
 VOLUME 24,  NO .  2  MARCH 2015 

Inside this issue:  

Calendar and Contacts  2 

Arlington Chapter  3 

Fairfax Chapter  4 

Leesburg Chapter  5 

Prince William Chapter  6 

Reston Chapter  7 

Washington, DC Chapter  8 

Resources  9 

Our Children Remembered  10 

Feeling Bad About Feeling Good 

ñIn our greatest adversity we find our greatest 
strength. In that strength we find our greatest 
healing.ò   

One of our healing goals is to bring happiness back 
to our lives. We yearn to smile and laugh again. 
Early in our journey we ask, ñWill I ever feel joy 
again?ò or, ñCan I ever have a happy moment after 
the death of my child?ò Those emotions seem like 
elusive, distant dreams that may never happen 
again. As our world crumbles, it feels like much of 
our life has ended, and the possibility of regaining 
even a brief glimpse of happiness seems remote. 
Yet somehow we manage to get out of bed, go to 
work, or take care of other children if weôre 
fortunate enough to have them, and the world 
keeps turning even though our hearts bleed. As 
time passes and we do our grieving/healing work, 
we begin to have happy moments. Itôs what we 
want, but when we laugh again, and itôs true 
heartfelt laughter without our masks, we may think, 
ñWhat right do I have to be happy when my child is 
dead?ò or, ñIf I feel better, am I abandoning my 
child?ò Those questions can bring feelings of guilt 
and rob us of any healing weôve felt. Having that 
guilt is common and normal, but sustaining that 
guilt can keep us from continuing to heal. So what 
can we do to let go of that guilt and continue on our 
healing path?        

I believe the reason we smile again is because 
weôre fulfilling another of our grieving goals, which 
is the return of the life of our child. We smile, we 
laugh, and we feel better because we think of our 
child as living, living through our memories. When 
my son died, I believed I would never have him in 
my life again. His life, in any form, was gone 
forever. I now know thatôs not true. It took many 
years and a lot of grief work, but when I was able to 
let go of his physical death, his life force and spirit 
re-entered me, along with my smile. Sadly, the 
bodies of our children will never come back. Thatôs 
a tough reality to acknowledge. Our greatest 
suffering comes from not being able to hold them, 
see them, or interact directly with them. So much of 

who they are was wrapped up in their bodies. 
When their bodies left, so did they... or so we 
thought.        

Our kids are much more than just their bodies. 
Even though we miss them terribly, when we close 
our eyes and think of our child, good memories can 
come to us. That, too, is the child we know and 
love. Early on, those memories may have made us 
cry because we knew theyôd be making no more. 
Over time, as we challenge our grief and do our 
work, those memories can make us smile, even 
though we will at times have a tear in our eye. 
Those memories of a living child weôll always have, 
and need for our healing. So go ahead and smile 
without guilt. Go ahead and laugh and feel good 
about laughing. Itôs your child whoôs bringing that 
joy to your life. They live, not like they did before, 
but in the best possible way we let them live. They 
live in our hearts, our lives, and in our joy. Feel 
good about feeling good.    

~Rob Anderson, TCF Boston ó05 Workshop 
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Arlington Chapter 
Contact: Lois Copeland 
301-520-0225 
arlingtontcf@gmail.com 

Please send  
ñLove Giftsò to: 
Wayne Hubbard 
23230 Linden Ct. 
Lexington Park, MD 
20653  

Trinity Presbyterian Church 
5533 N.16th St 
Arlington, VA  
Second Thursdays 7:30 PM 

Fairfax Chapter  
Contact: Carol Marino 
Carolmarino1@gmail.com 
 
Chapter Phone:  
(703) 622-3639  

Please send  
ñLove Giftsò to: 
Monica Clark 
5444 Ladue Lane 
Fairfax, VA 22030 
Attn:  TCF 
 

