere Park to honor the memory of all children who have died. If you have lost a
child, grandchild, or sibling, you can honor them by placing a brick in our beautiful garden. The donation for each brick is
$75.00 for members or $100 for non-members. Our NEW Brick Order Form can be found on our Website:
www.tcfneworleans.com or email William Hunton at tcfnola@gmail.com. For more information call 504-265-0581.
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Robin (cont.)
I stood there that day filled with wonder. I wasn’t
hearing things; there it was in the bird book: “Cheer-up,
cheer-up, cheerily.” I thought to myself, “Cheerily . . .
No, that isn’t what I hear.” We had lived in England for a
year and our family, especially Lori, who loved to put on
an English accent, often said “Cheerio!” to one another
when we meant, “Goodbye” or “See you later!” There
was no doubt in my mind as I stood there listening. It
WAS cheerio. Lori could have found no more perfect
way to try to cheer me up AND say “hello!”
Nine springs have passed since then, and although I will
always deeply miss Lori’s physical presence in my life,
those darkest of times are thankfully now mostly in the
past. It is spring once again and as I hear the robin
singing so hopefully in the highest branches, it takes me
back to that summer day, and I smile, remembering.
And I think of all those who are now in the darkest
depths of their own grief and pray they too will hear
this lovely song.
Genesse Gentry, TCF Marin County
Megan and Lori’s mom

************************************

AS THE HEART REMEMBERS SPRING
Some will be remembered
For their fortunes or their fame,
And some will be remembered
For the naming of a name.
But you will be remembered
As the heart remembers spring,
As the mind remembers beauty,
And the soul each lovely thing.
You have been the skies of April
And the fragrant breath of May
And like the season’s coming,
Warm spirited and gay.
You have given freely
Of the beauty of your heart,
And you have made of friendship
Not a gesture but an art.
You have been as selfless
In the gracious things you do
As the sun that shares its kisses,
As the night that shares its dew.
You have planted roses,
In lives that lay so bare;
You have sown encouragement
To those who knew despair.
By spirit’s inner beauty
In every lovely thing,
You will be remembered
As the heart remembers spring.
Betty Stoffel

****************************************************************************************

TCF Greater New Orleans Photo Buttons
To Honor Our Children
We would like to offer to all of our members 3” Photo Buttons to honor our children.
We are asking for donations of $5 for each button or $12 for three buttons.
Additional donations toward chapter expenses are welcome.
Email Your Child’s Photo to tcfnola@gmail.com or call William Hunton (504) 265-0581 for info.
Photo Buttons will be delivered to the next meeting if info is received 72 hours before meeting.
Donations can be provided when buttons are picked up or mailed by check.
If you wish to have your buttons mailed, then please add an additional $4 for postage.
Please make checks payable to: TCF – GNO, 1104 Colony Road, Metairie, LA 70003.
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My Mom is a Survivor

A BEREAVED MOTHER IS…

My mom is a survivor, or so I've heard it said.
But I can hear her crying when all others are in bed.
I watch her lay awake at night. And go to hold her hand.
She doesn't know I'm with her to help her understand.
But like the sands upon a beach that never wash away...
I watch over my surviving mom who
thinks of me each day.
She wears a smile for others, a smile of disguise.
But through Heaven's open door,
I see tears flowing from her eyes.
My mom tries to cope with my death,
to keep my memory alive.
But anyone who knows her knows it's her way to survive.
As I watch over my surviving mom through
Heaven's open door...
I try to tell her that Angels protect me forevermore.
I know that doesn't help her,
or ease the burdens she bears.
So if you get a chance,
call to her and show her that you care.
For no matter what she feels,
my surviving mom has a broken heart
that time won't ever heal.

