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The F-M Area Chapter of The
Compassionate Friends meets the 2nd
Thursday of each month at 7 p.m. at

FAITH LUTHERANCHURCH
127 TI]D AVE E

WEST FARGO, ND
Please enter on the West side. Our
meeting is in the Fellowship Hall -

lower level, west side.

Upcoming Meetings
September l0th

October 8th

Dates to Remember
Mom's meeting - 7 pm on Septernber

24th@ FryhPan
TCF Regional Conference -

Rochester, MN October 24,2015
Angel of Hope Memorial Service -

October 4th, 7 p.m.
Speaker, Mamhall Olson at October

8th meeting
Worldwide Candle Lighting -
December l3,2Dl5 @7 p.m.

.LOVE GIFTS i

Sonia Wateland in memory of her i

son, Mark Wateland 
i

Paul, Kara, Ashley, Kyle, Chase & i

Arianna Bailey in memory oftheir i

son/brotherluncle, Nick Bailey 
i

We are deeply grateful for the LOVE i

GIFTS given this month. i

Our chapter and all chapters. are financed 
I

solely through your lovc Gifu. i

Donations make this newsletter, postage, i

books, tapes, etc. possible. i

. -llel y-qr lervgyJ_Et gl$9ti!!: s['--. - 
i

If tears could build a stairway,
And memories a lane,

I'd walk right up to Heaven
And bring you home again.

-Author Unknown

Chapter Leader - John Milligan (701)4914364 Newsletter Editor - Nancy Teeuwen (701)7304805

OTIR CREI}O
We need not walk alone. We are The Compassionate Friends. We reach out to each
other with love, witlt rmderstanding, and with hope. The children we mourn have died
d all ages and from many different causes, but our love for them unites us. Your pain
becomes my pain, just as your hope becomes my hope. We come together from all
walks of life, from many different circumstances. We are a unique family trecause we
represent many races, sreeds, and relationships. We are young, and we are old. Some
of us are far along in our grief" but others still feel a grief so fresh and so intensely
painful that they feel helpless and see no hope. Some of us have found our faith to be a
source of sfength, while some of us are struggling to find answers. Some of us are
angry, filled with guilt or in deep depression, while others radiate an inner peace. But

' whatever pain we bring to this gathering of The Compassionate Friends, it is pain we
will share, just as we share with each other our love for the children who have died.
We are all seeking and struggling to build a future for ourselves, but we are committed
to building a future together. We reach out to each other in love to share the pain as

well as the joy, share the anger as well as the peace, share the faith as well as the
doubts, and help each other to grieve as well as to grow.

WE NEED NOT WALKALOIYE.
wE ARE TIrE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS. @2007

LOVE GIFTS THAT WERE OMITTED FROM AUGUST
NEWSLETTER

Anne Snyder in memory of her son, Adam Snyder
Persy Piersall in memory of her son, Rand Piersall

Lori Brady & family in memory of their son/brother, Greg Sears

My apologies to these families for not including these love gifts in the August
I t9rq9I_e_r..N*-crlg_"gygt

"ouR FAITH @ WORK?"
- All are invited to hear Marshall Olson speak

on Thursday, October 8,2015 at 7:00 p.m.
at our monthly meeting. Mr. Olson was a math
teacher and coach for Crookston High School
for 10 years and a business manager for the

engineering firm WSN for 27 years.

*OUR FAITH @ WORK?" Is a Christian message about
a family's joumey afterthe death of their 17 year

old sorq Brock, in a car accident in 1997. The
message tells about Brock's faith and how our

priorities in life can be strengthened and shaightened.
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rheAnger"r""r"Hf;Io:,Pf, *'#ffi3'ffii*1Tt#"*,october4,
2015 at 7:00 p.m. The Angel of Hope in Fago was dedicated in 2005, and serves qp a place
for healing and love for all who have lost children. Attendees are invited to briug a white
flower to place at the base of the statue in memory of loved ones. Refreshments will be
served at Hanson Runsvold Funeral Home following the service.

American Indian Legend
As the old Indian legend is told...If anyone desires a

wish to come true, you can whisper a wish in the
pres€nce of a butterfly.

