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My dear Friends,

All mankind is divided into three classes: those that are immovable, those that are
movable, and those that move. Arab proverb

In my experience of bereavement most of us fit into each class at different stages of our
grief.

Initially the shock and agony of loss numbs us. We are not able to move out of this
state, and | don’t believe we should be forced to try and change too soon. Neither
should we feel guilty that we are stuck, we've suffered terrible trauma and recovery
takes a great deal of time and effort. How much time and how much effort is an
individual thing. It only becomes a problem when we are too stubborn or too scared to
venture beyond our pain to seek the relief that eventually leads to finding ourselves once
more. We may feel that progress means disloyalty to the memory of our loved children
and siblings, but affirming our lives does not equal denying theirs. On the contrary, the
way we choose to live from now on should be in glowing honour of those we’ve lost.

How to achieve this stage, how to find the help to move, becomes the next hurdle.
There are scores of ways: counselling, reading, meditation, prayer, communicating,
engaging, are some of them. Whatever works effectively for you is right for YOU. None
of these aids is exclusive, what is fine now may not be appropriate later, and there is no
harm or shame in rejecting and seeking anew if that’s what you need. The most
important factor is that you are open to learning about grief and prepared to tackle the
effort it takes to manage both sorrow and recovery. The thing is do not remain the
perpetual student, recognize the time to graduate.

Once you’ve reached that level you are a mover. You may never become active in
counselling but the very proofs of your courage, patience, determination and strength
are an inspiration to others. Your experiences and non-judgmental kindnesses are
unbelievably encouraging to those who now stand where once you did,
uncomprehending of their situation and unable to accept that they and that situation can
and will change. In that quiet way you too are the heroes and heroines of TCF.

Much love,

Rosemary Dirmeik

Lifted from the book A String of Pearls by
Rosemary Dirmeik,  which is for sale at the
TCF Office in Johannesburg.
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THIS CAN BE A CONSTRUCTIVE, IF NOT A HAPPY, YEAR !



HAPPY NEW YEAR??? OHow can it ever be again?0 )
OHow will | ever make ithrough another year of this torment?0

When we are hurting and so terribly depressed, it is hard to see any good in our New Year, but we must try. First,
we must hold on tightly to the idea that we will not always be this miserable, that we will someday feel good again.
This is almost impossible to believe, but even if we donOt believe it, we must tell ourselves over and over again
that IT IS TRUE B BECAUSE IT IS! Many parents whose children have died in the past will attest to this.
Remember also, no-one can suffer indefinitely as you are suffering now.

Second, we must face the New Year with the knowledge that this year offers us a CHOICE b whether we will be
on our way to healing this time next year or still be in the pit of intense grief. We must remind ourselves that if we
choose to be on our way to healing by the following year, we must work to get there and that work entails allowing
ourselves to go through our grief, to cry, to be angry, to talk about our guilts, to do whatever is necessary to move
towards healing.

Third, we must look for good in our lives and find reasons to go on and accept the fact that our continued suffering
will not bring our child back. Many of us have other children and a spouse for whom we must go on. More
important, we have our own lives that must be lived. Most of us know that our dead children would want us to go
on.

No, this coming year may not be a happy one, but it can be a constructive one. Through our grief we can grow
and become more understanding, loving, compassionate, and aware of the real values in life.

OOur grief journeys are not about closure; they are about adjustment and staying connected.O

Remembering Our Loved Ones on ValentineOs Day

We've barely made it through the holidays of December and January, and now the stores are filled with hearts
and flowers and candy, all of it in celebration of the gift of love. But February 14 can be a difficult day for those of
us who are grieving, and for some it will be the first Valentine’s Day since our precious child died.

For us there is no celebration; there is only grief. If we decide to do so,
we can choose to embrace Valentine’s Day as a special day on which
to commemorate our loved ones and to celebrate our love for them.
Death ends a life, but it does not end the relationship we have with our
loved ones who have died. The bonds of love are never severed by
death, and the love we shared will never die either.

For Valentine’s Day this year, we can find a way to honour our loved ones, to remember them and to show them
that our love is eternal. We can build a piece of “memory time” into that particular day, or we can pack the entire
day with meaning. Think of it this way: It's much easier to cope with memories we’ve chosen than to have them
taken by surprise.

Whether we are facing Valentine’s Day, Mother’s Day, Father's Day, Memorial Day, an anniversary or birthday, or
any other special day of our own choosing, we can immerse ourselves in the healing power of remembrance. We
can go to a special place, read aloud, or listen to a favourite song. We can celebrate what once was and is no
more. ![Marty Tousley, TCF, Sioux City]

The New Year comes when all the world is ready
for changes, resolutions ! great beginnings.

For us, to whom that stroke of midnight means a OThere is a place where words are born of silence:
missing child remembered, for us, the New Year comes A place where the whispers of the heart arise;
more like darkness.

There is a place where voices sing of beauty,
But let us not forget that this may be the year A place where every breath carves your image in
when love and hope and courage find each other my soul.O [Rumi]
somewhere in the darkness to lift their voice and speak
Olet there be |ighto. [Sascha Wagner]



That all of us whoever we are

Are trying to reach an unreachable star.
For the great and small ! the good and bad,
The young and old ! the sad and glad.

i God grant us this year a wider view

! So we see othersO faults

i through the eyes of You !

i Teach us to judge not with hasty tongue,
. Neither the adult ! nor the young.

