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Dear Compassionate Friends ,

In

those sad days following our daughter Maggie’s
death, after all the relatives and friends had departed
for home, after the flowers and plants from the funeral
home had that had been deposited in our garage had been
dealt with, after sending our three sons off to school again,
and after Laurie returned to school and I to work, our
dominant thought as parents was how to help our sons heal
from this.
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Ours was a sad home. Supper was quiet, appetites nonexistent. There was no chatter or banter. No squabbling
over this or that, since Maggie was usually the instigator of
most of that anyway. That year, with the arrival of school’s
spring break, we took to the road. Our first stop was Sioux
Falls, South Dakota, and from there on to Mount Rushmore
on the opposite side of the state. (In prior years, we always
stopped at motels that has swimming pools so the four kids
could burn off some energy and unwind after sitting in a
car for hours. The two old guys would play together, and
Maggie and Luke would seek out the pool’s shallow end
and spend their time together.) This time though, it would
have to be different, and with some prodding, the three
boys were jumping in and out of the pool together. A new
combination replaced what had been before. Matt, our
middle son, came over excitedly to announce to Laurie and
me (as we were discretely weeping in the whirlpool tub)
that “This is the best vacation ever!” before he quickly
turned around and took the slide back into the pool
rejoining his brothers.
A decade and a half has passed since then, and the
travelling back and forth across this country helped us all to
heal from our terrible loss. Oh, Laurie and I still sit in
whirlpools or poolside reminiscing in that strange English
language mixture of the past-perfect tense abutting the
conditional-perfect tense that many if not all bereaved
parents engage in ̶ “If only she has not died, she would be
21 this year and finishing college.” (continued on page 7)
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Father’s Day Revisited
Now I can look back upon that first
Father’s Day, the first after the
death of our son, Jeff. I was a mess ̶
a man without hope, with little or
no reason to continue living, deep
in my own depressive grief. I could not share any joy with others. I look
back wondering how I could have treated my wife and children as I did
while they were trying to celebrate in my honor. Inside, I was crying out,
“What are these useless gifts? Don’t you know that the only gift I want is
to have my son back?” But it is the love, caring, understanding and
nurturing of those loved ones which has brought me solace since that
first Father’s Day. Now I can enjoy the joy of others. I can laugh once
again, and once again, there is a life worth living. For all those fathers
for whom this is the first Father’s Day, have the best day that you can.
P.O.K, TCF Louisville, Kentucky

As parents and other family members find
healing and hope within the group or from
this newsletter, they often wish to make a
Love Gift to help with the work of our
chapter. This is a way to remember a beloved
child, and to help other parents who mourn the loss of their child.
Thanks to:

Doug and Lisa Meier, in memory of their son, Brett.
Donations are used to provide postage for the newsletter and
mailings to newly bereaved families. Some of the love gifts are used for
materials to share with first time attendees at our meetings or to
purchase books for our library. Our thanks to the many families who
provide love gifts so that the work of reaching out to bereaved parents
and families can continue. If you would like to send a donation or love
gift, please send it or to our Chapter Treasurer, Doug Scott, 6550
Madison Street, Davenport, Iowa 52806. Checks should be made out to
The Compassionate Friends. Your gifts are tax deductible.
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THE FIX-IT MAN

In The Beginning

Being a “jack of all trades and master of
none” all my life, our children thought I
could fix anything they broke. I myself
thought that anything that was made
could be fixed, and maybe even fixed
better than when it was new. Many times
one of our children would bring me
something that had broken though they
didn’t know how it got broken, and ask
me if I could please fix it. Most of the time
I would attempt to fix whatever it was,
and one way or another, I would succeed.
Then one day something broke that I
never will be able to fix. One of our
children died. This time, the something
that broke, I could not fix. There are no
tools to bring a dead child back to life.
All I can think and wonder is, how and
why did I end up with something I cannot
fix? Since that time, it is hard for me to fix
something that breaks. It brings to mind
the one big thing I will never be able to
fix, the death of our child.
Bill Krieglestein, TCF/Fox Valley

