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MAY: THE UNUSUALLY 
DIFFICULT MONTH
For the bereaved parent, May is frequently the cruelest month. The month of May offers the rest of the world a promise of another carefree summer, swimming, family vacations, relaxation, reading, cook-outs and picnics, trips to the lake and so much that is inherent in our culture.
Yet May also brings memories of our children. The common denominator for mothers (and fathers) is Mother’s Day. This tradition was wonderful when our children were alive; now the direct mail and newspaper advertising, sentimental television spots, in-store promotions, cards and letters and the countdown to the day itself are very cruel reminders of our lost children. Who will remember us on Mother’s Day?
This will be my fourth Mother’s Day without my son. I miss him terribly all year long, but May and December are the worst months for me. First, we have Mother’s Day, then my son’s birthday and throughout the month I am bombarded with invitations for high school and college graduations…each one reminding me of what once was. My son finishing grade school, high school, college, graduate school. Each was accompanied by a ceremony. All the ceremonies rush into my mind as I realize how much of myself is my memories and those memories are very entwined with my son’s life. A big part of me died with him that night in December.
Three years ago I was overwhelmed, sobbing, still occasionally in deep shock. My mind was mush, my heart was crushed and I did not have the will to do much more than quietly weep. It was my first Mother’s Day without my son, the first birthday that he wasn’t here, the first Memorial Day Weekend without him. I was paralyzed. May would never be joyful for me again.
What to do what to do. I ask myself this question each April as we begin the ramp up to the longest month. This year, I am counting out the last days of April and wondering how I will handle it. I am not worried about it; I am just wondering. I have gotten used to the transformation that has taken place in my mind, heart and soul. I experienced a slow spiritual awakening which accompanied a deep, deep sense of loss over which I have no control. I go with it.
There are questions that we must ask ourselves. The answers are unique to us. Collectively we know this is a month to dread; individually we have our own memories and our own methods of coping. Collectively we lean on each other for hope, comfort and support. Individually, we each walk our own road depending on how many circumstances of life are in our month of May: Mother’s Day, Memorial Day, birthdays, death anniversaries, graduations, weddings, baptisms, first communions, confirmations, how we handled the beginning of summer, the end of the school year…. all of these events can bombard us in May.
The memories float into our minds like a mist that thickens into a heavy fog. We are enveloped in our fog of memories; the before death years come to us in a hodgepodge of the happiest times and clash with the reality of now. These are our memories, our children and ultimately our choices. And there seems to be little joy we can take from this month of memories.
Once again, we make the decision. If we are not ready to acknowledge Mother’s Day, we shouldn’t do it. If we are facing other days in May that will tear at our hearts, we must plan for it. Some of us prefer to be alone and isolated. Others of us prefer to be with friends or family. Some of us go to the cemetery, others go to the park. Some read, watch movies, sit on the deck or simply rest. Others take a weekend trip which puts them into a different state of reality.
There are as many choices as there are parents who have lost their children. Consider your options. Be honest with yourself. Don’t be pushed into anything. Take control. We each move forward toward hope at a different rate and in a different way. This is not about meeting the expectations of others; this is a personal journey toward peace and hope. It is your journey.
I will always miss my son. I will always feel deep sorrow at his uncompleted life. But I know that he would want me to move forward, move back into the sunshine that is life on this earth. I’m working on it. Be patient with me. This is the most difficult road I have ever walked, but I am in motion, moving mostly forward and seeking something akin to peace, hope and tranquility. I will always be a work in progress.
--Annette Mennen Baldwin, Houston TX [image: ]
“You and I have never met, but yet we visit the same place every day. We both walk down the same unguided dark path. We cling to memories as if it’s our life support. Our minds drift off to that same place, the place that temporarily distracts us from our grief.
You’re the one person who knows the way my stomach feels — the unhealed knot in the center of my gut. You know the hollowness in my heart. Your tears are the same shape as mine, and they roll off the cheek without warning. You smile just like me. It’s a smile that has been perfected so others would stop wondering about your state of health and when or if you would pull through this.
Our deep exhale has been performed countless times, since the reminder to breathe is still necessary.
Only you understand the box in the closet where we keep the little things — the items that most people wouldn’t find a connection to. But we do. We can find that connection. Maybe it’s a ribbon, a stone or a piece of paper someone had written your child’s name on. An article of clothing that was last worn as we try desperately to preserve their smell.
This isn’t the same box with all the newborn items in it. This is a different box than the cutely decorated one that holds baby blankets, hospital bands, old pacifiers and first haircut clippings. This box is kept much further back in the closet, almost hidden as if it’s a secret.
You are the only one in this world who can look me in the eyes and say, “I get it.” Dear friend, how I wish you didn’t get it.
Like clockwork, I lie awake in my bed every night. I know you’re probably doing the same. As lonely as I feel sometimes, I know you’re feeling lonely, too. As indescribable as my pain is, I know you understand. It’s like a silent language that neither one of us wants to speak.
Our children’s stories are most likely different. The paths that led us here are probably nothing alike. It’s what happened in the after that forever bonds us now. It’s the pain of burying our child that makes our scars the same and our paths cross.
I wouldn’t wish this feeling on anyone, but yet to know you exist is somewhat of a selfish comfort for me. It’s the only place I find acceptance — to know that someone out there is just like me. I know with you that my tears aren’t measured and my sadness is never judged. The length of the time I grieve will never be rushed, all the wrong things will never be said and you understand sometimes silence is enough.
My sadness will never make you uncomfortable because our words fit together like a puzzle. Even though I’m a stranger, my heartache brings you to tears. You live with that forever emptiness, too.
So as I pray my nightly prayers, I always include you — the mother I’ve never met. You’re the other person out there who shares my same grief. I hope you find some comfort in knowing you’re not alone and that there’s someone out there like you.”
Written by Michelle Haxby
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AS THE HEART REMEMBERS SPRING
Some will be remembered
For their fortunes or their fame,
And some will be remembered
For the naming of a name.
But you will be remembered
As the heart remembers spring,
As the mind remembers beauty,
And the soul each lovely thing.
You have been the skies of April
And the fragrant breath of May
And like the season’s coming,
Warm spirited and gay.
You have given freely
Of the beauty of your heart,
And you have made of friendship
Not a gesture but an art.
You have been as selfless
In the gracious things you do
As the sun that shares its kisses,
As the night that shares its dew.
You have planted roses,
In lives that lay so bare;
You have sown encouragement
To those who knew despair.
By spirit’s inner beauty
In every lovely thing,
You will be remembered
As the heart remembers spring.
--Betty Stoffel
        Team Lift