Since a butterfly can make no soun4 the butterfly can
not reveal the wish to anyone but the Great Spirit who

hears and sees all.
So by making a wish in the presence of a butterfly, it

will take it up to the heavens above and the wish shall be
granted.

A Butterfl-v Release
As you release this butterfly in honor of me. know that

I'm with you and will alrrays be"

Hold a hand, say a prayer, close your eyes and see me
there.

Although you may feel a bit torn apart, please know that
I will be forever in your heart.

Now fly away butterfly as high as you can go, I am right
there with you more than you know.

- Jill Haley
a

Grief is a solitary- joumey. No one but you knows how
great the hurt is. No one but you can know the gaping
hole left in your life when someone you know has died.
And no one but you can mourn the silence that was once
filled with laughter and song. It is the nature of love and
of death to touch every person in a totally unique way.
Comfort comes from knowing that peopldhave made the
same journey. And solace comes from understanding
how others have leamed to sing again.

- fielen Steiner Rice

ICE AGE
Yesterday you w€re with me
like a cool day in summer,

like a radiant song
buoying my spirit

Today you are gone,

and it is as if an ice age
has taken my life away.

- Sascha Wagner

The Gate to Tomorrow
There is a Eilte that each of us has unknowingly

passed through. This gate opens only one way......once
we have passed through this gate we cannot return to the
other side. Each ofus stepped through the gate at a
different time and in a different way. This gate opens to
the world of parents whose children have died; it is their
gate to every tomorrow.

There is no other place that compares with life in
this world beyond the gate: there is no sorrow like the
sorrow inside the gate. The numbing pain and perpetual
agony we e.rperience when first stepping through this
gate are so overwhelming that we often don't
immeCiately realize that there rvill be no retum. But we
*'ill never return to life before the gate.

The new-world inside the gate is populated with
friends who are strangers and suangers who are friends.

Our perspective on life has changed forever. Few of
our friends from life before the gate will linger with us
now; these people are now the strangers. Our pain is all
encompassing; they have lives to live, things to do, plans
to make, happiness to capture. We are no longer part of
their picture. Rare is the friend who stands by us inside
the gate.....stands by us until one of us dies and leaves
the w'orld inside the gate.

The srangers who are now friends live inside the
gate with us. Some have just come through the gate;
others have been here a long long time. But these
strangers who are now friends share our experience; they

- understand our need to talk about our children, each life
and each death. They applaud our tiny advances toward
acceptance and serenity and peace. Although we can
never go back to life before the gate, we now'have our
compassionate friends.... ...once strangers but now
kindred souls who share our lives and our world.

Life will not be the same again, yet life can be good
again. Inside the gate we will each find ourselves with
the help of our compassionate friends. They listen
carefully to stories about our child. They know our
child's name better than tbey know our name. And that's
how we want it to be....remember our children.
Remember with us.

- Annette Mennen Baldwin, TCF/Katy, TX
ln memory of Todd Mennen



AII is Well
I have only slipped away into the next room. I am I, and you
are you. Whatever we were to each other, that we are still.
Call me by my old familiar name; spoak to me in the easy
way which you always used- Put no difference in your tone.
Wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow. Laugh as we
always laughed at the little jokes we enjoyed together- Play,
smile, think of me, pray for me. Let my name be ever the
household word that it always was. Let it be spoken without
effort" without trace of a shadow on it. Life means all that it
ever meant. [t is the same that it ever was. There is absolute
unbroken continuity. Why should I be out of mind because I
am out of sight? I am waiting for you, for an interval,
somewhere very near, just around the corner. All is well.
- Harry Scott Holland, Canon of Saint Paul's Cathedral

The Seven (T'ts of Grief
l. Truth: Tell it, regardless of how terrible the facts may be
and how hard it is to talk about. Don't hide the truth about
how you lost the person you loved. This generally applies to
all kinds of tragedy.
2. Trust: Allow it. Don't let the painful circumstances
surrounding the death ofyour child prevent you from
talking with friends about your loss. It's very important to
find people to trust to whom we can talk about what's going
on in our lives.
3. Therapy: Which some completely believe in-not only
traditional therapy of the talking kind, but also body
therapy, massage, art therapy, music therapy, physical
therapy, which can be therapy without even having the tag
on it. Because loss can be a physical shock as well as a I
mental and emotional shock.
4. Treasure: Hold on. Don't stop treasuring your child.
5. Thrive: Keep looking at life with your eyes wide open.
Don't give in to the temptation to use alcohol or other
addictive substances to blunt or blur your sadness.