A Bereaved Mother Is someone who stands at a grave
wondering how she is going to live the rest of her life
without this child.
A Bereaved Mother Is someone who thinks she will
spend the rest of her life with this horrendous feeling
inside.
A Bereaved Mother Is someone who has to learn how to
live all over again.
A Bereaved Mother Is someone who wishes they would
take Mother’s Day out of the calendar.
A Bereaved Mother Is someone who has to learn to
accept the loss of her beloved child and uses what she
has learned to help others.
A Bereaved Mother Is someone who can again learn
to smile, to look forward to the future and get excited
again because her Compassionate Friends were there
when she needed them.
Zel Hester TCF Atalanta, GA.

K. D'Ormeaux~

****************************************************************************************************

The Significance of Mother's Day
I don’t think I really appreciated the significance of Mother’s Day until I myself became one. My life would never be the
same and the death of my child did not alter the fact that I am still a mother. I still have the intense feeling of love for
my child, a love greater than any I had known before. So as Mother’s Day approached, a day on which we recognize the
love and pride of motherhood, I too, want to be remembered as a mother.
~by Ginny Smith, TCF, Charlottseville, VA~

****************************************************************************************************

THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS 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.
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NEWSLETTER DEDICATION IN LOVING MEMORY OF

Lauren Ann Brocato
May 30, 1985 – February 27, 2016

This is the 6th birthday that I have spent without you
I remember how May was your Birthday Month
You expected everyone to treat you special every day in May.
I hope you have a fun birthday in Heaven but
May will never be the same.
Your birthday Month brings back good memories
Your birthday month is very lonely
These 4 pictures are from the last time we spent your birthday together
I will miss you and love you forever

