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Fathers in Grief, a Paradox for Today’s Male
The loss of a child can be crippling and leaves deep scars. It 
changes who we are, how we look at life, and how we relate to 
the world. Five or six years out is still early in the spectrum of 
child loss but close to the point where positive rebuilding can 
begin. I have discovered that compassion for others is a great help 
in pulling oneself out of the canyon of despair, for it is in giving 
that we receive and in healing that we are healed. In the first few 
years it is hard to even help ourselves, much less anyone else. 
We bereaved fathers mechanically maintain, weep a lot, and lick 
our wounds. We cling desperately to everything that belonged 
to or reminds us of our children and in secret we wish to join 
them. We rejoin the real world in our own time and when it is 
right for us. Everyone’s journey is different, but what remains the 
same is the huge void that is left in our lives. How we fill it is up 
to us. My experience is that it is especially helpful to fill it with 
something positive for others that create a legacy of good in our 
children’s names. With that focus, we become their legacies, and 
we substantiate our children’s lives by the way we live our own. 
In our modern day society, it is especially difficult for fathers to 
grieve openly, caught in a catch-22 of how to express the deep 
pain we are experiencing. The spoken or unspoken message is 
often that men don’t cry, men do not emote, men do not hug; 
maybe at a funeral, men don’t go to support groups, men don’t 
call in sick because they are screaming inside, each of us is “The 
man of the family.” Fathers are the fix-it guys, the protectors, the 
strength and the rock that our families need for support. More 
times than not people will ask a father, “How is your wife doing? 
This must be extremely hard for her.” The modern male is now 
starting to feel the freedom to show emotions, to cry, scream, 
hug, and express his deepest emotions and fears; to let it out. The 
irony of this is that if a family has never seen their “Man” express 
emotion, it can be taken as a sign of weakness. His spouse and 
other family members may feel they have lost their safety net, 
their rock of support, and feel even more helpless and rudderless 
on this journey of pain. If this happens he may again clam up to 
help his family, deciding that he will deal with his own pain later. 
He can feel that “letting it out” is an axiom of sophistry, and in 
actually doing so he is letting his family down. This is indeed a 
paradox for the wanna-be sensitive Dad. Most men cry alone in 
their cars on the way to work, and they explain that the red eyes 
are due to allergies or a late night. When my father died I was 14 
years old. My Mom told me I was now the man of the family. 

I did not cry; I did not grieve. It was not until years later when 
my losses became overwhelming that I was finally able to let it 
out and express my emotions over the loss of my father. It has 
been 16 years now since our son Kelly died, and I still cry with 
my wife when we feel our loss together or even when I hear a 
special song like “Wind Beneath My Wings,” regardless of who 
is present. If we love hard, you grieve hard, and it is suppose 
to hurt. When we recognize our own pain and express it, we 
automatically become more empathetic to others in similar pain 
and can help relieve theirs. Hey, now I even cry at Hallmark Card 
commercials; I can’t help it. People tell us to find closure, move 
on, or not to dwell on it. We can, but not in the way they think 
we should. We find closure in what will never be, we let go of 
the what-ifs, the shoulda-woulda-coulda’s, and we move on with 
the knowledge that our children are forever by our sides, only in 
a new relationship. We live in one sphere of existence, our loved 
ones who have died in another, but with faith, undying love, and 
the desire to connect at the seam where our two worlds meet. 
Love never dies. In America we are allowed a few weeks to “get 
over it” and “get back on track.” The dead are wrapped up neatly, 
so to speak, put away, and their names are rarely spoken. I find 
this totally unacceptable. It has been almost 16 years and I still 
talk about Kelly every day and always will. We will always be be-
reaved parents, but we will not always be experiencing the pangs 
of grief. Like arthritis, we learn to live with our losses the rest of 
our lives, and also realize that we’ll still have flare-ups of pain and 
discomfort as we move on through the years. 

