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Ask My Mom
Ask my Mom how she is. My Mom, she tells a lot of lies, she 
never did before. From now until she dies, she’ll tell a whole lot 
more. Ask my Mom how she is and because she can’t explain, 
she will tell a little lie because she can’t describe the pain. Ask my 
Mom how she is, she’ll say “I’m Alright.” If that’s the truth, then 
tell me, why does she cry all night? Ask my Mom how she is, she 
seems to cope so well, she didn’t have a choice you see nor the 
strength to yell.
Ask my Mom how she is, “I’m Fine, I’m Well, and I’m Coping.” 
For God’s sake Mom, just tell the truth; just say your heart is 
broken. She’ll love me all her life; I loved her all of mine. But if 
you ask her how is she, she’ll lie and say she’s fine. I am here in 
Heaven, I cannot hug from here. If she lies to you don’t listen, 
hug her and hold her near.
On the day we meet again, we’ll smile and I’ll be bold. I’ll say, 
“You’re lucky to get in here Mom, with all the lies you told!”

Unknown

“Don’t Cry Because it’s Over,  
Smile Because it Happened”
I cry when I think about how much I miss my brother. I cry when 
I long to hear his voice, or see him come around the corner. I cry 
when I think about all the times we won’t be sharing together 
anymore; holidays, birthdays, and family times. I cry when I 
think about the wonderful person he was, and how many more 
incredible things he could have accomplished, if he was still here. 
I cry when I think of why he had to go so soon, and what I could 
have done to help him stay with us a little longer. I cry when I 
think of his pain, and I think of why it had to happen to someone 
so undeserving of it. I cry when I think about my own two chil-
dren, and the uncle they will never get to truly know, and the fun 
times they will never get to have together. I cry when I think of all 
the people who will never get to meet my brother, and who will 
never get to experience his warmth and caring. I cry when I think 
of the family of his own, that my brother will never get to have. 
I cry when I think of the pain and hurt I see in my parents, as 
they endure the suffering caused from losing a child. I cry when 
I think of the pain my sister and I share, as we work through the 
loss of our little brother. I smile when I think of the thirty years 
of great times we had together. I smile when I think of how happy 
we were to get a little brother. I smile when I think of how much 
he was spoiled by us, as the baby of our family. I smile when I 
think of how much I respected him, as he grew up to become an 
outstanding young man, Marine and Police Officer. I smile when 
I think of his humor, outgoing personality, and awesome smile. 
I smile when I think of our last few times together, and the talks 
we had, and support he was there to lend. I smile when I think of 
the all-too-few years my children got to spend with their Uncle 
Denny. I smile when I think of all the people he touched, and the 
lives he made such a difference in. I smile when I think of how 
proud my family has always been of my brother. I smile when I 
think of how loved my brother is, and always will be, no matter 
where he is. I smile when I think about how lucky I am to have 

gotten to have someone like my brother in my life, no matter 
how far-too-short our time was together. I smile when I think 
of him watching over me, and being with me, wherever I go, in 
my heart, where he will never be forgotten. Don’t cry because it’s 
over, smile because it happened.

Kelly Mallory Herrman

Spring Is Coming
If you are newly bereaved and looking toward your “first” spring, 
you may be surprised at some of the feelings you may experience 
during the next few weeks. We hear so much about the beauty of 
spring; the new life and the feelings of renewal that are supposed 
to accompany this lovely time of year. During my first year, I ex-
pected that spring would cheer me up, and make me feel lots bet-
ter. How surprised and frustrated I was when, one of those truly 
magnificent spring days as life seems to burst forth everywhere, 
“I was in the pits.” When a friend said to me, “Doesn’t a day like 
this really lift your spirits and make you feel better?” I had to 
reply honestly that I was having a really bad day, with the sense of 
loss and emptiness greatly intensified. Gradually, I began to real-
ize that my expectations for spring were unrealistically high. I had 
looked forward to spring with the wrong kind of hope. When 
we are newly bereaved, we are constantly looking for something 
to take away the pain and make our lives all right again. Unfor-
tunately, there is no magical event or moment when this takes 
place. It does happen, but only with time and the grief work we 
all must do before we can be healed. The coming of spring cannot 
make everything okay again. What it can do however, is remind 
us that regardless of what happens in our lives, nature’s processes 
will continue, and that can offer us hope. I am looking forward 
to spring this year. I welcome the sun’s warmth, the return of the 
birds from this winter in the south, the forsythia, the daffodils, 
and the greening of the world. Know that someday you will once 
again welcome spring. Be gentle and patient with yourself and 
with nature. Don’t expect too much. Be ready to let a little of the 
hope that spring can offer into your heart.