Remember being at a store
A box so huge you’d see?
A forklift is not what’s required,
“Team Lift” the notice that you’d see.

At TCF, our sticker say
Our names and kids we’ve lost.
Inside these walls sad stories sobbed.
Of precious children who have crossed. 

Our inner sorrows securely told
“You should” tips safely spared.
Whatever age or reason gone,
Our childless heartbreak shared.

So every month as I begin
To feel my soul run dry, 
I go to group and fill it up
“Team Lift” my tag, and loved supplied.
by Barbara Batson,
South Kansas City TCF Chapter

Adieu
I imagined this spring year
	they graduated from college.
You were all such good friends
	from early grammar school.
I pictured there must have been
    wonderful parties with lots of potato        salad, gowns to press and caps to block.
I imagined their desire to get that
	“extra ticket” for grandma
and one for a special friend.
I visualized driving past their homes,
	hoping for a glimpse of movement
	behind their open windows.
I tortured myself with guesstimates as
	to what degrees they received.
I hoped that one would call and share
with me their happiness and pride.
I walked the narrow path today,
sat on the cold marble bench
near your grave and finally
bid them all. . . Adieu.
--Esther Rosensweig, TCF
Manhasset Chapter, NY
Can We Skip This Day?
Tips on Handling Mother’s Day, Memorial Day, Father’s Day

Survival isn’t instinctive anymore. Sometimes, after the death of our child, apathy takes over. Coupled with celebration of motherhood or fatherhood in the absence of our child it can be a slap in the face. Here are some helpful ideas for parents enduring their first, or yet another Mother’s Day and Father’s Day. 
T.E.A.R.S.
T – Take care of yourself! Go the extra mile to make yourself as happy as possible. ♥ Surround yourself with people who make you feel comfortable in your grief. ♥ Exercise is also a great outlet for grief. Sometimes, a hike alone or with your partner is a nice way to spend the day. ♥ Take a bubble bath with your favorite music playing in the background. ♥ If you have other children, dedicate half the day to a Mother’s or Father’s Day celebration with them and the other half alone or with your partner. ♥ Some parents will find a visit to the cemetery therapeutic. ♥ Cry, cry, cry —tears have a healing effect, and you have definitely earned these tears.
E – Embrace the memories [if you can] by looking at photographs, watching video tapes, sharing poetry or making a special cassette tape of songs which remind you of your child. At first it may seem overwhelming [if it’s too much, keep it in mind for next year]; however, many couples say that those times of sharing bring healing to the family. It is a gentle reminder to the entire family that this child will always be your child.
A – Acknowledge feelings of grief and doubt. You may wonder if you should “celebrate” without your child. It may seem pointless. Give yourself permission to have these feelings and accept them. Prepare for the likelihood that the “day” will be difficult; however, many parents say the days before the actual holiday are much worse than the day itself. If you do have feelings of joy, try not to feel guilty. The grieving process allows room to breathe in between the waves of grief.

