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Please join us for our next meetings 
Thursday, January 2nd - Topic: “We Made it through the Holidays – Now What?” 

Thursday, February 6th – Topic: TBA  
7:00 at The Children’s Home of Poughkeepsie 

10 Children’s Way, Poughkeepsie, NY 
Call Kathy (845) 462-2825 for information 

 

 A WARM WELCOME TO NEWCOMERS 

We understand how difficult it is to attend your first meeting. Feelings can be overwhelming; we have all experienced them and know 
how important it is to take that first step. Our stories may be different but we are alike in that we all hurt deeply. We cannot take your 

pain away but we can offer friendship and support. Bring a friend or relative to lean on if you wish. 
 
 

 



Parents Do Not Expect You to Bring Them Miracles 
From:  www.live-evermore.org/ 
 
Most of the time, when a parent loses a child, it does not make the evening news. There is no outpouring of national 
support. Parents feel isolated in their suffering and need the support of family, friends, and community to carry them 
forward. But it can be hard to connect with a family for fear of doing the wrong thing or saying something that is 
hurtful. 
 
Here are a few simple actions you can take that are helpful: 
 

1. Say something. Offering a sincere expression of sorrow is often the best way to convey your feelings 
and let families know they are not alone. Simply saying “I’m sorry” is far more effective than platitudes 
like “God only gives you what you can handle” or “Everything happens for a reason.” Do not force families 
to help you make sense of your own grief; they have enough to carry. 
 

2. Listen. Giving families the space to talk or not talk can be a tremendous relief. No one is looking for you 
to “solve” their crisis or say magical words that will make them feel better. This is their time, their process, 
their loss. Respect their story and listen unconditionally. 

 
3. Be consistent. Show up in predictable ways during a chaotic time. It could be as simple as delivering 

ice cream every Tuesday at 4p.m. or bringing food or staying to keep them company and do dishes. A 
family should not feel the need to entertain anyone or be kind to unannounced visitors arriving 
unexpectedly at their doorstep. Arrange a time to visit that is convenient and easy for them, then be 
consistent. 

 
4. Keepsakes. Working with the family to find ways to commemorate the life of their child provides an 

outlet that can help. While the child may be physically gone from a family’s life, he or she is still very 
present and “with them” every day. Consider helping them create an ornament, planting a tree, or framing 
a meaningful letter or piece of artwork in memory of their child. 

 
5. Birthdays. Celebrating birthdays is a wonderful way to honor the life of a child. Draw the family together 

to remember the child’s legacy and his or her influence on the family. If the child enjoyed music, you 
might attend a concert together. If he or she had a favorite restaurant, you might treat the family to a 
meal there. 

 
6. Holiday celebrations. Working with families to incorporate new traditions that include their deceased 

child in a meaningful way during the holiday season can reinforce that their child still matters – and that 
while these children may be gone, they are not forgotten. Be aware that the fall – from Thanksgiving to 
New Year’s – tends to be a universally difficult time of year for families. 

 
7. Anniversaries. Slipping into deep grief, becoming isolated or easily irritated are common reactions near 

and during the anniversary of a child’s death date. These days tend to be especially difficult for families 
for many years. Looking for opportunities to help parents honor the child in their own, often very personal 
and private ways is best. It is not uncommon during these anniversaries for parents to write an annual 
heartfelt remembrance letter, plant a garden, or simply experience nature through hiking, watching the 
sunrise, or sitting next to the ocean. 

 
8. Chores. Many regular household chores fall by the wayside. Help a family by raking their leaves, 

cleaning their kitchen or bathroom, mowing their grass, or taking on other routine tasks. Many times just 
remembering to eat or shower can be overwhelming for parents, especially in the early days. 

 
9. Siblings. Parenting surviving siblings – especially young children who require a great deal of immediate 

attention and energy – is often challenging for grieving parents. Consider taking the siblings to a park or 
other energy-intensive outing, or simply invite them over to make cookies or an art project. Surviving 
children, regardless of age, tend to suffer in silence and repress their feelings in an effort to protect their 
parents. They need support too; do not forget them. 

 



10. Remember. Losing a child is forever. While time will pass for you, families that have lost a child will 
carry their memory every minute of every day for the rest of their lives. Many families look for opportunities 
to talk about their child in a safe and supportive environment. Using the child’s name and not being afraid 
to enter into a discussion about them may be a welcome conversation. Openly wondering what grade the 
child might be in, what career path their life could have taken, and how their life could have positively 
influenced our world or society, are all ways to acknowledge and remember what we have all lost. 
 

