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Due to the Covid-19 Pandemic, we 

have decided for the safety of our 

members to cancel chapter meetings 

and Mom meetings until further 

notice. 

 

Dates to Remember 
Annual Worldwide Candlelighting - 

December 13, 2020 7 p.m. local time 

 

LOVE GIFTS 

Joan & Steve Halland in memory 

of their son, Cole Halland 

Dean & Diane Bauck in memory 

of their son, Davin Bauck 

Arleen Frisch in memory of her 

son, John Frisch 

Annette & Scott Engen in 

memory of their, son Cory Allen 

Fleischfresser 

Clayton & Gloria Brennan in 

memory of their son, Jeff 

Brennan 

Neil & Kathleen Prochnow in 

memory of their son, Reed Joel 

Prochnow 

Sheryl Cvijanovich in memory of 

her son, Matt Cvijanovich 

 

Butterfly donation from: 

Russell & Sharon Lalum in 

memory of their daughter, 

Carmen Lalum 

Joan & Steve Halland in memory 

of their son, Cole Halland 
We are deeply grateful for the LOVE 

GIFTS given this month. 

Our chapter and all chapters are financed 

solely through your Love Gifts. 

Donations make this newsletter, postage, 

books, tapes, etc. possible. 

Thank you for your tax-deductible gifts. 

 

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. ©2007 
 

ANGEL OF HOPE MEMORIAL SERVICE 
The Angel of Hope will be holding an annual Candlelight Memorial 

on Sunday, December 6th at 7 p.m. The Angel of Hope in Fargo 

was dedicated in 2005, and serves as a place for healing and love for 

all who have lost children. The Angel of Hope is located on the 

north in Island Park off of 1st Avenue South between 4th and 7th 

Streets. Attendees are invited to bring a flower (traditionally a white 

one but you may bring any color you choose) to leave at the site in 

memory of your loved one(s). Candles will be provided. 

 

THANKS 
~ Thanks to the friend who did know the right words to say; “There is a group in town that 

might help you.” 

~Thanks to the parent who somehow found the courage to call that phone number and find 

out about “that group.” 

~Thanks to the mother who went to that first meeting knowing it would really hurt to talk – 

and talked. 

~Thanks to the dad who said after the first meeting that he could never come back – but 

did. 

~ Thanks to the parent who, at the fifth meeting, put her arms around a “new one” and said, 

“They really can help.” 

~ Thanks to the mom who, for the first time, was again able to bake cookies – for her 

“Compassionate Friends.” 

~ Thanks to the homemaker who could never talk in front of people – who became a 

facilitator. 

~ Thanks to the six-foot father who cried in front of the other men – and didn’t say he was 

sorry. 

~ Because of you, we will be able to help someone we don’t even know – next month. 

~TCF

 

http://www.compassionatefriends.org/
http://www.tcffargomoorhead.org/


 

 

Worldwide Candle Lighting 
 The Compassionate Friends Worldwide Candle Lighting held annually the 

second Sunday in December, this year December 13th, unites family and 

friends around the globe as they light candles for one hour to honor and 

remember children who have died at any age from any cause. As candles are 

lit at 7 p.m. local time, creating a virtual wave of light, hundreds of thousands 

of persons commemorate and honor the memories of children in a way that 

transcends all ethnic, cultural, religious, and political boundaries. 

 Now believed to be the largest mass candle lighting on the globe, the 

Worldwide Candle Lighting, a gift from TCF to the bereavement community, 

creates a virtual 24-hour wave of light as it moves from time zone to time 

zone. Hundreds of formal candle lighting events are held and thousands of 

informal candle lightings are conducted in homes as families gather in quiet 

remembrance of children who have died, but will never be forgotten. 

 
"Do not stand at my grave and weep, 

I am not there, I do not sleep. 

I am in a thousand winds that blow, 

I am the softly falling snow. 

I am the gentle showers of rain, 

I am the fields of ripening grain. 

I am in the morning hush, 

I am in the graceful rush 

Of beautiful birds in circling flight, 

I am the starshine of the night. 

I am in the flowers that bloom, 

I am in a quiet room. 

I am in the birds that sing, 

I am in each lovely thing. 

Do not stand at my grave bereft 

I am not there. I have not left." 

- Mary Elizabeth Frye 

 

Thanksgiving 
Our time together was too brief, 

Your life on earth numbered in but days. 

Yet, how could I have loved you more if I had 

held you through the seasons of your life? 

