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SEA GLASS        
 

 
 
I recently read an article that compared grief to sea 
glass. It is a rather poetic and visual comparison that I 
thought I would share with you.  
 
Early on, we all wonder if the profound pain of grief that 
follows the death of a child or a sibling will ever leave or 
at least lessen. The pain is so new and excruciating that 
it feels fatal. 
 
The example given was to think of the sea glass that we 
pick up along ocean shores or even the beaches of 
lakes and admire its unusual color and rounded edges 
that were once so sharp. We know that it was once part 
of a whole, solid object that could be seen and touched. 
Yet, the glass object was somehow broken and its’ piec-
es were thrown into the ocean to experience the tumul-
tuous waters which eventually changed the appearance 
and feel of the glass shards. Originally, the glass pieces 
were sharp and could easily draw blood if one was not 
mindful of the sharpness. 
 
The glass pieces are subject to the powerful, churning 
waves of the ocean, which eventually calm but then ex-
perience another storm and then another quiet spell. The 
ocean currents are moved by the moon and the universe 
and humans have no control. Eventually the sea glass 
washes on to a shore. 
 
So as you walk a beach or ocean shore and pick up a 
piece of sea glass, remember that it was once a 
part of something whole that was broken and became a 
source of pain and injury.   
As you rub the once sharp edges that are now smooth 
and rounded and you hold it to the light to see the unu-
sual color created by its’ original color and base compo-
sition along with the incessant 
 
waves and sun and salt. It is beautiful, shining on the 
shore, and no longer causes the wounds and pain that it 
once did. Just as the sharpened glass smooths, it also  

 
 
 
 
 
 
becomes strong, almost impossible to break again just 
as the pain of grief becomes bearable after tumultuous 
periods of time. The sea glass becomes a token to keep 
in your pocket or purse or set on the windowsill – a re-
minder of your resilience and fortitude. 
 
It symbolizes what you have weathered during your grief 
journey. Your grief eventually becomes smaller, the 
edges become softer and the weight of the glass or grief 
becomes lighter and easier to carry. Yet, the sea glass is 
there, very real and tangible to you. It is a gentle re-
minder of what you have lost and what you have gained 
through the years of being buffeted by waves and storms 
of emotion. 

 
 

“At the blueness of the skies 
And in the warmth of summer,  

We Remember Them.”   
- Rabbi Jack Reimer 

 
• • 

 
“Hope 

Smiles from the threshold of the year to come. 
Whispering ‘it will be happier’. . .”  

 - Alfred Tennyson 
 

Toni 
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Meetings 
 

Lake Villa Meeting 
Northern Illinois Chapter TCF 

August 15 - 7:00 p.m. to 8:45 p.m. 
Millburn Congregational Church 

19073 W Old Grass Lake Rd 
(Corner of Old Grass Lake Road & Rt. 45 

Lake Villa, IL 60046 
Event: “The HeART Remembers: Expressions of 

Love Through Our Hands” session 
 

Holy Family Church 
September 5 

7 p.m. to 8:30 p.m. 
450 Keller Street, Waukegan, IL 60085 

Meeting in Room 4 
Open discussion 

Enter by church office then down the hall to  
Room 4 on right. 

"Tenemos un cuarto nuevo para las reuniones- 
Salon 4. Entre por la oficina de la iglesia y sigue 

en el pasillo al Salon 
Open Discussion 

 
 (OUR CHILDREN, GRANDCHILDREN, AND SIBLINGS 
LOVED, MISSED AND REMEMBERED IN  AUGUST& 
SEPTEMBER CONTINUED FROM PAGE 3) 
 
Raphael E Vidal     
August 20   
Son of Raphael & Mirtha Vidal  
 
Kevin Pomianek     
August 21   
Son of Brenda & Eugene Pomianek 
 
David Sloop      
August 21   
on of Charron Sloop 
 
Ryan James Nichols     
August 22   
Son of Jackie & Jim Nichols 
 
James (Jim) Grazier     
August 24   
Son of Mary Ann & Robert Grazier 
 
Michael Lee Brandon Hamilton Frederick  
August 25   
Son of Jan Frederick  
Grandson of Sharon Frederick 
 
Brandon Reif      

August 30   
Son of Marcy Reif 
 
Justin Cody Ortega     
August 31   
Son of Susie Meggs 
 
Brian Scott Ludlow     
September 1   
Son of Ronald & Karen Zaylik 
 
Levi Nichols      
September 5   
Son of Bambi Nichols 
 
Anthony Alexander Sosa    
September 12   
Son of Yvette Sosa 
 
Marleea Gerfen    
September 13   
Daughter of Marsha & Lee Bell 
 
Brian Scott Engle     
September 13   
Son of Louise Engle 
 
Heidi Anne Herrmann    
September 14   
Daughter of Bonnie Brackus 
 
Mike Curtis   
September 17   
Son of Sonya Curtis 
 
Aaron R Moore     
September 19   
Son of Rob & Sherry Moore 
 
Joshua William Bowman    
September 26   
Son of Robin Bray    
Nephew of Kimberlee Christensen 
 
Kelsey Heaps 
September 26 
Son of Dawn Heaps 
Brother of Steven Heaps 
 
Please let me know if I have omitted a child, misspelled a 
name or have published an incorrect date.  
 
