
 “GIFT OF LIFE” BRICK WALKWAY 
 

We are currently taking orders for the 2011 Gift of Life Brick Walkway.  If 

you would like to purchase a brick in honor of someone you love, bricks 

may be purchased for $25.00 – payable to Compassionate Friends, P.O. 

Box 50395, Billings, MT 59105.  The bricks will be placed in our “Gift of Life 

Brick Walkway” adjacent to our Floral Garden at Rose Park, 21
st

 Street 

West and Avenue D and dedicated in August. (date to be announced) 

Order forms are also available on our website @ tcfbillings.org.   

Please print name, middle initial and last name. 

If you have questions please call Erin at 256-1569. 

***Deadline - July 1
st

, 2011*** 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This newsletter is dedicated to the following children with love: 
 

In memory of  

❤❤❤❤❤❤❤❤ All children of the Billings Chapter ❤❤❤❤❤❤❤❤  

NEXT MEETING 
 

Monday, March 14th, at 7:00 PM 

Mary Alice Fortin Center 

Billings Clinic Hospital, 2800 10th Ave. N. 
**NEW MEETING ROOM** - ROOM “E” 

National Office � P.O. Box 3696 � Oak Brook, IL 60522-3696� Toll Free (877) 969-0010 

Website: www.compassionatefriends.org Email address: nationaloffice@compassionatefriends.org 

BILLINGS, MONTANA CHAPTER 
P.O. BOX 50395 � BILLINGS, MT 59105 

Website: www.tcfbillings.org 

Regional Coordinator: Arlene Priest – (406) 252-3013 

The Compassionate Friends is a mutual assistance, self-help organization offering friendship, understanding 

and hope to bereaved families.  The primary purpose is to assist them in positive resolution of the grief 

experienced upon the death of a child and to support their efforts to achieve physical and emotional health.  

The secondary purpose is to provide information and to educate about bereaved families.  The objective is to 

help those in their community, including family, friends, employers, and co-workers to be supportive. 

PROGRAM 
 

Due to unforeseen technical difficulties we  

will attempt the February program again. 
 

In honor of her recent passing, we will be listening 

to a recording, from the 2007 National Conference, 

of Elizabeth Edwards and the death of her son.  

March 2011 

Sincerest apologizes to the family of Craig Allan Alexander. 

Brain Alexander’s name was misspelled in the February newsletter. I’m so sorry for my careless mistake. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THEY TELL ME IT’S SPRING 
 

Today I saw a robin 

And in our garden 

The daffodils and crocus are in bloom. 

Our old rooster is acting 

Like a young chicken. 

The trees and shrubs are turning green, 

And they tell me it is spring. 

The days are getting longer 

And all the neighbor kids 

Are out with their skates and bikes. 

The dogs are acting amorous, 

The grass is beginning to grow 

And they tell me it is spring. 

I cannot feel its joy but 

I remember well the times gone by; 

When we rejoiced in winter’s end. 

How we walked together on the beach 

And chased waves on the sand; 

You and I, parent and child, 

Partners in living. THE MAGIC OF YOU 
 

"What can I do to get better?" This is the question  

most often asked by newly bereaved parents, as if the  

right actions could work a miracle. They are seeking  

easy rules, methods, or steps of healing.  

But there are none. There are no special words, no  

miraculous systems, no magic wand to take the pain  

away. There is only time, hard work, and  

compassionate support. Grief is a process which must  

be allowed to function thoroughly in order for healing  

. to take place. There are no shortcuts. Attempts to ease  

the process such as through alcohol or drugs, often end  

either in disaster or in complicating the process.  

There is no magic. There is only you, the bereaved  

person, who must decide yourself to work within the  

process to resolve your grief.  

No one else can do it for you, but others can help by  

supporting your grief rather than searching for magic  

words to wish it away. Others can help within the  

Compassionate Friends by providing models of healed  

parents who are willing to listen and to share.  

You can help yourself by being patient with grief  

instead of searching for easy methods. You can help  

yourself by learning about the grief process. You can  

help yourself by sharing your story with others and by  

listening to their stories. You can help yourself by  

reaching out to others, for helping others is the source  

of your own healing.  