Tremendous loss is also the opportunity fop a fill in your
life. It could be learning compassion for other people. It
could be learning compassion for yourself.
6. Treat: nurture yourself. Give yourself the gift of kind
understanding, and taking care of ourse[ves when we're in a
fragile circumstance and when we have miles to go, because
these things don't end in a week. They stay with us.

7. Transeend: The work always reminds me of spring
because the earth transcends from the apparently dead
circumstances. The spring comes and the sun comes and the
flowers start to bloom, and the world really transcends
death.

MEMOzuES ARE TREASURES NO ONE CAN STEAL
DEATH IS A HEARTACHE NOTHTNG CAN HEAL

SOME MAY FORGET YOU,
NOW THAT YOU ARE GONE

BUT WE \ryILL REMEMBERNO MATTER HOW
LONG!

Lovingly Lifted from Pekin ChapterNewsleffer Sept.96

THE TOP TEN GIT'TS
HUGS....to someone who is lonely

LOVE....to someone who has ndhing to grve in retum
PATIENCE....to someone who is sEuggling with life.
FREEDOM....to someone drifting in a Sea of anxiety
T NDERSTAI\IDING....Io someone who is confused

TOLERANCE....to someone who doesn't see things as

you do
KII\Di\tESS...to someone in pain

FORG[VENESS....Io someotre you feel has harmed
you

SOFTI{ESS.....Io someone who has not yet removed
his hard shell.

Lifted with Love from the TCF Fox Valley Newsletter

Please, don't ask-
Please, dont ask us if we're over "it" yet.
We'll never be over it.
Please, don't tell us they're in a better place.
They aren't with us.
Please, don't say, "At least they aren't suft'ering'.
We haven't come to terms with why they had to suffer at
all.
Please, don't tell us you know how we feel unless you
have lost a child
Please, dont ask us if we feel better.
Bereavement isn't a condition that clears up-
Please, don't tell us. "At least you had them for a time".
What year would you choose for your child to die?
Please, don't tell us, "God never gives you more than you
can bear".
Please, just tell us you are sorry.
Please, just say you remember our children, if you do.
Please, just let us talk about our children.
Please, mention our children's rutmes.
Please, just let us cry.

Rita Moran

SEI\ID BACK THE NOISE
It's way too quiet here
Since our son is not around.
I'd pay any price to again hear the sound
Of a basketball rhythmically hitting the ground;
Or to answer the questiorq
o'Dad, can you make this shot?"
"Pass the ball...probably not!"
His bedroom looks more Iike a sporting goods store,
But those balls, gloves, and cleats aren't used any more.
Soccer, basketball, football, Iacrosse,

Just one more game, win, tie, or a loss.

I'd buy one more ticket, regardless of cost.

It's too quiet around here
Things just aren't the same.

I'd settle for the sound of a video game.

I know it's not possible to get back our boys...
So, please God,
Could you send back the noise?

- PeterGraves, TCFlSan Diego, CA



OUR BELOVED CHILDREN REMEMBERED
tsTRTNMYS

CHILI) PARENTS

NATHAN ANDERSON..............................38..........DIANE & JAY FENSKE
ROBERT (BOB) TODD DUGGAN ...........53...._.....GARY & CAROL DUGGAN
MATTHEW JOHN GAFFNEY 33..........JOHN & JILL GAFFNEY 1.