Are asking today, Ols life worth living?0
And the answer is only in loving and giving !
For only love can make us kind

And kindness of heart brings peace of mind.
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| Give us patience and grace to endure
E And a stronger faith so we feel secure,
i And instead of remembering,

' help us forget

E The irritations that caused us to fret. And by giving love we can start this year
i To lift the clouds of hate and fear.

! Freely forgiving for some offense [Anonymous]
© And finding each day

i A rich recompense

|
|
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' In offering a friendly, helping hand ~

LAnd trying in all ways to understand. _ _ U i

A Thankful Heart B Reconstruction

The best way to show our gratitude would be to share with others some of the following gifts. Let us give the
gift of time Btime to listen to someone with a burden, time to visit the lonely and depressed, time to make a
telephone call and time to write a few words of comfort.

Then there is the gift of forgiveness to those who may in some way have been responsible directly or
indirectly for the death of a loved one B or even ourselves where we feel some form of guilt.

The gift of patience is needed with ourselves and with others as often we expect healing to come too soon.
We need patience with those who say the wrong things or perhaps have crossed the road when they saw us
approaching.

Let us give the gifts of hope, courage and reassurance to those who feel that the sun will never shine again
or who cannot find their rainbow.

May each of us have the gift of unselfishness so that we do not wallow in our own grief but become sensitive to
the pain of others. As we slowly experience the balm of healing may we be filled with the gift of service . The
poet, Khalil Gibran, wrote ® OYou give but little when you give of your possessions. It is when you give of yourself
that you truly giveO.

May you be blessed with the gift of contentment by being thankful for what we still have, for the little mercies,
for no one is so bereft of blessings that he has nothing to be thankful for.

As the struggle to come to terms with our tragedy comes to an end, may the gift of peace fill our hearts and
minds and pervade all our relationships.

It is significant that the butterfly has been chosen for the TCF logo. Butterflies are for remembrance. They
remind us of the beautiful memories of our children no longer with us. But | believe that the butterfly stands for
much more.

The butterfly has to undergo a metamorphosis which causes it to be gradually transformed from an
unattractive egg into the beautiful creature we know. Perhaps we can apply this concept of change to our lives.

When death struck our families this was the beginning of a tremendous change in our lives, in our philosophy
of life, in our emotional and spiritual make up, in fact, in every fibre of our being.

There was a change in our value system. We no longer care about long term planning and ambitious dreams
for we have learned that the strategy for survival is to live one day at a time, that because life is short it is the
quality of life that counts and that suffering is a very real experience that comes to most people in varying forms
and degrees.

The changes that have taken place and must still take place are all part of the process similar to the
metamorphosis of the butterfly.

| find a measure of comfort in the thought that something beautiful can emerge from the trauma we have
experienced if there is acceptance on our part and a willingness to take up the challenge and allow the changing
process to be completed.

One day we may actually be thankful for having had to walk the long, painful road of grief because of the
wonderful transformation that it has wrought in our lives. [Francis Charles from My Tears, My Rainbow]

OMAKE A DECISION TO THINK, ACT AND RADIATE NOTHING BUT UNCONDITIONAL LOVE ...0




WHAT KIND OF ONEWO YEAR WILL IT BE

Well, since you are reading this, you must have survived
those dreaded holidays. Some of you may be holding onto
your sanity by the skin of your teeth, but you're here. For
now, that’s enough. If this is your first or second new year
without your child, consider that an emotional victory. I'm
sure you wondered several times how you could possibly
survive all that family warmth and frivolity without your child.
Well you did.

Now it is a brand New Year. It’s up to you what you make of
it. Do you want to spend the year bitter, angry, withdrawn
and tormented? Or do you want to begin to enjoy life again
and start healing? Believe it or not, it IS up to you.

I’'m going to assume that you want to start healing. There are
a few things that you must know. It absolutely is NOT disloyal
to your child’s memory to smile again or enjoy yourself.

Would your child wish everlasting pain on you? Would
he/she want you to cry every day for the rest of your life?

One of the key elements to softening the pain is to try to think
about all the good things that you have instead of what you've
lost. | know that seems impossible, but force yourself to try.
If you’ve got family, friends, health, whatever, count your
blessings.

Another important element to healing is to be grateful that you
had your child at all. | know this seems ludicrous when you
feel you've been robbed because you “should” have been
able to watch your child grow old. The fact is that you aren’t
going to do that. Whatever memories you have of your child,
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or whatever joy ou get from having loved him/he, no matter
how briefly you had them, is worth hanging on to.

You also need to trust. Look around at your next TCF
meeting. Do you see the veterans laughing and sharing joyful
stories with each other? Do you hear about new babies,
weddings, hope and love? Trust that these parents love their
children as much as you love yours. Trust that life can go on
again. Even though it sounds impossible, trust us when we
say you will find happiness again. No one will try to tell you
that you eventually heal to the point where it doesnOt hurt at
all. No one will tell you that youOll be your old self soon. We
realize you have changed forever by the death of your child.
For now, youOll just have to take our word that it does get
better and the pain does dull itself a little with time.

[tOs a brand New Year, why not try tanake it one of healing
and health, occasional smiles, reaching out to others, and
remembering the good times? Maybe you can even start
looking to the future.