Magic pills, wands, or incantations? There are none.  

Look to yourself. The Compassionate Friends can help,  

but you alone determine the progress of your grief The  

magic of healing is within yourself  

 

Martia Alig 

SPRING 
 

Yellow-green willow branches  

Stretch and breach the cerulean blue of sky.  

Brilliant colors break the earth  

And glow in the newfound warmth of spring.  

And I sit with sweatered shoulders  

And I drink in the day.  

I need its reminders of the cycles of life.  

Birth, then death, then life again.  
 

This is my hope for you,  

My precious,  

And for me.  

My heart was as cold and bitter  

As winter  

When they broke the earth for you.  

I died that day a little, too.  
 

And each awakening spring  

I hope that I can live again--  

That I can hold your place in my heart  

And still reach out  

To life,  

Embracing it  

Without being able to embrace you.  
 

Each spring my faith is renewed.  

My faith in resurrection's spring.  

 

Karen Nelson TCF /UT. 

Since you’ve been gone 

Nothing seems the same. 

I cannot feel the warmth in the sun, 

Nor the freshness of a spring 

shower. 

I suppose a time will come 

When I’ll begin to live again 

Perhaps sometime I’ll know 

A feeling of rebirth. 

But when you died a part of me 

died too 

And so, for now, I’ll have to take 

their word 

When they tell me that it’s spring. 

 

Eleanor Hollahan 

Snohomish County, WA  TCF 

MARCH 

 

OUR CHILDREN’S PETS 

When my son David died last year at 19, he left us 

a kitten about 6 months old. The kitten whose name is 

Buster had been a birthday gift to David 3 months 

before from his girlfriend. We had not been pleased 

about this. We already had a cat, age 19, and thought it 

would be too traumatic for her to have a kitten around. 

So for three months we had been strongly suggesting 

that the kitten go live with Beth until David was out on 

his own. But somehow that never happened. 

Then David died. Now I can’t imagine life without 

Buster. He is grown now, fat and sassy, still giving our 

old cat, now 20, fits. But my very last memory of David 

as we went out the door that night, is of his picking up 

that kitten, and giving him a kiss on his back. When I pet 

Buster now, or talk to him, or when he snuggles up to 

me on the couch, it is a sweet feeling of connection to 

my lost son. Losing him some day will be another degree 

of losing David.   

Anne Teddie, Decatur, GA 

 

“IF YOU WANT TO LIFT 

YOURSELF UP, LIFT UP 

SOMEONE ELSE.” 

Booker T. Washington 

 
 

 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Just for Siblings…. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  
 

 

Look for TCF on Facebook!  
 

The Emptiness 
 

The emptiness is what fills up inside of you when you give up hope. 

The emptiness means different things to different people. 

It is understood inside that person and that person only. 

It is the cold sadness lurking inside. 

Always there but seems to hide. 

Covered up by happiness, but surely finds its way back inside. 

The emptiness is not evil, it is only sadness. 

The emptiness is the feeling you get when you have lost someone close to you. 

The emptiness is when your heart aches. 

The emptiness is when you feel you can’t face another day. 

The feeling you get when you are all alone. 

When no one understands. 

When your fate is in your hands. 

You take a deep breath and face another day. 

For that is what everyone expects. 

That is the emptiness 

 

Christine Santoleri, Valley forge, PA for her sister, Katie Santoleri 

 

 

We Welcome the Following Families to Our Group 

 

 It is always hard for us to say, “Welcome” to any newcomers because we are so very sorry you became eligible for our 

membership in the COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS.  We are glad, however, that you found the courage to come to a meeting.  

Making that first step can be very difficult.  We hope you felt some love, comfort, and caring in being with others who truly 

understand your grief. 

“WE NEED NOT WALK ALONE” 

 

Midge Strike, son, Chad “Joe” Blatt, born: Feb. of ‘81 & died: Oct. of ‘10 

It’s The Music that Bonds the Soul 
 

The room you once lived in 

 Doesn’t look the same. 

