LAMENTATIONS

| ssue 66 Middle March, 1998
March is such a diverse moisture to the air above it. This, in turn, March 20th is the first day af

winter and all the snow, cold plow around the world. %
winds and short, dreary days i
behind us. Like our grief, these days of Our grief is certainly like El Nino. Let aLittle Sunshine In:
winter are dark and make us feel so iSq-osing our nino (child) has caused violenging a Jittle time for spring.
lated from everyone and everythingstorms. Our grief first begins with terriblegyen if ourdays are troubled. -
around us and we desperately want thgeartache and denial. As thiains (our | et a little sunshine in, :
warmth and sunshine of spring and reliefears) come, they produseormsthat even Let your memories be double -
from the terrible pain we experience irsurprise us. These storms come at irregulgsq 4 jittle time to see o
grieving. intervals and stay for an unspecified\ the things your child was seeing
period. Our grief is not for a specificand your tears will help your heart
duration and we have days when feast Find a better time for being.
El Nino has played havoc with ouron our memories, but others when we feel

weather, causing terrible rains, high windge famineof our great loss. There is such a This prayer by Janis Heil, TCF

and snow in_the different parts of oufire in our hearts that we feel as if there is Albany, New York, is a challenge {
country. EI Nino means “the child" or physical hole in it where our El Ninoeach of us:
"Christ child." It is as much anresided. What | have found is that Young Like Sringtime, let me unfold and

mospheric even n nicone. T i i i )
atmospheric event as an oceanic one. Thgn still resides there and will forever. grow fresh and anew from this cocoon
winds and the waters communicate with )
grief that has been spun around me.

each other half-way
around the world.

_ But we, feIIO\_N travel_ers, are creak from the winter of my grief
. the winds that communicate with each ife has dared t
El Nino, blows hot. It blows cold. It other even though we are separated b Ite has dared to go oaround me,

brings fire and rain, feast and famine. ErJniIes We can share oumins and our & d as lIrecover from the insult of life'

Nino is like a season that comes &ormsand feel the warmth of sharing Withy e recovery and growth as a possibil
irregular intervals and stays for amach other. We caalter our storm tracks i, my future. Give me strength to bre
unspecified period of time. The same W&y learning as much as we can about griefyt of the cocoon of my grief

yellow-orange leaves are associated Wilfcepting the many emotions it entails and .
fall, or snow with winter. During EI Nino, sharing the knowledge we have gained, Sut M&y I never forget it as the plag

there are certain expected changes dbout our grief with other fellow travelers Where |grew my wings, becoming a ne
climate and weather patterns. These person because of my loss.
changes, which begin in the tropical Amen

Pacific Ocean, have come to define El As we progress through our grief tryin@urgrief is like a cloudy day. There

Nino. to find the middle, we will experience no sunlight for a very long time ... the

many storms, but we will also see sOM@ere is a pinhole of sun light, and asg

. . rainbows through our tears. Try to find a
During an El Nino, the normally gusty g y

, _ rainbow as often as
trade winds, along the equator in th ou can. It is a sign and more sunlight. We can broaden
Pacific, fade. As the winds fade, a hug

pool of warm water off the coast of% hope and a that pinhole by looking througthe

. ) etter, e ,
Indonesia begins to flow eastward towarg ' o clouds for the sun. Hope your pinhol
the Americas. This warm water heats an ' is getting larger each month.
adds

month. We are trying to put alters storm tracks that ..o Spring. A poem by Sascha Wagner,
L5yl TCF, Des Moines, lowa, reminds us to

Help me face the harsh reality of sup-
' shine and renewed lifas my bonestill

continuance, Iread just my focus to int

we progress in our grief we see more
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being close to the brightest star the sky. - each one is irreplaceableno soul is

G”ef Grafts You probably remember the story ofike any other soulThe sense of los$
Orion, the magnificent hunter stands in théhat we feel is also intimate and

. sky, followed by his two hounds, one largenique, for we, as parents and

Allen Titlow (5-24-62), the son of Anne 4 one small. children, or as brothers and sisters, pr
Meroney, died as the result of an Three bright stars form Orion’s beltgrandparents and grandchildren, loye
accidental overdose 3-7-92. Anne gaverom his belt hangs a dagger. Accordingach other in a way that cannot be
the following speech at TCF Atlantao one version of the ancient story, Orioneplicated out in the world.
Chapter's annual Candlelight Service iflid not die heroically, chasing down a deer We wish on so many stars for them.

December: or a lion. Instead, his death was caused By/e plan so much. .. dream so mucl. ..
o the sting of a scorpion in his heel. Deatlexpect so much.. want so much. .. [for
The Wishing Star sheaked p onOrion. them.