CORRINE HOEPKER ...............52..........h,I.ARY VASECKA ]

ADYSON JEAN KNUDSEN .....I...........KRISTIN KNUDSEN *'
ANNIE PAGE LEGGTO.. ..........17..........JOSEPH LEGGIO
TIMOTHY J MARKEY.............. ................46..........DE88I8 MARKEY
SARAH DEWITZ MARTINSEN .,......... ....27 ..........DE8 DEWITZ
JACOB ALLEN OCHSNER .....29..........ALLAN & MARLENE OCHSNER
DYLAN ROMAINE .4...........AARON & TRICIA ROMAINE
SCOTT ANTHONY TOBOLT .39..........JOHN & MARY TOBOLT

4NNN€RSARISS

CI{ILD PARENTS

NICHOLAS LEE BAILEY .-......6...........PAUL & KARA BAILEY
KELLY ANN BOYES.... ............7.,.........KAREN BOYES
ADYSON JEAN KNUDSEN .....1...........KRISTIN KNUDSEN
BENJAMIN KOTTA.... .............13..........ARLEN & JTILIE KOTTA
MICHELLE KUTTER ...............10.......,..JIM & JODY KUTTER
TTMOTHY J MARKEY .............................. U..........DEBBIE MARKEY
JILL MCNEAL-GALL ...............2...........MAXNE MCNEAL
IEFF MLINIGHAN.... .................5...........JERALD & ARLENE MUNIGHAN
JAMIE C OLSON .......................3...........GLENMS OLSON
SCOTT WARNECKE........... .,..I5..........DOUG & JOAN WARNECKE

TIIE BACK TO SCHOOL PRESSURE COOKER
Labor Day can put siblings into their own back to school pressure cooker. Whether this is the first year, or

later, our kids may be dealing with questions and comments from p@rs, teachers, and/or counselors about their
brother or sister. Or perhaps no one is talking because no one knows what to say. Feelings of loneliness, being
different, being left out" can surface, and sibling rivah/ Remember if you will how" intense it could get between
all your children. What kind of competition existed between them during the school year, or what comparisons
were made: athletics, grades, friendships, extra activities?

That kind of emotion is often forgotten when a child dies. But as your children go back to the classroom,
to the athletic field, they may see those reminders each day. When they bring home these feelings, positive and
negative, they need a place to express them without being judged, or compared to their sibling.

We want to remember good. But we have to remember that no child was always good! To forget that is to
make a martyr of our dead child - possibly at the expense of our living children. Our surviving children need
special support at this time of year, too. They need to be reassured that they are still lovable - that they can be

forgiven for any anger or resentnent they may feel toward their brother or sister... that perfection is not a
requirement for loving. They need to be reassured that they are separate, unique individuals, not imperfect
replacements for the child who died. They need a safe place to talk, to let out their own concerns and anxieties
and fears. They toc are grieving and need a lot of support, especially during this back to school rush.
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A,\E *il1 tiF HC}ilt:
Angel of Hope - Fargo

lsland Park - Between 4th & 7th Streets & 1st Ave. S.

Site is located at the North end of the park, near the
YMCA.

The Angel of Hope will be holding an annual Candlelight
Memorial on Sunday, Oct. 4, 2015 at 7:00pm. The Angel
of Hope in Fargo was dedicated in 2005, and serves as a

place for healing and love ior all who have lost chlldren.
Refreshments will be served {ollowing the Memorial at
Hanson-Runsvold Funeral Home, which is located directly
to the West of lsland Park.
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7:00pm - Sunday, October 4,2015



STELTN6 ?AqE
For A Moment

I thought I saw you today he looked just like you,
for a moment I pray but no - as he turned arowrd it

wasn't you, I found.
I felt like I was losing my mind.

He had the same build, he had the same hair.
I hope tro one noticed, when I looked over his way

the tears I cried, the confirsion I felt while I
continued to stand there and stare.

-Judy Prather to Glen, age 14 Atlanta GA

A Sibling's Feelings
The pain of a sibling is so real we sometimes hide it

deep inside of ourselves. As we watch our parents
hurting we see the pain in their eyes. We are also hurting
not only for the loss of our brother or sister but also for
our own parents. We need to reach out to each other to
let each other know we are hurting inside.

Our lives have all changed forever. I know they lost a
son but I lost my younger brother I loved, and as siblings
we share a special bond that will never have urymore for
he no longer lives...my brother, my friend.

I will always miss you and I will never forget you for
you will always live in my heart and I have wonderful
memories no one can ever take away from me. In my
heart you will stay, love you forever.