Bereaved parents need friendship, companionship and a good listener. 
 

__________________________ 
 

 

How it Felt to Lose My Sister 
By Katie Morini,  
 
People often ask me, ” What was it like to see your sister struggle with her addiction?” 
 
This sounds like such a simple question, but the answer is never easy to find. I often find myself at a loss for 
words…. nothing can explain how awful it is to watch day after day as someone continuously takes two steps 
forward and then three steps backward. 
 
To watch someone with all the intelligence, wit, beauty and desire for life slowly succumb every hope for her future 
in return for a poison that only takes and never gives. 
 
To watch someone cry for help, for a remedy, and never get one. 
 
To watch your past, and your future, disappear and not be able to stop it no matter how hard you try or fight. 
 
There are no words for the torture that is addiction. The best way I can describe it is this: 
Imagine you are walking through a stream with the person who knows you best in the whole world. Your best friend 
that knows your soul like no one else. The person who has known you since you were a child and seen you at your 
best— and your worst. 
 
You walk for days and days in the stream, but you can’t seem to find a way out. Sometimes, the water is very deep 
and it’s hard to keep your head above the surface. It seems you are always walking against the current and you 
feel yourself getting so tired. You know if you stop though, for even a moment, the stream could sweep you away. 
You keep going, struggling to find an end. 
Your partner is suddenly unable to walk alone. You need to carry her and pull her along at times—many times—or 
she won’t make it. She can’t do it by herself. There are times when she is rested and able to walk alone. 
Sometimes—some glorious times— she’s even able to carry you. You love this rest, but you know that at any 
moment her knees could buckle so you can’t ever really sleep. 
 
You love her more just for trying, though. You get strength from these respites and decide to keep pushing. She 
still wants to get to shore…. don’t you? 
 
This journey is long and hard. You’ve learned more about her, and yourself, then you’ve ever thought possible. You 
see each other almost quit. You fight. And you support each other, sometimes all at the same time. When she’s 
weak, that is exactly what makes YOU strong. And sometimes, sometimes when the stars align just right… she can 
light up the whole night sky with her laughter. She has that power, a power you don’t. The power to dream and not 
be shaken by life’s cruel realities. She is a dreamer. You are forever in awe of her ability to always find the silver 
lining. 
 
“Don’t cry,” she says. “Everything will be okay.” 
 
But you are tired—so tired and frustrated and angry. Where is the land?? Why did she have to go into the stream? 
She knew you would follow, didn’t she? 
 



After walking for what seems like forever, you start praying with all of your heart that your journey will be over. You 
take another, heavy step forward and suddenly you are falling. All around you is darkness. You are screaming and 
reaching out frantically for her …but you can’t find her. You can’t see anything or hear anything. You keep reaching 
and reaching but there’s nothing around. Nothing but blackness. 
 
She is gone.  You are alone.  No one hears you scream. No one seems to care that you’re falling. The light is gone. 
 
Finally, you land in a soft warm place. You’re too tired to move. Too tired to stand. There are people who come to 
lift you up. They are gentle and kind. When they smile at you, you see a glimmer of her. But they tell you, “She’s 
not here. She is gone.” 
 
They hold you while you cry. They teach you how to survive. These kind people have made that journey, too. They 
are here after their own fall. Some have been here longer—they are the stronger ones. Some are new, like me. 
They are still tired, too. These people who lost the person they love the most to the ever-moving river, the sinking 
sand, the swirling tides that never stop pushing and pulling, all day, every day. They too, have lost the ones they 
loved the most to addiction. They hug me, let me cry, calm my nightmares and help me on my new journey. They 
have seen the light and show me how I can find it, too. Together, we walk this journey. The journey of Grief. 
 
Although I didn’t get to see her go, she found the light too. I didn’t know it at the time, but she’d always been looking 
for the light, the peace, even when I thought we were already in it. 
 
Perhaps that’s why she went in the stream on the first place. She desired a more beautiful view.  
 
She needed more peace, and although the journey made me tired and scarred, it left her battered and broken. With 
time, the other people who’re grieving help me to see that it wasn’t my fault…I carried her as best I could, but she 
needed more LIGHT than me. 
 
I can live here in the dusky glow, but she could not. She needed to see the lights from above, to be free and strong, 
and that’s where she flies now –forever free, like an angel, like a Red-tailed Hawk. 
 
