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Our TCF National Conference was held July 16 - July 18
4 Speakers; 2 Performers; 120 Workshops;
50 Sharing Sessions; over 1050 Attendees!

SEVEN THINGS I HAVE LEARNED SINCE THE LOSS OF MY CHILD
Child loss is a loss like no other. One often misunderstood by many. If you love a
bereaved parent or know someone who does, remember that even his or her “good”
days are harder than you could ever imagine. Compassion and love, not advice, are
needed. If you’d like an inside look into why the loss of a child is a grief that lasts a
lifetime, here is what I’ve learned in my seven years of trekking through the
unimaginable.
1). Love never dies.
There will never come a day, hour, minute or second I stop loving or thinking about
my son. Just as parents of living children unconditionally love their children always
and forever, so do bereaved parents. I want to say and hear his name just the same as
non-bereaved parents do. I want to speak about my deceased children as normally and
naturally as you speak of your living ones.
I love my child just as much as you love yours– the only difference is mine lives in
heaven and talking about about him is unfortunately quite taboo in our culture. I hope
to change that. Our culture isn’t so great about hearing about children gone too soon,
but that doesn’t stop me from saying my son’s name and sharing his love and light
everywhere I go. Just because it might make you uncomfortable, doesn’t make him
matter any less. My son’s life was cut irreversibly short, but his love lives on forever.
And ever.
2). Bereaved parents share an unspeakable bond.
In my seven years navigating the world as a bereaved parent, I am continually struck
by the power of the bond between bereaved parents. Strangers become kindreds in
mere seconds– a look, a glance, a knowing of the heart connects us, even if we’ve
never met before. No matter our circumstances, who we are, or how different we are,
there is no greater bond than the connection between parents who understand the
agony of enduring the death of a child. It’s a pain we suffer for a lifetime, and
unfortunately only those who have walked the path of child loss understand the depth
and breadth of both the pain and the love we carry.
Continued on Page 3 – See SEVEN THINGS

************************************************************************
NOTE: TCF – Greater New Orleans Chapter has discontinued the scheduled monthly
online ZOOM meetings. However, the 3rd Monday of the month will be kept reserved for
online ZOOM meetings if requested beforehand at tcfnola@gmail.com.

NEXT MONTHLY MEETING:

August 9, 2021
Lafreniere Park Foundation
Center Conference Room

7:00 – 9:00 pm
2nd Monday of every month
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
UPCOMING EVENTS:
Memorial Walk and Auction
October 24, 2021 – held in the Children’s
Memorial Garden in Lafreniere Park
WorldWide Candle Lighting
December 12, 2021 – Foundation Center
in Lafreniere Park