Evelyn Billings TCF, Springfield, MA

Newly Bereaved – Thoughts When You Are Depressed
Don’t ever try to understand everything; some things will just 
never make sense. Don’t ever be reluctant to show your feelings, 
when you’re happy, give in to it. Don’t ever be afraid to try to 
make things better, you might be surprised at the results. There 
is always somebody there for you to reach out to. Don’t ever for-
get that you can achieve so many of the things you can imag-
ine. Imagine that! Don’t ever stop loving; 
don’t ever stop believing and don’t ever 
stop dreaming your dreams.

TCF, Orange Coast, CA                   
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Grief
It’s an entity all its own, with its pain that’s never really gone. 
It has many thoughts and faces, but very few reality traces. It 
makes you ask many a question, all of which you try to shun; 
What-When-Where-If-Why? Could I have done something 
so my child wouldn’t die? These are what every parent asks; 
this part of grief is a heart wrenching task. Hours turn to days; 
days to months; months to a year, this is the war you fight 
without gear. You feel bare and naked and all alone, at times 
you feel like you can’t go on. You say “This happens to some-
one else, not me!” this I think every parent would agree. But 
this time it really was you, you scream, No, No, No, but it’s 
oh so true. This nightmare that never seems to end, with these 
feelings you cannot pretend. People say “Well you sure look 
good” don’t they know that we would die if only we could. Yes 
grief has its own way, while we endure it and live day to day.

Judy Craig TCF, Memphis, TN 
Written in memory of her son, Travis Carter

Homesick
You’re in a better place, I’ve heard it a thousand times. And 
at least a thousand times I’ve rejoiced for you; but then the 
reason why I’m broken, the reason why I cry, is how long must 
I wait to be with you? I close my eyes and I see your face, if 
home’s where my heart is then I’m out of place. Lord, won’t 
you give me strength to make it through somehow. I’ve never 
been more homesick than now. Help me Lord, because I don’t 
understand your ways; the reason why, I wonder if I’ll ever 
know. But even if you showered me, the hurt would be the 
same, because I’m so far away from home. I close my eyes and 
I see your face, if home’s where my heart is, then I’m out of 
place. Lord, won’t you give me strength to make it through 
somehow; I’ve never been more homesick than now. In Christ, 
there is no good-bye, and in Christ, there is no end; so I’ll hold 
onto Jesus with all that I have; to see you again. I close my eyes 
and I see your face, if home’s where my heart is, then I’m out 
of place. Lord, won’t you give me strength to make it thorough 
somehow? I’ve never been more homesick than now.

Unknown

The Child Who Wasn’t Perfect
I cannot say, as I have heard other parents say, “My child has 
always been a joy and pleasure; never gave me a minute’s trou-
ble,” I cannot say that. I had a son who was always trouble. 
He was born cross and irritable, real trials from the word go. 
He seemed to be in protest at having been born, from his very 
first breath and outcry, through the rest of his life. His thirty-
seven years of life were one long outcry of protest, misery and 
unhappiness. He expressed his tormented spirit through mu-
sic, poetry and a beautiful American Indian spirituality. But in 