The bright middle star in Orion's belt There is no way to estimate the
The moment | was invited to be youpecame Allen's own special wishing star.magnitude of this tragedy in our own
speaker, Istarted fretting over what | remember that he said to me one nighlives --losing of a child to Death. All
might say that would have meaning tafter finding that star: "That is where'll we know is that we are forever
bereaved families at this painful time ofo, when | go up to heaven" changed by if. We are never the same
year. One morning, my heart told me | | thought silently, even way back thenafter it happens, and we will never be
would talk with you about my wishing'l hope Iget there first.” Because as athe same again Fortunately, the
star. Ever sinel announce that this wouldmother, as a parent, my worst fear waécredible pain that we feel at first
be my subject, | have been running infthat "something would happen" to one ofloes eventually soften. Fortunately,
"wishing stars" all over the place! - my my children. Icould not put the name to it.with the passage of time, we become
mom sent me a new ornament for thecould not say the word, “Death.” Not in able to add happy memories about qur
Christmas tree--you push a button and gonnection with my child. children to the sad memories that
plays, "Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star. " years later, after Allen died, during thassurround us in the beginning|
While surfing around on the Internet, kerriple time when | was buried alive in myFortunately, through this terrible
looked up a new memorial web page of\wn grieving for him, | took to walkingtragedy, most of us grow (you may not
our Wall of Memory; the music thalynger the night sky. always looked for believe it, but it really is true!). But we
played while | looked at photographs wagyion's pelt. | took a small measure ofnever, ever return to where we were
a yvcgnderful piano rendition of "When YO, n¢ort in the memory that Allen, when hthe day before our child or sibling
\s/\cl)lrsne lé?orr:]ya F)S;Sgr gviglgegg'gr%stgr?#gthmas my little boy, said thamhight find him died o o
wonderfulessayby one & our former TCE there. And | thought of the likeness We are given illustrations in the BJ-
leaders Elaine Greer. called "When Yogq€tween Orion and Allen-- Allen grew uple, in literature, and in history that
Wish ljpon A Star" which know you to a mighty strong, handsome younghow, in bits and pieces, how the
have read and ’treasure.My litte  Man. He, like Onon,_ loved to hunt_——sdDeath of a child is the greatest loss ye
grandson even has a tippy toy that ”gh@uch so that he and his best friend skippegn ever suffer. .
up and plays "Twinkle, Twinkle!" | believedne turkey dinner every thanks giving to go Take theBook of Jobin the Old
I've been getting some --spirituape_er—huntlng! Ironically, just as it did with Testamentfor example._Job lost all of
messages!" We all know about thos&rion, Death sneaked up on Allen when his children in a whirlwind that came
don't we? was least expected while they were feasting at the home
My son, Allen, died five years ago. This That is the way it is for all of us, wherof one of their siblings. Thereafter,
Season marks (my family's sixtve lose a child, a brother or sister, or aJob never mentioned their names
Christmas without him. | still miss him sodrandchild We never really expect them tagain. Scholars might tell you that this
much - just as you must miss your owfi€ not deep in our hearts. Not even whefact shows that, for Job, his childrgn
dear child, or brother or sister or they are terminally il and we no longer existed. As a bereaved
grandchild Thinking about wishing ona&cknowledge impending death on amarent, however, | don't buy that. |n
stars brings to mind some cherishedMtellectual level. We always believe thamy view, Job never spoke the nameg of
moments from Allen's childhood. Whefihey will outlive us, that they will bury us,his children again after their deaths
Allen was little, we used to go out into théhat we will never have to mourn andoecause their memory, embodied |in
yard at night. We would spread an olddrieve for them. We saft osing a child is their names, became so sacred as to
quilt on the grass, and snuggle ugPut of the natural order of things." Thatbe unpronounceable -just as the name
together, and look at the stars. Lying®@lly says itall. And explains nothing. of God had no pronunciation because
there under the sky, looking up into /hé©Of most of us bereaved parents anof its sacredness to mankind.
blue-blackness of the universe, we woulgiblings, Death sneaks up on,uand One among the ten plagues [of
trace the shapes of the constellations witR€ath comes when it is least expected. Israel recited at the Passover Seder is
our fingers. | would tell him the stories 1he grave importance of the loss of oufthe death of the firstborn child{
about each of them from Greelchildren to death cannot be measuredThere are locust and frogs among the
mythology. because of the uniqueness of each of thdgn

Allen's favorite constellation was OrionSOUlS
because it was easy for a little boy to find,




--------------------- and boils and showers ogind then a line from the song that Eltoto drugs, to evil, to careless others, fto
the death of the firstborms the of the john sang at her funeral: "Diana, youmccidents, to any cause or lack df

plagues that deals with ........ of a soul -name is written in the star.” My dearcause. | fervently repeal this wish
our loss of a child ........ friends, the names of all of our childrengomplete awe and fear every time

........ er star that comes tomind is prothers, sisters, and grandchildren aréeet newly bereaved parents and
........ star that the wise men fol- written in the stars. siblings at the door of a

........ Bethlehem. Their failure to.re.... So, like my precious son Allen, wh&ompassionate Friends migt
to Herod caused hino have ...... children selected the middle star in Orion's belt as | have wished that all of our heart
in Bethlehem and its ....aged two and hijs wishing star, lhave made that star mywould heal faster, and that adif our
under, slaugter.... effort tocircumvent wishing star, too. Some of my wishes hafaiths will be fully restored.

the precoming of the King of the Jew's --come true. One wish that | have made, | have wished, and this is my mq
Josiah Can you imagine all of..f.that along with many other peoplds that precious wish, that we will all be ta
this evil king caused? ..... literature, weothers, as they get farther along in theigether with our children in eternity
get the same memge about being healing, would come forward to dedicatevhat a wonderful meeting that wi
bereaved parents. ...... Marilyn Dorntheir time, talents, and resources tbe.”

Staats' first novel,..... ng for Atlanta, comforting and holding up bereaved So, my friends, as we gather here
the heroine is a...... who lost a child to families. A part of this wishs that the the beginning of this holiday season

death thir......,ars before, and the effedquality of caring and support that we giveemember those we love. | am wishing

of that upon her. Staatsicidentally,is a to our fellow travelers through Theupon my star, and praying, that yd
bereaved parent. Compassionate ~ Friends ~ would  beill have peace. When you make
...an Koontz, in his latest novelSole increased by the return of bereavedishall your star in loving memory o
Survivor, even involves The Compas- Parents of what they accepted in a time gbur sons, daughters, brothers, siste
sionae Friends! even greater need. This wish has come trgeandchildren, please know that yq

....cannot imagine how the death of éen times over in the Atlanta Areare not alone: your Compassionate

ompassionate Friends. Friends are wishing right along with
¢ | will share some of the other wishe¥ou!*
that | have made on that star in Orion's ,‘f
belt. | know that some of nwishes will ‘ﬂ) Allen's symbol is a buck.
not come true, but | shall continue, un-
daunted, to "wish them" anyway, because " - _ .
‘\gishing on wishing stars is like praying James and Malissia Hardisor

child has influenced the course of ....r
Just looking at the Presidents of ou
country alone isignificant:

Did you know that nearly half of our
presidents and their wives were (and
are bereaved parents? Several thém
more than one child. Some of them los
children while in office. Abraham and

; come true in all kinds of ways wonderfudneurysm, 11-13-96. Malissi
Mary Todd Lincolnhad sons, Edward, and unexpected ways. explains:

age 4 and Wiliam age 11. After | have wished for an end to the terrible
Lincoln's assassination Mrs. LInCO|20npain of grieving, both for myself and for !t has been a very hard week for |

suffered the death of another and a hard year through. But wit

Thomas, age 18. (Nmder history records | have wished that others would upG0d's help and good friends we wi

