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	THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS 

OF OCEAN COUNTY, NEW JERSEY


P. O. Box 485, Toms River, NJ  08754                     (732) 244 6439
Email:  OceanTCF@yahoo.com                      http://www.OceanTCF.com
JUNE/JULY NEWSLETTER

Vol.  30,               No.  6/7
     MEETING DATES
    Date:
Tuesday, June 5,  2007   7:30PM (Evening meetings the first Tuesday of the month)

    Date:
Tuesday, July  3, 2007    7:30PM 

    NOTE: 
All meetings are now held at the Children’s Memorial Garden, Winding River Park.
To Our New Members - coming to the first meeting is the hardest, but you have nothing to lose and everything to gain! Try not to judge your first meeting as to whether or not The Compassionate Friends will work for you.  At the next meeting you may find just the right person or just the right words said that will help you in your grief. The purpose of our meetings is to listen, share and hopefully offer support. Please be assured that there is no obligation to speak or participate.  Just attend and hopefully you will receive some measure of comfort from joining the group and meeting other families that understand.  You are also encouraged to bring someone with you for support, we realize how difficult that first meeting can be and assure you that you will find a place where people that do understand are willing to listen and to care. 
To Our Seasoned Members – We need your encouragement and your support.  Each meeting we have new parents.  THINK BACK – what would it have been like for you at your first meeting if there had not been any TCF ‘veterans’ to welcome you, share your grief, encourage you and tell you “your pain will not always be this bad, it really does get better. 

All are invited to bring a picture of your child for “Our Children Remembered” table.  We will have a candle lit in memory of all the children listed in this month’s newsletter and invite you to bring a picture and/or something special if you would like to speak about your child this month. This is the one place that speaking about your child
is not considered an imposition and expressing how you are really feeling is appropriate and welcome. 

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. Our children have died at all ages and from many different causes, but our love for our children 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 and creeds. 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 we feel helpless and see no hope. Some of us have found our faith to be a source of strength; some of us are struggling to find answers. Some of us are angry, filled with guilt or in deep depression; 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 our children.  We are all seeking and struggling to build a future for ourselves, but we are committed to building that future together as we reach out to each other in love and 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. 
The Compassionate Frieds National Office           P.O. Box 3696          Oak Brook, IL 60522

(630) 990-0010                       Fax: 630-990-0246                   Toll Free: 877-969-0010  
 http://compassionatefriends.org              Regional Coordinator Kathy Evans (609) 653-3046
LOVE GIFTS

A love gift is a tax-deductible donation given in memory of a child that died.  Because of these gifts we are able to continue reaching out to bereaved parents.  Please try to send your gifts to the chapter by the meeting date of the month prior to the month you wish it to appear. We are grateful to the following persons who gave gifts this month. If any of you have books on grief that would add to our chapter library, please consider donating them so that they can also benefit others.

Mary Bellows in loving memory of all the children

Pearl Clancy in loving memory of her son David Clancy

Rosemarie Coleman in loving memory of her son Michael Coleman

Barbara Newman in loving memory of her son Michael Rondinelli

Bette and John Brennan in loving memory of their son Michael Brennan

We were informed of the passing of Nancy Mallon, grandmother of Michelle Mallon.  Her family has designated our chapter as beneficiary in lieu of floral remembrances.  We wish to acknowledge with gratitude the following gifts in memory of Nancy.

Mr & Mrs Philip Smith

Mr & Mrs D. Throckmorton

Jack and Debra Burnett

Seis-Strat Services

Beth & William Hovanec

OUR CHILDREN REMEMBERED

This month we are remembering these children who are sadly missed.  Please take a few moments of silence to remember their day with their parents.  A phone call or note would be so kind.  None of us ever forget those very special days and messages that say “I care” do help us get through them.

