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On July 5 - 7, 2013 my daughter Paige and I attended the 36th annual
Compassionate Friends National Conference in Boston, Massachusetts. I had
attended my first conference in Washington, D.C. - over the July 4th holiday in
2010 - seven weeks after the death of my daughter Shayne. I was in a fog of grief
back then. The tears flowed constantly as I sat in the huge meeting hall
surrounded by a thousand other parents who had lost children. How could the
world continue to function when grief was ripping apart the lives of of so many?
But what I learned at that conference - and the three that I have attended since is that those meetings have a way of moving me forward on my grief journey. At
the first one, I had the need to just talk about Shayne - her life, her death, my
loneliness, my heartbreak. Now I find myself listening to the stories of others
who are newly bereaved - who have such a look of stark pain on their faces. I hug
and hold and nod - just as so many parents did for me in July 2010.

It always comes as a shock to friends when I tell them how uplifting this conference is for me. When you lose a
child, people try to understand, they want to understand, but they can’t possibly know what it is like. Not so at
the National Conference. We all get it. Memory boards with pictures and poems - tributes of all kinds - line the
hallways. Buttons with our children’s beaming faces are pinned close to our hearts. We listen intently at over 100
workshops as parent-presenters share the wisdom they’ve gained on surviving and thriving through grief. A
“Reflection Room” is open 24/7 and oﬀers a quiet haven to pause and remember.
The weekend ends with a “Walk to Remember” where we join hearts and hit the
pavement as a final tribute to the memory of our children. This year Paige and I
circled the famous Boston Common as we shared stories heard at the sessions and
memories of the candlelight banquet.
The most uplifting part of this meeting for me is this annual celebration of my
daughter Shayne. The unrelenting intensity of grief has gradually given way to a
fervent need to remember - and to honor - Shayne. She made such a diﬀerence in
this world that I want to continue that legacy.
When I reach across the banquet table to take the hand of a parent whose son died
of an accidental drug overdose 2 months ago, or when I hug the woman next to me
in a workshop who, less than a year ago lost her daughter and 3 of her
grandchildren in an auto accident - I KNOW Shayne is with me. From her I gather
strength and - for just a moment - we work together to lift the burden of sorrow
from the shoulders of my friend. 	

	

	

	

	

	

Sharon Kohout
	

	

	

	

TCF Lubbock, TX

Shayne Kohout (left) and
sister Paige

LUBBOCK CHAPTER MEETING INFORMATION
TIME: 7:00 - 8:30 p.m.

CONTACT INFORMATION:

DATE: First Tuesday of each month

Isabel Villa, Chapter Leader:
#
806-218-2397
Deneis Arriaga, Co-Chapter Leader
Sharon Kohout, Newsletter Editor
#
TCFLubbock@gmail.com

NEXT MEETING: Sept. 3, 2013
TOPIC: The “New Me” or how are
you diﬀerent since your child’s death?
LOCATION: 21st & Dover Ave.
Behavioral Sciences Bldg. Room 105
East side of LCU Campus

For more information, click on these Frequently Asked Questions about Chapter Meetings.
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Dancing in the Flame
Though I am tired and weary,
My eyes continue to weep,
And my heart denies me the comfort,
That I find only in my sleep.

OUR CHILDREN REMEMBERED

Remembrance Days

#

Christopher Pereida Aug. 31

!

Stephanie Arriaga

Sept. 8

Felysha Villa!

Sept. 26

So I sit alone in the darkness,
Before the firelight,
And stare into the flames,
On this dark and moonless night.
As the flames leap and dance,
I am surrounded by an eerie sight,
That evokes haunting memories,
Brought to life by the fire’s light.
My thoughts take me back,
To a time when you were here,
To times when laughter filled my heart,
Times lost forever, I fear.
In the flames, I see your face,
Your sweet and loving smile.
And I know that we will meet again,
But I must wait a while.
These quiet moments of reverie,
Bring comfort to my aching heart,
And tell me that you and I,
Are never far apart.