Old St. Maryôs Hall  
next to St. Maryôs Historic  
Church and Cemetery 
Fairfax Station Rd  
and Route 123 
Fairfax, VA 22030  
First Wednesdays 7:30 PM 

Leesburg Chapter 
Contact: Bev or Bernie 
Elero  
(540) 882-9707 
 

Please send  
ñLove Giftsò to: 
Mrs. Anne Shattuck 
224 Walnut Ridge Ln. 
Palmyra, VA 22963  

St. James Episcopal Church  
Janney Parlor 
14 Cornwall St NW 
Leesburg, VA  
First Wednesdays 7:30 PM 

Prince William  
Chapter 
Contact: Jennifer Malloch 
jmmalloch@gmail.com 
(571) 229-0768 

Please send  
ñLove Giftsò to:  
 Melody Ridgeway 
9366 Dahlia Ct. 
Manassas, VA 20110 

Buckhall United Methodist 
Church, White building to the 
left of the church 
10251 Moore Dr,  
Manassas, VA 20111 
Third Wednesdays 7:30 PM 

North County Gov Bld. 
Reston Police Station Bld. 
12000 Bowman Towne Drive 
Reston, VA 
Second Saturdays 2:00 PM  

TCF Reston  
(for no surviving children) 
Contact:  
Nancy Vollmer (VA)         (703) 390-0589  
Sharon Skarzynski  (MD)  (410) 757-5049  

Washington, DC  
Chapter      
Contact: 
Jean Pierce 
(301) 538-4209 
Misty724@verizon.net 

Please send  
ñLove Giftsò to: 
Coralease Ruff 
3314 Applegrove Ct. 
Oak Hill, VA 20171  

The Howard University 
Carnegie Bldg. Room B 
2395 Sixth Street, NW 
Washington, DC 20059   
Third Wednesdays 7:00 PM  

N  T 
Editor 
Janet Keeports 
tcfnewsletter@gmail.com 
 
Database Manager 
Brenda Sullivan 
tcfdba@gmail.com 
 
Treasurer 
Wayne Hubbard 
23230 Linden Ct. 
Lexington Park, MD 20653  
hubbardw@md.metrocast.net 
 
 
Reporters: 
Arlington 
Ron Byrd 
ronjun1@verizon.net 
 
Fairfax 
Katy Frank, kmfrank@fcps.edu 
 
Washington, DC 
Veronica Stubbs, vcstubbs@gmail.com 
 
Leesburg 
Bev Elero, belero@gmail.com  
 
Prince William 
Selina Farmer-Williams 
mazzybluestudios@gmail.com 
 
Reston 
Ilona Lantos, ilantos@me.com 

 

Regional Coordinator 
Kathy Collins 
tiffaniesmom@verizon.net 
 
 
TCF National Headquarters 
PO Box 3696  
Oak Brook IL 60522-3696 
www.compassionatefriends.org   
(877) 969-0010 
 

Arlington Website 
www.tcfarlington.org 
Webmaster: Lois Copeland 
Arlingtontcf@gmail.com  
 
Fairfax Website 
www.tcffairfax.org  
 

Leesburg Website 
www.tcfleesburg.org 
webmaster@tcfleesburg.org 
 

Prince William Website 
www.tcfprincewilliam.org 
webmaster@tcfprwm.org 
 

Washington, DC Website  
www.tcfwashingtondc.org  

 -ňňŗŌőŊŖ 
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Wednesday, March 4, 2015 
 

7:30  PM   Fairfax 

7:30 PM   Leesburg 
 

Saturday, March 14, 2015 
 

2:00 PM   Reston 
 

Thursday, March 12, 2015 
 

7:30 PM   Arlington 
 

Wednesday, March 18, 2015 
 

7:30 PM   Prince William 
 

Wednesday, March 25, 2015 
 

7:00 PM   Washington, DC 
 

http://www.compassionatefriends.org
http://www.tcfarlington.org
http://www.tcffairfax.org
http://www.tcfleesburg.org
http://www.tcfprincewilliam.org
http://www.tcfwashingtondc.org
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No one Knows the Real Me  