Mitch Carmody

Daydreams
Once a day and sometimes more, you knock upon my day-
dream door; and I say warmly come right in, I’m glad you’re 
here with me again. Then we sit down and have a chat recall-
ing this, discussing that until some task that I must do forces 
me away from you. Reluctantly I say, good-bye, smiling with 
a little sigh; for though my daydreams bring you near I wish 
that you were really here. But what a reality cannot change, my 
dreams and wishes can arrange; and through my wishing you’ll 
be brought to me each day, a happy thought

Stephan A. Wright TCF Champaign-Urbana, IL
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JULY 2007
Justin D. Mason	 David & Joanne Altizer
7/4/83 - 11/26/00
Emily Ann Barbre	 Matthew & Johanna Barbre
7/9/01 - 6/12/02
Briana Marie Brennan	 Robert & Ana Brennan
5/8/98 - 7/22/04
Stacie Chanelle Walls	 Crystal M. Brent
7/6/74 - 8/17/03
Melinda “Mindy” Lynn Gilbert	 Edith Bright
7/23/77 - 12/14/98
Gerald Karene English	 Cheryl Brown
7/29/72 - 9/20/06
Kevin Thomas Byrd	 Charlotte Byrd
6/23/70 - 7/10/02
Devon Trace Callonas	 Penny Callonas
5/22/02 - 7/30/02
Maureen Elizabeth Craven	 Elaine R. Craven
7/29/69 - 11/5/89
Scott Robert Cummins	 Glen & Judy Cummins
 7/26/71 - 1/31/97
Shelby “Chi-Chi” Dawson	 Barbara Deloach
7/30/75 - 11/9/98
Hanna Montez Dendy	 Kirk & Leigh Dendy
7/12/95 - 7/3/05
Trippe Graham Detamore	 Wade & Anita Detamore
4/8/93 - 7/4/93
Zachary Thomas Fay	 Danny & Martha Fay
8/20/79 - 7/31/04
Stephen Daly Sullivan	 Sheila Forrest
10/3/56 - 7/2/97
Lindsey Elizabeth Gadd	 David & Jane Gadd
8/16/86 - 7/8/91
Robyn Bryan	 Karen Gale
7/1/75 - 3/3/04
Hanna Montez Dendy	 Debby Gillespie
7/12/95 - 7/3/05
Gary Edwin Rives	 Pam Goode
7/22/49 - 12/21/04
Clifford “Trey” G. Hannah, III	 Cliff & Rose Hannah
7/24/90 - 2/29/04
Mark Lowrey Haynie	 Robert Haynie
7/14/72 - 6/19/03
Brandon Joseph Henson	 Terry & Cyndi Henson
7/28/84 - 10/6/02
Christopher Allen Beshires	 Johnny & Virginia Miller
3/1/75 - 7/10/04
Ashley Danielle Muriel	 David & Holly Muriel
4/8/97 - 7/17/98
Calen Seth Myers	 Brandon & Angela Myers
6/30/00 - 7/1/00
Caden Nathaniel Myers 	 Brandon & Angela Myers
6/30/00 - 7/1/00
Kathryn Elaine Needham	 Jeff & Margaret Needham
7/18/83 - 7/4/05
Lauren Elizabeth Netterville	 Doug & Maria Netterville
7/24/02 - 7/24/02
Andrew Wade Pate	 Brian & Renee Pate
7/15/77 - 5/9/05
Eric Gentry Porter	 Ron & Dorris Porter
5/12/77 - 7/8/91
Michael Alan Schmucker	 Larry Schmucker
11/22/72 - 7/12/92
Madeline Scott Thorsen	 Bob & Harriett Scott
7/31/04 - 7/31/04
Michael Wayne Stump, Jr.	 Helen Stump
7/3/79 - 7/29/98
Tina Spence	 Gina Sugarmon
7/18/56 - 6/25/98
Jay Swamy	 Al & Kala Swamy
3/2/78 - 7/31/03
Michael L. Dorian 	 Gloria L. Thomas 
11/7/71 - 7/24/03
Michael Allan Tiburzi	 Allan & Karen Tiburzi 
3/22/68 - 7/19/89
John Asbury Turner	 Ruff & Jo Ella Turner 
10/8/91 - 7/8/92
Ruud Justin van Rantwijk	 Carlo & Tanja Van Rantwijk 
2/20/97 - 7/1/04
Jamal Duan Walker	 Charlie Mae Walker 
7/13/81 - 3/7/00
Andrew Pierce Wells	 Fred & Deb Wells 
7/4/96 - 5/26/03
William David White, II	 David & Catherine White 
8/6/74 - 7/28/89
Victoria Elizabeth Melo Whitten	 Ana Elizabeth Whitten 
8/24/89 - 7/2/03
Samantha Williams	 Tony & Sandra Williams 
7/11/86 - 6/26/01