spite of the pain that was in his heart, he had a wide smile and 
a hearty big laugh for everyone that belied the torment that 
raged inside him. He had a strange, mysterious wild charm, 
to which all who met him fell victim. He seemed to be born 
in the wrong time, wrong culture, with a crippled spirit, and 
a body that carried a fatal flaw; the fatal flaw of addiction. He 
put himself and his family through the agony of the damned. 
Step by step, he destroyed himself, as we watched with griev-
ing hearts. He rejected every effort to save him. Then came 
that fateful week; some mystery reached out for him; his body, 
his spirit defied every weapon at science’s disposal to diagnose 
and save him. One by one his vital functions failed and he 
was gone. The word “forever” suddenly had a new and terrible 
meaning. So, he was hard to love; but we loved him every step 
of the way. We had him because we wanted him and we loved 
him every minute of his life. Our grief has been no less be-
cause he was not a perfect child. It has just been an extension 
of the agony that we were helpless against the monster called 
addiction that destroyed him. Yesterday, was his birthday, I 
longed for the sight and sound of him, and that wild melan-
choly charm that vanished a year and a half ago. My heart stays 
full of tears; they are always just beneath the surface. I struggle 
daily to keep them out of sight and my fellow man, who does 
not want to share my pain. So, I come home and sit on my 
porch in the dark; listen to the night sounds; stare into space 
and I cry for my child who wasn’t perfect.

Jane Miller TCF, Atlanta, GA

 

Stillborn
With love I conceived and I bore you, I dreamt of you when 
I was a child. As I felt you grow I adored you, with your first 
feeble flutter I smiled. Happily I hummed an old lullaby, while 
I readied your room and layette. With thumps and bumps I 
felt you reply, playing percussion in a happy duet. Each day 
that passed our future I planned, where we would go and the 
things we would do. We’d takes trips to the beach and play in 
the sand, and go to the circus and visit the zoo. Nine joyful 
months together we spent, looking ahead to all that would be. 
Quickly you came, and just as quick went, and the two of us 
now is just me. A past that has passed; a future that’s gone; 
everyone’s back to normal again. While here I am, lost and 
alone, torn by thoughts of what might have been. Memories 
die out like an ember, I struggle to hold them. And yet it’s very 
hard to remember, when you were not here to forget. 
Rachel’s Cry – A Journey Through Grief

Pain becomes bearable when we are able 
to trust that if won’t last forever, not 
when we pretend that it doesn’t exist.

Alla Bozarth-Campbell