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

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
Foundation Center Conference Room 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
7:00 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 sharing sessions.
8:45 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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SEVEN THINGS (continued)
3). I will grieve for a lifetime.
Period. The end. There is no “moving on,” or “getting over it.” There is no bow, no fix, no solution to my heartache. There is no
end to the ways I will grieve and for how long I will grieve. There is no glue for my broken heart, no exilir for my pain, no
going back in time. For as long as I breathe, I will grieve and ache and love my son with all my heart and soul. There will never
come a time where I won’t think about who my son would be, what he would look like, and how he would be woven perfectly
into the tapestry of my family. I wish people could understand that grief lasts forever because love lasts forever; that the loss of
a child is not one finite event, it is a continuous loss that unfolds minute by minute over the course of a lifetime. Every missed
birthday, holiday, milestone– should-be back-to-school school years and graduations; weddings that will never be;
grandchildren that should have been but will never be born– an entire generation of people are irrevocably altered forever.
This is why grief lasts forever. The ripple effect lasts forever. The bleeding never stops.
4). It’s a club I can never leave, but is filled with the most shining souls I’ve ever known.
This crappy club called child loss is a club I never wanted to join, and one I can never leave, yet is filled with some of the best
people I’ve ever known. And yet we all wish we could jump ship– that we could have met another way– any other way but this.
Alas, these shining souls are the most beautiful, compassionate, grounded, loving, movers, shakers and healers I have ever had
the honor of knowing. They are life-changers, game-changers, relentless survivors and thrivers. Warrior moms and dads who
redefine the word brave.
Every day loss parents move mountains in honor of their children gone too soon. They start movements, change laws, spearhead
crusades of tireless activism. Why? In the hope that even just one parent could be spared from joining the club. If you’ve ever
wondered who some of the greatest world changers are, hang out with a few bereaved parents and watch how they live, see
what they do in a day, a week, a lifetime. Watch how they alchemize their grief into a force to be reckoned with, watch how
they turn tragedy into transformation, loss into legacy.
Love is the most powerful force on earth, and the love between a bereaved parent and his/her child is a lifeforce to behold. Get
to know a bereaved parent. You’ll be thankful you did.
5). The empty chair/room/space never becomes less empty.
Empty chair, empty room, empty space in every family picture. Empty, vacant, forever gone for this lifetime. Empty spaces that
should be full, everywhere we go. There is and will always be a missing space in our lives, our families, a forever-hole-in-ourhearts. Time does not make the space less empty. Neither do platitudes, clichés or well-wishes for us to “move on,” or “stop
dwelling,” from well intentioned friends or family. Nothing does. No matter how you look at it, empty is still empty. Missing is
still missing. Gone is still gone. The problem is nothing can fill it. Minute after minute, hour after hour, day after day, month
after month, year after heartbreaking year the empty space remains.
The empty space of our missing child(ren) lasts a lifetime. And so we rightfully miss them forever. Help us by holding the
space of that truth for us.
6). No matter how long it’s been, holidays never become easier without my son.
Never, ever. Have you ever wondered why every holiday season is like torture for a bereaved parent? Even if it’s been 5, 10, or
25 years later? It’s because they really, truly are. Imagine if you had to live every holiday without one or more of your precious
children. Imagine how that might feel for you. It would be easier to lose an arm, a leg or two– anything— than to live without
your flesh and blood, without the beat of your heart. Almost anything would be easier than living without one of more of your
precious children. That is why holidays are always and forever hard for bereaved parents. Don’t wonder why or even try to
understand. Know you don’t have to understand in order to be a supportive presence. Consider supporting and loving some
bereaved parents this holiday season. It will be the best gift you could ever give them.
7). Because I know deep sorrow, I also know unspeakable joy.
Though I will grieve the death of my son forever and then some, it does not mean my life is lacking happiness and joy. Quite
the contrary, in fact, though it took awhile to get there. It is not either/or, it’s both/and. My life is more rich now. I live from a
deeper place. I love deeper still. Because I grieve I also know a joy like no other. The joy I experience now is far deeper and
more intense than the joy I experienced before my loss. Such is the alchemy of grief.
Because I’ve clawed my way from the depth of unimaginable pain, suffering and sorrow, again and again– when the joy comes,
however and whenever it does– it is a joy that reverberates through every pore of my skin and every bone in my body. I feel all
of it, deeply: the love, the grief, the joy, the pain. I embrace and thank every morsel of it. My life now is more rich and vibrant
and full, not despite my loss, but because of it. In grief there are gifts, sometimes many. These gifts don’t in any way make it all
“worth” it, but I am grateful beyond words for each and every gift that comes my way. I bow my head to each one and say thank
you, thank you, thank you. Because there is nothing– and I mean absolutely nothing– I take for granted. Living life in this way
gives me greater joy than I’ve ever known possible.
I have my son to thank for that. Being his mom is the best gift I’ve ever been given.
Even death can’t take that away.
~ Angela Miller
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Thoughts About Progress
One thing that is frequently discussed at our meeting is the despair of thinking you are on the road to "recovery," when all of a
sudden you seem to be back at square one. But, are you really?
Let's keep in mind most of us have had no experience in "recovering" from the loss of a child. Therefore, we have no point of
reference—it's all new to us. Actually, the "roller coaster" of emotions is perfectly normal. In the very beginning, most of us
seem to vacillate between dead numbness and excruciating pain. Constant crying, to not a tear left—just dried up and limp.
We actually are living minute to minute.
After a couple of months, we might actually have a few hours that we have not cried or felt that deep overwhelming despair.
Then—wham—back to where we started. We tend to panic and think something is wrong with us. Let’s be realistic! There is
something wrong—terribly wrong. We have each lost a child.
Let's be fair to ourselves. We started to play a role to the outside world. Like the old song says, "laughing on the outside—
crying on the inside." We want to be acceptable to society. "You are doing so well," we hear. If only they knew! We may feel
we have to fool others but let us really be honest about our feelings. To deny our feelings, particularly to ourselves, is to block
the road to recovery. Remember that recovery in this case does not mean, "getting over it;" it means to gain control of our
lives again.
So, let's not worry about what other people think, say, or expect. Our friends (well–meaning as they are), sometimes
members of our family, even someone who has lost a child, should not sit in judgment. Each person grieves differently, due to
a person's general make–up and the relationship with the dead child. Unless someone has totally withdrawn from everything
and everybody over a lengthy period of time, the chances are all is in the realm of normalcy. Only after we have walked down
the long road of grief and can look back, remembering those early days and weeks, can we see we really are not on square
one again. We have just slipped backwards for a time. This is all. Allow yourself that and then strive forward again. It takes
time, a lot of time! We tend to expect too much from others, others expect too much from us and therefore, we tend to
expect too much from ourselves.
Mary E., TCFValley Forge, PA