R – Routines can be changed! If you typically spend Father’s Day with a large family group, but this year it seems awkward or too painful without your child, excuse yourself from the routine and establish new traditions which are more accommodating to your grief. Sometimes, more intimate and personal gatherings make grieving parents feel more comfortable in sharing their honest feelings about the special event and the death of their child. Consider a gathering with other bereaved parents you may have met through a support group.
S – Seek out ways to memorialize your child. Some ideas: ♥ Light a candle at a specific time every year on this special day. ♥ Light luminaries in your yard. ♥ Create a collage or special album of photographs of your child. ♥ Plant a tree or flowers in your child’s memory. ♥ Buy something that reminds you of your child. Having a specific theme is helpful, like angels, butterflies, Disney characters, or other themes. ♥ Reaching out to others honors the memory of your child on a special day [such as visiting shut-ins or a nursing home, donating time at an animal shelter, making a donation to TCF, a community pantry or a shelter for battered women and children].
	Another suggestion for partners, family members and friends is to make a phone call, or send a note or greeting card on the special day acknowledging the child. This is very important to parents, and it reassures them you have not forgotten—they certainly have not. 
--By Joanne Cacciatore, TCF, Phoenix, AZ, Director of AZ SIDS Alliance; founder of Mothers in Sympathy and Support
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My Memorial Day Experience
My Memorial Day experience came at Jacksonville Cemetery where Jason is buried. It’s a historic cemetery in a very natural, woodsy setting. No grass and at times, very little maintenance. Jason would like it. I went out with flowers, intending to rake some of the debris from the trees around his grave and to be with my memories. Two women…approached me. The younger said, “You don’t get the day off even today?” I realized she thought I was an employee, so I just said, “Well, it is Memorial Day after all.” She asked for directions to the older historic headstones. After giving some basic directions, I explained that although they would find headstones from the 1800’s throughout the cemetery, the most historic section lay at the bottom of the hill, and that directly below us was the Jewish section. For no apparent reason, I closed by saying we were standing in the Catholic section, where my son is buried.  With that, they went on their way.
When I noticed they were back again, the younger woman gave me a touching apology for mistaking me for an employee of the cemetery and expressed her sympathy. The older woman spoke for the first time and asked how old my son was and how did he die. I assumed they were just curious and this would be the end of our recurring discussion, so I gave my stock answer, “He died of suicide, at nineteen, in 1995.” The older woman then said, “My son died when he was 21. I still miss him.” We visited a while longer about nothing in particular. Everything important had already been said. It’s these unexpected connections that touch me deeply. When I feel alone in my pain, when life makes no sense, it’s a comfort to be reminded that death did not begin or end with Jason. Loss is an experience of the present, the past and the future. It is enduring. I can’t or won’t imagine my future losses. My present loss is overwhelming. But it’s in reflecting on the past that I find comfort.
I can go on knowing that through the ages others have walked through grief and survived. I expect that from now on, every Memorial Day, I’ll remember that chance encounter with another mother whose son had died many years before Jason. And I’ll be reminded that all bereaved parents, for all time, are one in grief.  --Carol Clum, TCF, Medford, OR