Mrs. Lincalnas ....zJ) S X ke it. We iust make it dav by d
. derstand what it is like to lose a child, ang'@ke It. VVe just make it day Dy aay.
?hrot\j/iird g:i’;elafgs oldest daughter,, give their sympathy, but give, instead! would like to tell you about our spe
- dedatage 13, Jacquelinetheirempathy' ﬁlal Angel. James Edward Hardiso

: ' . | have wished thatno one who is !l

Egﬁ\iﬁir Kennedy lost their infant O™ rieving the loss of a loved one should belames had a lot of problems when
' . disenfranchised because society does weas born, but with God's help and
dgfog?gr ?znodbir?at?igc%lrmh lost the'rfully understand the relationship. lot of prayers he over came most
ng cén we c’alculate tHe meaning o | have wished to feel joy once again. them. The doctors said James woy
9 fwish that for you, too, never walk, but he walked when |

the death of a sibling? This is the least :
studied of all Iossesg, and this, the least | hope wished | could overcome myas about 4 years old. They also s3

sorrow sothat I can be a better parent tohe would never go to regular school
understood. living children. | wish that you, too i i [
We recently heard in the impassione(g:,j%:1 ovegrcome yo'ur sorrow to ylov'e anam he did. James was a miracle chil
eulogy of a brother for Diana, Princess € refused tgiveup.

" : sypport your living children. James wasur onlychild He was the
of Wales. "She was not a saint. She hadloye \vished that parents who have 108y of our lives. I-)|/e never complained

her struggles. But she was good, and ; ; . .
will carry on for her.” And carry on we .1eir only child, and siblings who have 10 he could not do all the things
, . their only brother or sister, will receive allihat other children could doHe
all do, at least to outside observersn't !
of the love andtenderness that we cangyedlife
that true? .
show them.
| have wished that no other parents
would have to give up their children to
disease, to drunkards, to murderers,

rayers- prayers are granted and wishe§on, James (3-3-84) died from an
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He was an adorable, likable, and loving But | wish you were by our sides to go foyears since we lost Luke and
little boy. one more ride tomorrow sometimes | get that scared feelin
James was 1%¥ears old and attended But one day, I'll again see that loving and my stomach jumps like we hg
Greenbrier Middle School 6th grade. He angel's face. just losthim.
always had a big smile all his face. He To rest high on that mountain, son; your We are already looking forward f{
loved to goto school. James was all the work on earth is done. J.I.M.’s picnic. Our love to all fellow
A, B, Honor Roll all of the time. He loved Always remembered with lgve. travelers.
to read. He bought books all of the time. Mamaé& Daddy, e .
James could spell anything. He always Family& Friends  gaai® A Relative Peace

madean A+/1000n all of his spelling By: Roman Cassidy

tests. James didnitvant toeven miss a James' symbols are an angel a‘ﬁ'é'footbalkN R, , |
day of school when he was sick. because they always called him their little Vhat is time? | believe that we g

James was a Dallas Cowboy fan, heangel and be loved football, and the Dall&2nder this thought at least once in 9
watched them all of time on TV. He alscCowboys. Ives. Time can be all experience,

; lace, or a relationship. However, it
oned country musp,and wanted to be gn object that we canr?ot hold or toug
e|ther aCOUntry music Slngel' or E)J SO he Luke (9_18_78)1 son Of N|m and Clarqf we Could, | th|nk that we a” WOUI

could play country musri:_: when hei 9réW patterson, died from an accidentgke to push the rewind button a coup
up. James was everything ta ue loved gunshot, 9-12-94. Luke's cousin wrote thisf times. | know | would bring back tf

school had a hard week last week. Jamesopy of his college paper he had writtef

worry about that a lot. | know that his have copied it as is. Luke and Roman weg relate it to something or some th

father and! will never forget him. We second cousins, the same age, and in )6 Time is like everything else. Any

wish we could haveur little angel back same grade. It has taken this long for highject that is a measuring standard

every day to reveal his feeling about Luke t0 Ugothing but relevant to a belief that
We have been going to a local supporRoman would come by and see us ajjds convenient to an ancieht
group and it helps us a lot, but we have check on us, but he never really talkgghjjosopher in his day and age. | think
long way to go. We read our Lamen-about how he felt and he said the only wayat we can all vie for the fact that time

tations as soon as we get it. It helps a lohe could share his feelings was to write jeeds to last a little longer. Just fi

to read and talk to others who have beefloWn. more minutes in an hour would give us

there and that they do to help get through | continue to be so very thankful for myng enough time in the day to g
the days, nights and holidays. It is veryellow travelers, we have met so mamerything done for tomorrow.

hard just to get through the days.iends. Last fall we went down and visited pmaybe our problem with insufficient
Holidays will always be very hard. the Whites in SpringfieldN. They treated time "is just that. We organize our

us like family and made uso very gchedules that tomorrow are comin

This is a poem that | wrote for our localvélcome. We are looking forward to goingh my cousin's case, he did just that.

down and spending a few days again thi$ke” had hi hedul de f
newspaper  11/12/97 for  James e ha IS schedule made
annivgr_fary: fall. | feel so blessed to have met these NngWnhorrow's school day, but he ne

friends, we have lost so many friends singgyk for granted that tomorrow wa

In Loving Memory of James Luke's accident. | have spoken to many &;ming_ He spent every day like

Edward Hardison Il our old friends and ask why they donjould be his last. Making his friends

3/3/84 — 11/13/96 keep in touch anymore. Many hav%ugh and making sad people hap

You joined God | know. wrong thing to us. | had one of my friendge it would be the last time he wou
You are happy and free from fear, but oh,
we still miss you so.

through life's good and bad really taken a second look at some of OWrong when he overcame his injury

Now you look at us from above throughreally feel like this. high school, he was a varsity stand-q
good times and sad The void Nim and | still feel is still SQyp, the court and in the lives of

I know you're in Heaven now, free of |arge and painful sometimes | wonder fachers and friends
pain, loneliness and sorrow. we can bear it. In September it will be four '