In the beginning we hurt so bad we can’t
even think straight. Our days and nights
run together, as we cry out for relief from
the pain that has seemed to swallow us
whole. That pain now accompanies us
everywhere. There is no place we can
hide. It has taken over our life. It knows
our name. It knows where we live. It
knows that our loved one has died and so
do we sort of, but not really. We are still
looking for them to walk in the door, to
say our name, to reach over and give us a
hug. With every day that passes our
longing for them grows. We do not want
to believe that they died and are not
coming back. That reality chases us
relentlessly, until one day their empty
chair speaks louder than our denial. And
the wall begins to break where we have
hidden our heart.

Summer Delight
Where is the child who skipped
through the sprays of summer rain and
laughed his way into my heart? Where is
the boy who climbed my trees and spied
on me from behind the leaves? Where is
the child with the suntanned legs who
ran Fourth of July races in green parks?
Where is the sleepy child who wrapped
his arms around my neck and said,
“When I grow up, I’m gonna marry you,
Mom?” He’s here.
He twines around our past, around my
future, and takes me back home, and
makes me young again as sure as
summer comes. A suntanned spirit with
an impish grin still whispers in my ear
that stars are not stars at all by lightning
bugs he’s captured in a jar. In his youth

he’s my summer’s glow, the sunshine in
my garden, my comfort on long, hot,
summer nights of remembering.
Where is the child that once played
among my summer flowers? He darts and
runs away as I idly dream of yesterday, at
once elusive yet so near. Oh, I’m sure
he’s here. I’m sure I saw him just a
minute ago. Or was it just a touch of
summer madness that made me think I’d
greeted him?
Oh, where is that child of summer
gladness? His laughter slides down
summer rainbows and captures me with
unbound glee. His summer brownness
runs barefoot on my heart. With sunbleached hair, he smiles at me from
photos from summers past, and I
remember love.
Fay Harden

In Memory of Shawn, from
Deb K., Shawn’s Mom,
TCF/Redlands, California
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TCF's Facebook Page is a
proven support area for
bereaved family members to
come and talk about their grief. Stop by
and visit with some of our more than
120,000 Facebook members. Please join
our TCF/USA Facebook family. Tell us
about your child, sibling, grandchild, or
other loved one and find support in the
words and concern of others. Check out
the Discussion Boards! Every day we also
provide thought provoking questions, grief
quotes, and links to grief stories, as well as
TCF news such as updates on the National
Conference, Worldwide Candle Lighting,
and other TCF programs.
Closed Facebook Groups: The
Compassionate Friends offers several
closed Facebook groups to connect with
other bereaved parents, grandparents,
and siblings. The groups supply support,
encouragement, and friendship. Recently
added groups include Men in Grief; Loss to
Long Term Illness; Loss of a Step Child;
Loss of a Child with Special Needs.

The Compassionate Friends
National Newsletter
One complimentary copy is sent to
bereaved families who contact the national
office: The Compassionate Friends, Inc.,
P.O. Box 3696, Oak Brook, IL 60522-3696
(877)969-0010.
email:
NationalOffice@compassionatefriends.org

Website: www.compassionatefriends.org
Visit the sibling resource page at
www.compassionatefriends.org.
It is also available to read online without
charge.
e-Newsletter Now
Available! An eNewsletter is now
available from the
National Office! The
monthly e-Newsletter
contains notes and
happenings of interest to
all TCFers. To subscribe to the eNewsletter, visit the TCF National Website
home page and click on the Register for TCF
e-Newsletter Link. This newsletter is
available to everyone.