	JUNE 2007

	Child's Name
	Date Born
	Date Died

	Patrick O'Grady Boyce
	February 19, 1987
	June 13, 2001

	Michael Thomas Brennan
	October 30, 1959
	June 26, 2003

	Eric Camisa
	April 15, 1985
	June 06, 2004

	Rosanne Isgro Chiappardi
	May 24, 1952
	June 04, 2001

	David Clancy
	November 16, 1966
	June 05, 1987

	Julie Michelle Foukarakis
	July 10, 1975
	June 02, 2000

	Joseph L. Gillick
	October 14, 1971
	June 18, 2006

	Michael Patrick Grayson, Jr.
	August 23, 1979
	June 07, 1990

	Valda Grinfelds
	November 05, 1959
	June 12, 2005

	Mandy Hatzinikitas
	November 04, 1985
	June 11, 2004

	Suzanne Lee Marshall
	August 30, 1967
	June 12, 1996

	Joseph McGinley
	June 07, 1956
	June 21, 2006

	Reese Rose Miller
	June 20, 2006
	June 20, 2006

	Anthony Naputano III
	April 09, 1984
	June 17, 2003

	Shaun Thomas O'Brien
	January 18, 1981
	June 16, 1998

	Craig Reynolds
	January 15, 1966
	June 23, 1993

	Brian Scott Rogers
	June 18, 1985
	June 06, 1991

	Brian Speaker
	June 30, 1956
	June 08, 1980

	Caroline Stark
	October 25, 1968
	June 03, 1996

	Richard Trentacosta
	May 23, 1949
	June 17, 2000

	Ricky Waehler
	March 30, 1982
	June 04, 2002

	Elizabeth Ann Warnock
	August 22, 1967
	June 07, 1974

	Caitlyn Renee White
	March 14, 2001
	June 14, 2002

	Logan Edward Wilantewicz
	June 27, 2004
	June 27, 2004


	JULY 2007

	Child's Name
	Date Born
	Date Died

	Nicole Afonso
	April 21, 1983
	July 03, 2004

	Justin Michael Cameron
	April 07, 1989
	July 22, 2003

	Donald Cawley
	March 17, 1966
	July 12, 1984

	Jill Harris Daguet
	February 27, 1958
	July 12, 2004

	Michael Brian Dassing
	May 31, 1981
	July 04, 2004

	Brad Christopher DeBlasi
	June 08, 1983
	July 18, 2004

	Brant Dencker
	July 01, 1981
	July 29, 2001

	Julie Ann Groff
	January 31, 1960
	July 28, 1979

	Erica Alexandra Kipness
	July 21, 1979
	July 23, 2001

	Joseph Kurry
	July 03, 1956
	July 04, 1956

	Michelle Ann Mallon
	February 29, 1968
	July 31, 1980

	Sarah McIntosh
	May 26, 1991
	July 01, 1991

	Eugene Melahn
	June 13, 1960
	July 13, 1960

	Elizabeth Monagas
	May 17, 1961
	July 17, 1995

	Raymond Monagas
	August 05, 1959
	July 30, 1994

	Richard D. Montene's
	August 21, 1973
	July 26, 1997

	Justin Piatt
	May 25, 1969
	July 02, 2005

	Michael Rathgeber
	October 13, 1978
	July 25, 1998

	Kevin Terry
	March 09, 1981
	July 10, 2005

	Edward Thorne
	February 28, 1964
	July 27, 2002

	Dr. Patrick Vertino
	August 04, 1959
	July 27, 1990

	Josh Weidner
	March 05, 1988
	July 27, 2006







_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 

IN LOVING KINDNESS: HEALING THE WOUNDS THROUGH YOGA  Sunday, June 17, 2:30PM

A bereaved sibling from one of our other chapters in going to present a workshop on yoga at the National Conference in Oklahoma City this July. He has offered to present the workshop at our meeting on Sunday, July 17. If you would see if this could be another step to utilize in your healing, join us at the meeting.
“Every time I stepped on my yoga mat I would reconnect with myself and to the universe. Plugging myself back into the stream of life allowed me to realize that Lauren is with me all the time. She is looking after me and helping make things happen for me. If any one has a guardian angel, she in mine. When I need to connect with her I turn to my yoga, meditate and move with the flow of the universe. I feel closer to her now, as if she were alive. “






_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 

At our meeting on the first Tuesday of August at 7:30 PM, our guest speaker will be Rosemarie Povermann.