The people who used to call you 

 Never mention your name. 

 

The car you used to drive 

 They may not make anymore; 

And all the things you treasured 

 Are boxed behind closed doors. 
 

The clothes you set the trends by  

 Are surely out of date. 

The people you owed money to  

 Have wiped away the slate. 
 

Things have changed and changed 

 Since you went away, 

But some things remain the same 

 Each and every day. 
 

Like the aching in my heart –  

 A scar that just won’t heal. 

Or the way a special song 

 Can change the way I feel. 
 

Brother, you must know that the music  

 Bonds us and will keep us close; 

Because secretly I know in my heart 

It’s the music you miss the most. 
 

So let the world keep turning,  

 Time can take its toll. 

As long as the music is playing 

 You’ll be dancing in my soul. 
 

Stacie Gilliam 

TCF N. Oklahoma City, OK 

LITTLE SISTERS EYESLITTLE SISTERS EYESLITTLE SISTERS EYESLITTLE SISTERS EYES    
 

Do you miss your little sister much?... 

   We look into her eyes 

“I know she’s happy in Heaven” 

   The four year old replies. 

“But every time ai say her mane 

    My Mama cries 

Our dog Sassy’s up there too… 

   So he can play with Trish 

He was Trisha’s favoirt dog! 

   So now she’s got her wish 

Then, there’s all those balloons up there…. 

   That every child loses 

Communication is the key to survival for bereaved families -  
Talk to someone!!! 

Trish can play with all of them 

   Any –one she chooses 

Trish can just look down on me… 

   And she can watch me gorw- 

Yes, she’s happy in heaven… 

   I just know. 

So, now I have a question 

   If you can tell me why 

It seems that when I say her name, 

   My mama starts to cry?” 

 
Quotes by Lacie Olson, Age 4 

By Mama, TCF, Brandon, OR 

 

 

 

 



 
 

“Love Gifts” are a beautiful expression of our deep & never-ending love for our children. “Love Gifts” help us to reach out to 

bereaved families, friends, & co-workers in various ways- books, tapes, videos, borchures, and this newsletter.  These gifts are 

deeply appreciated. If you would like to send a “Love Gift,” please mail it to: The Compassionate Friends, P.O. Box 50395, 

Billings, MT 59105.  Please include who your “Love Gift” is in memory of.   

Remember, your gift is also tax deductible! 
 

With much gratitude, we thank the following for their “Love Gifts.” 
 

David & Shirley Sept, in memory of their daughter, Kathy Sarrazin’s birhday 3/6 

John & Margo Holmgren in memory of their son, Denny 

Jody Nunley, in memory of her daughter, Caryn "Carrie" 

Phyllis Crawford, in memory of her son, Aaron  

LaVonne & Gilbert Madden, in memory of their son, Shaun Madden’s birthday 3/25 

Brian &Sharon Roat, in memory of their daughter, Darcy Ann  
 

 

The Angel Statue Fund 

(reported by Arlene Priest) 
 

In 2002, I attended the TCF National Conference in Salt Lake City. They took us to see the “Angel of Hope” statue, an exact 

replica of the CHRISTMAS BOX ANGEL STATUE. The “Christmas Box” was written by Richard Paul Evans, and the Angel Satue is a 

symbol of hope for all parents who have experienced tha death of a child. I knew immediately that I wanted an Angel Statue in our 

“Sanctuary” in Rose Park along with our Floral Garden, “Gift of Life” Brick Walkway, blue spruce tree and benches. And that became “my 

dream”! There are many of these statues throughout the U.S.  I contacted the Richard Paul Evans, Inc. and met with Billings Park Dept. 

personnel, and have had numerous meetings. Discovered it takes much time to accomplish all the “ground work” to a project such as this. 

In the meantime, The Richard Paul Evans corporation advised me they would no longer aughorize any more “Angel of Hope” statues. I was 

devastated – but I just couldn’t let “my dream” die – so I have been meeting with sculpturer, Mike Capsar, and now awaiting his design and 

cost. The Billlings Chapter is so very grateful for lyour response of memorial designated for our “ANGEL FUND!! And we so very much 

thank you for your continued ANGEL FUND memorials to assist us in makin our dream a reality, an ANGEL” at Rose Park to bring hope 

and peace to all bereaved parents, granparents and siblings. THANK YOU SO VERY MUCH!! 