Autumn
In the fall
When amber leaves are shed,
Softly—silently
Like tears that wait to flow,
I watch and grieve.
My heart beats sadly in the fall;
'Tis then I miss you most of all.
~Lily de Lauder
TCF Van Nuys, CA

Now my heart begins to lighten,
As sleep arrives to claim
The pain I felt just moments ago,
Before I saw you dancing in the flame.
!
!

!
!
!
Jacquelyn M. Comeaux
Copyright 2001 Reprinted by permission of author

COMPASSIONATE LISTENERS
Should you need to speak with someone and cannot wait until the next meeting, please feel free to contact
one of the following volunteers.

Cause of Death

Name

Motor Vehicle

Phone

Email

Isabel Villa

806-218-2397

villagirls04@yahoo.com

Deneis Arriaga

806-549-6476

deneis.arriaga@yahoo.com

Beverly Colbert

806-773-1375

bevcolbert@aol.com

Sharon Kohout

806-392-1886

sharon.kohout@gmail.com

Father to Father

Charles Peek

806-698-1803

JPeek91474@aol.com

Sudden Death

Yolanda Moore

806-535-6551

yomoore@yahoo.com

Suicide
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The Grief of a Parent Who Has Lost an Infant
To experience the loss of an infant is to grieve for
what never was. After all the months of
anticipation and preparation, the actual birth of a
child brings the feeling of hope and fulfillment.
Should the child be stillborn, or die hours, days or
even months later, the unrealized dreams become
a source of pain for parents. No parent ever
expects to outlive his child; the death of an infant
is often the loss of a child unknown even to his
parents. The expected stages of grief (guilt,
disbelief, anger, etc.) can have new directions for
the parents who have lost an infant.
1. Shame and Guilt - Especially if the infant was
stillborn or had a birth defect, the mother may
feel she has failed as a woman. "Other women
have live, normal babies, why can't I?" Should an
infant die months after birth, parents find it hard
to resolve feelings that it was their fault.
2. No Memories - Parents may only have
"souvenirs of the occasion" (birth certificate, I.D.
bracelet) by which to remember their child. If the

infant is older, they may have pictures and a few
belongings, but they still feel they hadn't really
gotten to know their child.
3. Loneliness in Grief - It is hard for friends and
relatives to share your grief for a child they never
knew. If the child is newborn, they may give the
impression you are grieving unnecessarily, they
hope you can "forget this baby" and "have another
one."
4. Neglected Fathers - Too often the
sympathies of professionals and friends are
directed mainly to the mother. It is important to
remember that the father had made plans for this
baby, too.
5. Mothers vs. Fathers - Since the mother has
bonded with her child during the pregnancy, her
grief may be much deeper than the father's, who
only came to know this child after birth. It may be
diﬃcult for a father to understand why his wife's
grief is so profound and so prolonged.
Claire McGaughey and Sue She#ey
TCF St. Louis, MO

Tiny Little Footprints
Little footprints on a paper,
Tiny footprints stamped on white.
No smiling pictures of your bath time,
No running or flying a kite.
Such sparse memories I have of you,
Sweet, beautiful, babies mine.
No keepsake rattles or no bronzed shoes,
No treasures for me to find.
Just tiny little footprints,
That I look at every day,
My memories of two little boys,
That the Angels took away.
We will make a million memories,
When Daddy and I get there,
Oh wait, we’ll make it two million,
After all, you are a pair.
#

#

#

$
$
$

$
$
$

$
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We quickly find there are no words to describe the
experience of losing a child.
For those who have not lost a child, no explanation wi# do.
For those who have, no explanation is necessary.
~Mary Lingle

#

Marilyn Ro#ins
TCF Lake-Porter County, IN
In Memory of Reece and Andersen,
sons of Mike and Kathy
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IN BETWEEN

Sorrow is like a precious
treasure,
shown only to friends ~
African Proverb

I’m leaving “Normal Land”
Searching for a place so hard to find.
A place that lives deep within
The darkness of my mind.
A place where there is happy and sad
And windows that are clean.
A place that’s neither good or bad
A place that’s in between.
A place where through the window
Past and future can be seen.
Alive in a beautiful meadow
So wonderful and green.
A place where you still exist
And where you no longer dwell
A place clenched tightly in my fist
Filled with your special smell
This place someday I know I’ll find
A place where I can stay
If only in the darkness of my mind
Till to you...I find my way.
!
!
!