About The Compassionate Friends
The Compassionate Friends is a nonprofit,
self-help organization offering friendship
and support to families who have
experienced the death of a child. Founded
in England in 1969, the first U.S. chapter
was organized in 1972. Since then, 635
chapters have been established. The
current Quad City Chapter was formed in
1987.
TCF National Office
P.O. Box 3696
Oak Brook, Illinois 60522-3696
Toll Free (877)969-0010
TCF National Web site –
www.compassionatefriends.org
http://www.quadcitytcf.org
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Mission Statement
The mission of The Compassionate Friends
Quad City Area Chapter is that 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.
Vision Statement
The vision statement of The
Compassionate Friends is that everyone
who needs us will find us, and
everyone who finds us will be helped.

Printed Resources for Grieving Parents & Siblings
TCF Online
Support
Community

TCF’s national website offers "virtual chapters" through an Online Support
Community (live chats). This program was established to encourage connecting and
sharing among parents, grandparents, and siblings (over the age of 18) grieving the
death of a child. The sessions last an hour and have trained moderators present. For
more information, visit www.compassionatefriends.org and click "Online Support" in
the "Resources" column.

TCF’s Grief
Related
Resources

There are resources on elements of grief with well-known experts in the field. To
view the resources, go to https://www.opentohope.com/tv/.

TCF National
Magazine

We Need Not Walk Alone is available to read online without charge. Go to
www.compassionatefriends.org and review the options at the top of the page.
TCF e-Newsletter is also available from the National Office to subscribe to the eNewsletter, visit the TCF National Website home page and click on the Register for
TCF e-Newsletter link.

Grief
Materials

Looking for a particular grief book? Look no further than the Centering Corporation,
the official recommended grief resource center of The Compassionate Friends. With
the largest selection of grief-related resources in the United States, Centering
Corporation will probably have just about anything you're looking for — or they'll be
able to tell you where to find it. Call Centering Corporation for a catalog at
402.553.1200 or visit their website at www.centering.org. When ordering, be sure to
mention you are with The Compassionate Friends and all shipping charges will be
waived.

Amazon.com

When making a purchase from Amazon.com, enter through the link on the home
page of TCF national website and a portion of the purchase price is donated to
further the mission of TCF. This donation applies to all purchases made at
Amazon.com.

Previous
Newsletter
Editions

Looking for more articles or previous copies of this newsletter? Go to
www.bethany-qc.org for copies of the last several years of The Quad City Chapter
of TCF-QC Chapter Newsletter in Adobe Acrobat format.

Alive Alone

A newsletter for bereaved parents whose only or all children are deceased. A selfhelp network and publication to promote healing and communication can be
reached at www.alivealone.org or alivealone@bright.net.

Bereaved
Parents’
Magazine

Online articles and poems. Reminder emails are sent notifying readers when new
issues are available. https://bereavedparentsusa.org.

Our
Newsletter

Published one to three times per year, when there is content to make a balanced issue. It
usually contains 30 pages of personal stories and updates, poetry, subsequent birth
announcements, and any new topical articles and information. Currently it is being
distributed electronically (PDF), but a printout is available to anyone without email access.
To request a sample copy, please email Jean Kollantai at climb@climb-support.org.
Include your full name, your location, and your reason for interest.
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Father’s Day
It’s usually a day when dads can
relax, laying down their burden for a
moment.
For those of us who have lost a
child, though, it’s a day when we pick
up a burden we tend to ignore
throughout the year.
You see, it’s a day when you pretty
much can’t help but dwell on what
you’re not doing.
You’re not playing catch with your
son; not drinking tea with your
daughter; not laughing carefree with
the other dads (at least, not
genuinely).
The burden is different for different
guys. It might be the weight of the
grief; or the guilt – often imagined –
for failing to protect our sons,
daughters, and wives; or, though I’m
ashamed to say it, the irrational
jealousy of seeing another father’s
joy.
If this is your first Father’s Day after
losing a child, I’m sorry you’re reading
this. But if this is your first one, here’s
what it was like for me after my son
was stillborn a few days before his
due date, and what it was like for
some other dads I’ve talked to.