When does love begin? 

For me the day you first moved within me 

Wrapped me in such warmth that it can still 

keep out the cold as here I stand missing you 

and all that we could have shared. 

Death has robbed me of your softness and of 

all the dreams I had for you, 

But not of my love. 

Not even death can take that from me – from us. 

And for that, I am thankful. 

 - Karen Nelson, TCF/ Brigham City, UT 

 

BABY 

I used to hold you in my arms, 

Baby. 

A pleasant weight. 

Now I hold flowers, sweet 

Like you. 

A bundle so very, very light, 

But oh, so heavy a burden. 

Lifted from Pikes Peak Chapter, TCF/Colorado Springs 

 

THE EMPTY CHAIR 
The table is set, and ready with food to delight the eye 

Everyone is waiting, with anticipation high. 

But one place is empty, void of a loved one dear 

And as we pause to remember, we wipe away the tear. 

Your chair may be empty, and your presence no longer there 

But your memory is with us, as we gather around this fare. 

Someone recalls something you once said, and the memories 

start to flow 

And in this magic moment, your spirit upon us glows 

Gone but never forgotten, as with us you'll always be 

And if I look close, your presence, in the empty chair I see. 

~ Sheila Simmons, Dallas, GA 

 

RECIPE FOR RECOVERY 
 As many of us go about preparing our Holiday dinners, 

don't we wish we had a "Recipe for Recovery?" "Just add a cup 

of boiling water, stir well and drink," and our grieving would 

be over. Our society seems to crave "instant answers," but 

bereavement is a long process, and there are no easy solutions. 

Yet, I couldn't help imagining what I would put in my own 

"Recipe for Recovery," 

 Start with one cup of the MILK OF HUMAN KINDNESS 

- all those dear friends who did not turn away from me when 

they heard of Steve's suicide; but helped in many practical, 

caring ways to make the first months easier. 

 Add several GOOD EGGS - helping professionals like my 

minister, the counselor who suggested TCF and the young 

funeral director couple who organized the TCF Chapter I 

attended in New York. 

 Throw in a few heaping tablespoons of READING 

MATERIALS - Books and pamphlets from the TCF Library 

that started my thoughts going in a positive direction. 

 Add THE SALT OF THE EARTH - wonderful new 

friends I met through TCF and other support groups. Maybe we 

should call them THE CREAM OF THE CROP, because 

eventually they rise to the top. 

 Sprinkle liberally with TEARS - because it' okay to cry 

and generously with LAUGHTER - because we can learn to 

smile again. 

 Bake in a warm oven of TENDER LOVING CARE. Be 

sure to make enough to share with others and freeze some for 

later. 

That's my recipe - what's yours? 

~ Cynthia Kelley, TCF/Cincinnati, OH 



 

 

First Thanksgiving 
The thought of being thankful 

fills my heart with dread. 

They’ll all be feigning gladness, 

not a word about her said. 

These heavy shrouds of blackness 

enveloping my soul, 

pervasive, throat-catching, 

writhe in me, and coil. 

I must, I must acknowledge, 

just express her name, 

so all sitting at the table, 

know I’m thankful that she came. 

Though she’s gone from us forever 

and we mourn to see her face, 

not one minute of her living, 

would her death ever replace. 

So I stop the cheerful gathering, 

though my voice quivers, quakes, 

make a toast to all her living. 

That small tribute’s all it takes. 

~ Genesse Bourdeau Gentry 

from Stars in the Deepest Night – 

After the Death of a Child 

 

 

I AM STILL NEAR 
Death has taken me from this world, 

and though we are apart, I am still near. 

All that we meant to each other remains true, 

in trust and faith, have no fear. 

Keep me always close to your heart! 

For I leave with you what no one can steal, 

the tender, love-filled moments we shared, 

as well as the challenging times 

that brought us closer together. 

When you are in need, 

speak to me, call my name. 

I will come to you with wisdom and light, 

to fill your soul with peace, 

and to guide you in the pathways that 

lead to life forever with our Loving God. 

I also offer you this sacred promise: 

when I am home in God’s embrace, 

whenever you call on me, 

I will still be present to you, 

for neither death nor grave can break the 

bonds of love that we on earth once knew. 

Oblate Missions 

Missionary Association of Mary Immaculate 

 

Hold on to what is good even if it is a handful of earth. 

Hold on to what you believe even if it is a tree, which stands by 

itself. 