As radical as all these concepts may seem to you now, guess
what? When you do finally feel that youOve made some
progress, these will be what you did to get there.

Take it easy on yourself. WeOre with you.
[Kathy Hahn, TCF, Lower Bucks, PA]

Duration of the Grieving Process

The loss of your child elicits the mosi profound bereavement. It cannot be measured in the number of days or
months since the death, but only in the way you have spent those days and months.
As previously discussed, the grieving person lives with any number of conditions following a death. These

may be even more complicated and pronounced if the deceased person is a child. Anger, frustration, guilt,
anxiety, despair, sadness, or withdrawal may be part of your life for two or three years. Additionally, you may
have your own particular obsessions. Two years after the death of his child, one father said, OThe thing | had the
hardest time with after my son died was the pain. Why did he have to have the pain?0 A divorced mother
confided that she had great difficulty dealing with her own guilt. After her daughterOs death, she explored, again
and again, why she had not spent more time with her child and how she could have gone out on a date when her
child was terminally ill. A grandfather expressed his anger at the diagnostic procedures which did not identify his
grandsonOs lymphoma until it was too far advanced.

Regardless of your personal issues, you will feel vulnerable during the grieving period. As a parent you were
supposed to have a certain kind of power which you have discovered you did not have. You were not able to
exert any control over this tragedy.

Now you find that the things you need desperately to control are your memories of your child. You must
remember what he said at a certain time, what she wore, where she sat, what he ate, how she smiled, and what
his favorite activities were. You want the details to stay with you. They will be small comforts for the lonely
stretch ahead.

1tOs harder for us now than it was at thetime of his death. When you have to accept death is when you canOt

remember things so well, exactly how his voice sounded, how he looked. The loss is more obvious as you

remember less of the details. | find the grieving experience to be the opposite of what | had been led to
believe. The easier part was when he died, because youOre so involved in it. Now is more tragic. (Parents of

a four-year-old cancer victim who had died two years previously)
[Carol Staudacher]



The Horizon

Life is eternal, and love is immortal, Where Are Angels?

and death is only a horizon;

and a horizon is nothing save the limit of our sight. Where there is love, There is an

[Rossiter Worthington Raymond] angel
The pathways of angels are marked
by beautiful moments, tender
gestures, and sweet gifts to the
soul. To find all your angels, just
remember, the mark of an angel is
love.

| am standing upon the seashore. Angels are everywhere. They

A ship at my side spreads her white sails to the manifest their love through every

morning breeze and starts for the blue ocean. heart, every honest smile, every act

She is an object of beauty and strength. of kindness, every constructive

| stand and watch her until at length she hangs like a thought. The signature is in

speck of white cloud on the horizon, everything that grows, every selfless

Just where the sea and the sky come to mingle with desire, every playful pirouette of

one another. every soul.

Then someone at my side says: OThere, she is gone.O Angels are always trying to reach

OGone where?0 you through your good thoughts,

Gone from my sight. That is all. your inspirations, your warm

She is just as large in mast and hull and spar as she feelings. Through music, art,

was when she left my side, drama, the written word. Also

And she is just as able to bear her load of living freight through flowers and sunshine and

to her destined port. rain. There is always an angel

Her diminished size is in me, not in her. somewhere trying to communicate

And just at the moment when someone at my side with you.

says, There, she is gone,O there are other eyes The presence of angels can be felt

watching her coming, in every atom of creation. They are

And other voices ready to take up the glad shout: a part of the sweet feeling — the

Ohere she comes!O music behind all things visible which

And that is dying. the pure of heart can hear and see.

[Henry Scott Holland]

Please donOt discount Sibling Grief

I have come to think of sibling grief as “Discount Grief”. Why? Because siblings appear to be an emotional
bargain in most people’s eyes. People worry so much about the bereaved parents that they invest little attention
to the grieving sibling. My personal “favourite” comforting line said to siblings is “You be sure to take care of your
parents”. | wanted to know who was supposed to take care of ME. | know | couldn’t.

The grief of a sibling may differ from that of a parent, but it ought not to be discounted. People need to realize
that while it is obviously painful for parents to have lost a child, it is also painful for the sibling who has not only
lost a sister or brother, but an irreplaceable friend. While dealing with this double loss, he or she must confront
yet another factor: the loss of a brother or sister is frequently the surviving sibling’s first experience with the death
of ANY young person. Young people feel that they will live forever. A strong dose of mortality in the form of a
sibling’s death is very hard to take. The feelings of siblings are also often discounted when decisions are being
made — on things ranging from funeral plans to flower selections.

Parents need to listen to surviving siblings who usually know a lot about the tastes and the preferences of the
deceased. Drawing on the knowledge that surviving siblings have about such things as favourite clothes or
music, can serve two purposes when planning funeral or memorial services. First, their input helps ensure that
the deceased receives the type of service he or she would have liked. Second, their inclusion in the planning lets
them know that they are still an important part of the family. | realize that people are unaware that they are
discounting sibling grief. But then that’s why | am writing this — so people WILL know . !"Victoria, TCF]

As you know TCF does not charge for any of the services we offer. We do ask that after the
first year of receiving the Newsletter you pay a small subscription fee towards keeping the
newsletter and the administration entailed to do this functioning. Please would you pay your

R250 subscription . We are very gratef ul to the people who do. Thank you.