I smile and I laugh, that is what the world sees. But no one really 
knows the real me... One that cries silently inside... I walk down 
the streets without a care in the world... but no one really knows 
the real me... One that is in pain from a broken heart... One that 
aches because we are apart. In an instant a memory returns and 
your eyes are filled with tears... You know your mind is right 
where it wants to be, not in the present, not in the future, but in 
the past. You want to freeze that moment and relive it forever in 
your mind... And then a stranger is looking at you... The tears 
must be wiped, a smile must be forced... And once again no one 
really knows the real me....                  

~Vivienne Rodriguez January 14, 2014  
 

March  

It is March. What a strange time of the year. One day is spring, 
and the next day it is winter again. And yesterday, when the wind 
picked up some forgotten leaves and whirled them around my 
feet, I felt as if fall were in the air. Iôve never liked March very 
much. Maybe it reminds me too much of my own life; my own 
grief process; one day up and the next day down, up and down in 
one day! I felt as if I could never enjoy the good days, because I 
knew a bad day would fol1ow. Just like March, never trust the 
sunshine and warmth, because tomorrow a bitter wind will blow 
and clouds will darken the sky. Sometimes I would even rush 
through a happy moment just to get it over with, just to hurry on 
to the grief. Or even borrow tomorrowôs grief to avoid todayôs 
joy. Why trust the happiness when I know that I will be crying 
soon? Close the windows and block out todayôs sun, because it 
will probably rain tomorrow. How long did I live like that? 
Years. For years I hid from Marchôs sunshine. I canôt tell you 
when I realized that I could live one moment at a time and accept 
what was in that moment. Cheerful, that is what it is in that 
moment.               

~BJ, TCF Bloomington, IN  
 

The road to recovery from grief, therefore, is to take time to do 
things that will enable us to give meaning to our lives. Thatôs 
when our journey through grief becomes a journey of discovering 
ourselves, our potential and our resources in the encounter with 
life. Thatôs when we become better people, rather than bitter 
people. In grief, no one can take away our pain because no one 
can take away our love. This call to life is to learn to love again.             

~Father Arnaldo Pangrazzi 

Youôre Not Alone 

In my efforts to make some sense of this pain, Iôve found Iôm not 
alone in the realm of gloom and desolation. I attended the 
meetings, as expected of me, crying at each personôs grievous 
narrative, each worse than the last. But my pain was my own, 
embellished with special guilt and regrets. How could anyone 
ever begin to understand? My turn comes and everyone looks at 
me as my agony spills forth over the raw wound. As I speak and 
sob, they sob with me; somehow helping to take away some of 
that hurt. They reach out and draw me in; knowing, caring, 
loving and understanding. When new families come into the 
group, their recent anguish makes you so very aware of how far 
you have come. You realize youôre one of those who can reach 
out to help take up some of their pain, to make their burden 
lighter. Time, they say, heals all wounds; you can only pray for 
peace to help ease you through the pain, and then reach out to 
your Compassionate Friends for support and understanding, and 
the awareness that youôre not alone.                              

~Judy Moore TCF, Orange County, CA 

 

 
Grief  

Grief is not a mental illness, but sometimes it feels that way. 
When in grief weôve not gone crazy, though at times we fear we 
may. Grief is such a strong emotion that it overflows the mind; 
puts the mind in such a commotion itôs control is undermined. 
Without our mindôs control to guide us, we feel numb and seem 
insane. But griefôs growing hurt inside us makes us look inside 
again. Then grief comes to save our saneness and provide a 
sheltered space; to compose our shattered psyche, put lifeôs 
pieces back in place. Someday weôll see how grief served us, 
forced us to express our pain; and by forcing us to face it, grief 
made us whole again.                                           

~C. Bradford Johnson TCF, North Carolina  

 

Every one can master a grief but he that has it. 