Hold on to what you must do even if it is a long way from here. 

Hold on to life even when it is easier letting go. 

Hold on to my hand even when I have gone away from you. 

~ Nancy Wood ‘Many Winters” 

LOVE LIVES ON 
Those we love 

Are never really lost to us 

We feel them 

In so many special ways 

Through friends 

They always cared about 

And dreams they left behind, 

In beauty that they added to our days ... 

in words of wisdom 

We still carry with us 

And memories that never will be gone... 

Those we love 

Are never really lost to us 

For everywhere their special love lives on. 

 ~ Amanda Bradley 

 

The Myth of Closure 
 “When will I begin to feel better? When will I return to 

normal? When will I achieve some closure?” grievers often ask. 

Closure, our culture tells us, will bring about a tidy ending, a sense 

of completion. Some grievers hope that the desired magical closure 

will occur after the funeral or memorial service. Others are 

confident it will come once they have cleared out their loved one’s 

room. Or maybe after a special personal ritual. Or perhaps after the 

first anniversary comes and goes—“surely then, we will have 

closure,” we think. We pray. 

 The reason we long for closure, of course, is because we 

would like to neatly seal away all of this pain. We would like to 

close all of the sad, confused, desperate, angry feelings out of our 

life. We would like to put all of this behind us.  

 Closure. What an odd concept really, as if we could truly close 

the door on pain—turn the lock and throw away the key. The truth 

is far more complex, of course. 

 Closure is for business deals. Closure is for real estate 

transactions. Closure is not for feelings or for people we love. 

 Closure simply does not exist emotionally, not in a pure sense. 

We cannot close the door on the past as if it didn’t exist because, 

after losing someone dear to us, we never forget that person or the 

love we shared. And in some ways, we never entirely get over the 

loss. We learn to live with the loss, to integrate it into our new 

identity. 

 Imagine if we really could end this chapter in our life, 

completely. It would mean losing our memories, our connections 

to those we love. If we really found closure, it would ironically 

hurt even more because the attachment would be severed. And this 

attachment is vital to us—the memories are treasures to be held 

close, not closed out. 

 Perhaps it is better to think in terms of healing. Yes, we can 

process our pain and move to deeper and deeper levels of healing. 

Yes, we can find ways to move on and channel our pain into 

productive activities. Yes, we can even learn to smile again and 

laugh again and love again. 

 But let’s not ever think that we’ll close the door completely on 

what this loss means, for if we did that, we would unwittingly 

close the door on all the love that we shared. And that would truly 

be a loss too terrible to bear. 

~ Ashley Davis Prend, ACSW, Hospice of North Idaho 

 

 

 



OUR BELOVED CHILDREN REMEMBERED 

 

BIRTHDAYS 

 CHILD PARENTS 
 

OLIVIA MAE BUTH ........................................ 22 .......... TIM & MELANIE BUTH 

MATTHEW ISAAC CVIJANOVICH .............. 39 .......... SHERYL CVIJANOVICH 

STEVEN "HERMAN" FESKE ......................... 62 .......... ROSEMARY FESKE 

JOHN CHARLES FRISCH ............................... 58 .......... ARLEEN FRISCH 

RYAN P GOERTZ ............................................ 42 .......... JAMES & CHERI GOERTZ 

COLE HALLAND ............................................. 35 .......... STEVEN & JOAN HALLAND 

KYLE KASSMAN ............................................ 35 .......... TOM & NANCY KASSMAN 

KAMMI THORLAKSON LELAND ................ 46 .......... LYNDA & SVEN MICKELS 

DENNIS JAMES MULDOON, JR ................... 53 .......... PATRICIA MULDOON 

JOSH D NELSON ............................................. 41 .......... TERRI & RANDY GILBERTSON 

RYAN DEAN NELSON ................................... 40 .......... BECKY NELSON 

BRANDON NILES ........................................... 25 .......... MARY & MARK TUTTLE 

THOMAS JAMES ANTHONY NORBERG .... 19 .......... BRIAN & MARY NORBERG 

SUZETTE AMELIA PARKOS ......................... 59 .......... ANN & ROBERT WAGNER 

KENT ALAN PETERSON ............................... 60 .......... DEWAYNE PETERSON 

RAND LOREN PIERSALL .............................. 65 .......... PERSYS PIERSALL 

REED JOEL PROCHNOW ............................... 45 .......... NEIL & KATHLEEN PROCHNOW 

CHLOE GRACE RONGEN ............................... 9 ........... CONNIE & BARRY RONGEN (Grandparents) 