!
!
!

!
!
!

~Rodney Moore
TCF Lubbock, TX
Father of Kimberly

Drawing by Keith Hayes,
Beloved son of
Clarissa and Tim

Kimberly Moore,
Beloved daughter of Rodney and Yolonda,
Sister of Tavia
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FOR SIBLINGS
This Can't Be

ONE
It was only 1 second, one thought, one decision,
one action in a lifetime of seconds, and thoughts,
and decisions, and actions. It was so fast, so
permanent, so irreversible, so hopeless. This
moment, this thought, this decision, this action do
not define him, do not honor him, do not
immortalize him. It is the preceding 946,080,000
seconds, and thoughts, and decisions, and actions
that define him, that honor him, that immortalize
him.

This is still such a shock to me
This really can't be!
I don't want to believe this is real
This is not something that I want to feel!
You just came back, you can't leave for good
If I could change this all…I would.
You were the one that was always there.
You were the one to always care.
Now a picture is the only way to see you.
I really don't know what to do.

I remember my brother in all of the other
seconds, and thoughts, and decisions, and actions
that preceded this one. I remember him coming
home from the hospital, lip synching in the
basement, falling out of the tree, biking across
campus, coming home from school, from boot
camp, from war… I remember him hiking, and
skiing, and running, and laughing, and crying. I
remember how safe I always felt when he was
around. I knew he would take care, protect,
defend.
I don’t remember exactly when my brother
became an amazing human being – I just looked at
him one day and knew he was. I knew that
nothing would make him change his mind about
me. He was without judgment, without prejudice,
without preconception. I knew my brother
because we talked and he listened. I respected my
brother most for his humanity – for being so
sensitive, so vulnerable, so honest. I loved my
brother for sharing the load when it was too hard
for someone he loved to carry alone. I knew my
brother because he left so much of him in me.

You'll always be my big sister,
But life's not the same.
Life without you seems so lame.
No more car rides, no more late nights.
No more singing and no more play fights.
Where are you? You should still be here.
Where are you? I can't find you anywhere.
I need you still you just can't go away.
I need you here, please come back and stay!
Useless to pray you'll come back, you're gone.
God took you with Him to call his own.
But you'll always be present here in our hearts.
You always have been, right from the start.
This is still such a shock to me,
This really can't be!
#
!
!

#
!
!

#
!
!

~Li#i Pugh
TCF Houston Northwest, TX
In Memory of my sister, Mandi

I trusted and respected my brother's decisions in
the preceding 946,080,000 seconds, I have to
trust and respect this one decision the same. I
honor my brother by honoring myself. I do not
dwell in that one moment, instead I celebrate and
cherish all of the others. In that 1 second, one
thought, one decision, one action, I found the
strength he had given me and I will not let him
down. I will not let that one moment be the only
one.
Michele Ma#ory
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RESOURCES

American Foundation for Suicide
Prevention
www.afsp.org #
888-333-2377
CONTACT LUBBOCK’S Heartbeat:
Support Group for survivors of suicide
victims!
!
806-765-8393
MISS Foundation (pregnancy/infant
loss support)
www.missfoundation.org
National Suicide Prevention Lifeline
800-273-8255 (TALK)
Parents of Murdered Children
www.pomc.com#
888-818-7662
SHARE (pregnancy & infant loss
support)
www.nationalshare.org# 800-821-6819

Other helpful websites:
✤ www.griefnet.org
✤ www.thebereavementjourney.com
✤ www.griefwatch.com
✤ www.journeyo)earts.org
✤ www.bereavedparentsusa.org

Second Annual
South Plains Suicide Prevention Coalition
Regional Symposium
Texas Tech International Cultural Center,
Lubbock, TX
Sept. 4 & 5, 2013
Registration Deadline: Thursday, August 29, 2013

✤ www.healingheart.net

Contact southplainsspc@gmail.com or ca#
806-392-2394 for more information.