worrying about how I’d feel or how
people would treat me (or fail to treat
me). I didn’t verbalize it, but looking
back I thought it would be
unbearable.
On the bright side of things, it
wasn’t unbearable; it was merely
terrible. Bear it I did, and so will you.
And, you might, like me, even find
that while it’s a sad day overall, there
will be good points when you think
back to the happy moments.
My wife and I talked about when we
found out she was pregnant
(coincidentally, she told me on
Father’s Day the year before), and we
reminisced about the pictures we shot
and the mini “babymoon” we took
towards the end of the pregnancy. All
of those good times and that love is
why it hurts so much, so it was nice to
be reminded of how much we care for
our little guy.
Third, for that first one, I was happy
that I had something of a game plan.
There’s no one right way to do it, but
my wife and I decided on an activity
(one that wouldn’t be dominated by
other families out with their kids),
because I knew otherwise I’d probably
just sit around. We talked about
whether I’d want to do something
myself, or with friends or just the two
of us. I think I ended up doing a
woodworking project – making a
flower bed in honor of Simon.
Another aspect to that first Father’s
Day is a bit of a double-edged sword.
For the most part, this will be the only
one where friends and family will be
most likely to remember you or your
child. My wife had emailed friends the
week before, so I had a mailbox full of

There are four things I wish I
would’ve known.
First, you ARE a dad. This is a day
for you.
Second, the build-up is often worse
than the actual day. This is true for
pretty much any key day that first
year: the first Mother’s Day,
Thanksgiving, their birthday, etc. I
remember for my first Father’s Day
there was just sort of a sense of
dreading that day coming up,
6

cards, which was a nice surprise. I think if
she hadn’t, I would have gotten a few
calls or emails,
but not many. In
years since, it’s
been even less.
Part of the pain of
Father’s Day isn’t
the fact that we are often ignored. I
mean, who really cares if a buddy
mentions your achievements in parenting
or not. For me, the pain is more about
who’s not being remembered – my son.
It’s another time when my child isn’t
recognized or validated.
Fourth and finally, the feeling of
Father’s Day changes over time. Like I
mentioned, that first one is full of dread
leading up to it and then is a big
milestone. Later, others forget, and that
introduces a new kind of hurt to it, but
the entire thing is less poignant. And yet
later, it changes again. This year, for me,
instead of days of dreading it, I sort of
forgot about it until recently. I always
think about Simon but hadn’t let myself
dwell on the grief as much lately. And so,
the idea of Father’s Day acted a bit like a
prism, focusing the various rays of pain
and grief and sadness and anger that I
hadn’t dealt with in a while into a
concentrated beam that sort of took me
by surprise.
But once that had passed, I got back to
normal more quickly than I could have in
years past.
The one thing I do know is that there’s
no right way to feel or one right way to
act.
For those fathers out there picking up
an extra burden this Father’s Day,
especially the new dads, I wish you peace
and hope you find a way to make it a
good day for you and your family.
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(continued from page 1)
But our boys have turned into
men, have chosen partners and
careers for life, and like their
parents, still miss she who
brought mischief and mayhem
and a great deal of drama into
our lives. The rear view mirror
in Luke’s car has a rosary
jangling with beads which were
made from the flowers from
Maggie’s funeral; Matt’s condo
in North Carolina has a ficus
plant that survived the garage
years ago and has lived nearly
three times longer than his
sister; and Mark’s ubiquitous
passwords always contain
significant
dates from her
six years.
On the roads
this summer
will be many families who, like
ours years ago, travel to
remember, accept a new reality,
and heal one mile-at-a-time.
Their destinations of Zion
National Park, the Painted
Desert, the Petrified Forest,
Yellowstone, or Glacier
National Park are but
distractions. The pandemic that
has taken so many lives and
afforded so little contact with a
loved one going through final
moments have left us with little
consolation. We who know this
journey would do well to listen
for and offer comfort when we
hear that strange mixture of the
past-perfect and the conditional
-perfect tense of English. “If
only…”
Sincerely,
Laurie and Bill Steinhauser