MY SIMPLE PRAYER Precious Gift
Friendship is a precious gift that cannot be
bought or sold,
Its value is far greater than a mountain made of gold,
i For gold is cold and lifeless, it can neither see nor hear,
And at a time of trouble it is powerless to cheer.
It has no ear to listen, no heart to understand,
No tender word to give you, can’t lend a helping hand,
i So when you ask God for a gift, be thankful if he sends
; No diamonds, pearls or riches,

My simple prayer is that in all things | learn to love
well.

That | learn to touch the every-changing seasons
of life with a great heart of compassion.

That I live with the peace and justice | wish for the
earth.

to it from the natural generosity that is our human
birthright.

That through my own life, through joy and sorrow
in thought, word, and deed, | bring benefit and
blessings to all that lives.

That my heart and the hearts of all beings learn to

be free.

[Jack Kornfield, excerpt, in Prayers For A Thousand Years:
Blessings And Expressions For The New Millennium,

by Elizabeth Roberts and Elias Amidon]

. Decide the path you want to travel; allow

i yourself to make mistakes; change your mind
i sometimes; but never forget those along the

t way. The only ones among you who will be

i really happy, are those who have sought and

That | enjoy the abundance of the earth and return |
: found how to serve.  [Albert Schweitzer on Happiness ...]

TIME IS!
TIME is the passing of moments lived one at a time.
—— Our recovery depends on what we do with each moment.

We cannot sit back and say, OTIME will heal meO. TIME is merely the movement of the clock. Our
successful return to comfortable living depends on what we do while the clock is moving. We have to
look at the beauty left us in life instead of what we no longer have. We must find reasons to go on.
[Margaret Gerner]

What | Have Learned about Grief and Myself in the Year since  Our SonOs Death

Just as it is necessary for the parent to keep changing the relationship with his child as the child grows and
matures, so at a childOs death it is also necessary (though painful) to begin to structure the final, realistic, enduring
relationship that will provide a comfortable substitute for the love and hope a parent enjoys with a living child.

When we lose a loved one, the loss leaves within us a hole that he and she once occupied. The greater the
love, the bigger and deeper the hole. Time will heal the wound, but it is what we put into the hole (in the form of
love and compassion, caring and sharing with others) that determines whether we will become whole again, or if
we will for the rest of our lives be emotionally handicapped and deformed.

While others may find this controversial, | have come to realize that suicide is just another way to die and quite
a formal way for the emotionally handicapped. The problem many times is the impossibility of recognizing a
terminal emotional handicap.

As simple and self-evident as the following statements seem to be, | believe that in their true meaning is a real
hope for recovery.

There are only two ways to handle grief: suppress it, or deal with it. 1 am sure we all know which way is best
and why.

The only way to get over griefis TO GO THROUGH IT! We must WORK to overcome grief. Recognized for
what it is. The Compassionate Friends meetings are a form of GRIEF WORK. There is a choice involved in how
long one grieves in the end; we must ourselves choose to recover. The Compassionate Friends can play an
important role in the grief recovery.

The emotional massage and therapy we experience while talking and sharing with other bereaved parents is
without reasonable alternative for our emotional recovery and continued well-being.

As we grow and recover, it is important to remember that The Compassionate Friends is a self-help group of
caring, sharing bereaved parents. If The Compassionate Friends is to be here to help other grieving parents at
their time of need, we must continue going to meetings to help after we no longer need to go to be helped. | have
decided to repay the caring and sharing | received. | will continue going to meetings to give for the same length of
time | went to receive. To me, it seems the only proper payment. [B G Barnick, TCF, Dallas, TX] \
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To Young Adult Brothers and Sisters with TCF Love

The young adultOs transition is often a time of rapid, wrenching changes and puzzling, complex emotional
patterns. Then a sudden traumatic loss of a brother of sister, or withessing long, heartbreaking terminal illness
can make the load seem too heavy to carry.

Your once hopeful confidence that you are going places with your life can sour with sadness, cynicism and
bitterness. Yet your peers go blissfully on, unable to comprehend why you seem different now ! why you
havenOt Ogot over itO by nowour friends may drift off to more cheerful prospects in spite of your valiant efforts to
keep pace. Sometimes employers and professors grow impatient with your lapses of concentration and
decreased vitality. You may trip over new fears you didnOt eva know existed.

Your adulthood is a time for happy social occasions but they arenOt as carefree for you anymore. Contacts that
used to be entertaining now seem trivial and empty. Maybe you no longer feel the high you once got from
achieving something important to you. And maybe you do OK OoutsideO but OinsideO everything seems
overshadowed by your burden of grief.

If any of the foregoing experiences are describing yours, you donOt need to cope alone. Sharing your burden
with another who understands your special sorrow is like finding an oasis in the desert. It revives the spirit so you
can face the next few steps ahead with renewed strength. ![Portland, TCF, OR]

The Difference between OLetting GoO and OForgetting®

When my brother passed away, | had a difficult time distinguishing between Oletting goO and OforgettingO. | felt that
to let go of TC would mean to start forgetting him. Needless to say, | was unwilling to do this. Eventually |
learned | could let go without forgetting my brother. Learning to Olet goO was and is a dajo-day process. The
memory of my brother is stronger and clearer today because it is not as clouded by pain. With each day there is
more acceptances.