Jermaine M. Holland	 Michael & Nina Williamson 
2/28/72 - 7/7/05
Julie Anne Young	 Fran Young 
7/17/80 - 5/2/98
Baby Yow  	 Janet Yow 
             - 7/3/03
Roshon Demetrius Walker	 Angela Zahn Robert Walker 
2/28/96 - 7/14/01

AUGUST 2007
Kevin Ryan Arnold	 Richard & Cheryl Arnold 
8/12/84  -  6/1/03
Jason Christopher Atkins 	 Danielle Jean Atkins 
8/25/98  -  9/30/05
Ashley Nicole Bivens	 Gary & Betty Bivens 
5/23/86  -  8/3/01
Stacie Chanelle Walls 	 Crystal M. Brent 
7/6/74  -  8/17/03
Jody Michael Bynum 	 Mike & Jan Bynum 
12/2/82  -  8/29/02
Paul Jason Carmicheal	 Barbara Carmicheal 
9/26/75  -  8/9/01
James Thurmond Carney 	 Stephen & Benita Carney 
9/27/77  -  8/2/01
Joseph Gerard DePete III 	 Colleen DePete 
5/30/81  -  8/3/06
Jason Christopher Atkins  	 Neila Dick 
8/25/98  -  9/30/05
Abbey Grace Dunlevy  	 Ron & Kimberly Dunlevy 
10/8/99  -  8/18/01
Zachary Thomas Fay  	 Danny & Martha Fay 
8/20/79  -  7/31/04
Julie Kathryn Floyd  	 Gary & Ann Floyd 
9/10/76  -  8/27/94
Lonnie “Paul” Cofer, Jr  	 Bob & Sheila Foust 
6/7/68  -  8/9/86
Lindsey Elizabeth Gadd  	 David & Jane Gadd 
8/16/86  -  7/8/91
Martin Justin Perry  	 Gail Haley 
8/17/80  -  4/13/01
Jeremy Joseph Heller  	 Robert & Susan Heller 
8/1/81  -  11/16/01
Cory Todd Howell  	 Sammy & Cherié Howell 
8/15/78  -  10/14/03
Stanton J. Isom  	 Barbara Isom 
1/17/84  -  8/14/04
Jordan Antoine Jarjoura  	 Peter & Jody Jarjoura 
8/13/80  -  6/22/88
Julie Diane Vannucci Barney 	  Diane Vannucci Johnson 
11/1/73  -  8/12/99
Amy Allison Kirk  	 Bob Kirk 
5/12/69  -  8/15/87
Carter Lyle Knych  	 Ken & Vicki Knych 
8/12/93  -  12/31/06
Scarlet  Akins  	 Steve & Vicki Lawrence 
8/5/78  -  8/4/06
Kevin William Lazarini  	 Yolanda Lazarini 
2/22/66  -  8/8/91
Seth Matthew Rowan  	 Ken & Sharon Ludwig 
6/11/79  -  8/19/94
Stephen Christopher Brown  	 Denise Martin 
8/21/84  -  1/17/05
Brandy Nicole Brown  	 Amy McOwen 
9/14/78  -  8/10/96
Arthur Dillin Mackey IV  	 Amy McOwen 
5/22/96  -  8/10/96
Trey Oliphant  	 Woody & Sherry Oliphant 
8/31/70  -  9/1/93
Dustin “Dusty” Raney Arnwine  	 Linda Raney 
8/17/84  -  8/30/00
Audrey Elizabeth Southall  	 Milton & Sharon Southall 
4/12/83  -  8/5/87
Hunter Spearman 	  Robbie Spearman 
8/23/94  -  8/24/94
Storm Spearman  	 Robbie  Spearman 
8/23/94  -  11/27/94
Michael J. Webb  	 Wayne Webb 
9/12/74  -  8/9/04
Christopher Paul Westfield  	 Paul & Lisa Westfield 
4/18/90  -  8/13/06
William David White, II  	 David & Catherine White 
8/6/74  -  7/28/89
Victoria Elizabeth Melo Whitten  	 Ana Elizabeth Whitten 
8/24/89  -  7/2/03
William  James “Jimmy” McCallum  	 Russell & Sherry Wilburn 
12/30/69  -  8/28/05
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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.