Love, Mom
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A Royal Proclamation
It was late 2015, and Chelsea had just moved back home after leaving nearly eight years earlier.
She was 29 now and still job-hopping, but it was nice to have her home again. November had come, and we planned a trip to
the Louisiana Renaissance Festival, which is held every year in Hammond, LA. It wasn't really planned, just a spur of the
moment. It ended up being one of the best day-trips the three of us had ever taken.
Chelsea, William (her dad), and I arrived at the festival, not really knowing what to expect. We were genuinely awed from the
first moment as if we had been transported back into time to the country where both my daughters were born. England!
The décor was amazing! Each attraction boasted characters who maintained their roles as though living in the medieval past of
jolly England. Teams of staff characters paraded through the grounds, playing instruments, carrying merchandise, or just
meandering to be available to offer you information. The day was filled with skits of magic, juggling, dancing, and jousting.
On a few occasions, we would ask someone who was in complete medieval attire, "What attraction do you work?" And
surprisingly, the answer would be, "Oh, I don't work here, I am just local." We were stunned that attendees would dress so
elaborately. That was when Chelsea looked at us and said, "We have to dress up next year, for sure!"
So that was the plan. We would dress up next year for sure. William got online and found theatrical grade outfits on eBay.
Months passed, and our costumes were ready. But who would know that less than a month before the Renaissance Festival
opened that Chelsea would die from an accidental drug overdose? The pain, the agony, the chaos, everything was in turmoil. I
couldn't see straight, I couldn't focus, everything was a haze. We still had the costumes, but I couldn’t even think of leaving the
house rather than going to a festival. Yet, William was persistent. He brought it up several times. He truly felt Chelsea would
have wanted us to go to the Renaissance Festival. And I guess in the back of my mind I felt that being there I would feel her
presence. So, I agreed, and we planned the trip. We hear of “Devine Intervention,” and this may have been one of those. But
the evening before we left, one of my girlfriends, Kelly, dropped off a butterfly-shaped helium balloon. So, I decided to bring
the balloon and possibly release it at the festival. Well, on the way out that morning, William decided to stop at Winn-Dixie.
We went in together, and he went directly to the floral section. He picked out a dozen white roses, and with tears in his eyes, he
said, "I never bought her roses before."
And then we were off to the festival...William and I, with a butterfly balloon and bouquet of roses. We arrived early and to our
surprise there was a fifteen-minute skit outside the castle gate before the gates even opened. As we stood there and watched the
performers, both of us thinking, "Chelsea would have loved seeing this." The castle gate opened, and we started to meander
through as I held the balloon and roses. I stopped to ask one of the characters if it would be okay to release the balloon once we
got into the park. The lady asked me, "Oh, is it your birthday?" Sadly, holding back the tears, I said, "No, it isn't. Our daughter
passed last month, and I wanted to release the balloon in memory of her." Well, unknowingly, the Festival Queen was standing
next to her, and injected into the conversation, "Oh, I am so sorry dear. I am Queen Elizabeth. Please come see me at my
pavilion, and we will do it up right."
Wow, what do you say to that? I thanked her, and we carried on. William had researched the itinerary, and our first stop was to
visit an opening skit by the bagpiper group called Haggis Rampant. It was a father, mother, and daughter team, Steve, Pam, and
Gillian. The dad and daughter played bagpipes while the mom did handheld percussion. How odd? We were the only ones
standing there listening to them play. They stopped momentarily and asked the proverbial question, “What is the occasion?"
We explained the reason for the balloon and roses. Not more than two minutes after meeting the fantastic Brownlee family, we
were hugging and crying as if we had known each other for years. After a few minutes of discussion and photos, Pam asked if
we would be here at 3:15pm. We assumed we would be. She said, “Good, I would like you to be at our 3:15 show where we
play Amazing Grace. We are going to dedicate it to Chelsea.”
Wow, what do you say to that? We thanked her and said we will be there. So, we carried on through the park observing the
sights, sounds, and smells. We would stop occasionally and look at a spot, and I would say, “I remember Chelsea standing right
here." Tears would start to flow, we would embrace, still not able to believe this nightmare was still going on. We made our
way to the Queen's pavilion. The staff recognized us and asked us to sit. We sat and watched as the crew conducted a dance
skit of medieval times. The skit ended, and other characters dressed in royal attire started to appear. Groups of two or three
would show as if they had been summoned. Before we knew it, 30 medieval characters had gathered together for a clear
mission in mind. And then the Queen approached with the Sherriff of Nottingham at her side. The Queen played her part with
immense authority and sincere compassionate, simultaneously. She instructed everyone to gather in a circle. Here we were in
the middle of the circle of medieval characters in a land that seemed thousands of miles away. We couldn't believe our eyes.
All of this, from just saying, "No, we had just lost our child."
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Then Queen Elizabeth spoke again, "Today we gather here for Mr. & Mrs. Hunton, who are here to honor the memory of their
daughter, Chelsea Hunton. Chelsea passed away just a few weeks ago, and I have been told how much Chelsea loved this
magical kingdom. So, in memory of Chelsea Hunton, I, Queen Elizabeth, ruler of the British Empire, hereby proclaim this
Royal Proclamation of the Releasing of the Butterfly Balloon. All who set eyes upon this balloon will remember Chelsea
Hunton as a loving attendee of the Louisiana Renaissance Festival. These are my words. Please release the balloon."
Wow, "tears flowing" doesn't even begin to describe my reaction. The balloon is suspended tethered to my shaking hand. I am
looking at the blue sky, the scattered clouds, the suspended balloon. Then I say in a soft but broken voice, "This is for you,
Chelsea. I love you so much." Then I release it. Off it goes, almost in a dancing fashion, as if Chelsea was controlling it. I
could hear Chelsea saying to me, "Look, mom, I am doing the Salsa, I love you too." Then the wind grabbed it once it cleared
the treetops, and it shot over the lake. She was gone.
Then every one of the staff characters formed a line, each taking the time to hug us or shake our hands, providing condolences.
Some would even give us momentums such as a hand-embroidered handkerchief, a hat pin, or just an expression of tears. It
was indeed one of the most bittersweet moments in our lives. As the day went on, we ran across several who had heard or seen
the event and commenting how touching it was. We met others who had also lost a child, and we would discuss our different
journeys. Before we knew it, it was after 3 pm, and the bagpipers were about to play.
Haggis Rampant started on time, and Pam gave a beautiful opening introduction that their performance of Amazing Grace
would be dedicated to a family who was here today who had just lost their daughter only a few weeks ago. The production
started, and William was recording it with his phone. I was sitting there listening still amazed how a commercial enterprise
could display so much care and compassion. The roses were still in my hands and I had not decided what to do with them.
Then it dawned on me. As Gillian was doing her solo performance of Amazing Grace, I took a rose from the bouquet and
walked up to her. While she continued to play, I put the rose in her hair. Standing next to her with my arm around her, I gave
her a big hug and tried not to disrupt her performance. My tears are flowing down. Then I looked at Gillian and seen tears
coming down her cheeks, yet not missing a beat. We stood there and hugged for a while. Then I grabbed the rest of the roses
and ensured all the other performers received a rose as well.
Wow, what do you say to that? It was, indeed, a bittersweet day. A day that has established a tradition of returning to the
Louisiana Renaissance Festival every year in full medieval attire to remember our Chelsea. There are many different ways of
coping with the loss of a loved one, such as in memorial functions, lighting a candle, reading books, writing letters or journals,
or even planting a garden. All of these can be part of the healing process and of never forgetting the love you have for your
deceased child.
By Millie Hunton, Co-Leader, TCF Greater New Orleans Chapter 1615
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MAY Birthdays
Shelley Posey
Timothy Moreau
Geri Lynn W. Cheatham
Rene James Rachel
Jarrod Christopher
Ryan Patrick Sanders
Gina Romano Swafford
Beau Charles Tedesco
D. Conrad Dyer
Ross Lee Ammann
Richard “Ricky” Smith
Gabriela “Gabby” Hebert
Mario Anderson
Dennis George Wedge