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

TCF Greater New Orleans Memorial Candles
We would like to offer to all of our members a 7” x 3” Memorial Candle to honor our children.
We are asking for donations of $20 per candle. Candles will have 3 photos, name, dates, and an LED insert.
Email Your Child’s Photo to tcfnola@gmail.com or call William Hunton (504) 265-0581 for info.
Candles will be delivered to the next meeting if info is received 72 hours before meeting.
Please make checks payable to: TCF – GNO, 1104 Colony Road, Metairie, LA 70003.

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

TCF Greater New Orleans Photo Buttons
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.
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.
Please make checks payable to: TCF – GNO, 1104 Colony Road, Metairie, LA 70003.

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

Jealous of the Angels Lyrics By: Jenn Bostic
I didn't know today would be our last - Or that I'd have to say goodbye to you so fast - I'm so numb, I can't feel anymore
Prayin' you'd just walk back through that door - And tell me that I was only dreamin' - You're not really gone as long as I believe
There will be another angel - Around the throne tonight - Your love lives on inside of me,
And I will hold on tight - It's not my place to question, - Only God knows why - I'm just jealous of the angels
Around the throne tonight - You always made my troubles feel so small - And you were always there to catch me when I'd fall
In a world where heroes come and go - Well God just took the only one I know
So I'll hold you as close as I can - Longing for the day, when I see your face again - But until then - God must need another angel
Around the throne tonight - Your love lives on inside of me - And I will hold on tight - It's not my place to question
Only God knows why - I'm just jealous of the angels - Around the throne tonight
Singin' hallelujah - Hallelujah - Hallelujah
I'm just jealous of the angels - Around the throne - Tonight
Submitted by: Millie Hunton in memory of her daughter Chelsea.
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Newsletter Dedication in Loving Memory

Eric Soroe
Born – August 23, 1966 Died – November 23, 2016
Happy 55th Birthday to my dear Brother in Heaven
Thank you for all you did for me,
all the times we spent together bro
And for just being my brother,
Means more than you'll ever know.
Today is the day you were born,
I'm sure Heaven is celebrating you
Cause all that makes you so special
is everything you do.
Remembering you is so easy.
I do it everyday.
It's just the heartache of losing you
that will never go away.
Always loving you,

Raree
Dedication by Robin Soroe
************************************************************************************************************

Newsletter Dedication in Loving Memory

Niva Rosa Murillo
Born – July 26, 1955 Died – May 10, 1994
If roses grow in Heaven Lord
Please pick a bunch for me.
Place them in my Sister’s arms
And tell her they’re from me.
Tell her that I love and miss her
And when she turns to smile,
Place a kiss upon her cheek
And hold her for a while.
Because remembering her is easy,
I do it every day.
But there is an ache within my heart
that will never go away.