: 5 . Relationships are all developed,

. > ult to comprehend these relatiop-
touched so many lives. | just hope andabout Luke the other day. It touched me §Rips with the analogy of time. After

pray that people will not forget him. | much that | really wanted to share it. &ll, time is relative. We obviously had

conveyed that they are not comfortablgere gl just part of his daily routine.
You left us a year ago, son.  &round us and are afraid they will say the e practiced and played basketbpll

tell me we didn't have anything in commQgick up a ball. Once in his short life, he
nymore because | didn't have a sqpag promised not ever to play
You taught us to laugh and love playing basketball anymore. We havgasketball again. He proved everyone

friends. It hurls so deeply to know peoplgis fractured arm. As a freshman lin
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Life as a freshman in high school wasvere. Often we would hunt, but ouday | will never know who comfortg
perfect for me, and | couldn't ask for it tanother's security seemingly kaps away me in the front yard, | did not kno
be betterMy time and place in the smallfrom guns. Luke’s curiosity with guns that anyone or anything had existed
city of Corbin was comfortable. A dailyliterally killed him. It is hard to this point. However, as | glanced at t

routine was kept by going to schoolcomprehend why and how a life could bead, | saw my girlfriend drive by. Sh
football practice, and spending lime withtakensoeasily as Luke's. kept on going and | saw her pass ag
my friends and family. got to play with Anyway, Luke's existence in high scho@l leave our road. Ididn’t know if she

my family and cousins every day, becauselped me out a lot. We had just becora®@pped or not, | just walked ba
we all lived on thesamehill. Thosedays,we freshmen and grasping the whole concdpeme after the police arrived was
would get into trouble for playing would've been difficult by myself. ABome by myself and the phone star
basketball too late at night. always, Luke helped me and my classmatewying and never slopped. My be

Since Luke and | were the same age, it every day. School was going finéiend called and that is al
basically spent all of our time togetherfFootball practice was hard, but gamek knew who called. He came to n
when the family met. When we wereere worth it. | no longer played all théhouse and walked me up to Luk
young, he lived abouifteen miles away basketball team with Luke, becauseas house, which | could not see from {

from me andwent toa different school. too divided between the two sportgonglomeration of people that

However,in the seventh grade. he movednyway, we still played about once a wegkrrounded his house.
to Corbin and we went to the samavith our two younger cousins who lived onTime seemed to pass by forever t
school. It look a little time, bigventually our street. night and at school the next day. Ho
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my friends became hidriends. We  The first few weeks of high school cangger, the same people that Luke made

played basketball on the same team. Soragd went. We were finally used to it, anghppier when sad made me happy t
people were jealous because he wagverything was fine. However, | will neveTyesday at school. It wasbittersweet
better than they were, but Luke'dorget the last day he was here. At schoghding for a life for short. Hig
persistence to become friends with theverything was normal as usual. E}resence and lessons not to take
paid off. Everyone soon loved Luke. Itemember sitting by him at lunch with a

was commonly difficult tdfind a seat of our friends. Afterwards, he asked us faime still lives and always will as lon
around him at the lunch table. a cherry Life-Saver that he was nevefs weput a battery in a clock and s¢

Within a year, Luke's family moveddo without. | look one like everyone else dig,in relation to another.
house on my streetOur street was and Luke gave us all high-fives as he
beautiful. Luke'shousewas directlyin turned and left for class. He turned away _ N
front of a pond where we fished. Treeslowly and smiled like he always did. Luke's symbol is a bas— 7.\ =
drooped over the road. It was almost like The last class of the day was over andcétball with wings and #(Df)'.*\-nl'}-""
there wasn’t supposed to be pavemen\éventd to t1)‘ootball prac(tjice that | was e
there cutting through the green grass andreading because Monday practices were Y
through the orchard of trees. Theerrible. As soon as | got home, my tw; MZIOdyh CIax]:[olg Pow(;er(s: (1|1L76
pavement discontinued by the circle iittle cousins, who are girls, called me anf'® daugnter of Ron and Carol Leag
created directly in front of my house. lasked if | would play basketball with thet¥as killed in an automobile accider
would not be rightif the road extended at their house. They said that they callebll-1-97. February 3, 1998, the Bapt
into the deep woods that surrounded miyuke and he didn't want to play because Regional Medical Center Clinicg
house. Those woods purified ouhad just gotten out of practice himself. laboratory held a memorial servig
innocence with my younger cousins, ani@ld them “no” also, becausewas tired for Melody at the hospital where sh
it hosted many egg wars with Luke andnd my girlfriend was supposed t0 COME, ked. Several of the people th
our friends. The street where we lived isver and get me. As soon as | got my shor '
still a sanctuary of our childhood inand T-shirt on, the beginning of the en ,
relation to the small world we've beerpccurred. | walked past my storm door arf#oughts, observations, remembrang
accustomed to. heard the worst yelling | ever heard in mgnd memories:

Our curiosity had grown as Luke and life. Luke's father was screaming to God Melody was always smiling, eve
did. As children, it seemed like every timehy this had happened. | did not knownan she worked with her han
I went to his house he would drag me tanything. My instincts were to see Wh%jured she still smiled.Deborah
the landfill owned by my family. | willwas going on, and ran down the road pggee '
never know why, but | always went witfbarefooted.
him to play in the trash. Very seldom he | did not make it all the way to the houseMelody was so pleasant to b
would want to go inside and play Ataribefore | knew what had happened The kigound, there are some people y¢
like | did. Later in life, we were curiouspine tree that we used to climb wasist enjoy, she was one of thejune
about more complex things, then we haskparating my view of his father. His fathekagers
girlfriends. However, Luke was interestedilenced when | arrived. We were the only , _ _ .
in guns and hunting, just like my fathertwo there in the grass weeping. Not sooft Was & joy working with and gettin
uncles and | after, people came. 'Til this day to know Melody. She always

r granted will ever be forgotten.
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had a smile every morning! feel was and everything from Melody. She lstressful day, she would do someth|ng
privileged to have had the chance to bMelody stick her and from then on, Melodip make me laugh. | miss her very
around her, even if only for a short while.would go each time she had labs. She waich, she will be in my thoughts apd