Rosemarie was the guest speaker at the first meeting of Compassionate Friends (then the Ocean/Monmouth) chapter and has agreed to join us again is this our anniversary year. 






_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 

We are looking for someone willing to facilitate our Sunday meetings.  We will continue to meet at the garden for the summer months but will end in September unless we have volunteers to continue this meeting.

Grieving is a Lonely Job

	I don't care what anybody says, grieving is a very lonely job. Friends and family try to help in their own caring way, but, sometimes it's almost too much effort to try to explain how you feel inside.

In fact, I'm not so sure that there are words to describe the feeling. It isn't "physical pain," and I don't know if "emotional pain" is any more descriptive. It's just a feeling that's always there. The sadness, the loneli​ness and the helplessness. On the outside, of course, no one would know. From the beginning people would always tell me how great I looked or how well I was doing. What did they expect? Sometimes I'm tempted to ask, "Well, how do you expect me to look" But I don't. They mean well. They just don't know what else to say.

Oh, it's true, the last 15 months since my 17‑year‑old son, Shane was killed in a motorcycle accident with his friends, I've come a long way. 


	Life is good and I have much to look forward to each day. A challenging job, terrific friends, a great family, including Shane's 14‑year‑old brother, Zachary. But there are days when it's just not enough.

It's interesting how your entire

perspective about life changes when
you're forced to endure a personal
tragedy. I call it my "BIG DEAL
SCALE." Losing Shane was the

"biggest deal" I've ever experienced.
It gives me a tool in which to mea-
sure the trivial ups and downs of life.
We all have the strength to endure a
tremendous amount of pain. We just
have to get it in perspective. It does‑
n't come easy. I consciously work at it
everyday. I wonder if it will ever go
away. Sometimes I hope it doesn't. I
guess it's my way of remembering ‑
of holding on.

My biggest source of strength

comes from Zachary, though. My
heart aches for him; knowing how
close he was to Shane. The first few
days after the accident, he said,

`Shane was my idol. He always
helped me and taught me "things".


	It's hard for me to imagine what it must be like for him. Still sleeping in the same room that they shared for 13 years. Although, now he sleeps in Shane's bed. And does his homework at Shane's desk. He says he likes it like that. I guess it's just his way of remembering . . . of holding on.

Months ago when Zachary asked when the "hurt" would stop, I didn't have an instant answer. Grieving is a lonely job, to be done in individual time frames. But, what I did tell him was, "Trust me. The pain will even tually fade, but the memories will last a lifetime."

And just the other day he said to me, "You're right, Mom, the hurt is much better." I can see it in his face, in his eyes. He has matured so much this last year. It seems like he was just a baby when this all happened. Now, I can see so much of Shane in him. And, I know that if he can han-dle this "job," he can handle any thing. And so can I.


 Susan Hedlund, TCF


 Portland, OR


DEAR CHILD OF MINE
	Dear Child of mine, who died before your time,

I am grateful for your life. 

Though death brought the end of hopes and dreams, Still I am grateful for your life.

Through you I have known joy and sorrow, Laughter and tears. 

Through you my life has been enriched, 

My compassion heightened and I am more keenly aware of the grief of others.

I am grateful for your life. Now I draw upon my memories of you, Some happy, some sad. 

They keep you close in many ways. 

They are priceless, precious memories that help me bear the pain.
	Through them I will learn to live again.

I am grateful for your life. 

I have been blessed with your life and left with your love.

 I will share that love and strive to live to be a bless​ing to others. 

Dear Child of Mine, though you died before your time, you are never far away from me. I have loved you in my heart of hearts and there I will love you through eternity.

I am grateful for your life . . . Dear Child of Mine.
‑Betty Stevens, TCF Baltimore, Md

	In Dad's Lap

Why does that phrase have so much meaning now? It used to be pretty simple. When I could find the time (not as  often as I would have liked), my lap was a neat place to hold my young son for a few moments of special time together. Now --- ​no son! Different use of the lap! Problems in Daddy's lap. (Thank God a seven‑year​ daughter is there too, sometimes!) Being male becomes a more difficult task. How can I properly help those who are dependent on me ‑ or can I admit to my​self and others that this is one thing Daddy can't fix, like my son's broken toys? Is it "manly" to cry in public? Or do I care about "manly" now? It seems like so much garbage when my future has a hole in it.