The reason why 1Om sharing this withyou is because | used to be very concerned that TCOs friends would forget
him. It hurt to think of all of them going on with their lives without TC. My family received visits, cards, and letters
when TC passed away. Slowly, however, the contact became less and less.

I met a woman the other day who recognized my name. We talked for a while and | learned that her daughter
was very close to my brother. 1 also learned that her daughter continues to visit the accident site and remembers
TC and their friendship.

This made me understand that the power of love is stronger than | ever imagined. Not only have my memories of
my brother remained clear, but he is remembered by his friends. IOm sure some of you can understand these
feelings and | wanted to share this with you. Maybe it will help you understand that you can Olet goO without
forgetting. Maybe it will remind you that a person lives on in the hearts of many. [Judy Cloer, TCF, Tampa, FL]

; Love Is Enough
. Nothing will remove the awful ache, | know. Remember — :
! won't you — that it is a sign of the success of your relationship
1 with each other. There are so many different kinds of ;
i immortality, don’t you agree? You now have to look after the

© part of her which will always be in you, and keep it as she

» would wish, so that you do for her what she would want to be

You Think

You think it won’t happen to you, but it does. You think
You think
you should have recognized that he was dying, but you

your life could never be this way, but it is.

didn’t. You think your grief is so huge that you’ll forget !
You think the sun will forget .

to breathe, but you don't.

to come up, but it doesn’t. You think the tears will stop :
coming, but they don’t’. You think you can’t handle the '
pain, but you do. You think you’ll lose hope, but you .

don't.
will.

You think you’ll never by happy again, but you

how. [Angelia King, TCF, Seattle-King County, WA]

You think you’ll be alone forever, but you won't. .
You think that you’ll never laugh again, but you do. !
You think you can’t live without them, but you learn .

able to do for herself. ;
Inevitably there will be things which you will wish had been |
different. There always are — and | suppose always will be ;
v until humanity becomes perfect.
This constant underground worry of “if only I'd done ...” :
! whatever it may be, is an inevitable part of you for those of us '
i who are left behind. Perhaps what matters is that we can '
i hang on to understanding. The one thing which any genuine
' love brings is surely that, and | sometimes think it is unfair to
' the people we have loved and still do, if we assume for them
that they would not understand why we did whatever it was.
We all muddle on, and only do what we can, and not even
always that. But if it is done because of love, then that is
i enough.
' [Margaret J Challis]



Actor Glen Ford told this Story
The Indian statesman, Nehru, gave Ford a rose and said, OKeep this rose and look at it for a long timeO.
When the two men met again a year later, Nehru asked whether Ford had kept the rose and looked at it.
Glenn Ford said, yes, he had. OAnd what did you think?O asked Nehru. The a  ctor answered: Ol kept
seeing the rose. Even after it faded and lost its petals, | kept seeing the roseO. Nehru nodded and said:
OthatOs the secret of love. If you love something, you will see its beauty, and even if it fades and goes
away, you will alw ays see its beauty.

NB: Please remember to put your name (and what you are paying for) as a reference

when you deposit money into TCFOs account.

Dare_h Taylgr‘ born‘on 01.02.1982, son of Maureen Taylor,
and brother of Nicole

Chrismarie Coetzee born on the 01.02.2010 daughter of
Christo and Elmarie Coetzee, and sister of Christelle,

Storm Riyadh Limbada born on 02.02.1991, son of Aysha
Limbada

Lyle Stephen born on 03.02.1978, son of Keith and Aileen
Stephen, and brother of Lauren, Leeanda and Lucasta

Nomusa Buthelezi born on 04.02.1968, daughter of Grace
and Alpheus Tshabalala, and sister of Vuli

Dudley Kotze born on 04.02.1969, son of Leon and Dawn
Kotze, and brother of Cielle

Matthew Vorster Martins born on 05.02.1997, son of Brenda
Vorster

Tholo Moteane born on 08.02.2015, daughter of Letlhogonolo
Moteane and Kabelo Chiloane

Rowan Kiewiet born on 09.02.1996, son of Dawn and
Raymond Kiewiet

Gregory Bouca born on 10.02.1971, son of Luis and Margaret
Bouca, and brother of Alexandre

Asher Reuben Hellmann born on 11.02.1983, son of Marta
and David Hellmann, and brother of Nathan and Julia

Eunice Rabothata born on 12.02.1969, daughter of Nancy
Mogolsi

Michael Cilliers born on 12.02.2007, son of Richard and
Karen Cilliers, and brother of Amy

Michael Cilliers born on 12.02.2007, grandson of Gill and Rob
Goodall, and brother of Amy

Elri Enslin born on 12.02.2009, daughter of Charlene and
Lampies Enslin, and sister of Benjamin

Softly E May Peace Replace Heartache
And May Warmest Memories Renain
Wishing You A Day Of Peace On Your
ChildOs Birthday ® FEBRUARY2016

Clive Holdsworth born on 13.02.1973, son of Peter
and Natalie Holdsworth

Valentino Knight born on 14.02.1986, son of Roderick
and Constance Knight

Mangoba Mpil o born on 14.02.2015, son of Thabile
and Andile Mpilo and grandson of Gertrude Mpilo

Nanayaa Angela Osei -Tutu born on 15.02.1979,
daughter of Tony and Mahlape Osei-Tutu, and sister of
Mpho