Dear Child of Mine, who died before your time, I am grateful for 
your life. Though death brought the end of hopes and dreams, still 
I am grateful for your life. Through you I have known joy and sor-
row, laughter and tears. Through you my life has been enriched, 
my compassion heightened, and I am more keenly aware of the 
grief of others. I am grateful for your life. Now I draw upon my 
memories of you, some happy, some sad. They keep you close in 
many ways. They are priceless, precious memories that help me 
bear the pain. Through them I will learn to live again. I am grateful 
for you life. I have been blessed with your life and left with your 
love. I will share that love and strive to live to be a blessing to oth-
ers. Dear Child of Mine, though you died before your time, you 
are never far away from me. I have loved you in my heart of hearts 
and there I will love you through eternity. I am grateful for your 
life; Dear Child of Mine.

Betty Stevens TCF, Baltimore, MD

Last night while I was trying to sleep, my son’s voice I did hear. 
I opened my eyes and looked around, but he did not appear. He 
said, “Mom, you’ve got to listen, you gotta understand; He didn’t 
take me from you Mom, He only took my hand. When I called 
out in pain that night, the instant that I died; He reached down 
and took my hand, and pulled me by His side. He pulled me up 
and saved me from the misery and pain; my body hurt so badly 
inside I could never be the same. My search is really over now, I’ve 
found happiness within; all the answers to my empty dreams and 
all that might have been. I love you all and miss you so, and I’ll 
always be nearby; my body’s gone forever, but my spirit will never 
die! And so you must go on now; don’t be mad, just understand, 
He didn’t take me from you Mom, He only took my hand.”
Barb Johnson

Keith & Debra Hamsley
In memory of their their son Christopher

And in honor of his 26th Birthday

 And Life Goes On
A flower bursts full of life; flourishes, withers, then disappears all 
within a blink of an eye, yet life goes on always the same. A bird 
enters the world with a song; sings for a few seasons, then vanish-
es all within the blink of an eye, yet life goes on always the same. 
A child draws his first breath; learns, grows, then passes away, all 
within the blink of an eye, and life goes on but never the same.

L. Dustin Twede

I wish I could take your pain and loss away. I can’t, all I can do is 
cry with you and hold you up in prayer. Please know I am always 
available; and ear to listen, a shoulder on which to cry; whatever I 
can do to help, anything at all, please let me know. We will stand 
together against the pain. I will walk with you through the dark 
valley of grief, no matter how long it takes until you see the sun 
again. You are not alone.

Viola Ruelke Gommer

When the door of happiness closes, another opens, but often 
times we look so long at the closed door that we don’t see the one 
which has been opened for us.

I can be changed by what happens to me, but I refuse to be 
reduced by it.

Maya Angelou

Jeff, Margaret & Brent Needham
In memory of their daughter and sister

Kathryn E. Needham 
And in honor of her 24th Birthday, July 18th



Falling Apart
I seem to be falling apart. My attention span can be mea-
sured in seconds. I cry at the drop of a hat. I forget things 
constantly. The morning toast burns daily. I forget to sign the 
checks. Half of everything in the house is misplaced. Anxiety 
and restlessness are my constant companions. Rainy days
seem extra dreary. Sunny days seem an outrage. Other 
people’s pain and frustration seem insignifi cant. Laughing 
happy people seem out of place in my world. It has become 
routine to feel half crazy. I am normal, I am told. I am a 
newly grieving person.

Eloise Cole TCF, Phoenix, AZ

If…
If I could sit and talk to you for just a little while, to say 
the things I wish I’d said, like how I loved your smile. How 
much I loved the sight of you, your voice, your eyes, and 
your face; to watch you playing basketball, and see you win 
a race. You were so much a part of me, the part that’s gone 
away, these memories you left, become more precious every-
day. I pray that you can hear this, and God will let you see; 
the pride, the joy, the happiness that your life gave to me.

Unknown

Sibling Credo
We are the surviving siblings of The Compassionate Friends. 
We are brought together by the deaths of our brothers and 
sisters. Open your hearts to us, but have patience with us. 
Sometimes we will need the support of our friends. At other 
times we need our families to be there. Sometimes we must 
walk alone, taking our memories with us, continuing to be-
come the individuals we want to be. We cannot be our dead 
brother or sister; however, a special part of them lives on with 
us. When our brothers and sisters died, our lives changed. 
We are living a life very different from what we envisioned, 
and we feel the responsibility to be strong even when we feel 
weak. Yet we can go on because we understand better than 
many others the value of family and the precious gift of life. 
Our goal is not to be forgotten mourners that we sometimes 
are, but to walk together to face our tomorrows as surviving 
siblings of The Compassionate Friends.

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

Jul/Aug 2007

Our Next Meetings: Jul 5th, Aug 2nd

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