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Our Children Loved and Remembered

MARCH 2007
Erika Rachel Tritsch Barlow	 Thomas & Sharon Tritsch 
10/17/68 – 03/25/95
Brandon James Baysingar	 James, Peggy, & Travis Baysingar 
03/19/87 – 03/30/02
Christopher Allen Beshires	  Johnny & Virginia Miller 
03/01/75 – 07/10/04
Robyn Bryan	 Karen Gale 
07/01/75 – 03/03/04
Nancy Ruth Creery	 Pres & Kitty Creery 
03/06/77 – 12/10/99
Hunter Ryan Davidson	 Brad & Kathy Davison 
04/12/91 – 03/05/04
Angela Gayle Dodd	 Brad & Sandra Dodd 
03/24/78 – 02/26/01
Charles “Chad” Wilson Eatherly	 Charles & Cheryl Eatherly 
03/04/78 – 03/05/99
Alexandra Mae Sutton Ellsworth	 Robert & Rita Ellsworth 
01/10/03 – 03/04/03
Jillian Kate Frevert	 Owen & Lynne Frevert 
03/05/87 – 11/02/04
James “Jamie” Wade Gillespie	 Sandra Gillespie 
02/15/77 – 03/15/95
Jeremy “Jer” Gingery	 Jean Gingery 
6/14/82 – 3/18/06
Darren E. Gray	 Ron & Wanda Gray 
9/28/81 – 3/20/05
John Calvin Hayes, Jr.	 Rita Oaks 
03/10/74 – 01/06/97
J.T. Johnson	 Johnny & Tammie Johnson 
10/23/87 – 3/21/06
Heather Kam	 Roxanne Anderson 
10/16/73 – 03/25/01
Todd “Hayes” Kent	 Scott & Beth Hall 
03/14/85 – 01/27/02
Kyle William Kiihnl	 Kathi Wright 
03/20/85 – 05/05/02
Peter Henry Kling	 Joan Kling 
09/12/67 – 03/12/83
Zachariah Moubasher	 Steve & Shaun Moubasher 
03/11/04 – 04/01/04
Samuel Moubasher	 Steve & Shaun Moubasher 
03/11/04 – 04/02/04
Daniel Alexis Muldrow	 Toni Muldrow 
03/28/83 – 05/30/00
Carter Lee Murray	 Seldon & Carolyn Murray 
03/12/76 – 09/26/92
James Earl “Jim” Nordan	 Earl & Joyce Nordan 
03/31/77 – 04/04/95	 Cliff & Leslie Acred 
	 Robin Martin
Wade Robinson Pennebaker	 Lucy Pennebaker 
03/18/80 – 04/25/04
William Shae Pierce	 Todd & Dawn Pierce 
12/30/97 – 03/20/01
Kaleigh Ann Bogard Riordan	 Kevin & Lisa Riordan 
02/09/00 – 03/25/00
Kristopher Ray Rogers	 Tracye Peterson 
02/10/78 – 03/04/01
Olivia Grace Rogers	 Michael & Emily Rogers 
03/27/02 – 05/17/02	 Jerry & Yvonne Bohnert 
	 Erin Bohnert
Ellen Sarah Hyman Rose	 Jerry & Estelle Hyman 
06/05/46 – 03/01/96
David Alan Shaw	 Charles & Rita Shaw 
12/26/67 – 03/18/95
Paul Christopher Smith	 Robert & Teresa Liles 
02/05/73 – 03/06/04
Tommy Smith	 Patrick & Linda Smith 
12/09/73 – 03/18/00
Mark Adam Stallings	 Dale & Sylvia Stallings 
02/28/79 – 03/06/02
Jay Swamy	 Al & Kala Swamy 
03/02/78 – 07/31/03
Hannah Olivia Thody	 Josh & Janine Thody 
08/27/02 – 03/18/03
Heather Thorne	 Jack & Peggy U’Ren 
09/23/76 – 03/27/05
Michael Allan Tiburzi	 Allan & Karen Tiburzi 
03/22/68 – 07/19/89
Matthew “Matt” Scott Tremblay	 Nancy Tremblay 
03/21/86 – 02/07/04
Samuel James Trucks	 James & Erin Trucks 
10/10/01 – 03/30/04	 Debbie Sater
John George Walgrave	 Miriam Croegaert 
03/25/41 – 01/03/00