- Marie Porreca, TCF/Rockland Countl', NY

20 Questions
It is smaller than a breadbox. It is larger than a car.

It is rain bowed, striped, and polka{otted
but colorless by far.

Its memory's like an elephant. It's forgetful as a

fish.

It's emotional as a postcard .

and hopeful as a wish.
It is busy as an ant. It is laqy as a bee.

It is weak as flavored gelatin

but hardy as a snow-pea. '
It's hated as a jelly fish. It's loved as family.
It's plain as a doughnut
yet hidden as your keys.

It is ordinary as paper. [t is creative as a kid.
It is loose as a shoe

and stuck as a lid.
It is Grief.
It is Love.

It is Hope.

- Jacqui McPeck, TCF/Spokane, WA
ln Memory i,fm->'brother Zachary Ian McPeck

This Cen'tBe
This is still such a shock to me

This realty can't be!
I don't want to believe this is real

This is not something that I want to feel! '
You just came back, you can't leave for good

If t could change this all...t would.

You were the one that was always there.
You were the one to always care.

Now a picture is the only way to see you.
I really don't know what to do.

You'll always be my big sister,
But life's not the same.

Life without you s€€ms so lame.
No more car rides, no more late nights.

No more singing and no more play fights.

Where are you? You should still be here.
Where are you? I cant find you anyw'here.

I need you still you just can't go away.
I need you here, please come back and stay!

Useless to pray you'll come bac\ you're gone.
God took you with Him to call his own.

But you'll always be present here in our hearts.
You always have been, right from the start.

This is still such a shock to me,
This really can't be!

- Lilli Pugh. TCF/Houston Northwest TX
ln Memory of my sister, Mandi

I LOVED YOU
I loved you as one person loves another,
I loved you as a brother and as a mother loves her son.
I loved you like ['ve never loved anyone before,
Unconditionally, completely, never tallying the score.

I loved you as a baby and as you grew into a man.
Where the years went, I'll never understand,
But my love for you will have no bounds, no limit to its power,
It will always be a part of me in each and every passing hour.

When I am lonely I think of you and the times we had,
And then the loneliness doesn't seem quite so bad.
I remember your strength and your laughter in the air,
And even though you're gone, remember that I care.

In the sunrise I see you and your voice echoes in my heart.
Though you've moyed beyond me, we will never be apart.
I have loved you all of your life and I'll love you to my end,
And time will pass too siowly until we meet again.

ftana Noelle Watsc.u. TCF/Pl',rr:e r\ibert. SK
fincel: irt rnemr,.r;.. of her brctheq Er,'an



You AreNot Atrone
When your child has did, zuddenly it seerns like all meaning has been drained from your life. When you wake in the

morning it's difficult to get out of be4 much less live a "normal" life. All that was right with the world now seems wrong and
you'ri wondering when, or if, you'll ever feel better.

We've been there ourselves and understand some of the pain you are feeling right now. We are truly glad thafyou have found
us but profoundly saddened by the reason. We know that you are trying to find your way in a bewildering experience for which no
one can truly be prepared.

When you're newly bereaved, suddenly you find yourself on an emotional roller-coaster where you have no idea what to
expect next. Here are thoughts on some of wh* you may be experiencing or feeling (many of these will apply to bereaved siblings
and grandparents):

Psychological
. Your memory has suddenly become clouded. You're shrouded in forgetfulness. You'll be driving down the road and not

know where you are or remember where you're going. As you walk, you may find yourself involved in "little accidents"
because you're tn ahaze,

o You fear that you are going crazy.
r You find there's a videotape that constantly plays in an endless loop in your mind, running through what happened.
. You find your belief system is shaken and you try to sort out what this means to your faith.
. Placing impossible deadlines on yourself, you go back to worlq but find that your mind wanders and it's difficult to

function efficiently or. some days, at all. Others wonder when you'll be over "it," not understanding that you'll never be
the same person you were before 3'our child died-ancl the passage of time will not nrake you so.

. You find yourself reading the same paragraph over and over again trying to urrderstand w.hat someone else has written.