Simphiwe Mpungose born on 15.02.1977, daughter of
Jabu Mpungose, and sister of Bonga

Kerran Yates born on 15.02.1986, son of Colette
Lundberg and Michael Yates

Chas Smit born on 16.02.1982, son of Caro and Mike
Smit, and brother of Guy and Philli

Jermaine Williams born on 18.02.1987, grandchild of
Rennie Moshoeu, and sister of Bessie Naniki

Mark Daniel Kriel born on 20.02.1983, son of Mike
and Felicity Kriel, and brother of Chris

Brett Dickinson born on 23.02.1970, son of Margaret
and Neville Dickinson, and brother of Trevor, Grant and
Gavin

Brendon Bennie born on 23.02.1975, son of Jack and
Patti Bennie, and brother of Leigh and Jonty

Taylon Lourens born on 27.02.2014, son of Natalie
and Gerard Lourens, and brother of Skyler

Heloise Strike born on 28.02.1980, daughter of
Norman and Joelle Strike, and sister of Taina and
Sylvaine




Chrismarie Cetzee daughter of Christo and Elmarie
Coetzee, and sister of Christelle, died on the 01.02.2010

Yiorgos Hatzis Hughi son of Vikki Hatzis-Hugli, and
brother of Mischa and Louka, died on the 01.02.2013

Yiorgos Hatzis Hughi son of Marcel Hatzis-Hugli, and
brother of Mischa and Louka, died on the 01.02.2013

Zanele Zodwa daughter of Ntombe Zodwa, and sister of
Hazel, died on the 02.02.2015

Rory Lowther son of Eric and Debbie Lowther, and
brother of Gary and Kathryn and grandparents, died on the
03.02.2004

Blyde Van Den Bergh daughter of Wessel and Jeanne
Van Den Bergh, and sister of Wessel, Corni and Laetitia,
died on the 03.02.2007

Hloni Modiselle son of Stella Modiselle, and brother of
Morongwe, died on the 04.02.1996

Allan Cochrane son of Brian and Melody Cochrane, and
brother of Cheryl Zeghers, died on the 05.02.2010

Wayne Dreyer son of Basil and Beverley Dreyer, and
brother of Gillon and Candice, died on the 06.02.2001

Tsholoselo Monyemore daughter of Flivia Monyemore,
and sister of Tshepo, died on the 06.02.2014

Joshua Mayes grandson of Maureen Mayes, and brother
of Simon, Siobhan, Chris and families, died on the
07.02.1997

Asher Reuben Hellman son of Marta and David
Hellmann, and brother of Nathan and Julia, died on the
08.02.2014

Lyle Stephen son of Keith and Aileen Stephen, and
brother of Lauren, Leeanda and Lucasta, died on the
09.02.2006

Sibusiso Makhanya daughter of Lerato Makhanya, died
on the 10.02.2008

Glen Truter son of Lynette Truter, and brother of Sean,
died on the 10.02.2012

Maddison Nelson daughter of Jenny and Eamon Nelson,
and sister of Morgan, died on the 11.02.2011

Tholo Moteane daughter of Letlhogonolo Moteane and
Kabelo Chiloane, died on the 12.02.2015

Cornelius Conraad De Wet son of Phillis and Jannie De
Wet, and brother of Herman, died on the 13.02.1995

OUR CHILDREN LOVED, MISSED AND REMEMBERED
ANNIVERSARIES - FEBRUARY 2016

Campbell Wiese grandson of John Buchanan, died on the
13.02.2011

Douglas Pearce son of Maryanne and Roderick Pearse,
and brother of Nicole, died on the 14.02.2014

Samantha Alex Stapley daughter of Peter and Jean
Jones, died on the 14.02.2015

Abigail Jane Katz granddaughter of Dorothea Bekker, and
sister of Robert, died on the 14.02.2015

Trevor Conway brother of Maureen Conway, died on the
18.02.1995

Dalton Lee Sunker son of Priscilla and Nash Bhagoo, and
brother of Himal and Dylan, died on the 18.02.2014

Arushi Ramgoolam daughter of Suvarna and Sanjay
Ramgoolam, died on the 18.02.2014

Linda Chibwe daughter of Isaac and Linda Chibwe, and
sister of Leah, died on the 20.02.2014

Raphael Baker son of Mark and Gaby Baker, died on the
21.02.2014

Mangoba Mpilo son of Thabile and Andile and grandson
of Gertrude Mpilo, died on the 22.02.2015

Shephard Moyo son of Celia Moyo, died on the
23.02.2009

Enrico Carrado Bosman son of Anita Bosman, died on
the 23.02.2015

Simphiwe Mpungose daughter of Jabu Mpungose, and
sister of Bonga, died on the 24.02.2006

Muhammad Zardad son of Mustapha Zardad, died on the
26.02.2002

Ruan De Bruin son of Estelle and Jeremi De Bruin, and
brother of Wesley and Josh, died on the 26.02.2010

Walther Hennings son of Sandra Van Niekerk, and
brother of Ellene Gower, died on the 26.02.2011

Ntando Zwane daughter of Thuli Zwane, died on the
27.02.2015

Neil Moore son of Keith and Barbara Moore, and brother
of Shaun, died on the 29.02.2004
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A SANDPIPER < >INITO BRING YOU JOY i !