ANDREW SADEK ........................................... 27 .......... JOHN & TAMMY SADEK 

TYLER JAMES THOEMKE ............................ 29 .......... JAMIE & SHERI THOEMKE 

 

ANNIVERSARIES 

 CHILD PARENTS 
 

BRIAN BJERKEN ............................................ 14 .......... DENNIS & SHIRLEY BJERKEN 

RILEY MARK DAHLBERG ............................ 14 .......... BLAKE & CHRISTINA DAHLBERG 

GREGORY S GROOTERS ................................ 4 ........... LARRY & HAZEL GROOTERS 

MICHAEL L HANSON .................................... 12 .......... LARRY & MARY HANSON 

HEIDI  HELLAND ............................................. 9 ........... JOHN & TERRI HELLAND 

TARI L HELLER .............................................. 13 .......... RICHARD & CLARE ELLESS 

JESSE ANDREW KOLNES .............................. 3 ........... LEOBA KOLNES 

LANNIE LEE KORNELIUS............................. 13 .......... LEROY & DONNA KORNELIUS 

ERIC C LARSON.............................................. 18 .......... CRAIG & BARB LARSON 

KEVIN DEANE MAESSE ................................. 4 ........... HELEN MAESSE 

KYLE NELSON ................................................. 6 ........... JERRY & YVONNE NELSON 

THOMAS JAMES ANTHONY NORBERG ..... 2 ........... BRIAN & MARY NORBERG 

CHLOE GRACE RONGEN ............................... 9 ........... CONNIE & BARRY RONGEN (Grandparents) 

JUSTIN DONALD RUEDIGER ........................ 2 ........... STEVE & CARISSA HAUGEN 

 
Please check out our Chapter website’s page for ‘Our Beloved Children’ 

(www.tcffargomoorhead.org/ourchildren.html ). If you would like your child’s picture and a poem or story 

posted on this page, please submit them to us at tcf1313@hotmail.com or mail them to our PO Box (listed on 

the back of the newsletter). Photos and poems/stories sent to the PO Box will be electronically scanned and 

then returned to you so please remember to include a return address. 

 

The depth of your sorrow diminishes slowly and, at times, imperceptibly. Your recovery is not an act of 

disloyalty to the one who has died. Nor is it achieved by forgetting the past. Try to strike a delicate balance 

between a yesterday that should be remembered and a tomorrow that must be created.  

~ Author Unknown 



SIBLING PAGE 

 

“AFTER” 
As the world around me gets brighter, 

And the darkness fades away, 

The weight I carry gets lighter 

Because I know she’ll be near one day. 

My life is no longer as lonely, 

As when it was when she left. 

I know she wasn’t trying to hurt me, 

But for a while I couldn’t catch my breath. 

Each day the pain gets easier 

And the memories aren’t so sad. 

I’m finally able to smile for her, 

As I think of the time we had. 

Now when I’m feeling alone, 

And ask for her embrace, 

I close my eyes and she warms me, 

And her spirit kisses my face. 

Sarah Yoder, in memory of her sister Morgan 
 

 
I Am Your Sister and Always Will Be 

 "I am your sister and always will be." That's how Susie signed 

her cards to me. After a while, she shortened it to, "I am..." And of 

course I knew the rest of it Susie was two and one-half years 

younger than I. She was alive one evening talking on the phone to 

Mom about the Oscars and to Dad about moving. The next day she 

was found.  Whatever it was--it ended her life and changed mine 

forever. 

 There was a wonderful side of my sister that I didn't pay enough 

attention to. She was a kind and loving person, always ready to 

shelter lost animals and lost souls. When she was in a good mood, 

her smiles warmed my heart. Yet I spent most of my life wishing 

that things were different: wishing that she thought more of 

herself, wishing that she would take my advice, wishing that she 

were happier, wishing that we could accept each other. 

 Now, for two years, I've done nothing but wish she were here so 

we could have another chance to work at our relationship. Now, I 

wish that I had been able to give her my unconditional love & 

support. (She needed it and deserved it.) Now, I wish that I could 

have been with her that night so she would not have been alone. 

Now, I wish that I would have held her in my arms and told her 

how very much I loved her. Because, Susie, I am your sister and 

always will be. 

-Michele Walters, TCF/Baltimore, MD 

 

EVERY TIME THAT IT RAINS 
I think of you every time that it rains. 