 

The following donations have recently been made: 
 

 

In memory of:    With love from: 
 

Kathy Sarrazin    for her birthday from her parents, LeRoy & Gladys Besel 

Arloa & David    their parents, Rocky & Vicki Rockwell 
 

With much gratitude, we thank you for your contribution. 
Remember, your gift is also tax deductible! 

 

 

This is NOT the actual statue 

As Long As I Can 
 

As long as I can, I will look at the world 

For both of us, 

As long as I can, I will laugh with the bird 

I will sing with flowers, I will play to the 

stars 

For both of us. 

As long as I can, I will remember how 

many things on this earth were your joy.  

And I will live as well as you would want 

me to live,  

as long as I can. 
 

…By Sascha. (Sascha’s son Nino drowned at age 

3; years later, her daughter Eve died by suicide 

at age 21.) 

**GRANDPARENTS AND SIBLILNGS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME AT OUR MEETINGS** 

NEW BOOK IN THE LIBRARY 
 

“THE CRYING HANDBOOK” by Bob Baugher, PhD. And 

Darcie Sims, PhD. This is a great book for those who 

always cry and for those who never cry – or for those 

who cry in between! It explains so much about the 

“whys”, “whens” and “wheres” of crying. Also, “good 

tears” and “bad tears”, and “crying and laughing”.  

 

We have a great Library. Do come to a meeting and 

check out a good, helpful book!!! 



Lovingly Remembered… 

Our children, grandchildren and siblings… 

 

Birthdays 

 
Erlene Schmidt - 03/10 
  Barb Adams 

Donnaleen Rae Woodley - 03/23 
  Lucretia Amen 

Mark A. Andersen - 03/24 

  Wayne & Donna Andersen 

Patricia "Patty" Hert - 03/05 

  Betty Becker 

John C. Bell - 03/14 
  Bert & Joan Bell 

Erlene Schmidt - 03/10 
  Donna Mae Bermes 

Kathy Sarrazin - 03/06 
  Leroy & Gladys Besel 

  Darwin & Shirley Sept 

Christopher "Scott" Bishop - 03/13 
  Karen Bishop 

Jo Tipton - 03/17 
  Jerry & Thelma Bullinger 

Nicole "Nikki" Marie Dionne - 03/12 

  Mark & Terri Dorendorf 

Clint K. Fisher - 03/02 
  Don & Susan Fisher 

  Janet L. Neville 

David Paul Malenowsky, Sr. - 03/03 

  Francine Garfield 

Lenora Dowden - 03/20 

  Donna Kapptie 

John Paul Greni - 03/11 
  Char Kenney 

Janet Kay Kepferle Beringer - 3/27 
  Dwight & Kay Kepferle 

Shaun Madden - 03/25 
  Bert & LaVonne Madden 

Darren Michael Mattfield - 03/12 

  Greg & Connie Mattfield 

John - 03/17 

  Lorri Merritt 

Jennifer Lynn Hossfeld - 03/02 
  Joe & Kathleen Niemi 

Steven Roger Rieger - 03/09 
  Roger & Sharon Rieger 

Kathy Sarrazin - 03/06 
  Darwin & Shirley Sept 

Zackary Eugene Smith - 03/10 

  Thomas & Donna Smith 

Anne Marie Rowe - 03/14 

  Mary Anne Souza 

Eric Blue - 03/23 
  Ellen Swain  

Shiloh Jean Theriault - 03/08 
  Bill & Lorna Theriault 

Lori Trimbo - 03/15 
  Dennis & Ruth Trimbo 

  Ben & Amy 

Emily Waylander - 03/24 
  Gregg & Gayle Waylander 

  Marlin & Joy Waylander 

Alisha Goertzen - 03/03 

  Doyle & Sharon Young 

 