Memorial Day
For each grave where a soldier lies at his rest
For each prayer that is said today out of love
For each sigh of remembering someone who died
Let us also give thought to the mothers & fathers
the brothers & sisters, the friends & the lovers
whom death left behind.
--Sascha Wagner
Graduation Day
 It’s graduation time again. Your child would have been among those wearing the cap and gown, walking down the aisle to the ever stirring “Pomp and Circumstance.” Now there will be a vacant spot in the line. Should you attend? Can you stand the pain? Will people think you’re strange?
As always, you must follow your heart. So, go if you’d like to, and don’t hide your tears. It’s quite alright to miss your own child when celebrating the achievements of others.
Just remember that your own instincts are the most important ones, that no one else can make this decision for you; and it doesn’t really matter what other people think of you. It was your child who died. This is your pain, and you have the right to feel it and deal with it in your own way—and may a bit more healing take place in the doing.
--Peggy Gibson, TCF, Nashville, TN
For All the Moms I Know
We are sitting at lunch when my daughter casually mentions that she and her husband are thinking of “starting a family.” “We’re taking a survey,” she says, half-joking.  “Do you think I should have a baby?” “It will change your life,” I say, carefully keeping my tone neutral.  “I know,” she says, “no more sleeping in on weekends, no more spontaneous vacations …” But that is not what I meant at all. I look at my daughter, trying to decide what to tell her. I want her to know what she will never learn in childbirth classes.  I want to tell her that the physical wounds of childbearing will heal, but that becoming a mother will leave her with an emotional wound so raw that she will forever be vulnerable.
I consider warning her that she will never again read a newspaper without asking, “What if that had been MY child?” That every plane crash, every house fire will haunt her. That when she sees pictures of starving children, she will wonder if anything could be worse than watching your child die.
I look at her carefully manicured nails and stylish suit and think that no matter how sophisticated she is, becoming a mother will reduce her to the primitive level of a bear protecting her cub.  That an urgent call of “Mom!” will cause her to drop a soufflé or her best crystal without a moment’s hesitation.
I feel I should warn her that no matter how many years she has invested in her career, she will be professionally derailed by motherhood. She might arrange for childcare, but one day she will be going into an important business meeting and she will think of her baby’s sweet smell.  She will have to use every ounce of her discipline to keep from running home, just to make sure her baby is all right.
I want my daughter to know that everyday decisions will no longer be routine. That a five-year-old boy’s desire to go to the men’s room rather than the women’s at McDonald’s will become a major dilemma.  That right there, in the midst of clattering trays and screaming children, issues of independence and gender identity will be weighed against the prospect that a child molester may be lurking in that restroom.
However decisive she may be at the office, she will second-guess herself constantly as a mother.  Looking at my attractive daughter, I want to assure her that eventually she will shed the pounds of pregnancy, but she will never feel the same about herself. That her life, now so important, will be of less value to her once she has a child. That she would give it up in a moment to save her offspring but will also begin to hope for more years—not to accomplish her own dreams, but to watch her children accomplish theirs.
I want her to know that a cesarean scar or shiny stretch marks will become badges of honor.  My daughter’s relationship with her husband will change, but not in the way she thinks. I wish she could understand how much more you can love a man who is careful to powder the baby or who never hesitates to play with his child. I think she should know that she will fall in love with him again for reasons she would now find very unromantic.
I wish my daughter could sense the bond she will feel with women throughout history who have tried to stop war, prejudice and drunk driving.  I hope she will understand why I can think rationally about most issues but become temporarily insane when I discuss the threat of nuclear war to my children’s future.
I want to describe to my daughter the exhilaration of seeing your child learn to ride a bike. I want to capture for her the belly laugh of a baby who is touching the soft fur of a dog or cat for the first time. I want her to taste the joy that is so real, it actually hurts.
My daughter’s quizzical look makes me realize that tears have formed in my eyes. “You’ll never regret it,” I finally say.  I reach across the table, squeeze my daughter’s hand and offer a silent prayer for her, and for me, and for all of the mere mortal women who stumble their way into this most wonderful of callings. This blessed gift from God…that of being a Mother.
--Author Unknown
A Father’s Pain 
Sometimes a father wishes
That time could rewind
And that the sands 
Of an hourglass could rise.

Sometimes he craves
That the moments he’s lost 
Could be found again
And hope restored.

Sometimes a father needs
The music to be unwritten
And somehow the winter
Changed into spring.

Sometimes he wants
To be made young again
And that his future is
Still in front of him.

Sometimes a father wishes
That the pain in his heart
Could be replaced with
The smiles he’s lost.

Sometimes he longs to 
Once again feel all the hugs
He cherished so much
When he was welcomed home.

Sometimes a father’s spirit is
So deeply scarred
That his mind could never
Find a way to heal his heart.

Sometimes a father cries
And can’t believe that
There isn’t a way
To see his children again.

Sometimes a father realizes 
That the only way
To do all of this
Is to join his girls in Heaven.