Love you always, Millie
Dedication by Millie Hunton
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Newsletter Dedication in Loving Memory

Alexis Bounds
Born – November 9, 1981 Died – July 24, 2019

Eulogy for Alexis
If life were fair, parents would always outlive their children, husbands and wives would enjoy old age together, and boys would never have to grow
up without their momma.
But life is not fair. It’s not fair that Alexis is no longer with us. And it’s not fair that we can no longer be with her.
Ask her husband Teddy about the kind of wife and mother and friend and person she was. They were soul mates. They understood each other. They
respected each other’s opinions. They loved each other unconditionally. They dreamed together. And they worked side-by-side to make to those
dreams come true.
Dreams come true like Lincoln and Oliver. Alexis was as devoted a mother as a mother could be. Those boys were her world, her life. She put her
everything into their physical, mental, and emotional wellbeing and engaged them on every level as often as she could. She would say: “Hey, guys,
let’s go outside and play!” “Let’s go to the park!” “Hey guys, “I love you!” She cherished her time relaxing on a blanket with them in the backyard
with a few toys and some snacks, and loved Lincoln’s dinnertime stories about his day, which were sometimes real and sometimes make-believe. She
loved bathtubs full of bubbles and toys, passing on the bath-towel-dry game with Lincoln that she so much enjoyed as a child, singing lullabies to
Oliver as she put him down for a nap, and tucking in Lincoln with a book and a big hug and kiss.
Alexis was also a good daughter and granddaughter and daughter-in-law, sister and sister-in-law, niece and cousin, and aunt and godmother. She
loved her family, and her family loved her. How she enjoyed family events and gatherings—visiting, catching up, telling stories and listening to
them, and laughing. How her laugh—a huge and wonderful laugh—warmed the hearts of those who loved her. Lincoln has her laugh, another one of
the many gifts she gave him. Even when she could not be in town for holiday gatherings, she would greet and chat with everyone via Skype. But if it
were possible, she’d be there. Just in the last several months, she and Teddy made two trips to Louisiana to be with family. The first was during
Carnival so that the boys could experience the fun and joy of it just as they had as children. They then returned in May to witness and celebrate the
graduations of Hudson, their nephew, and Rylie, their niece and Alexis’ goddaughter. She was so proud of them. For many, travelling more than
halfway across the country with a 4-year-old, a baby, and a Chihuahua would be too much of an obstacle to overcome, but not for Alexis. She
wouldn’t miss the opportunity to be with them when it mattered most.
Alexis also had many friends, all of whom would attest to how sweet and caring and considerate she was. If one had a bad day, she would listen. If
one had a problem at work or at home, she would be willing to help. If one needed assistance in planning or hosting event, Alexis would be there
with her creative ideas and fun spirit. All of them will no doubt fondly remember her strong hugs, her love of life, and her generous ways. And all
will miss her.
After excelling as a student at both Ben Franklin and LSU, Alexis became an accomplished professional. She was an award-winning designer who
was well liked and respected by her peers, clients, and employers across different industries and states. She was a natural, and she found great
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pleasure in helping her clients and employers realize their visions. Her work in numerous facilities in California, Colorado, Texas, and New Mexico
stand today as testaments to her creativity, work ethic, and talent.
But Alexis was by no means “all work and no play.” She embraced adventure and loved to experience new places. She enjoyed hiking in California’s
wine country, biking across the Golden Gate Bridge, skiing in the Rockies, white-water rafting in Colorado, and camping in Yosemite and at Mt. Ida
in Arkansas, where she and Teddy were engaged. Her many travels not only took her across both the United States and Canada, but also Europe,
including England, Spain, Italy, France, Greece, and Turkey. And while she sought adventure far and wide, she also found it nearby in her adopted
hometown of Denver, where she, Teddy, and the boys relished in discovering the many activities offered in Washington Park, one of her favorite
places for family time.
Alexis wrote a letter to her mother a few years ago. She was writing about her beloved grandmother, who was very ill at the time, and how it was
hard for her not to be there with them. In it, she wrote about how she loved her Maw Maw’s stories, like the one about David and Patrick playing
with sand in the back of the car, and another, in her words, “when she tells me about singing…‘Old McDonald’ [to me] when I was a baby, and her
joy in telling me that I would sing back. I think of this every time I sing with Lincoln.” The distance away from her Maw Maw at that time seemed to
make the memories flood in, one after another. She wrote: “The smell of Dove soap. Glamour Magazine. Victoria Secret. Skipping movies with
Dottie. Macy’s. I love that she loves mobster and murder shows. I do too.” Toward the end of the letter, Alexis referred to a poet having said that the
most important thing is how we make other people feel, and said “Maw Maw makes people feel Loved.” She ends the letter with “I wish I could get
one last hug… Thinking of you both constantly. Love & Kisses, Alexis.”
Thoughtful, caring, sweet, genuine, loving—that was Alexis.
Hers was a life well lived, one worthy of both admiration and celebration.
Let us all remember the laughs and hugs we shared with her. Let us all aspire to be as joyful and warm as she was. And let us all be thankful to have
known her.