Emotional
r You rail against the injustice of not being allowed the choice to die instead of your child.
. You find yourself filled with anger, whether it be at your partner, a person you believe is responsible for your child's

death, God, yourself, and even your child for dying.
r You yearn to have five minutes, an hour, a day back with your child so you can tell your child ofyour love or thoughts

left unsaid.
r Guilt becomes a powerful companion as you blame yourself for the death of your child. Rationally you know that you

were not to blamo-you most certainly would have safed your child if you'd been given the chance.
. You feel great sadness and depression as you wrestle with the idea that everything important to you has been taken from

you. Your future has been ruined and nothing can ever make it right.

Physical
. Either you cant sleep at all or you sleep all the time. You feel physical exhaustion even when you have slep1.
. You no longer care about your healtfu and taking care of yourself-it just doesn't seem that important anymore.
. You're feeling anxiety and great discomfort-you're told they're panic attacks.
. 'llhe tears come when you least expect them.
o Your appetite is either gone or you find yourself overeating.

Family & Social '
. If you have surviving children, you find yourself suddenly overprotective, not wanting to allow them out of your sight.

Yet you feel like a bad parent because it's so difficult to focus on their needs when you're hurting so bad yourself.
. You find that your remaining family at home grieves the loss differently and you search for a common ground which

seems difficult to find.
. You've been told by well-meaning people, even professionals, that 70-80-90 percent of all couples divorce after their child

dies. You are relieved to find that new studies show a much lower divorce rate, from l2-l6yo, believed to be caused by the
"shared experience" aspect ofthe situation.

. Old friends seem to fade away as you learn they cannot comprehend the extent or length of your grief.

. Things you liked to do which seemed so important before now seem meaningless

. Others say you'll someday find "closure," not understanding that closure never applies when it is the death of your child.
o Fleeting thoughts of pleasurable activities bring about feelings of guilt. If you child cant have fun, how can you do

anything that brings you enjoyment?
. New friends come into your life who understand some of your grief because they've been there themselves.

The Compassionate Friends Website - www.compassionatefriends.org



lYe must have vour writte,n permission on file to use vour chiH's name in thc newsletter. Permission may be
withdrawn at any time by wriffen request. This information is used to maintain our Chapter Database. [t is confidential

and is only utilized for Chapter activities such as the newsletter.

YourName:

Child's Name:

Birth Date:

Relationship:

Death Date:

Date:
(S€neture)

Please return to: The Compassionate Friends of F-M Areq P.O. Box 10686, FargoND 58106
(Please note that if you have already submitted a permission slip, you do not need to submit another one)

Any Child's Death Diminishes Me
What difference does it make whether a child is

stillborn or dies after some years of life? She spoke of
the lack of memories because her child was stillborn.
He commented on the deep pain brought by those very
memories which remind one of what is lost!

When it comes to a child's death" does the type of
death matter? [s a murder worse than an accident?
Suicide worse than chronic illness? Teenagp worse
than the older adults? Stitlborn worse than teenage?

I've tried to be thankful that Jeanie wasn't
murdered. That she did not commit suicide. That she

and those dear boys did not linger, comatose. Or die
from prolonged illness. I could not find thankfirlness
though I have sought diligently for it within my
deepest being!

The death of a chil{ whatever the age or
circumstances,.brings its own guilt and anger. lts own
despair and questioning. Any child's death diminishes
the parents who loved that child. And, for those
bereaved parents, that death is surely the worst. Their
grief the most severe!

- Robert F. Gloor, TCF/Iuscaloosa, AL

Behold the turtle. He makes progres, onr, when he
sticks his neck out - - James Bryan Conant

Hope is a rare gift that, if we are lucky, comes to us with the power
to heal our lives. I've come to know that the deepest sense ofhope

often springs from the hardest lessons in life. It is in the darkest
skies &at the stars are best seen.... perhaps it is divine irony that

within the darkest moments we are capable of revealing the greatest
lighq demonstrating what is best with humanity.