~William Shakespeare 

 

 

Submissions of articles or poems to the newsletter are 
requested and should be submitted to Ron Byrd at: 
ronjun3@verizon.net.  

Love Gifts 

Ernie & Mrs. Coggins, in memory of their daughter, 
Elizabeth Rose Coggins 

Carol M. & J. Stuart Downs, in honor of her son, Bill Mason 

Jay and Lois Copeland, in loving memory of their 
son, David Michael Copeland, on his birthday. 

Welcome to Our New Members   
We are sorry you need us, but are glad you found us. 

Tom Mutryn, father of Michael 

Lisa Oshinsky, sister of Danny 

Miguel Oyarzun, stepfather of Karous Noreikis 
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An Irish Prayer  

Remembered Joy 

Donôt grieve for me, for now Iôm free! 

I follow the plan God laid for me. 

I saw His face, I heard His call,  

I took His hand and left it allé 

I could not stay another day,  

To love, to laugh, to work or play;  

Tasks left undone must stay that way.   

And if my parting has left a void 

Then fill it with remembered joy. 

A friendship shared, a laugh, a kissé 

Ah yes, these things I, too, shall miss: 

Good times, good friends, a loved-oneôs touch. 

Perhaps my time seemed all too brief ï  

Donôt shorten yours with undue grief. 

Be not burdened with tears of sorrow, 

Enjoy the sunshine of the morrow.   

 

If you would like to submit an entry for the TCF Fairfax 
Page, please send it to the Fairfax editor by the 10th of each 
month.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Remembering Conor 

You lived life to its fullest, 

and always loved to have fun. 

We remember your love of music,  

and how your shared that with everyone. 

A great big brother from the very start,  

you live on forever in Brian and Avaôs hearts. 

You went through life as everyoneôs friend, 

loyal and caring until the end. 

Summers in Ireland were always the best, 

Long days of fun and no time for rest. 

Our love for you is endless, 

Your absence brings so much pain, 

But we know that you have found happiness now, 

For the sun shines through the rain. 

We have all these wonderful memories, 

But most of all we remember how much we miss you Conor. 

 

Love you forever, 

Mom, Dad, Brian and Ava 

~Mary Keegan, TCF, Fairfax, VA 

 

Welcome to New Members 

Bill & Cheri Reed of Chantilly, VA,  

parents of  Tyler Reed 

Karen & Doug Kirk of Oakton, VA,  

parents of  Will Kirk 

 

Sincere Thanks for the Love Gifts 

Arthur and Patricia Chase 

Dave and Cindy Morrell, in memory of Darren 

Carol and Tim Perry, in memory of Chris Young 

Thomas and Joanna Winthrop, in memory of Sarah 
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Music - A Window To The Soul  

It has been said that music can open a window to the soul. To a 
bereaved person, music may either drive a knife into an already 
festering wound, or it may begin to soothe and bring comfort to 
a shattered and broken spirit.  

The once familiar lyrics of an old song may take on new and 
different meanings, as the senses are filtered through the grief 
experience. Some examples would be - Irving Berlinôs old 
standard ñThe Song is Ended - But The Melody Lingers onò; 
from the Broadway production, Aspects of Love comes Andrew 
Lloyd Webberôs ñLove Changes Everythingò; and finally, 
ñAmazing Grace, (how sweet the sound).ò  

The CD entitled ñJosh Grobanò contains a beautiful song, ñTo 
Where You Areò and speaks to the heart of one who is no longer 
in our earthly presence. (www.joshgroban.com)  

How are you affected by music? As a bereaved person, what 
music evokes emotion?  What songs ñset you on edgeò?  What 
type of music brings comfort to you? Some say music can open 
a window to the soul.  May it be true for you!  

~Nancy A. Gleim, from Atlanta TCF Online 

The Music is Forever 
One life,   

Like the song strummed softly on the strings,   
Makes music to the ears of those who hear it sing.   