When clouds fill the sky and storm winds blow, 

Memories of you drop from the sky 

Kissing my tulips and brushing my cheek. 

I know you are there... 

When the rainbow appears. 

I love you and miss you with all of my heart 

and I think of you every time that it rains. 

~ Lorie Haacke, TCF/Billings, MT 

In memory of her brother, Tony 

A STORM OF GRIEF 
When a storm of grief grows in the heart, 

Reach back for yesterday 

To catch onto your memories. 

The storm will calm, and for a brief moment 

The lost feelings of happiness 

Will shine through and through 

~ Lori Pollard, TFC/Montgomery AL 

 

THANKSGIVING GRACE 
 I am supposed to say a Thanksgiving grace today at the table, 

but I don’t feel very thanksgiving… 

 What are we supposed to be thankful for?  God took our baby 

away and we’re supposed to still believe in HIM? 

 The table is set, the turkey smells good and everyone is 

gathering around…every that is except my baby brother.  WHY 

didn’t HE let Austin live?  WHY didn’t HE help him get better so 

he could grow up with me?  I do not want to be alone.  I want to 

be a sister.  I don’t want two turkey legs! 

 Hey God.  I’m talking to you!  Can you hear me?  WHY don’t 

you answer????? 

 Or do you sometimes, I just can’t hear?  Well, anyway, I guess 

I’m thankful for the little time Big A was her.  We did have fun 

sometimes. 

 So thanks, God, for that little while. 

~by Alicia M. Sims from “Am I Still A Sister?” 

 

DO I HAVE TO? 
Mom, do I have to stop loving my brother, because he is not here?  

Will I forget all about him because he's not near? 

I remember all the things we did together, even though we 

were very young.  

I laugh and feel warm each time I think of a particularly 

funny one. 

Sometimes I get so angry that he's no longer here to share,  

But I know he knows it's because of how much I still care. 

I miss him so even though at times we didn't agree. 

Just knowing he was there made things feel safe for me. 

He always felt he had to be my strong protective big brother, 

And that's a bond we'll always share with each other. 

He tried to protect me even when he too was just as scared. 

Those were the very special kinds of moments we shared. 

No, I won't stop loving that big brother of mine, 

Not now, not ever, not till the end of time. 

He will always be a part of what makes me be me, 

And that's the part of our love that will live eternally. 

~ Jackie Rosen, TCF/North Dade, FL 

 

TO COLLEEN 
To a wonderful sister, who was special in every way. 

I miss you greatly, but know you are with me everyday. 

We had many good times together; those memories 

I will treasure forever. 

What happen is hard to believe, because it was 

much too soon for you to leave. 

God needed another angel and we had no clue, all 

those years he was watching you. 

Now you are in heaven, eternal paradise a place that 

always sounded so nice and where we will meet someday. 

Until then, for each of us you will pray, because God 

wanted it that way. 

Love always, Shaun Hingham - TCF 



 

 

TAKE THE TIME . . . TO HURT, TO CRY. . . 
Wordless and worldless -- Endless and forever, grief goes on -- 

It takes the best -- And leaves the rest an empty shell -- Life is Hell. 

David was dead four months when I wrote that in my journal. Time is my enemy. As I envisioned the future of my life, I saw only a 

vast expanse of desert - dry, parched, and empty. 

It is now a year and a half since David's death, and I recognize that time has become my friend. Now, when I look to the future, I see 

hills and valleys - struggles, to be sure, but, also, moments spent at the summit. What has happened? Time is healing. 

Take the time . . . 

To hurt . . . The pain is great and the temptation to run away is great. But, there is no avoiding, no escaping the hard feelings. If you 

cover them over, they only re-surface later in a potentially more destructive way. 

To cry . . . It may feel like once started, you can never stop. But you have every reason to cry, and when you have cried enough, you 

will stop. 

To "fall apart" . . . If you have a broken leg, you would not expect yourself to function at full capacity right away. Your wound is 

much greater - you have a broken heart. Confusion, inability to concentrate, lethargy, imagined glimpses of your dead child are a normal 

part of the grieving process and do not mean that you are going crazy. 

To be "selfish" . . . Mourning is an egocentric time, a time for turning inward and introspection. 

To "identify" . . . and seek out resources in your environment that can help: friends, clergy, Compassionate Friends, a counselor. 

Talk to them. 