Anniversaries 

 
Mark A. Andersen - 03/18 
  Wayne & Donna Andersen 

Madalyn Grace Atkins - 03/15 
  Joel & Toni Atkins 

Patricia "Patty" Hert - 03/22 
  Betty Becker 

Kathy Wyman - 03/20 

  Ken & Arleen Beven 

Larry R. Turner - 03/16 

  Dorothy V. Bone 

Darren Collins - 03/01 
  Jim Collins 

  Pat & Patty Collins 

Charles - 03/06 

Mark "Spoon" Forrest Ullman - 

03/25 

  Frances David 

Kalin Econom - 03/23 

  Terry, Donna & Erin Econom 

Jacqueline Mercer Robinson - 03/05 
  Gisela Filppula 

David J. Azure - 03/30 
  Rowene Gone 

  Nancy Healey 

Clayton Lee Morse - 03/22 
  Paul & Lorrie Hanson 

Brianna Sue Koepp - 03/26 
  Todd & Erin Koepp 

  Lillian & Milton Flynn 

Jeremiah Krum - 03/22 

  Jessica Mangus 

Edward James McDermott - 03/30 

  Robert & Mary McDermott 

Melvin J. Schenck - 03/11 
  Arlene Priest 

Anne Marie Rowe - 03/14 
  Mary Anne Souza 

Linda Lee Hanson - 03/24 
  Clark & Opal Stanton 

Melissa White - 03/22 

  Jim & Donna White 

  Jeff & Susan Cummins 

 

 
We know how important it is for your child’s name to be included on this page.  We apologize if we miss anyone.   

We encourage you to notify us if you notice an error or if you would like us to update information.   
If you find it too painful and would rather not have your child’s name listed here, please let us know  

by calling: Lorie (855-3071) or Erin (256-1569).   

Thank you for understanding. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

REMINDERS 

 

Newsletter Dedication:  No one has signed up for 

the April newsletter dedication.  If someone would 

like to dedicate this month, please mail your 

dedication information, as well as, a $25 donation 

to: TCF, P.O. Box 50395, Billings, MT 59105.  You 

may also email the newsletter editor by visiting our 

website at: tcfbillings.org.  All information must be 

submitted to the editor by the 15
th 

of March.   

Thank you for your cooperation. 

�  PHONE FRIENDS  � 
 

If you are having that kind of day when you’d really like to talk to  

someone who cares, please give any of the people listed below a call.   

Their names are on the list for YOU! 

 

Arlene Priest  252-3013  21-year old son – Illness 

Erin Koepp   256-1569          16-mo. old daughter - Heart Defect 

Terri Haacke   259-7515     15-year old son – Suicide 

Lorie Haacke    855-3071     15-year old sibling - Suicide 

Virginia O’Neill   652-0895   20-year old son – Auto Accident 

Joan Meyer Nye 322-8587   19-year old son - Suicide 

THE STEERING COMMITTEE 
 

Chapter Co-Leaders  Erin Koepp/Char Kenney 

Correspondent    

Chapter Advisor  Arlene Priest 

Treasurer    Erin Koepp 

Co-Newsletter Editors Lorie Haacke/Terri Haacke 

Librarian    Mary Fossen 

Activities Coordinator Terri Haacke 

Dates to Remember 
 

Monday,  March 14
th – TCF Meeting  

7:00 p.m. – *Room E* 

NEW MEETING ROOM!!! 

 

Monday, April 11
th – TCF Meeting  

7:00 p.m. – *Room E* 

NEW MEETING ROOM!!! 

 

Sunday, April 24
th – Easter Sunday 

 

Monday, May 7
th – Mother’s Luncheon  

12:30 p.m. 

Location to be announced 

 

Monday, May 9
th – TCF Meeting  

7:00 p.m. – *Room E* 

NEW MEETING ROOM!!! 

 

Saturday, May 21st – Floral Garden Planting  

(date is tentative) 

9:00 a.m. – Rose Park 

**New meeting room!! Beginning January, 2011 

we will be meeting in a new room. Same location 

(Billings Clinic), just around the corner to the right 

of our previous meeting room. 