Discordant notes and harmony, together make the sounds,   
But the space between the notes  
is where the meaning can be found. 

A life,   
May be as brief as a note on a page,   

Or as long as a symphony with all the movements played.  
But long or short, the melody has its meaning  

though unfinished,   
And for those with ears to hear it, the meaningôs not diminished. 
Somewhere the song continues its sweetly singing phrase,   

The music is forever, not just for those days. 

One life,   
Like a Song,   

Strummed softly on the strings,   
Makes music to the ears   
of those who hear it sing. 

~Karen Howard, TCF Miami, FL 

 For St. Patrickôs Day,  
An Irish Prayer 

May God give you... 
With every storm, a rainbow,  
With every tear, a smile,  
With every care, a promise,  
And a blessing in each trial.  
With every problem life sends,  
A faithful friend to share,  
With every sigh, a sweet song,  
And an answer to each prayer. 

 
 

Music of the Soul 

We cry for ourselves, not loved ones gone, 
They are happy in the great beyond, 
No more burdens, heartache or stress, 
They live in a state of pure happiness. 

Itôs those of us left behind, 
Who struggle with the concept of time, 
On this planet of pain and tears, 

Learning and growing through the years. 

What a blessing you were to me, 
Like a magnificent symphony, 

With haunting passages of turbulent lows, 
Mixed with brilliant crescendos. 

Across the pages lines of notes play, 
But then abruptly go away, 

A symphony of the story of you, 
My wonderful son of twenty-two. 

What movement would be playing now, 
If you were still here somehow? 
A work of such hope and promise, 
With so much more to accomplish. 

My darling son, 
Your earthly work must have been done, 
You are now a more brilliant light, 
Just beyond earthly sight. 

Composing more passages on another plane, 
With knowledge earned through joy and pain, 
The music of your soul will always flow, 

In our hearts this we know. 

Listening with our inner ear, 
The melody is very clear, 

We will strive to overcome our sorrow, 
In Godôs promise of a joyous tomorrow. 

 
~Claire Ann Stevenson 
Used with Permission 

http://amotherstears.blogspot.com/ 

A Warm Welcome 

Debra Thompson,  
mother of Stephen Skinner  
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We are going to be doing some different themes over the 
next few months at our monthly meeting that I wanted to 
let you know about. Please mark your calendar and plan 
on joining us. 

Our March meeting is on March 18th. We will be breaking 
our meeting into 2 parts -- our regular sharing session 
and a ñMustache You a Questionò Session. 

Here are the 8 questions each break out group will 
choose from to present to the large group: 

1. In what ways have I changed personally since my 
loss? List and discuss them. 

2. What advice do I think the one who died would give 
to me and my family now? Why? 

3. Who are the persons who have been most helpful to 
me in my grief? What have they done or said that 
was helpful? Have I thanked them? 

4. Are there persons I need to forgive? Do I want to? 
How will I do that? What keeps me from forgiving 
them? 

5. How do I want to feel in the future? What am I willing 
to let go of in order to get there? 

6. If my best friend had a death in the family, what 
advice would I give my friend? 

7. In what ways am I coping with this loss differently 
from others in my family? 

8. If I could change something about this experience, 
other than not have it happen at all, what would it be 
and why? 

Our April meeting will be on April 15th. We will have a 
Yoga instructor come in for the first 20 minutes and walk 
us through some deep breathing exercises, and go over 
some tips for working through anxiety attacks. Then we 
will hold a regular sharing session. 

Our May meeting will be on May 20th. We will be 
breaking our meeting into 2 parts -- our regular sharing 
session and ñMeet My Child Night.ò Itôs where we share 
something about our child. We sit in a big circle. We 
share pictures, stories, collections, videos, etc. Letôs get 
to know each otherôs children. Each person will have 10 
minutes to share their child. 