Having done all that - having lingered in the valley of the shadow - it is time to begin the climb out. 

Take the time . . . 

To engage again in activities that were once pleasurable. They may hold no joy the first few times; someday they will and that will 

be all right. 

To laugh without guilt. Savor the good moments in the day, brief though they may be. Through your child, you can re-discover the 

beauty of a sunset. 

To care for your health. Grieving is a physio-, as well, as psycho-logical stress. Your body needs protection. 

To be patient. Wanting to live again and learning to live again takes time. The path out of the other side of the valley is steep, and 

we all often stumble. But with time - time spent doing the work of grief - you can find the path to a world made richer by your love. 

 

~ Bronna Romaoff, PHD, TCF/Albany, NY 

 

SHARED THOUGHTS ON CELEBRATING THANKSG IVING WHILE GRIEVING 
For many of us, fall means the time of year to be in awe of all the beautiful colors of nature, and to give thanks for our many 

blessings. When our child or sibling dies, our eyes still see nature’s beauty, but our hearts are in too much pain to feel, appreciate, or 

enjoy anything. The Thanksgiving holiday seems almost unacceptable to many newly bereaved. It is very difficult to give thanks, when 

one of our greatest blessings has been taken from us, and the gut-wrenching pain is with us every moment. 

We now know how precious the gift of life is. We are more appreciative of our surviving family, and find the dreaded anticipation of 

not having our whole family together for our traditional Thanksgiving adds to our grief. This is not a time to shelter others from our pain. 

Not being honest can give false messages, and confuses others who want to help us. Friends and extended family members frequently 

think they know what is always best for us. Their advice may only be best for them, by easing their pain and pretending you are capable 

of handling more than you can. 

It is important to include immediate family members in your holiday planning. Don’t try to read their minds. You are showing respect 

and acknowledging their pain by getting their input. They, too, have apprehensions of up coming holidays, and need to have open verbal 

communication. 

If you plan to be with friends or extended family, it may be wise to give advance notice that you may not be able to “keep it 

together”. If you plan to have people in, try to let others help you prepare the dinner. You may want to deviate from traditions. Only you 

can decide what is best for you. Ask friends to accept your decision. We kept all our traditions, but that may not be best for you. We still 

had our surviving children at home, and it seemed important to hold to our seasonal celebrations. 

Even though it is difficult to count blessings, we need to communicate with our feelings. Family, friends, and relationships are always 

at the top of our list of things to be thankful for. Next came material things, which now seem so trivial, and not even worth enumerating. 

“Things” don’t belong on the same page anymore. Most of us have learned a new meaning about life. What a waste it would be if we 

endured all this pain and agony, and did not become a more caring person. We also have a new understanding of the word “Compassion”, 

and have learned to reach out to those who need us. 

We should not minimize our pain. It often prevents us from counting our blessings, and that is very normal during our early grief. 

The intense pain blocks out everything. We should feel no guilt for having normal human reactions. Allow yourselves to grieve and cry, it 

is very healing. 

There are no shortcuts to get through our grief. But, it will get softer, tolerable, and we learn how to handle the holidays. I could not 

believe this in my fresh grief. I have healed more than I ever thought possible. All memories were so painful. One of the things I am most 

thankful for is that I can now remember beautiful times with Doug, without having intense pain. I feel and hope you will also have this 

blessing one day.  

God Bless,  

~ Marie Hofmockel, TCF/Valley Forge, PA 

 



We must have your written permission on file to use your child’s name in the newsletter. Permission may be 

withdrawn at any time by written request. This information is used to maintain our Chapter database. It is confidential and 

is only utilized for Chapter activities such as the newsletter.  

 

Your Name: _______________________________________________________________________________ 

Child’s Name: _______________________________________ Relationship: ___________________________ 

Birth Date: _________________   Death Date: _______________  

_____________________________________________________________________Date: ________________ 
     (Signature) 

Please return to: The Compassionate Friends of F-M Area, PO Box 10686, Fargo ND 58106 

(Please note that if you have already submitted a permission slip, you do not need to submit another one) 

Butterfly Decals  

“Butterflies are the heaven sent kisses of an angel.” ~ Author Unknown 

Butterfly decals are available to help personalize our trailer. The trailer is used to carry items to and from our Walk to Remember and 

other chapter events. It has also given us some visibility in the Fargo/Moorhead community. Each butterfly decal holds the first and 

last name of one of our beloved children. 