Leila Cromer really good with the patients. in my heart forever.
Tammy Johnson Tina Eversole
| knew Melody from before, when she
was small. Even then she had that longThe worldis full of all types of people | remember the first timesaw Mel-
blonde hair and remember her riding in today, but the ones most remembered a@dy, | thought to myself, whas this
a go-cart with her hair flowing out inthe ones who do bad. Very rarely are gogung lady doing here, she could be

back in the breeze. The last day shbings brought out, but very few bad thingsodel. Everything about Melody was
worked, she antlhad breakfast togethercould even be thought of where Melody attractive, her features, her hayr.
with Tina and some otherswas eating was concerned. An angel's heart in d@he would come in and go straight|to

hot sauce on my eggs and Melody waarthly body; that's the way most wilher locker and the first thing she woul
trying the hot sauce on hers also. She kegimember her. Although her days wemd® was reach up and twist her hair U
taking bite after bite, but could not decidshort in number, her grace and concernith a clip or abarrette, no mirror, just

if she liked it or not. Tina teased her anfbr others were enormous Much loved ardist it up. It would be gorgeous, she

said that you would usually know if youmuch missed, another angel in God's chojust had that knack and that look.

liked something before it was all gone. Becky Pennington would look at her, looking for some im-
She teased me about being little dnald perfection, thinking that no one's fea-

her she was tiny also. She said she had aMelody was the type of person you wilires could be that flawless. never
hard time finding clothes to fit as she wagever forget and always remember. Evefgund any.
so tall, yet small. Karen Peace time | see SNOOPY, gold banana clips, or

a packed lunch, like us she couldn't survive Donna Ledington

| remember the last day she worke®n hospital food. Everything she saw with

someone ask hef she was going up toSnoopy on it, she wanted to order andMelody was a whole lot of things, she
Lily to put her application in at that!lastly, she was forever putting her hair upas pleasant, happy, carefree, young,

factory. She said emphaticallyNO", | in that gold banana clip. She was a lovingll, ~ slim, beautiful,  energetig
love my job here and I'm not goingtnd caring person always putting thgraceful, lovable, charming, delightfu
anywhere else. Kim Helton ~ Patient first. She was also a family persoBneerful, dynamic, industrious, stron

| don't think a night went by that she didndpjrited; the list could go on and all.
She was really a fan, she was after n’ljg'”k she was going to get to keep her qghited to only one word, it would b

man. (We all know Cleda's mas Rick "' her new apartment. She said she wggnsome.

Pitino) Cleda Parks  90ing to call her dad and see if he knew Paula Lacefielg

what she could do. He wrote her a note to
The first time | saw her said, "Finally tell the landlord and_low and behold, she
got to keep the cakwill always remember

someone is taller than meShe fit in like Melody for the person she was, alwaé?—)

she had been here forever. She could jutﬁtere whenyou needed her, always ther

walk up and join in the conversation. Shg. | . . .
was thrifty. She talked about howﬁ) kid around with, and JuLsitSZIvSVﬁi//zé?ere. h

romantic Rusty was. He would have been
gone for awhile on the road, she would

come home from work, and he would ha\4e : .
o ' 1 went through orientation together an ;
a picnic set out for her, with some g g ore Melodys. Lynn Wright

! ; started work at the same time. Melody was
flowers, music and wine.

er. She was always the first to he
her coworkers and patients with 1

really cared about people’deelings. She 5, the most wonderful perfume. | ask

| remember one patient we had whild€lly loved her job, and loved helpinger \yhat fragrance it was and she tg

Melody was here; this patient was a
elderly woman and like some elderl
patients when they are sick, she was o
nery and sort of hateful. She just hate
when we even came into her room. Sl‘é

\t/r\:(.)uldn't {?t anI)\/AOI’;edstick htez fort Iatb‘T‘l’( S%Iuring the last during the lost few monthg, 4| might be able to find it easief.
X '?] on'et m_:e, de'to ydwgn ?r/] ?Mal qVe shared a lot of thoughts and feelinggyen't found it yet and if ever do, |
o0 hernto 1t, and It ended up that Meloay, ;i aach other, we had automatic trughow | wouldn't be able to wea{r

knew this lady's nephew. Well, this lad :
o etweenus. She was always sending Mgithout thinking of Melody.
didn't get to see her nephew much and s ail boxes just to say 'hi' il had a g y

got to find out how he

nd have a good time. She always had,ag going to bring me the bottle &

Joi Gilber

D —Q -

Melody was a very sweet, beautiful
rson with a wonderful personality. |It
as always a great joy to work with

eople, she was really good with thge this story about an aunt of hers that
atients, especially the elderly. Workingjyays gave her the last bit of perfume
ith Melody was always fun. She wag any pottle that she had. She said this
iways doing things to make people laugfarticular perfume was Tiffany's. She

Mile on her face. Melody ardyot close could see what the bottle looked like

a

d
P

Ip
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ti ked and she al had
Melody was a wonderful person. She aOI eizlzlcz)nns ﬁ:r efacaerf Tshee \;ﬁ\ll(\;\:ﬁjysnezdsa

a very beautiful person in a lot of ways. | remember one time when she
Linda Gilreath o€ Was always so kind to everyone, aflked with us all third shift. She had

ed
Id

—



Melody and | talked a lot about cats.  garbage can hunting for my watch. Thindsard. She had initiative, and a lot
She had a cat and so didNMy cat was like this truly showed what a caring persopotential. She was always pleasant.
older than hers, so | was the experishe was. | miss her. Christy Baker
enced cat person. | told her what kind of Lois Goins &
kitty litter to buy, and we talked about . .
training cats, she ‘was having sort of a Although! am at BRMC only one day a Melody's symbolis an &g
hard time with hers. Her dad toldhe \eek, as a student, there are two thinggAﬂgeL W1
Melody always wanted a cat arldey always noticed about Melody. She was by
couldn't have one because he wasalways hard working, and she always hadBryan Clark (1-26-72), the safBill
allergic. Melody always gave me advicg smile. That is a combo that can't bend Loretta, was killed in a
about men. So | gave her cat advice, shgaten

gave me men advice. You see she hade@rn from every day. Thanks for the lessQil o .

cat, | didn't have a man. Melody.
Tammy Mastin i
y Kojakases | put off writing because it's all s
. . . . _hard to face. Our Bryan has been go
I'm really not sure where to begin. | will always remember Melody as nic years, Februan?3.1 have it marked

There's just so much could say about friendly and especially funny. Every time
Melody. | knew from the first time | mesaw Melody she had a ready smile f

matter where | would be, she would seghen | think of her, see Melody's smilesy,o 5441, " jam ' going to always'y to

me out and she would grab me and hdg@thy Marsee make it more special for her. We are

me. She 'would always sdyf,d love to . . ortunate to have 3 daughters and
Melody was a very consoling, consideratg) il with us. God bless.