Our June meeting will be on June 17th. We will be 
breaking our meeting into 2 parts --  our regular sharing 
session and breakout sessions for Men only and Women 
only. This will be an opportunity for the men to talk 
among themselves and the women to talk among 
themselves. 

On Saturday March 14th from 1:30 pm - 4:30 pm in the 
small chapel of the Buckhall Church we are going to have 
our first ñComfort Craftsò meeting. You are welcome to 
bring whatever craft you are currently working on to any 
of these meetings. Itôs a safe place to just create and 
socialize and relax. April we will be doing a mini 
workshop on ñHealing Journalsò. Please email Selina 
Farmer at mazzybluestudios@gmail.com to RSVP or if 
you have any questions.    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Name for My Pain 

I have given a name to my painð 

itôs called ñLonging.ò 

I long for what was, 

and what might have been. 

I long for his touch and smell of sweat; 

I long to hold him one more time. 

I long to look on his beautiful face, 

and impress it upon my memories and heart. 

I long to return to the day before, 

and protect him from his death. 

I long to take his place, 

so he may live and have sons too. 

I long for time to pass much faster, 

so my longing and pain will lessen. 

Will they? 

~June Williams-Muecke, TCF Houston West, TX  
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TCF Facilitator Training 

Seven of our Reston members attended the TCF 
Facilitator training session conducted 
by Wendy Resnick on January 31, 2015. Wendy has 
been training TCF facilitators for several years at 
special sessions held around the country, as well as 
during TCF National Conferences. We appreciate 
the efforts of Kathy Collins in arranging this training 
session and thank Mary Ellen Sullivan for making a 
donation in loving memory of her son Christopher 
which covered the fee for using the room at Oakton 
United Methodist Church. It was a full day for the 
participants. The agenda included information on 
structuring our group, strategies and skills used to 
facilitate groups and examined the challenges of 
working with members of a group. It was helpful to 
meet others from our region and hear what is 
beneficial to them in their groups. 

We used one of the techniques we learned at our 
meeting in February. After our sharing session, we 
ended our meeting with another Go Round; asking 
each person to share the one thing that was helpful 
or something useful that will be taken with each 
person from the dayôs gathering. This summary 
helped to reinforce the positive and provide a sense 
of cohesiveness.  

~Nancy Vollmer, TCF, Reston, VA  

 

 

i carry your heart 

i carry your heart with me (i carry it in 
my heart) i am never without it (anywhere 
i go you go, my dear; and whatever is done 
by only me is your doing, my darling) 

i fear no fate (for you are my fate, my sweet) i want 
no world (for beautiful you are my world, my true) 
and itôs you are whatever a moon has always meant 
and whatever a sun will always sing is you. 

here is the deepest secret nobody knows 
(here is the root of the root and the bud of the bud 
and the sky of the sky of a tree called life; which 
grows higher than soul can hope or mind can hide) 
and this is the wonder thatôs keeping the stars apart 

i carry your heart (i carry it in my heart). 

~E. E. Cummings 

In February, just before Valentineôs Day I received 
two ñheart jewelriesò from bereaved moms of 
childhood cancer. Both of these pieces and the 
thoughtfulness of other bereaved moms are very 
meaningful to me. 

One was a grief pin, which is very pretty and 
symbolic. The pin shows the world that we grieve a 
loved one who died. The upside- down black heart 
represents our broken heart, the 3 diamonds stand 
for hope and the scroll is for love. One day with hope 
and love we will wear the pin right side up again. You 
can get your FREE grief pin here http://
www.griefhaven.org/order-pin.shtml 

The other one was this amazing locket necklace with 
the picture of my son, Chris. On the front is engraved   
ñi carry your heart with me.ò Inside it says ñi carry it in 
my heart.ò It came with a card with the complete 
beautiful poem by E. E. Cummings. You can buy 
your locket necklace or gift it to someone at http://
prettystore.storenvy.com/. The proceeds go towards  
funding childhood cancer research.    

~Ilona Lantos, TCF, Reston, VA 


