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We are sorry you need us, but glad you found us. Mohammed
Afshar, father of his son, Ali

WHEN YOU LOSE AN ONLY CHILD
The loss of an only child is neither greater nor less than the loss
of one of many children. However, the loss of an only child is
experienced differently. It is different because you lose your
parenthood, which is such a large part of the life of any parent.
I. With the death of an only child, you lose the one person who
could use all of the love you had to give every hour of every
day. One of the secrets of parenthood is that from birth,
children teach us that we have a greater capacity for unselfish
love than we thought possible. When your only child dies, you
may feel that you are drowning in the parental love your heart
continues to generate for the child you have lost.
2. With the death of an only child, you lose so much of your
own future that was tied to your child's future. The first day of
school, sports, learning to drive, a first crush, a first date, a first
heartbreak, high school, college, career, marriage, children,
grandchildren, great grandchildren. Your only child lost all of
this from his or her future. And so did you.
3. With the death of an only child, you suffer many tiny losses
that cause pain only another grieving parent can comprehend.
You have lost the joy of checking the cereal aisle to see if
Cocoa Puffs are on sale. You have lost the reason to keep up
with the top ten hits on the pop music charts. You have lost the
joy of caring what prize is in a box of Cracker Jack. You have
lost the joy of getting up early on a Saturday morning for kids
soccer, basketball, or bowling. You have lost the reason to
hope for a December snow. You have lost the person who
thought you made the best cocoa on a cool December evening.
For me, I lost a gentle, kind, generous child who loved,
watched for, and shared beautiful sunsets.
The loss of an only child is a devastating loss. Your child has
lost his or her life. And you have lost an important piece of
your own life, your parenthood. The Compassionate Friends
chapter near you is there to help you acknowledge and grieve
these losses by sharing your pain with others who have known
their own pain.
Bill Snapp
TCF Atlanta (Tucker)
In Memory of my son, Bill Snapp

Halloween has always been a special holiday time. I regret
that our son only had a one-time experience at this magical
time of year. I remember—as though it were yesterday—the
wonder in his face, how he tried to eat the candy through his
mask, how he said thank you without coaxing. Then I think
of all the parents whose child never had the opportunity and
I am grateful for that one time.
It’s hard watching all the other children trick-or-treating,
and yet there is something special about this season that
comforts me. As I watch the trees around me, I am reminded
that there is a beauty even in their dying leaves. There’s a
special aroma, a breathtaking color scheme, and if you listen,
a rustling in the air. I believe there is a message in fall. I
believe God wants us to know that death is like a change of
seasons, that our children now know far more beauty than
we can ever imagine.
Like the tree that lives on through the barren winter and
comes alive again in spring, our children are not gone. They
live!
Nancy Cassell
TCF, Monmouth Co., NJ

Tomorrow Will Be Better
When my son died, I felt like there would be no tomorrow. I
didn’t want a tomorrow. I wanted yesterday with its promise
of joy and perfection. I wanted my son to be alive. But he
was gone. Now, when life gets me down, I remember the
joys of yesterday, think of all that I was given, take measure
of all that still needs to be done, and I promise myself that
tomorrow will be better because I will work very hard to
make it better. My grandmother often told me, “If you think
you can, you’re right. If you think you can’t, you’re right.
What do you think?” As a child I thought this was strange.
As an adult, I know it to be true. Tomorrow will be better.
Tomorrow I will, once again, tell my mind to stop the
negative thoughts. And my mind will do exactly that, as I
command my ship of grief.
Annette Mennen Baldwin
TCF Katy, TX
Love Gifts
Mary Frances Moriarty – for the TCF Good Works, in loving
memory of Molly Moriarty