do what you do, cagiou help me get a and compassionate persot. remember

job?” 1 told her I'd never tried to get ein ; ; C
. . g with her in a patient's room, the . 0
anyone a job, but I'd do what | could. Eatient was worried and scared and Bryan's symbols are, al

told her we had stricpolicies on being \elody took the time to talk with her an§ross and a microphone. '
late and calling inand! knew Melody had her smiling before we left. She did this

liked to get out like I did, so | told her I'dwith each patient and | know today she wasFrank and Gail Noble's son, Chad,
kick her tail if she let me down. She nevein angel in our midst who has beef1-1-74) died in an automobile acdi-
did either. Melody was one of the begranted her wings in heavendem, 3-9-91: their other son, Jast

workers we had, you could really depenBeverly McGowen (10-25-76), died in an auto accident
all her. | had just moved into my trailer, _ N .97 ’
and| told everyone | wanted blinds for myMelody was quiet and warm spirited Eveh? 97

birthday. She came out for my birthdaythough she was 2she walked a quiet trail | have enclosed a picture of Chad

brought me a really nice card, and som&€ call life. She wanted everyone to likghd Jason thatl had put together!

i er and in doing so, she possessed a tdgow that they will always be together.
blinds. She was rea”y fun to be aroun and real childlike Splrlt that Surrounded|'m tak|ng a (yzomputer )élass atg Lee's

r and whoever was fortunate to come {figllege this semester. I'm learning

There's just so much to remember aboH

her, that's what makes it so hard to accephntact with that spirit, shared a verybout Windowsd5 and Office'97. |
our loss. She was a wonderful person angarm and unforgettable experience. Thatigeded to take this class for my jii.
will always be missed. Tammy Howard  why we had such a hard time dealing Witiovember, | will have worked 2
_ _ , her absence. It was because we had gotigshrs. My older sister will be retirin
A precious young life gone, a life thalaccustomed to it and without her we hagl August. Shés going to take care o
was just beginning. Doris Cathers  only a void there now. In the native schemr grandson. | get to hold him sor]
of things, she was to us like a summgmes. He was born November
Even though most of us in the lab onlgreeze is to the prairie grass assitvays 1997. ’
knew Melody for a short timé&,was long the grass over in a warm gentle way, so
enough to develop some very fondill her memories sway our hearts nevéghad's symbol is praying har
memories| often think of her leaving theseen, but always present. and Jason's symbols age., , ii, }
break room when she was ready to go Je®Oney  birds. SN
home and letting her hair down from the B
clip. She would shake her head a time or didn't know her very well, but | re-
two and it would fall into place perfectly.member she would come in to work, take,a

| always thought 'what gorgeous hair.'sticking list, come back and go again. She '
Melody always seemed so caring abowas a really good worker, she neveioyfriend, Matt Coomer (8-17-78), &

her co-workers as well as our patients. complained. Brenda Byrd 31-95. Sue asked Tai's friends if th
will always remember the day she helped would share their thoughts of her. H
me look through the Even thoughhad very little contact ~ friend Jessie shared this letter:

with her, | noticed that she worked very

, and something that we all caf\;tomobile accident, 2-23-96. Loretta

n my calendar as his "homecoming."

> X Yhank God for His promises. Our
her, she has always been nice to me. feyeryone. Those smiles are what | S§€ ohter Kim, had her 31st birthda

Sue Wilson's daughter, Taiann (1j1-
&3 79), was murdered with her
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Dearest Sue, Also, Jeff has started attending church. Wigach of them was the big smile th

Hey how are you? Me? Pretty good, fre also thankful for this. We feel thagach shared, but in each of thase

know you said just a Couple of lines Oheal. Since Jeff has been in the Ashevi

how Tai's death affected me. Do you wa@{€a, he has met Maury Scobee who woris

guess. | really don't know what to write. these are good signs of Jeff's starting %iles werebeautiful teeth (alma
at always catches my ey

itin a letter Orapoem? with Bl”y Graham and is invited to a

| really have had a bad week. | meagurprise birthday party this weekend fo
here the past Coup|e of days’ actua”MaUry. Jeff told me that the Grahams ar

weeks, | have just thought about her angMPPOSed 10 : )
thought about her. I will be 17 soon ahd ham's office is arranging the get togethetp to by their classmates, peers g

now realize, she can't celebrate it W|th]eff seemed excited about this. We feel tlﬁt of the adults who shared in the

gdimples in their cheeks and even sg

me. | sometimes wish that it was me thahce Jeff gets hack to work and gets moliges. They were all children lovers.
died and not her so she could still bévolved in his new church, that he will b&ach of them never failing to take the

here, spreading cheer and happiness. better. opportunity to play with small childrep

| know Tai is always with me, but not And, you know how God works. Berwho looked up to them.

like | want it. | really feel a part of me Creek Baptist Church, where Jeff is nowags | thought about this | realized that

died with her. It's a part of me that will90ing, has called a new pastor. The manjse Jist could go all and all. All of thes

never be replaced. | remember one tim&/ Years old and lost his wife and one @fings that they shared. Brandon was a
she wrote me a note and it said, "Jeskiehis two children in an accidenttjust know great guy. He cared so much for

.wantyouto store all of our memories inthat this mall will be able to help Jeff
your head, and never let them go. “I can

%y everyone. Always having tinte say
g "Hi" and to pass you a big hug no ma

remember from the first timemet her, to ~ Paxton’s symbol is a teddy bed¢. ter how many other people were with
the last time | saw her, like it wasand Anne's symbols are a us. Shelby and Brandon shared many
yesterday. | also remember her telling méMother and child and o & of the same things during the deaths
a true friend is someone you can stagollie. é@”%‘ also, even though they didn't die the
away from for years and the next time you ! same way. They were the same dge,

met it's like you haven't even been apart. Shelby (2-13-74), the son of Jaybthey both died on Wednesday, bur

rfect in all of them) and something
IMPLES. Each of them had deep

d to be at the party as Billy Gralh their chins. All of them were looked

ey

st

€,

me
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That is how she and | were. and Rowena Warner, died due t8n Saturday. Both were the youngest

| know| can't change the past, | wish Icomplications from Hodgkin's Diseasethildren in their families. They wer
could, but | can't, but | can change the10-28-92. Theresa Noe, Shelby's sist&}oth buried a very short distance fro
future.| made a vow to her the other dayshared her thoughts about Brandorée'r homes. Valentine's Day was
that | will succeed in life, and | will seecoigiron who died. 11-5-97. He was &C mPortant day to them. Brandd

her again. No one understands how closg; : as never missed a day (Valentin
we were. No matter if we didn't talk asﬁlend of Shelby's and | loved her ObserV%wmg me flowers or candy since

times. There was always a special bontﬂOnS of our children: started working at his school sever

between us. | miss her so much. . . ;
Well, | guess | better close. | love you Brandon was very much like our chilbut always expecting the sani®O0.