]

She was six years old when | first met her on the beach near where | live. | drive to this beach whenever the world begins to
close in on me. She was building a sand castle or something and looked up, her eyes as blue as the sea. OHelloO, she saidl
answered with a nod, not really in the mood to bother with a small child. OIOm buildingO, she said. Ol see that. What?€it
asked. OOh, | dont know, | just like the feel of the sandO. That sounds good | thought, and slipped off my shoes. A sarpler
glided by. OThatOs a JoyO, the child said. OltOs a what?0 OItOs a Joy. My mama says sandpipers come to bring usgoyitd Th
went gliding down the beach. OGoodbyeO, | muttered to myself, Ohello painO, and turned to walk on. | was depressedyrtife
seemed completely out of balance ! O WhatOs your name?0 She wouldnOt give us. ORobertO, | answered. OIOm Robert
PetersonO.

OMineOs Wendy ! IOm sixO.

OHi WendyO.

She giggled. OYouOre funnyO, she said.

In spite of my gloom, | laughed too and walked on.

OCome again, Mr. PO, she called.

OweOll have another happy dayO.

The days and weeks that followed belong to others: a group of unruly Boy Scouts, PTA meetings, an ailing mother. The sun
was shining one morning as | took my hands out of the dishwater. Ol need a SandpiperO, | said to myself. The everhanging
balm of the sea shore awaited me. The breeze was chilly, but | strode along, trying to recapture the serenity | needed. | had
forgotten the child and was startled when she appeared.

OHdb Mr PO, she said ODo you want to play?0

OWhat did you have in mind?0 | asked, with a twinge of annoyance. Ol donOt know, you sayOQ. OHow about charades?O | asked
sarcastically. The twinkling laughter burst forth again. Ol donOt know what that isO.

ahen letOs just walkO. Looking at her | noticed the delicate fairness of her face. OWhere do you live?0 | asked. OOveaebe
She pointed toward a row of summer cottages.

Strange, | thought, in winter. OWhere do you go to school?0 | dondt go tcheol. Mommy says weOre on vacationO.

She chattered little girl talk as we strolled up beach, but my mind was on other things. When | left for home, Wendy said it had
been a happy day. Feeling surprisingly better, | smiled at her and agreed.

Three weeks later | rushed to my beach in a state of panic. |1 was in no mood to even greet Wendy. | thought | saw her mother
on the porch and | felt like demanding she keep the child at home. OLook, if you donOt mindO, | said crossly when Wendy
caught up with me, OIOd rather be alone todayO. She seemed unusually pale and out of breath. OWhy?0 she asked. | turned to
her and shouted, OBecause my mother died!O and thought, my God, why was | saying this to a little child?

OOhGshe said quietly, Othen this is a baddayO.

OYesO, | said, Oand yesterday and the day before and oh, go away!O

ODid it hurt?0O she inquired. ODid what hurt?O | was exasperated with her, with myself.

OWhen she died?0

OOf course it hurt!!!O | snapped, misunderstanding, wrapped up in myse | strode off.

A month or so after that, when | next went to the beach, she wasnOt there. Feeling guilty, and admitting to myself | misseder,

| went up to the cottage after my walk and knocked at the door. A drawn looking young woman with honey coloured hair
opened the door.

OHelloO, | said OIOm RolRaterson; | missed your little girl today and wondered where she wasO.

OOh yes Mr Peterson, please come in. Wendy spoke of you so much. OIOm afraid | allowed her to bother you. If she was a
nuisance, please accept my apologiesO.

ONot at albsheOs a delightful childO, | said, suddenly realizing that | meant it. OWhere is she?0

OWendy died last week, Mr Peterson, she hadeukaemia. Maybe she didnOt tell youO.

Struck dumb, | groped for a chair. My breath caught.

OShe loved this beach: so when she asked to come, we couldnOt say no. She seemed so much better here and had a lot of
what she called happy days. But the last few weeks, she declined rapidlyQ. Her voice faltered. OShe left somethinfor you !

if only | can find it. Could you wait a moment while 1 lookO.

| nodded stupidly, my mind racing for something, anything, to say to this lovely young woman. She handed me a smeared
envelope, with MR. P printed in bold, childish letters. Inside was a drawing in bright crayon hues P a yellow beach, a blue sea,
and a brown bird. Underneath was carefully printed. A SANDPIPER TO BRING YOU JOY.

Tears welled up in my eyes, and a heart that had almost forgotten to love opened wide. | took WendyOs mother in my arms.
O10m so sorry, I0m so sorry, I0m so sorryO, | muttered over and over, and we wept together.

Your precious little picture is framed now and hangs in my study. Six words P one for each year of her life b that speak to me
of harmony, courage, and undemanding love. A gift from a child with sea-blue eyes and hair the colour of sand who taught me
the gift of love.