Support Groups for Grieving Parents & Siblings
The Compassionate Friends, Quad City Chapter Meeting
Thursday, June 25, 2020, at 6:30 p.m.
At 1830 6th Avenue, Moline, Illinois, 6:30 pm
Social distancing seating and face masks will be required.
The next months’ meeting will be held on Thursday, July 23, 2020, and
August 28, 2020 at 6:30 p.m.
It will be held in person as long as the shelter-in-place order has been
lifted. Social distancing seating will still be required.
TCF website: http://www.quadcitytcf.org
The
Compassionate
Friends of
Muscatine

Meets the second Sunday of each month at 2:00 at the George M.
Wittch-Lewis Funeral Home, 2907 Mulberry, Muscatine, Iowa.
Chapter Leaders are Linda and Bill McCracken. You can call them at
563.260.3626 for directions or information, or contact them at
linmac67@machlink.com.

Rick's House of
Hope

Rick’s House of Hope serves children, ages 3-18, and family members
from the Quad Cities and nearby counties. We serve those with grief,
loss, or trauma issues. Death of a loved one and divorce are common;
however, any sort of traumatic event or family change would fit our
criteria, such as: bullying, teen dating victimization/harassment, crime
victims, and other needs. At this time, Rick’s has a Holiday Healing group
for children experiencing loss on Tuesday nights 5:30-7:00 until the
Christmas holiday. The continuous groups are Family Together for all
members of the family on Wednesday nights 5:00-7:00 pm and a Teen
Night on Thursdays 5:00-7:30 pm. All meetings are held at 5022
Northwest Boulevard, Davenport, Iowa 52806 and are free. Rick’s House
of Hope also does individual counseling/therapy. For more information,
contact Lynne Miller, Program Manager, at millerl@verafrenchmhc.org
or go to www.rhoh.org.

SHARE

A support group for parents who have lost a child through
miscarriage, stillbirth, or early infant death. SHARE meets the third
Thursday at 6:30 pm in the Adler Room #1 in the lower level of
Genesis Heart Institute, 1236 East Rusholme Street, Davenport,
Iowa. Questions? Contact Chalyn Fornero-Green at 309.373.2568, or
chalyn@shareqc.com or www.shareqc.com.

Loving
Listeners

If you need someone who understands and will listen, feel free to
call or email (if address is given):
 Doug Scott 563.370.1041 doug.scott@mchsi.com
 Rosemary Shoemaker 309.945.6738 shoeartb4@gmail.com
 Judy Delvechio 563.349.8895 delvecchiojudy@hotamil.com
Doug, Rosemary, and Judy are willing to take calls from bereaved
parents, grandparents, or siblings who want to talk to someone who
cares that they don’t feel alone.
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Father’s Day Void
There isn’t a day that goes by that we do
not think about our absent child.
Regardless of the circumstance of their
deaths, we miss them very deeply.
However there are days when we feel this
pain more acutely than other days. Days
like Father’s Day remind us that they are
not here. We are keenly aware of their
absence every single day, but on days like
Father’s Day that hole they left grows a
little bigger.
We feel a sense of emptiness on Father’s
Day because there is an obvious void that
tends to suck the air out of the day,
creating a difficult space that we do not
know how to navigate. We try our best, but
it is hard to explain our feelings to those
that haven’t lost a child. It is not fair for us
to expect you to understand; you’re one of
the lucky ones that never had to walk in
these shoes.
Most of us will try to keep our minds
occupied with other living children, or by
filling the day with busy, mindless tasks. It’s
a defense mechanism that helps us hide
from the harsh reality that lurks in the
darkness, seeking our whereabouts. It’s a
constant battle that we often lose in the
early years. Yes, I said years.
This isn’t something that goes away after
a year. It’s a burden that weighs heavy on