dearly. You take care of yourself, and'€n. He was very outgoing, big smil&hey also shared something else,
keep me in your prayers. great p(_arsonallty. Barbara and | sharet_ltnday, February 13th. That very im

Sincerely, the_storles about our loved ones that willortant date to all of us in their fam

1-22-97 Jessie be in Rosemary's hook. We read Shelbyigs, Shelby's 24th birthday and Sen
Ralphie and Heather's stories written bjight at the ball game at our Hig
their families. As | sat there reading, &chool. During half time of the gam
thought about many traits that our kidge senior, and their parents will be i

share that | really hadn't thought abouyoquced. Brandon was a very go
before. Each of these were also found #5rq (#11) on our basketball tear

Cecﬂ_and Jolene Hutchinson lost thei randon and, from everything I've reag; his barents haven't boen able to
only child, Anne Haake (10-10-67) andypoyt young Jim, he shares the same. E SRd anv games this vear as it is 1
their grandson, Paxston (5 weeks old), igf them had great out going personalitiegtio, it ye? But the wgre there Erida
an automobile accident, 6-27-96. Jolenigig smiles they were all around the sa Saht oz éhelb ' ybirthda as Bracr
shared about her son-in-law, Jeff who haage, either just out of high school or ju c?n‘s framed ur¥iform Wasyretired ar
moved to North Carolina with theirabout to be. As | tried to picture in MYlaced in our school lobby. So the |

dchild: memory what each one looked likesaw : .
grandehi some things that | had never thought ofjpes on with the things they share.

before. They were all very neat, well Sorry | didn't mean to ramble on,

Taiann's symbol is a
dolphin jumping through a hea

Jeff is seeking employmenow. (He

hasn't worked since April) This is gOOd'that | kept seeing in our Kids,

dressed, clean cut teenagers. One thipgt got carried away, thinking about
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years ago. Shelby always did the same,
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Shelby's symbols até, o5

an artist's palette and:\'"‘/
redroses.

convertible and | think it will sink, but itsurvivors each day through his pa

are floating, we are all fine! Itis a It has changed all fivef us. We will

David and Cindy Jo Greever's

struck by a car 11-5-93. Cindy sharedinking! That is all | remember, we allrying to find our path and wor
some of her dreams: lived through this. ~ [ ¢® — through our intense grief. It hurts g
- £\ badly. We want him back soooo b

| wanted to share, with youthe last  Michelle's symbols are a ‘star  Jeremy's lesson of love taughs so

three dreams | had of Michelle in the pastyith a heart and a flower. much about love and acceptance
month or SO. They are all so very special life. We are all trying to find a reasq
and sweet, just as she wrote in her last | agjie Tietsort's son, Jeremy (6-20to sort it all out. If he only knew ho

letter to me the week before she parted.-h) completed suicide on April 25badly we hurt, but he does know a
guess everin my dreams Michelle is 1994 The Tietsort family shared theiseesus. Nothing can ever take aws
there to remind me that she is very muclsp isimas newsletters that they had seper precious memories.
alive, having been born to eternal life on, g family and friends. It included We feel like we have entered wH

November5, 1993. Anyway, | think | had g\ 0o Hoems: some call the fraternity of bereave

shared some of these Bwant to go into parents, a quest we didn't choose |

greater detail. These dreams | believejgy God did. How do we carry on? B

Michelle wants me to Ishare In detail With .o newsletter is really a tough , it is ileaming and trusting. It would be th

you, l00. 50 gere goes th aggs MEMORY of JEREMY. Our hearts havgasy way to give up. We are hangi
n the first dréam over a mONth agos - e a1y heen broken and crushed in 1994n by faith.

full color. It is summer out, sunny, and Ay
gorgeous day. | hear a baby ang and
turn to see a small traileparked out
front by our water spigot. Irthe window
| see a baby of maybe one year, sitting i
a small plastic bath tub, on the table. |

see Michelle steadying the babya X .
repeatedly as the baby keeps trying to g%ho love Him, who have been -calledificent, colorful, butterfly. The buf

. X ; ccording to His purpose. If God is for usterfly flutters and flies away and w
its balance. Michelle picks up the bab / : .

and holds it in her arpms Iikepa mother /0 call be against us? He who did nafon't see it. Free to another worl
and gently comes out and walks towargP2re His own son, but gave Him up for useath is not the end, Jeremy you &
me, slowlyand maturely, serenely.a”' Who shall separate us from the love @fs the butterfly: FREE. In the warm|

: : : o Christ? Shall trouble or hardship orof the sunshine and beautiful flowers
Michelle iswearing one of her favorite persecution of famine or nakedness or

pink and white thin cotton Summeg_@nger of sword? For your sake we face SUICIDE

e wantto share just a little of our pain BUTTERFELY

and sufferings with you. It has been a year

of tests, struggles and hurts. Through a The shell of a butterfly breaks free
glimpse of our pain and suffering, we havéhe dead shell of the cocoon sits si
gotten closer to Jesus. "We know that ih begins to wiggle. The house of t

dresses with a matching vest. She wal ) ;

up to me as | walk towards her and w eath all day long; we are considered asboors opened

meet. | anB0 suprised to see her angO Sheep to he slaughtered. No, in all the losed
' things we are more than conqueror§00rs close

happy, | cry out, "Michellé,have missed ;. 10n “Him who lovedus. For | am The question

you since you died!!" She looks at me al§onvinced that neither death nor life,The Why