Richord Paul Evan

Please check out our Chapter website's page for 'Our Beloved
Children' (www.tcffargomoorhead.org/ourchildren.html ). If
you would like your child's picture and a poem or story posted
on this page, please submit them to us at tcfl3l3@hotmail.com
or mail them to our PO Box (listed on the back of the
newsletter). Photos and poerns/stories sent to the PO Box will be
electronically scanned and then returned to you so ple4se

remember to include a return address

Our trailer is beginning to look like a butterfly garden! The trailer was purchased in order to transport materials to our chapter
activities but it has also helped make our local chapter better known in the Fargo-Moorhead community. Each butterfly decal holds the
first and last name of one of our precious children.

Butterflies are still available in all five colors (yellow, pink, red, blue and green). The cost for I butterfly is $25, 3 butterflies are

$65 and 4 butterflies are $80. If you wish to purchase more than 4, please contact our chapter leader, John Milligan. Butterfly orders
should include the child's name and color of the butterfly. Checks should be made payable to TCF of Fargo-Moorhead and the order
mailed to PO Box 10686, Fargo, ND 58106.

- t-'""1\1
Butterfly Decals \.-/ -l

"Some say you're too painful to remember. I say you're too
precious to forget."

Our Mom's group has been meeting on the 4th Thursday of the
month at 7:00 pm at the Fryn' Pan Restaurant, 300 Main Avenue,

Fargo. Our gatherings are informal as we come together to talk
about our children, books that we've read, recipes we've tried, our
jobs and whatever else comes up during the course of the evening.

We all have times where the listening heart of another mom or
grandma is welcome (and necessary). Please join us this month on

1 Thursday September 24th. For more information please contact
at 7 0 l, - 540-3287 or sherylcv I 3 @msn.com.

You can see pictures of the trailer with butterflies on our website at uwrr.tcf;largomoorhead.org/ourtrailer.html.
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OF TI{E F-M AREA
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RETURN SERVICE REQUESTED

The

Secretary
Treasurer
Initial Contact
Librarian

Sheryl Cvijanovich......,. 70l-540-3287 Website Administrator Sheryl Cvijanovich ........701-540-3287

LIBRARY INFORMATION: We have in extensive library available. Please feel free to check materials at our next meeting.

TELEPHONE FRIENDS
HAVING A BAD DAY OR NIGHT? Feel free to call and talk to any of the following:

John Milligan (son, 25 - car accident)........,.......... 701-491-0364
Lois Gangrres (son, 24 - accident)................... .701-2824083

Mark & Hella Helfter (miscarriage & son, 35 - accident) .....701-235-9622

Compassiona,te
Friends
Fargo lMo o rhead, Arca CIwp tcr
Supporting Family Aftera Child Dies

Chuck Klinkhammer .....701-298-2929 Newsletter Printing
Jamie Olson 701-219-3865 Mailing Committee
Contact Us to Voiunteer

A SINCERE WELCOME TO ALL COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS...We are a nonprofit selthelp organization offering friendship and
support to families who have experienced the death of a child. We offer group support, understanding and friendship. Our purpose is to
promote and aid parents and siblings in the positive resolution of $e grief they are experiencing and to foster physical and emotional
health. If you have questions or wish to talk directly to a member of the Fargo-Moorhead Compassionate Friends, please call any of the
numbers listed.

FARGO.MOORHEAD COMPASSIONATE TRIENDS BOARD
YOU ARE TNVITED TO JOIN THE BOARD AT ANY TTME!

Chapter Leader John Milligan 701491-0364 Newsletter Editor Nancy Teeuwen.............701-730-0805
Meeting Facilitator Paul & Kara Bailey........701-261-0668 Newsletter Database Mike Cvijanovich ..........701-235-8158
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BIISSION STATEMENT: When a child dies, at
any age, ihe family suffers intense pain and may feel

hopeless and isolated. The Compassionate Friends
provides highiy personal comfort, hope, and support to

every family experiencing the death of a son or a
daughter, a brother or a sister, or a grandchild, and

helps others better assist the grieving family.

Joyce at Olivet Lutheran Church
Contact Us to Join

: Love gifts must be received by the 156 to be included in the next month's newsletter. If you wish to grve a love gift ptease complete:

Love gift given in Memory/Honor of
Name
Address
Relationship Born Died