By Don Batson, South Kansas City TCF Chapter
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Sometimes a Man Needs to Cry
The man’s friend, Jennifer, wrote me a letter and told me about his problem. These sorts of things make you sick, but they happen, and then what is left to do is somehow find a way to cope. The man had two daughters. They were bright…and beautiful. One was 16, the other was 18. Last year the girls were in an auto accident…hit by a drunk driver. The 16-year-old lingered for a week. Then the doctors determined she was brain dead, and she was disconnected from the life support system. In a week the man had buried both his daughters.
“All his life,” Jennifer wrote, “he was the pillar of strength for his family, his church and his many friends. 
He had never weakened in his support for them when they needed him. I guess that’s why he didn’t show us the grief. 
…inside him. I never even saw him cry. I guess he was just trying to hold on so we would not see that big, crumbling heart he was hiding.”
You can’t hide a heart like that for very long. In the year after his daughters’ deaths the man had two heart attacks. Jennifer is convinced it’s his grief…causing his health to decline steadily.
In the letter, Jennifer also asked me to do something I don’t normally like to do, and that is to use this column to give somebody a message. Some people write and want me to wish their mothers Happy Birthday in this space. Others want me to write something as a practical joke on some of their friends. I would have to go out and find a real job if I resorted to things like that. But I’m going to break my rule just this once. The letter almost pleaded with me.
“He reads your column,” Jennifer wrote. “I know you’re not Dear Abby, but maybe there is something you can say to our friend. It’s time for him to realize that grown men do cry, that it’s okay to let grief and sorrow flow out like a river among family and friends. The doctors don’t know what to do about him, but I think there are some remedies that don’t come from a bottle or an operating room.”
Jennifer is right. I’m no Dear Abby, nor a counselor, nor a minister, nor a psychiatrist. But if the man is reading this column —and he certainly would know he is the subject of it by this time—maybe I can make a few points. It is obvious your friends love you, sir, and they care about you. By not sharing your grief with them, by not leaning on them in time of your greatest need, you are hurting them. And it hurts them to see you unwilling to share your burden with them. It hurts them that you are depriving them of the ability to help you.
The heart is an amazing mechanism. Give it half a chance and it will mend itself, and the best place to start is to put your arms around somebody who loves you and cry. Contrary to what a number of us dumb clucks think, tears often are a grown man’s best friend.   --A Lewis Grizzard  TCF Troy, Michigan..
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Father’s Day
I just finished watching another miserable cologne commercial on TV. For some reason, the first signs of the upcoming holiday are these commercials that are only shown at Christmas and Father’s Day to give wives and kids some idea of what to get Dad. 
Like the other fathers who read this newsletter, I know the gift I’d like to get this Father’s Day, just as I know there is no way that it will happen: my son’s life. An opportunity not to hurt when I see boys who are the age my son should be now. A chance to dream those dreams for that little boy again. But that’s not going to happen. 
Instead, I will get up on that day, having called and wished my father a happy day the night before, and go to the florist for the flowers I will place on my son’s grave. I will stand alone and cry for a time, then return home to my wife and our infant son. This year I will have a greater measure of peace due to young Dan’s arrival, but I shall always have an Alex sized hole in my soul, a longing that I will have until I too die. 
Like many bereaved fathers, I have felt the lack of understanding of the non-bereaved on how a father should mourn his child’s death, and for how long. I do not understand how such belief in the strength of a society can have maternal love and do such a good job of ignoring the intensity of paternal love. From the people whose only question at Alex’s memorial service was how my wife was dealing with this tragedy, to the long-time friend who didn’t understand my choking up after watching a Hallmark Card commercial last year, the majority of people around us seem to have difficulty with the thought that a father may need to grieve for his dead child just as much as a mother might. So that is where some support and love is needed and needed badly.
Of course, we have Compassionate Friends, but something more personal and closer to home is needed. In a recent newsletter there was a note from a bereaved mother from New Jersey asking fathers and siblings to be understanding of a grieving mother’s needs on Mother’s Day. I agree, but I would also hope that you ladies will not forget your husbands on Father’s Day as well. It is frequently said that we males don’t often talk of our emotional needs, and are reluctant to show our pain, but we need love and “warm fuzzies” when we hurt also. 
Please remember us on Father’s Day, and please remember also that those cute little sentimental commercials that hurt you in May, take their toll on us in June. There are definitely times when I can do without Old Spice, McDonalds, Hallmark & AT&T. Brothers, I wish you peace, comfort, and love. 
--Doug Hughes TCF Cincinnati, OH 
Roadside Crosses
Everyone has their own cross to bear,
and sometimes it’s an invisible load.
But our cross is visible for all to see
as it stands by the side of the road.
We’ve carried our cross for four long years
and we will often stop by for a prayer,
Something that never entered our minds
when our spot by the roadside was bare.
Now as we travel this long weary road
sometimes we will spy a new cross.
We now know the hurt that cross represents,
and the deep and unbearable loss.
Yes, our crosses may be all weathered
and worn and slowly falling apart.
But our crosses simply mirror the  images of
reflections  found deep in our hearts.
--Linda McInturff, TCF, Southern MD