most in disbelief and very puzzled, bu either an : |
" ; gels nor demons, neither presefinpulse
3\{§§tly, and she says, "Mommy, | didn or fL:jtureﬁ nor any pomﬁars, ne]ither_heig“ﬁ_ct_or?
' - - or depth, nor anything else in allFInis
arlg }haer:%zotngngrggght%elr'ssi’ay'ggevl\llé]reation, will be able to separate us fronone
: y car, as W ove of God that is in Christ Jesus ouFree
so often were when Michelle was a!lveLord ” Never to come back!
All of a sudplen, my car. slams into Wé had Jeremy a sho#t months this -
rhe\I/erse; Itcan_;[ Stﬁp it | a?]k MerI;’stga toyear. He was 16, Junior, 5'9, 145 Ib.. (lost) BURSTING HEARTS
Io%EirT:]e '§bggkl\/\'/z;di"satl?1/foig?1 Ct&;]e :gar He was all signed up for his SAT's and The bursting heart knows despair.
window of my car and | see that we ar‘%{lkmg about college. He quit working ais the soul that does not car
going to hit a dock! We are NOT going td. €€ Wee's in March and went back to fullenderly blessing the dark shadoy
stop!' We go over the dock and olung eriod classes. He quit football inBleak sorrow the bursting hea
into the water! Suddenly, my car become%‘eptember. He wrecked his Blazer iknows, relentless torture to the sol
a ’ ’ arch. He got in a fight with his girlfriend Desperation true to the soul. Burstin
Tauni. Then all the "why's"??? Suicidesavage, pounding, ripped apart wit
April 25, 1994, and the story continues onviolence and truth.
We are living

: color. | look in the back seat and notice mjave talked. Thiss the message we
daughter, Michelle (8-24-84), wasg|g|E is taking on water, but we are nobeed to get out. All five of us afe

in

floats, ‘just like a boat'. So the girls and knd suffering of the decision he made.

. beautiful day and this dream is also imever be the same. If only he would
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Il things God works for the good of thosbutterfly suddenly pops the most mag-
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Though hideous torture the heart endures. Jeremy’s symbols are = — travelers. You may contact her at he

fireworks. G ‘E:Q E-mail address:
' GRIEF _ %ﬁ% . 105660.633@compuser ve.com
The grief comes knocking at the door. Craig (1-14-70), the soil of Joel and

It comes in many faces, anger, hurtjudy Blumsack, was killed in an Great news!! The Smiths now have

isolation, denial, despair, "why's"? As | automobile accident 5-4-94. The followinga web page about Drew and Jerem
look at each face perplexed and fearful gboem has been a very inspirational poerand the dome in their memory

what | might see, | try to hide the grieffor the family: Cumberland College. | hope each
that follows me all day long, until the you  will "visit"  the site,
night. Where can run? Nowhere it is |I've dreamed many dreams www.childrenofdome.com. Be sure
always there, sleep is impossible. Th&hat never came true. to sign the guest book!! Rosema
mind is running through the treadmill, 've seen them vanish at dawn. will be our speaker at.l.M.'s Picnic,

won't let go. The "why's” come inBut, I've realized enough of my dreamgune 6. Her book, Children of the
blasting, sweet Jeremyhywouldn'tyou Thank God, to make me want to dream Dome will not be ready by June, bu

open upand let us help you with the on. she will be sharing the book and h
pain and suffering? You have left us

fractured heart, wounded, not all there
The five of us are left to never finish you
story, only to carry your pain and your
unanswered questions.

?ve prayed many prayers,
hen no answers came,
hough | waited patient and long, But
answers come to enough of my
prayers
1997 To make me keep praying on.

pictures that will be included in th

friend.

Drew's and Jeremiah®
symbols are yellow butters
flies and angels. "

I've trusted many a friend that failed,

It has beerB years since Jeremy lafits And left me to weep alone,

and we have a huge whole and latf But | found enough of my friends'
pain. But there ihealing instorefor us true blue 9 y

if we trust, wait and allow God to heal our. .

deep pain Yes, our lives have change&-.0 make me keep trusting on. mail address, you may reach me
We are moving on andirying to I've sown many seeds that fell by wey dinah@cc.cumber.edu. If you
understand all the "why's"?? We areFor the bird, to feed upon, would like others to have your Emai
different and we do choose to lifle to  But | have held enough golden sheaves audress, let me know and | wil

Pl

the very fullest. my hands include it in the newsletter. It is such
SOLITUDE To make me keep sowing.on a convenient way to stay in conta¢

with each other. See you in

A solitude is a place where | can go sit've drained thecup of disappointment cyberspace!

quietly and breath deeply. It can beand pain

anywhere. It brings a quiet stilling to myAnd gone many days without song,
busy soul A solitude brings a peace thasut, I've sipped enough nectar from the
passeth all understanding, deep within myoses of life

soul. In solitude | reflect, for all the To make me want to live or;— —

bountiful blessings that | have. It feels . o r % N . _
good to go in to my soul and find that Craig's symbols a / (Alight heart lives long),

There is an Irish quote:

solitude. goggles, fins and a heart. \ QU
UILTING - May March 17th be designa\téd i
Q Two sons of Luther and Rosemaryhe day you have to do something f

;\;ith, Dr% (3'27'74) atnd J%r_iemiah_é% ourself that will make your heart
: : » Were Killed In an automobile acCldenijitie |ighter. Everyone should wedq
sew all the patchwork squares into beingz >3 go. Rosemary has channeled h Feenogn that day yand since many
A rainbow of colors pleasing to my eye. fyief and has found a ministry in contac s bum reen candles  for
quilt is porn. Needle in my'ha'nd, thimbl g recently bereaved parents and giVinﬂemembrance_g—and growth. let tf
on my finger. | pull the fabric tightly overihem the hope that they will survive. Sh% '

In my hand | begin | cut, snip, piece an

the hoop, up and down goes an inch. Myiso sends information that will help the reen remind you to spend the dg
finger is pricked and bloody. Hours andn their grief journey. Most of you know 2 oWin9 and remembering the may
hours go by and still not done. As the quilkosemary and know of her wonderfulVCRderful memories you have.

comes into being as my life unfolds befoiginistry. If you know of newly bereaved %
me. My life is as the quilt; cut, rippedparents, please let Rosemary or me knd#sCaR
pieced, torn. The master is quilting myo we can surround them our fellow *y§

When lIrish eyes are
smiling, they are probably
enjoying a delicious piece
ofchocolate!

life.

grief journey with us. When you see
her web site, you will see some of the

If you have not sent me ybur Er
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book. She is such a special person and
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