Jamal Duan Walker	 Charlie Mae Walker 
07/13/81 – 03/07/00
Marchello Walls	 Beverly Walls 
12/29/81 – 3/22/06
Eric Flynn Wolf	 Sandy Wolf 
03/26/70 – 06/14/99
Steven Andre Woodard	 Andrew & Linda Woodard 
06/25/80 – 03/24/02

APRIL 2007
Michael Brooks Bell	 Don & Kathy Bell 
04/09/82 – 09/19/99
Cristy Darlene Buford	 Bob & Johnnie Buford 
04/07/78 – 12/02/95
Eric R. Calvin	 Chris & Teresa Calvin 
06/19/88 – 04/11/01
Jacqueline Jean Thompson Carroll	 Jack & Dot Thompson 
04/12/51 – 11/25/98
Jonathan William Carter	 Beth Carter 
11/17/86 – 04/14/04
Richard Aaron Cohn, M.D.	 Dorothy Cohn 
11/19/49 – 04/04/83
Hunter Ryan Davidson	 Brad & Kathy Davidson 
04/12/91 – 03/05/04
Trippe Graham Detamore	 Wade & Anita Detamore 
04/08/93 – 07/04/93
Jamie Elaine Doyle	 James & Virna Ruth Doyle 
04/28/76 – 05/05/02
Scott Alan Elrod	 Larry & Gwen Elrod 
05/07/82 – 04/04/00
Joshua Foust	 Cathy Foust 
01/19/87 – 04/09/04
Michael Paul Fultz	 Paul & Nancy Fultz 
10/15/65 – 04/05/97
Jessica Sue Gafford	 Troy & Lee Anne Gafford 
04/10/78 – 11/28/95
Jennifer Anne Gafford	 Troy & Lee Anne Gafford 
04/10/78 – 06/20/99
Aaron Scott German	 Read & Teresa Morton 
06/10/85 – 04/23/04	 Lowell & Betty Salmon
Sarah Emily Griffith	 Tom & Nelda Griffith 
04/01/82 – 12/06/02
Abigail “Abby” Louise Hamric	 Ken & Rebecca Hamric 
04/10/95 – 09/23/99
John David Hatch	 Debbie Hatch 
11/01/73 – 04/24/01	 David Hatch
Jocelynn Sarah Tina Holmes	 Karen Johnson 
05/09/02 – 04/26/03
Traci Anne Leonard	 Janet Zimmerman 
09/12/65 – 04/17/82
Bruce Daniel McSparrin	 Karen R. Taylor 
04/01/94 – 10/03/99
Kyle Morden	 Pri Morden 
04/24/83 – 11/06/02
Zachariah Moubasher	 Steve & Shaun Moubasher 
03/11/04 – 04/01/04
Samuel Moubasher	 Steve & Shaun Moubasher 
03/11/04 – 04/02/04
Ashley Danielle Muriel	 David & Holly Muriel 
04/08/97 – 07/17/98
James Earl “Jim” Nordan	 Earl & Joyce Nordan 
03/31/77 – 04/04/95	 Cliff & Leslie Acred 
	 Robin Martin
Susi Norris	 Polly Arnold 
01/13/44 – 04/01/00
Wade Robinson Pennebaker	 Lucy Pennebaker 
03/18/80 – 04/25/04
Martin Justin Perry	 Gail Haley 
08/17/80 – 04/13/01
Acquina LaShae Ralston	 Vonell & LaSonja Ralston 
06/14/96 – 04/30/05
Teresa “Terri” Lanette Sax	 Tommy & Christy Sander 
11/08/83 – 04/24/00	 Rose Sax 
	 Miriam Croegart
Audrey Elizabeth Southall	 Milton & Sharon Southall 
04/12/83 – 08/05/87
Roger Randall Sullivan	 Bobbie J. Sullivan 
4/25/53 – 4/30/05
Natalie Emma Elizabeth Thomas	 Herbert & Libby Thomas 
04/17/92 – 05/04/92
Cullen Lee Waddell, III	 Lee & Kathy Waddell 
06/29/83 – 04/24/03	 Randy & Kelly Fears
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Child’s Name_____________________________________________________________________________

Parent’s/Grandparent’s/Friend(s) Name________________________________________________________

Love Gift (Any Donation Amount)___________________________________________________________

In Memory Of___________________________________________________________________________

On The Occasion Of_ _____________________________________________________________________

You may send your Tax-deductible Donation to:	 The Compassionate Friends
	 P. O. Box 38653
	 Germantown, TN 38183-0653

LOVE GIFTS
Love Gifts are tax-deductible donations to the Chapter in memory of your child, grandchild or sibling or in honor 
of a loved one or friend. Our Chapter depends on these donations to help us reach out to others by sending the 

newsletter, purchasing books, brochures, and tapes/videos for our library, educating others about what we do and 
maintaining our relationship with the TCF National Chapter. Thank you for your support.

In Remembrance of Drew
Have you ever thought of what would happen if you died? Most 
people our age don’t usually think about dying.  Hopefully, you 
won’t need to think about it for a long time. I probably would 
never think about it if tragedy had not struck my family. My 
brother, Drew, died on October 9, 1999 from injuries he received 
in a car accident. Drew was real funny and nice. He always cared 
about other peoples’ feelings. In fact, right before his accident, his 
classmates voted him class favorite. Some of my vivid memories 
of Drew have started to fade away. Though I do remember some 
things like how we used to wrestle and how he played with me. 
When I was younger, I used to say that Drew had my favorite 
face, meaning that he was my favorite person in the world. He 
was a pitcher for Collierville High School and he was a great ath-
lete. Drew will always be remembered for many things. My little 
sister is named after him. Her middle name is Drew. The high 
school’s new baseball field is called the “Drew Lawrence Memo-
rial Ball Field” and they also have a baseball tournament named 
for him. There is also the Drew Lawrence Memorial Scholarship 
that is given to one lucky Collierville High School senior baseball 
player. The most important thing that Drew will be remembered 
for is being a donor. Drew always believed in the importance of 
being an organ donor. When Drew got his driver’s permit, he 
marked on the back that he wanted to be an organ donor and 
made sure everyone knew. Ironically, a week after doing this, he 
was in need of a liver and kidney transplant to survive. He was 
number one nationwide on the transplant list.  He received the 
organs, but died before they could perform the surgery. Because 
of his injuries, he was unable to donate his organs, but he was 
able to donate tissue, veins, and bones. Because of his donations, 
two people were able to get hip replacements and two people 
received bones and tissue for back surgery. A fifteen-year-old 
athlete received tissue for ACL repair. In all, eight people were 
helped by his donations. I want to share some interesting facts for 
you to think about from the Mid-South Transplant Foundation 