✤ www.childrenofdome.com
✤ www.spacebetweenbreaths.com
✤ www.holdingontolove.com

Healing After Loss: Daily Meditations for
Working Through Grief was written by
Martha Whitmore Hickman following the
sudden death of her 16-yr old daughter from a
horseback riding
accident. Each day’s
meditation oﬀers a small
dose of wisdom and
comfort.... invariably
just what I need to get
through the day. I have
given over a dozen
copies to friends and
family for a variety of
grief circumstances.
And three years after
the death of my
daughter, Ms. Hickman’s
grace, strength and ability to comfort still move
me profoundly.
Sharon Kohout
TCF Lubbock, TX

Featured speakers will address topics such as
youth suicide,suicide and bullying, military and
veteran suicide, and alcohol abuse and suicide.

✤ www.grie)aven.com
✤ www.centerforloss.com
✤ www.survivorsofsuicide.com
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The Compassionate Friends National Office
PO Box 3696
Oak Brook, IL 60522-3696
877-969-0010
www.compassionatefriends.org
Regional Coordinator:
Bill Campbell
972-935-0673
willied53@sbcglobal.net

The Compassionate Friends Credo
We need not walk alone. We are The Compassionate Friends.
We reach out to each other with love, with understanding, and
with hope. The children we mourn have died at all ages and
from many diﬀerent causes, but our love for them unites us.
Your pain becomes my pain, just as your hope becomes my
hope. We come together from all walks of life, from many
diﬀerent circumstances. We are a unique family because we
represent many races, creeds, and relationships. We are young,
and we are old. Some of us are far along in our grief, but others
still feel a grief so fresh and so intensely painful that they feel
helpless and see no hope. Some of us have found our faith to be
a source of strength, while some of us are struggling to find
answers. Some of us are angry, filled with guilt or in deep
depression, while others radiate an inner peace. But whatever
pain we bring to this gathering of The Compassionate Friends,
it is pain we will share, just as we share with each other our love
for the children who have died. We are all seeking and
struggling to build a future for ourselves, but we are committed
to building a future together. We reach out to each other in
love to share the pain as well as the joy, share the anger as well
as the peace, share the faith as well as the doubts, and help
each other to grieve as well as to grow.
We Need Not Walk Alone.
We are The Compassionate Friends.

Calendar
Sept. 3, 2013
TCF Lubbock Chapter Meeting
Sept. 4-5, 2013
2nd Annual South Plains Suicide
Prevention Coalition Symposium
October 1, 2013
TCF Lubbock Chapter Meeting
November 5, 2013
TCF Lubbock Chapter Meeting
December 8, 2013
7:00 p.m. Worldwide Candlelighting
July 11-13, 2014
TCF National Conference
Chicago, IL

From the Editor:
We tell newly bereaved family
members who walk through our
doors: “We’re sorry for the reason
you need us, but we are glad you
found us!” The same goes for this
newsletter. We’re sorry for the
reason you may be reading it, but
we hope in some way it helps to
lighten your grief burden, if only
for a moment.

TCF Mission Statement

A special “thank you” to Tim and
Clarissa Hayes for sharing Keith’s
brilliant sketch with us. And of
course, to Yolonda Moore for
allowing us to reprint a beautiful
poem from her late husband,
Rodney. Rodney was the
newsletter editor for the TCF
Lubbock Chapter a decade ago as
he and Yolonda mourned for
Kimberly. We are so grateful to
Yolonda for continuing to share
her insights.

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.

If you have special poems, articles,
pictures or artwork that you
would like to submit to the
newsletter, please send them to
TCFLubbock@gmail.com.
~ Sharon K.
(Shayne’s Mom)
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