The above is a true story sent out by Robert Peterson. It serves as a reminder to all of us that we need to take time to enjoy
living life and each other. Life is so complicated, the hustle and bustle of everyday traumas, can make us lose focus about
what is truly important or what is only a monetary setback or crisis. This holiday season, be sure to give your loved ones an
extra hug, and take a moment, even if it is only ten seconds, and stop and smell the roses. [C.T 4th Quarter 2000]

TAKE TIME TO SMELL THE ROSES
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-~
e Examine the stream of your thoughts and notice how many of them are about the

regretted past and the uncertain future. ! Actually, we are always living in the present moment Pwe can
do no other. When we worry about the future or look back in remorse at the past, it is in the present that

we do it. The past is simply old scenes brought into presen t consciousness. The future is todayOs

concern with what is unknowable. What you think now of the past and the future are present thoughts,

and only present thought determines whether you are happy or miserable. [E Seale]

Little Pieces Oln the depth of winter, | finally
These little pieces that you shared with us. learned that within me there lay
These little pieces that you shared with other people you loved. an invincible summerQO
These little pieces that are left behind for us. #

These little pieces that we must gather and use to put our lives back

together. Become a person who is willing
These little pieces of you we take with us on our journey. to tell those around you how
These many little pieces will remain with us all, always. much you appreciate them.
These many little pieces of love. [Lisa Nechvoglod]

NOTICES, EVENTS AND USEFUL INFORMATION

The Library

The Compassionate Friends have an excellent collection of books that provide
much needed guidance and comfort to all our grieving members. Our library,
as an Outreach Programme, can be only helpful to our members if everyone
follows our guidelines of borrowing only two books for one month. Thereafter if
required the books can be renewed for a further month.

The Compassionate Friends is a beneficiary on this card. Use it whenever you shop at one of these shops. If you
already have a card you can add us as an additional beneficiary. This is a passive income for TCF. If you do not
have a card you can get a form from the office, fill it in and we will apply on your behalf. Thank you.

My School / My Village / My Planet are one of South Africa's biggest fundraising programmes and allows you to
make a difference, just by shopping.

Every time you use your card at any of our partner stores they'll give back a percentage of your purchase value,
on your behalf, to the school or charity you choose at absolutely no cost to you!

Get your free card today. Every swipe counts!

| woolworths Toysfjus Waltens _ 2 Naacer

’,{ .I'fg%ll'oa Ikalahari.com mega, CQ‘”/% ower24.c020

THANK YOU TO OUR MEMBERS WHO ARE SIGNING UP!!!

use your card
at our partner outlets

Current Counsellors

Isabel Ferreira: 082-335-8593 Elise Barnes: 083-267-9465
Maureen Conway: 011-802-2805 or 082-452-4490 (Siblings) Roseline Ananmalay: 084-556-4616
Ntuthu Radebe 082-741-5761 Jabu Mpungose: 082-548-9604

Courses 2016

TCF will be running self help courses this year. If you have lost a child, sibling or grandchild over two
years ago, and would be interested please contact the Office on 011-440-6322, or call Isabel on 082-
335-8593 to discuss your possible involvement with The Compassionate Friends.
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The Compassionate Friends Johannesburg Chapter
Support Groups, Meetings and Events, for Bereaved Parents, Siblings and Grandparents
February 2016

Saturday, 6 February 2016 Coffee and Sharing Meeting at Facilitator : Gladys Gagliardi
at 10:00 12.00 11 Andre Street, President Ridge, Randburg 011-787-7876 or 084-500-5440
(above The Brightwater Commons)

Saturday, 13 February 2016 | Monthly Meeting at TCF Centre, Speaker: Gavin Locke

at 14:00 for 14:30 122 Athol Street, Highlands North Topic: Grief and moving forward in the
New YearO.

Saturday, 13 February 2016 | Lenasia Support Group, Counsellor : Roseline Ananmalay

at 14:00 Recreational Centre, 084-556-4616

Sylvia Street, Lenasia Extension 3

EVERY FRIDAY Coffee At TCF Centre, 122 Athol Street, Host B Ntuthu Radebe
Group 10.30©12.30 Highlands North 076 975 5849

Fund Raising B As our services are offered freely Fund Raising is a necessity

INFORMATION ABOUT THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS

We are a Charity Organization and our aim is to help bereaved parents, siblings and grandparents cope with their
loss. Our services are free of charge for the first year. (Starting from the first time you made contact with us at TCF).
Thereafter if you would like to continue participating in our activities, we ask for a fee (Subscription) of R250 per
annum That would include receiving Newsletters, birthday and anniversary cards.
¥  You can also sponsor a page in our Newsletter at R100 per page or R50 per half page.
¥ A LOVE GIFT can be any amount of money you would lik e to donate in memory of your child.
¥  We are looking forward to your participation in putting together our Newsletters by writing your own story. Send

your story to TCF at the beginning of the month and we will do our best to publish it. We would like to support

you in your grief journey. Writing brings healing.
¥  Contact any of our Counsellors for one  -to-one sessions.
¥  If you know of any organization (schools, hospitals, work places) that would benefit from our services at TCF,

please inform them about our  work. Often people do not know what to say or do or how they can help someone

who has lost a child or a sibling. Our contact details are in the Newsletter.

OUR SINCERE APPRECIATION FOR THE FOLLOWING DONATIONS :

Norman Wevell Trust; St Stithians School; Luxco Importing; \
Ed and Carren Emary; JP Rogers; Richard Cilliers [
Thank you to all who pay by stop order every month. d
THANK YOU FOR PAYING SUBSCRIPTIONS.

Please note that all donations are tax deductible.

BANKING DETAILS : First National Bank D Balfour Park, Account No: 50360007395,
Branch Code: 212217
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