In my dreams I’m a Red Tail Hawk 
Soaring unreachable heights 
No one can touch me 
So far above the city lights 
I feel so much freedom 
I have no worries or pain 
Nothing can harm me 
No snow, sleet or rain 
I see so much beauty 
There’s so much to admire 
If something gets in my way 
I just float up a little higher 
I am a perfect creature 
Feathers cream mahogany and gold 
Not self-conscious at all 
I am fearless proud and bold 
I cruise past the stars and up to Heaven 
Stare in amazement at the colors and lights 
I know I’ll see this place again 
When I take my final flight 
 
–Written by my sister, Amanda Randall 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

_____________________________________________________________ 

 



 
 

 

 

BECAUSE OF LOVE 
 

It's a privilege, 

dare I say an honor 

to have the opportunity 

to love that child. 
 

I willingly bear the burden 

of my grief because the intensity  

of my sorrow bears witness  

to the intensity of my love. 
 

A child as dear as him 

will never truly leave. 

As time passes, the blessing 

of his life fuels my soul. 
 

There is no past tense to love, 

for it is eternal and endless. 

Love is beyond understanding 

and without boundaries. 
 

Because of my son, 

because of his life, 

I know love 

and am filled with him. 
 

From Heartbreak to Healing 

 
 
 
 

 

 



 

Hygge & Grief: Coping Through 

the Long Hard Winter 
From: www.griefincommon.com/ 
 
Grieving in winter is no easy thing, and for those of us who 
live in the cold and snowy parts of the country, we may 
dread the forced isolation winter weather brings. The 
Danish (who themselves can suffer very long and dark 
winters) have adopted an idea that I think could apply well 
to those who are grieving this time of year. It’s called hygge. 
 
The origin of the word is disputed, but most agree that it’s 
derived from a Danish word meaning, “to give courage and 
comfort”. Some say it’s simply rooted in the word “hug”. 
 
Whatever the origin, the idea behind hygge is simple. Rather than dreading the cold winter days, we view this as a 
time of respite and relaxation instead. Cozy blankets, fuzzy socks, fireplaces, dim lights, and mugs of tea so big 
you need both hands to hold them…these are some of the images that come to mind when Danes are describing 
hygge. 
 
Now to the griever feeling just a bit raw, this may all sound a little too cute, like something you’d see in the pages 
of “Country Living” magazine (in fact I’m pretty sure I did see an article about hygge there at one time). So why and 
how would this apply to grief? 
 
Because hygge isn’t actually about stuff. It’s a state of mind, and it’s a reminder that at some point we all need to 
slow down, turn inward, and gives ourselves a little time to rest. It’s not about what you have or what you don’t 
have… 
 
It’s about taking care of yourself 
It’s about taking a break from the hustle of a hectic routine 
It’s about a shift in perspective and trying to find small comforts in difficult times 
And it’s the bigger lesson of taking what we have and doing what we can to find just a little joy, however small, in 
our daily lives. 
 
Reconnect with someone you’ve lost touch with. Get all the ingredients and take an afternoon to make 
YOUR favorite meal. Pick up an old hobby or find something to do with your hands like puzzles, knitting, crafts. 
Listen to music, read a good book, spend a day on the couch watching old movies… 
You get the idea. 
 
In the end, hygge is just a fancy and hard to pronounce word for taking care of yourself in tough times. Grief is 
exhausting and some days it may feel like your full-time job. Yes, winter is hard. Icy roads and bitter cold can cut 
us off from our normal activities and the outside world, and for the griever already feeling isolated by their loss, the 
prospect of even more quiet and seclusion may not seem all that appealing. 
 
So, we find small ways to make the best of our forced hibernation, and remember that some day the sun will shine, 
and Spring will come again… 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

https://www.griefincommon.com/
https://www.griefincommon.com/blog/food-as-fuel-for-self-care-and-healing/
https://www.griefincommon.com/blog/feeling-lonely-isolated-in-grief/


 
 

 
 

 

 

WE’RE LOOKING FOR A CHAPTER LIBRARIAN! 

Duties would include the following: 

• Maintaining a current and updated inventory list of all chapter library books, videos, audios, etc. 

• Receiving all book donations from members to add to inventory list before placing in library. 

• Keeping records of all books checked in or out of chapter library. 

• Transporting books to meeting place for each meeting. 

• Contacting members who keep books out longer than 3 months requesting books be returned. 

• Occasionally, writing a book review for the Chapter Newsletter. 

• Enjoy the good feeling that comes with helping fellow bereaved parents, siblings & grandparents 

• This job could be shared with another person. 

• Contact Kathy if you are interested: kjcorrigan5@gmail.com or 845-462-2825. 

 

mailto:kjcorrigan5@gmail.com