our souls for the rest of our lives. However
the weight lightens dramatically as time
moves forward and we continue to process
our loss. The death of a child becomes who
we are. It doesn’t define us, but it certainly
changes the course of our lives and
destroys the naiveté we once had.
Regardless of the day, most people will
not bring up the fact that your child died
because it is too awkward for them. They
are not sure if they should acknowledge
the day. Let me resolve this confusion; you
should acknowledge Father’s Day.
It certainly isn’t a “Happy” Father’s Day.
So, what should people say or do?
Try saying something like, “I know this
must be a difficult day, but know I am
thinking about you.” This statement, or a
variation of it goes a long way with the men
who are on the receiving end of it. It might
trigger a visible emotion, but know the
emotion constantly lurks just below the
surface regardless. Though you just don’t
see it, it just waiting for an opportunity to
escape. I wish all fellow grieving dads a
peaceful Father’s Day. If you know a
grieving dad, pay them a visit or make that
phone call to let them know you are
thinking about them and their child.
Kelly Farley – grievingdads.com

Contact the Editors
you read or write an article or
poem which might be helpful to
other bereaved parents and would
like to share it.
you move and would like to
continue receiving the newsletter,
please send us your new address. Because
we send the newsletter bulk rate, the
post office will not forward it.
you know someone you think
would benefit from receiving the

newsletter, send his/her/their name and
address.
you prefer to no longer receive the
newsletter or if
you prefer to receive
this newsletter via
email.
Please contact:
Jerry and Carol Webb
390 Arbor Ridge, Benton Harbor,
Michigan, 49022
or email CarolynPWebb@gmail.com.

If
If

If
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If

Feeling Bad About Feeling Good TCF Boston ‘05 Workshop
"In our greatest adversity we find our
greatest strength. In that strength we
find our greatest healing.”

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, "Will I ever feel joy
again?" or, "Can I ever have a happy
moment after the death of my child?"
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 we're
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. It's what we want,
but when we laugh again, and it’s true
heartfelt laughter without our masks, we
may think, "What right do I have to be
happy when my child is dead?" or, "If I
feel better, am I abandoning my child?"
Those questions can bring feelings of
guilt and rob us of any healing we've 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 we're 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
10

him in my life again. His life, in any form,
was gone forever. I now know that's 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 reentered me, along with my smile. Sadly,
the bodies of our children will never
come back. That's 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
they'd 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
we'll always have, and need for our
healing. So go ahead and smile without
guilt. Go ahead and laugh and feel good
about laughing. It's your child who's
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 '05 Workshop

When someone loses a child, their world
changes forever. Father’s Day is just one of
many days that make that loss feel even
more profound. Bereaved parents may feel
angry, cheated, heartbroken, or all of these
at once—and they may worry they can’t be
there fully for surviving children the way
they want to be. Whether it’s the first or
the fiftieth Father’s Day after a child dies,
part of a parent’s heart always belongs to
their lost child. A child is a child no matter
how old they are. In a mother or father’s
heart, it’s their child.
Darcy Krause, Center for
Grieving Children

Ask me about my
greatest blessing
and my deepest
sorrow. Ask me
about my child.
Angela Miller

I am still trying to
figure out how to be
happy and sad at the
same time, hopeful and
devastated, looking
forward while still
looking back.
Maeve’s mom

Postings
In our society we are taught in subtle and not so
subtle ways that men don’t cry and that, in
general, they are not at all open about their
emotions. Thus, many men are denied a
perfectly good emotional release mechanism –
crying! Even in the privacy of their own home,
they feel they have to “be the strong one.” Our
experience has taught us that men who use
crying as a tool in their grief work have fewer
long-term adjustment problems. Since men
often suppress their feelings, good and bad, how
they are coping with their child’s death never
comes to the surface.
Bob Steiner – TCF/Western Australia
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Return Service Requested

those who are receiving our newsletter for the first time, we wish you were not eligible
to belong to this group, but we want you to know that your family and you have many friends.
We who have 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.
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