Butterflies are available in five colors (yellow, pink, red, blue and green). The cost is as follows: $25 for 1 butterfly, $50 for 2 

butterflies, $65 for 3 butterflies and $80 for 4 butterflies. If you wish to purchase more than 4 butterflies, please contact Paul and Kara 

Bailey at 701-491-0364.  

Butterfly orders should include the child’s first and last name (middle name is optional) and the color of the butterfly. Checks should 

be made payable to TCF of Fargo-Moorhead and the order mailed to PO Box 10686, Fargo, ND 58106.  

 

Thoughts About Progress 
 One thing that is frequently discussed at our meetings 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 previous experienced “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. That 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 Ehmann, TCF/Valley Forge, PA 

 

STARTING OVER AGAIN 
As parents, how many times have we told our children to try, try again? “You can do it, just start over,” we’d say, be it a coloring 

book not kept within the lines, learning to tie shoes, school assignments, or later the other difficulties that life brings. 

Little did we think that this well meaning advice we gave out of love and concern for our children’s well being would be the 

words that we now must follow. Hang on. Don’t give up. Try again and start over. All this now applies to us. Had the situation been 

reversed we could not have wanted our children to live out the rest of their lives in pain and unable to go on. We would have wanted 

them to continue on, not in constant sorrow, but with hope for renewal and better days ahead. As we have said to them, they would be 

throwing right back to us, it is a very hard road that you must travel, but you can do it. What you wanted for me, I want for you. Do 

what you have to, to find your way out of the dark tunnel and when you fall, pick yourself up and start over again. You can do it. What 

we wanted for our children is not less than they would want for us. If we could hear them right now, they would be saying “LIVE, for 

life is but a moment”, “LOVE, for that is what really matters”, and go on for we shall be together again some day. 

~ Mary Ann Lambden, TCF/Gloucester County, NJ 
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A SINCERE WELCOME TO ALL COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS...We are a nonprofit self-help organization offering friendship and 

support to families who have experienced the death of a child. We offer group support, understanding and friendship. Our purpose is to 

promote and aid parents and siblings in the positive resolution of the grief they are experiencing and to foster physical and emotional 

health. If you have questions or wish to talk directly to a member of the Fargo-Moorhead Compassionate Friends, please call any of the 

numbers listed. 

FARGO-MOORHEAD COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS BOARD 
YOU ARE INVITED TO JOIN THE BOARD AT ANY TIME! 

Chapter Leader Paul & Kara Bailey ........ 701-491-0364 Newsletter Editor Nancy Teeuwen ............. 701-730-0805 

Co-Chapter Leader Lori Wiger ...................... 701-781-3931 Newsletter Database Sheryl Cvijanovich ........ 701-540-3287 

Secretary Sheryl Cvijanovich ......... 701-540-3287 Website Administrator Sheryl Cvijanovich ........ 701-540-3287 

Treasurer Chuck Klinkhammer ...... 701-298-2929 Initial Contact Sheryl Cvijanovich 

Mailing Committee Contact Us to Join  Librarian Contact Us to Volunteer  

 

LIBRARY INFORMATION: We have an extensive library available. Please feel free to check materials at our next meeting.  

 

TELEPHONE FRIENDS 

HAVING A BAD DAY OR NIGHT? Feel free to call and talk to any of the following: 

Sheryl Cvijanovich (son, 23 - illness) ........................................................ 701-540-3287 

Lois Gangnes (son, 24 - accident) .............................................................. 701-282-4083 

Nancy Teeuwen (daughter, 15 hours - illness) ........................................... 701-730-0805 

Mark & Hella Helfter (miscarriage, son, 35-accident & son, 45-cancer)... 701-235-9622 

 

Love gifts must be received by the 15th to be included in the next month’s newsletter. If you wish to give a love gift, please complete: 

 

Love gift given in Memory/Honor of ___________________________________________ 

 

Name  ____________________________________________________________ 

Address __________________________________________________________ 

Relationship  ___________________________ Born __________________  Died ___________________ 

 

NOTE: By giving a love gift, you are giving us permission to include your child(ren) in our monthly birthdays and anniversaries. 

MISSION STATEMENT: When a child dies, at 

any age, the family suffers intense pain and may feel 
hopeless and isolated. The Compassionate Friends 

provides highly personal comfort, hope, and support to 
every family experiencing the death of a son or a 

daughter, a brother or a sister, or a grandchild, and 
helps others better assist the grieving family. 