and the National Kidney Foundation. There are currently over 
93,000 people waiting for organ transplants nationwide. Nearly 
4,000 new patients are added to the waiting list each month. 
In the Memphis area alone, there are 548 people waiting for an 
organ. Last year, 28,108 Americans received an organ transplant, 
setting a new national record. That means each day about 77 
people receive transplants. Sadly, about 19 people die daily while 
waiting for transplants because there is a shortage of organ do-
nors.  Approximately 10% of patients currently waiting for liver 
transplants are young people under the age of 18. One organ 
and tissue donor can help save or improve the lives of as many 
as 50 people. If you are interested in being an organ or tissue 
donor, please make sure your family and your doctors know your 
wishes. Once again, what would happen if you died? Would you 
take your organs with you or give someone else the chance to 
live? Give the gift of life, be an organ and tissue donor. Always 
remember this famous line “Don’t take your organs to Heaven; 
Heaven knows we need them here.” If you would like more in-
formation on being an organ and tissue donor, please contact the 
Mid-South Tissue Bank or the Mid-South Transplant Founda-
tion. Thank you for your attention.

Tyler Lawrence 
Written in memory of his brother, Drew Lawrence

Tyler is a 6th grade student at Collierville Middle School, 
Collierville, TN. Tyler wrote this as a speech assignment and 
presented it at Collierville Middle in 2006. Tyler was asked 
by the faculty of Collierville Middle to represent their school 
at the Shelby County Competition. Tyler won first place for 
his project and will compete in a Regional Competition in 
Haywood County in 2007.

Faye Eubanks
In memory of her son Raytheon D. “Ray” Perry

In three words I can sum up everything  
I’ve learned about life, it goes on.

Robert Frost



I Remember, I Remember
In the spring, when the first crocus pokes its head out of the 
frozen ground, I think of you and I remember. In the summer, 
when the blaring heat wilts the rose petals and paints unsightly 
cracks in the ground, I think of you and I remember. In the 
autumn, when the trees are ablaze in the glory of fall and my 
shoes make crackling sounds as I walk, I think of you and I 
remember. And in the winter, when I stand at my window to 
watch a blizzard whirl snow around my grief and loneliness 
then, too, I think of you and I remember.

Joy Johnson

I wish you gentle days and quiet nights. I wish you memories 
to keep you strong. I wish you time to smile and time for song. 
And then I wish you friends to give you love, when you are 
hurt and lost and life is blind. I wish you friends and love and 
peace of mind.

Sascha

Our losses change us and change the course of our lives. It’s 
not that one can never again be happy following an experience 
of loss; the reality is simply that one can never again be the 
same.

Anne Kaiser Sternes, Living Through Personal Crisis

The clock of life is wound but once, and no one has the power 
to tell just when the hands will stop at late or early hour. Now 
is the only time you own; live, love, toil with a will; place no 
faith in tomorrow, the clock may then be still.

Roz Davies

If Only, One More Time
To hear your voice loud and clear; to see your image as if you’re 
here; to feel you warmth like you are near, if only, one more 
time. To hear you call, “Mom, I’m home,” to keep me com-
pany when I’m alone; to watch you run and grab the phone, if 
only, one more time. To watch you sit quietly and read; to buy 
you things you say you need; to see you do a thoughtful deed, 
if only, one more time. To find a note written by you; to walk 
upstairs and trip over your shoe; to comfort you when you’re 
feeling blue, if only, one more time. To feel your arms in a soft 
embrace; to see that smile upon your face; to understand when 
you needed space, if only, one more time.

Vicki Richey TCF, Orange County Chapter, CA

The Compassionate Friends 
P.O. Box 38653 
Germantown, TN 38183-0653

March/April 2007

Our Next Meetings: March 1st, April 5th

Printing of our newsletter is provided by Paulsen 
Printing Company, Jim and Judy Paulsen, Owners; 
In Loving Memory of their son Randy.