I feel depressed too. My wife's suf​fering aggravates my own, which makes me angry at her for spoiling my attempts at coping. Maybe I should issue a house​hold edict that "Richy's name or the sub​ject of his death are OFF LIMITS around me." That should fix it! Except that my wife still looks at me, and I know what's on her mind. Also, I keep thinking about it ‑ and wish I had a better outlet for my​self. Certainly not work, or sports, or ​God forbid ‑ a shrink (think of my image); I need someone who's been there. My wife suggests we try The Compassionate Friends ‑ maybe so! After the first time, I know it's not for me. Where are the men? Obviously, they don't need it, right? Any​way, I go a few more times as it is one of the few unselfish things I do supportively for my wife, and my being there helps her. And when she's better, I'm better. Presto ‑ we're both getting stronger again and still together and communicating.

Also, I listen to some of the other TCF members, and the message I get is that their "men” by and large, are denying themselves the privilege of grieving, and are destroying their own marriages by forcing their wives to grieve quietly or not at all around them. That's not manly, but dumb in my book, and self‑destructive too. So some men don't like groups – okay! But my solution is actually having results (for real), and I'm not suppressing the problem. My family and I will be scarred but not walking wounded. My particular masculine viewpoint is nothing special, except that I'm willing to share it in this newsletter. ‑‑Chuck Armstrong, TCF, Pikes Peak, CO


	Men Do Cry

I heard quite often "men don't cry" Though no one ever told me why. 
So when I fell and skinned a knee 
No one came by to comfort me.

And when some bully boy at school Would pull a prank so mean and cruel I'd quickly learn to turn and quip
"It didn’t hurt" and bite my lip.

So as I grew to reasoned years
I learned to stifle any tears. 
Though "be a big boy" it began 
Quite soon I learned to "be a man."

And I would play that stoic role
 While storm and tempest wracked my soul. 
No pain or setback could there be Could wrest one single tear from me.

Then one night I stood nearby 
And helplessly watched my son die. And quickly found to my surprise 
That all that tearless talk was lies.

And still I cry and have no shame
 I cannot play that "big boy" game. And openly without remorse
I let my sorrow take its course.

So those of you who can't abide 
A man you've seen who's often cried Reach out to him with all your heart As one whose life's been torn apart.

For men do cry when they can see Their loss of immortality. 
And tears will come in endless streams.
 When mindless fate destroys their dreams.

‑Ken Falk, Northwest CT TCF

Remembrance

I see your smile in the brightness of the summer sun.

A gentle breeze is the touch of your hand on mine.

A wave breaks softly on the shore, and I hear you whisper,

"Remember me."

A winged bird begins its flight into the distant sky.

The sound of children's laughter fills the air.

The evening stars become your eyes, and I reply‑

"You are ever near."

‑‑Priscilla D. Kenney, TCF, Kennebunk ME
	On Vacation

I sat & watched the waves come in & out.

I looked for you there, but you weren't about.

I saw a young child about your size,

And I thought it was you, till I looked in his eyes.

I heard a strange voice call your name,

And I thought for a second you were home again.

I went to the jetty where you used to fish;

I gazed at the stars and made a wish.

Then I closed my eyes and I heard you say, "I love you, Mommy, but it can't be that way; I can't come back to earth as you know But I will live within you wherever you go; For I am with God in a place so divine Where there is no pain, no space and no time."

Then I opened my eyes and I walked away

And I've known where you are since that day.

‑Penny Linehan, TCF, Morris Area, NJ
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The Child Who Owns This


Summer Is Not Here

The child who owns this summer is not here,

not here to know the wealthy summerwind,

not here to share the glowing and the song.

The child who owns this summer did not live,

not live to touch the richness of this 
      day,

this day in summer, when you are alone.

Cry to the summerwind,

Cry,

And hold the child you remember

‑‑Sasha Wagner, TCF