My Secret
Within days of my son’s tragic death in a helicopter crash, it became my sad duty to remove his belongings from his apartment. In the numbing fog of shock and denial, I sifted through the contents of every drawer, cabinet and closet. The wrenching decisions of what to do with his clothes, his video tapes—even his toothbrush—made my head swim. Although I gave many of his things to his roommate, other friends, family and “Goodwill,” I kept the “special” things for myself—school yearbooks, pictures, and certain items of clothing and his collection of crazy T-shirts. I put this strange assortment of things in his footlocker, a remnant of his boarding school days.
What I didn’t tell anyone was that I never laundered the T-shirts I found in the dirty clothes hamper. I just folded them and put them in the footlocker with my other memories. And from time to time during those first months of agonizing pain, I sat on the floor and opened the treasured remnants of a life that had been such a large part of mine.  Then I would take the unwashed tee shirts and bury my face in them, inhaling the combined scents of his cologne, deodorant and perspiration, mixed with the wetness of my tears. It made me feel for just a moment that he wasn’t really so far away. “What a perverse thing to do,” I thought. “I’m sure no one else would ever understand my doing such a thing—surely they’d think I had gone off the deep end.” So I never told anyone about this strange behavior—and the odd comfort it gave me.
Months later at a national TCF conference, I heard a speaker tell hundreds of bereaved parents assembled about a mother whose baby had died suddenly and how she refused to wash the soiled shirt the infant was wearing but found comfort in holding it close to her and smelling it. “My gosh,” I thought, “maybe I’m not so crazy after all.”
Since this experience I have discovered that it’s not as uncommon as I had thought. The scents of a loved one are as much a part of them as the sound of a voice, the touch of a hand or the tenderness of a kiss. There is nothing “perverse” in wanting to cling to those precious memories. If it were not for The Compassionate Friends, I might never have known that my actions, rather than strange, were perfectly normal. Another example of the many ways TCF can help us through this difficult journey.
--Carol Ragland, TCF, Houston-West Texas
	Believe
	Believe.
	Crocuses poke their heads
	through the crusty snow
	to let us know 
	the long, bleak winter is ending
	and Spring will come again.
	So, too, the long bleak winter of 
your aching, breaking heart will end
and spring will come again one day.
	Be patient—but believe it—
	Your spring will come again.
--Betty Stevens, TCF Baltimore, MD

Love Gifts:
A special thank you for the generous donation from Kay Best in memory of Greg Best.

Please help us help others. Make a LOVE GIFT today. Tax deductible Love Gifts may be sent to: TCF C/O Theresa Phillips 6200 Kentucky Ave, Raytown, MO 64133

Remember when you came to your first meeting and someone was there who was a little farther down the road and gave you a hug or shared something that made you feel like you are not crazy. Well, if you are a little bit farther down the road, please feel free to come back to our meetings and help families that are just starting their grief journey. 

Mark your calendar for these upcoming event: [image: ]The Compassionate Friends
2021 Virtual National Conference
July 16 – 18, 2021 Registration for the event starts May 24, 2021.
I personally enjoyed the virtual conference last year. 

[image: ]
Eastern Jackson County Annual Walk to Remember is scheduled for September 18, 2021 at Waterfall Park in Independence, MO. Registration will start at 8:30 AM. Walk will begin at 9 AM.

Please visit our website at www.easternjacksoncountytcf.org
Find us on Facebook at https://www.facebook.com/groups/1582699755290182 
We have several volunteers who write remembrance cards to families on birthdays and death dates. Just a reminder if you have an address change please email phillipsplace@aol.com or mail a note to TCF, C/O Theresa Phillips 6200 Kentucky Raytown, MO 64133 so the roster can be updated.

Please remember that you can give to The Compassionate Friends through your United Way pledge at work or as a single gift, but you MUST WRITE IT IN.
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