May 2
May 3
May 8
May 8
May 11
May 12
May 17
May 21
May 22
May 24
May 24
May 28
May 29
May 30

Lauren Ann Brocato

May 30

Daughter of Ann Posey
Son of Penny and Mike Moreau
Daughter of Linda Wilson
Daughter of Kathy Rachel
Son of Myra Santos
Son of Roxie Sanders
Daughter of Jim Romano
Son of Madelyn and Ted Tedesco
Son of Linda Doussan
Son of Tina Simoneaux; Brother of Marie, Jack and Scott
Son of Carole A. Clark
Daughter of Rachel and Todd Hebert
Son of Trinetta and Herbert Anderson
Son of Lori Wedge; Grandson of Jeri McMullen; Nephew of Patti Goens;
Cousin of Jennifer and Stefany Goens
Daughter of Eileen Brocato

May 1
May 10
May 11
May 12
May 14
May 15
May 17
May 17
May 24
May 25
May 25
May 26
May 31

Daughter of Judy and Dominick Bonura
Son of Patsy and David Allen Ashton, Sr.; Sister of Julie
Daughter of Carmen Sanchez
Son of Myra Santos
Daughter of Charlene Alexander; Sister of Rickie, Jr. and Tiphane Alexander
Son of May Glo Monteleone
Daughter of Stella Rogers; Sister of Deborah and Ken, Jr.
Daughter of Dee Arnold
Son of Chris McKeithen; Grandson of Barbara & Terry McKeithen
Son of Lori Wedge; Grandson of Jeri McMullen; Nephew of Patti Goens
Son of Debbie Bassil
Son of Deborah and Chester Reeder
Son of Janice and Jim Flock

MAY Anniversaries
Mary Lee Bonura
David Allen Ashton, Jr.
Ana Maria
Jarrod Christopher
Tynia C. Alexander
Randy Grisoli
Paige Rogers Mann
Kerry Arnold Degeyter
Connor Nicholas McKeithen
Dennis George Wedge
Blake Bassil
Chester Joseph Reeder, III
Kevin Michael Flock

Our listeners are willing to listen, understand, and share.

PHONE
FRIEND
LIST
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504-454-3293 – Melva Duhon, son, 41, suicide
504-456-8248 – Patsy Ashton, son, 24, drug overdose
504-559-2438 – Jaimie Kimball, sibling, 12, vehicle accident
504-265-0581 – William and Millie Hunton, daughter, 30,
accidental overdose