LOOK for the sign!** 

Treats:  No one has signed up to bring treats to the 

March meeting.  If you would like to bring treats, 

please contact a steering committee member.  

Thanks so, so much for volunteering. 

 

Thank you… Joyce Johnson, for the tasty treats you 

brought to the February meeting. You always go 

above and beyond for our chapter and we are so 

very grateful to you! 

Mark your calendar!! 
 

TCF's 34th National Conference will be held in 

Minneapolis/St. Paul, MN July 15-17, 2011 at the 

Sheraton Bloomington Hotel. 



 

                        PONDERINGS ALONG THE PATH   

By Nadine Boyd 
 

Dear Compassionate Friends:  

        Grief is like a long, cold winter.  You withdraw and hide away from the coldness of your pain and isolation, and seek 

the light and warmth of your life before your grief. Sometimes when we think we might be able to burrow out from 

under the heavy burden of our grief, get a peek at the sun and our "old normal", we get buried again with another 

crippling layer of despair and pain. 

        You sleep more to shut out the anguish of living without your child, and hope that your child will come to you in 

your dreams.  

        You function through your life on "auto-pilot", moving and working through the patterns of your life, but you feel 

numb and detached from the rest of the world.  Our lives, our identities and our self-worth have been shattered and it 

takes a long time to patch them back together.  You lose your ideals, faith, trust in yourself and God and sense of 

control. 

        I remember how idealistic I was, how much energy and passion I used to have, and the strong sense of fairness I 

had.  For most of my life I believed if you worked hard, trusted God, loved and took care of your family, tried to make 

your community a better place and shared what you have with those less fortunate, you would be rewarded with a 

happy, loving family, comfortable financial lifesyle and fulfilling life.  I believed that bad things happened to other 

people. 

        Then Aaron became ill, and despite all our prayers, love and caring for him the best we could, he died.  After 21 

years, it's still hard to say that word!  It has taken many years (and still trying!) to get over the unfairness of his illness 

and death.  He was such a special, loving, wonderful little boy.  We loved him so much, and it was so hard to see him 

suffer through all the medical procedures, needles and hospital stays.  He was so young he didn't understand why he 

didn't feel well and couldn't keep up with other children his age.  It still saddens me deeply that his brothers never got to 

know him and grow up with him. 

        Healing from grief takes a tremendous amount of energy-physical and emotional-and it takes a huge amount of 

energy just to function.  It is exhausting just getting out of bed in the morning, getting through the day at work, caring 

for your family, paying bills and keeping the shattered shell of your life on track.  It is exhausting "taking care" of people 

who are trying to take care of you.  You all know what I mean-those well-meaning people who believe they are helping 

you by calling you all the time, trying to get you out of the house and to events that mean nothing to you, and sharing 

constantly what your loss has meant to them.  For a long time after Aaron's death, it was not helpful or healing for me 

to be around these well-meaning people, because I just didn't have the energy or patience to take care of their needs.  

        It takes even more energy when you get to the "anger" stage of grieving.  I still get very sad and angry when I see or 

hear people who don't appreciate or love their children, and especially if they verbally or physically abuse them. I 

became pretty vocal at work sometimes with parents who were very angry at their children with choices they had made.  

        It is important to remember that you are not always going to feel this badly-this deep, gut-wrenching pain.  You will 

feel warmth and light and joy again.  This doesn't mean you won't occasionally be blind-sided with another snowstorm 

of grief and despair, but it does get better with time, and the snowstorms don't come as often.  Some day you may catch 

yourself smiling!  Some day you may go an entire day without crying!  Some day you may be able to put your child's 

pictures in an album without breaking down. 

        We are like the first flowers of spring-tentative, barely holding on in the strong wind, but beautiful, strong and able 

to survive.  We give hope and comfort to those also struggling with the pain and isolation of their grief. We understand 

because we have been there.  We care because we understand and we care because someone else cared for us. 

        I wish you healing and comfort from the light and warmth of your love for your child, and those who love you.  

Hang on-it does get better and you can survive! 

  

                                       In friendship,  
 

Nadine 
 

 