Love and kisses to you, Alexis

Dedication by Peggy and Roger Boardman

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

Newsletter Dedication in Loving Memory

Zayd James
Born – August 31, 2020 Died – September 23, 2020
To my precious son on his First Heavenly Birthday.

“This day will be a celebration of the short time you were
here. You will always be remembered with great love and
many tears. But to only feel pain and sorrow would not be
fair to you. Your life meant so much more to us, more than
than
words could say. You were here so briefly, I wonder if you
knew all the ways you’ve touched our world and our hearts,
since the day god called you home. There will always be a big
void in our life and a hole in our hearts that will never heal.
Our souls will grieve forever. We will never stop loving you,
not now and not ever! As this day is upon us, oh, how our
hearts still hurt. But even as I mourn your death, we will
always celebrate your birth.”
Love mommy and family
Dedication by Nyla James and family
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AUGUST Birthdays
Brady Michael Palmer
Kim Mark Kimble
Kerry A. Degeyter
Joshua Louis Matranga
Jeffrey Hergert
April Blossum Duran-Wills

Aug 7
Aug 10
Aug 12
Aug 14
Aug 17
Aug 19

Bryan Anthony Eiserloh
Jenna C. Keller
Eric Soroe
August Bertoniere, Jr.
Milan Arriola
Eric Lanus
David Andre Folks

Aug 20
Aug 21
Aug 23
Aug 24
Aug 27
Aug 28
Aug 29

Paris Callais Sullivan
Zayd James

Aug 30
Aug 31

Son of Kerri Palmer
Son of Nancy Kimble; Brother of Baron
Daughter of Dee Arnold
Son of Jodi Caronna; Brother of Jaclyn and Joseph
Son of Donald & Roxanne Hergert
Daughter of Mark & Martha Duran; Sister of Autumn Moore;
Mother of Gina Wills
Son of June DeJong
Daughter of Jerry and Dana Keller
Brother of Robin Soroe
Son of Christle & August Bertoniere
Daughter of Imani Ruffins
Son of Linda Lanus
Son of Vickie Tullier; Brother of Jared; Grandson of Ellwyn and
Joseph Abadie, Jr.; Nephew of Janel & Peter Quitzau
Daughter of Gwen and Randy Sullivan
Son of Nyla James; Grandson of Nia Woods

Aug 5
Aug 9
Aug 9
Aug 10
Aug 12
Aug 21
Aug 27
Aug 28
Aug 29

Son of Faith Caluda Andries
Son of Pam McNulty
Son of Beth O’Neal and Frank Matto, Jr.
Son of Carole A. Clark
Son of Marilyn Strecker
Daughter of Jerry and Dana Keller
Son of Nancy Kimble; Brother of Baron
Son of Madelyn and Ted Tedesco
Son of Ida Warfield

AUGUST Anniversaries
Jonathan Reid Caluda
Joshua William McNulty
Frankie Matto III
John Mickael Smith
Jason Butler
Jenna C. Keller
Kim Mark Kimble
Beau Charles Tedesco, MD
Charles Kirklon III

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

PHONE
FRIEND
LIST

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

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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