I know how important it is to bereaved families to have their 
children remembered. vszech@comcast.net 
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OUR CHILDREN, GRANDCHILDREN, AND SIBLINGS LOVED, 
MISSED AND REMEMBERED IN AUGUST & SEPTEMBER 
Each month we remember the children who are sadly missed. Please take a few moments, place 
them in your thoughts, and remember them on their day together with their parents. None of us 
ever forget our special days and messages that say “I care” help us to get through them. Our 
children’s lives will go on, as long as we remember them and celebrate their lives. 
 

BIRTHDAYS 
 
Lindsay Wilczynski    August 3  Daughter of Christine Prado 
Andrew Perkins    August 12  Son of Richard & Thelma Perkins 
Andrew Muno     August 18   Son of Darlene & Bart Muno 
Blake Logan Palmer    August 21  Son of Amber & Brian Palmer 
         Grandson of Lois Cooper 
         Grandson of Gina Palmer 
Kelsey Heaps     August 22  Son of Dawn Heaps 
         Brother of Steven Heaps 
Ashley Seay     August 25  Daughter of Mike and Shannon Seay 

Granddaughter of Dennis & Georgene Man-
ley 

Josh Summers     August 27  Son of Tina Carlson  
Grandson of Larry & Cheryl Armstrong 

Roman Gabriel Cano    August 28  Son of Simona & Daniel Rhodes 
Nicole Parfitt     August 30  Daughter of Robin Parfitt 
Chris Houchin                                    September 3  Son of Scott Houchin & Heather McDonald 
Shannon McCarty    September 5  Daughter of Kevin McCarty & Pat Hayes 
Mary Margaret (Maggie) Miles   September 5  Daughter of Jim & Mary Lou Miles 
Kevin Lopez     September 13  Son of Diahnn Estes Lopez 
Anthony Alexander Sosa   September 16  Son of Yvette Sosa 
Shane Betar     September 21  Son of Leia Betar 
José De Jesús Hernández   September 24  Son of Jesús and Virginia Hernández 
Eduardo Chavez-Nuño    September 27  Son of Maria Del Carmen Nuño 
Donette Klawonn    September 30  Daughter of Raymond & Dorothy  

Klawonn 
Tony Trejo     September 30  Son of Martina Williamson & Victor Trejo 
 
ANNIVERSARIES 
 
Lindsay Wilczynski    August 1  Daughter of Christine Prado 
Adam Rubin     August 1  Son of Linda Rubin 
         Brother of Nicole Rubin 
Tony Trejo     August 1  Son of Marina Williamson  
         Brother of Victor Trejo 
Brian Keough     August 2  Son of Kathleen Keough 
Jammi Shonlei Hui    August 5  Daughter of William & Joyce Hui 
Pressley Suzanne McHugh   August 5  Daughter of Shawn & Kari McHugh 
Sandra Elena Varela    August 5  Daughter of Sandra Prez 
David Spannraft    August 12  Son of Elizabeth & Dan Spannraft 
Danielle Trevithick    August 12  Granddaughter of Tony Trevithick 
Barry J Grazier     August 13  Son of Robert & Mary Ann Grazier 
Nathan Clyde     August 17  Son of Valerie Clyde 

Brother of Michaela Clyde  
 

 (Continued on page 2) 
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Borrowed lovingly from the online newsletter of the 
Atlanta Chapter of TCF 
 
Dear group, 
 
From time to time I try to resend some articles that I 
feel reach out to the newly bereaved. I have been do-
ing the sharing line since 1999. We have had many 
come and go as their grief journey changes. I average 
adding 2-4 new families per day. Our hearts reach out 
to the new families.  Jayne 
 

A GRIEF SHARED 
 
Lynda Boucugnani-Whitehead, Ph.D. 
 
This will not be the typical article you often see in a 
professional publication. There will be no references to 
scholarly works, no discussion of what has been 
gleaned from years of research, no  
statistics, no methodology. Rather, this will be a story 
from the heart, one that I hope may help psychologists 
first understand, and then do what they do best. I had 
the inspiration to write this  
article just a week or so before the tragedy in New 
York. In my frame of reference, following the horror at 
the World Trade Center and Pentagon and in Pennsyl-
vania, perhaps this is divine inspiration- this is some-
thing I just have to do. 
 
What is it like to live 
through such a pro-
found grief, to have 
your whole life changed 
in an instant, to have 
much of your future taken 
away, and to find yourself in a 
world that you don't recognize? We 
have all had at least a taste of this, as Americans, our 
lives have been changed by these events. There is a 
loss of a sense of security and for what we thought our 
future would be. But what about those people who 
have sustained a more profound and excruciating loss 
- the loss of a loved one who was treasured and so 
much a part of the fabric of your very life. What is it like 
to have that person taken away so abruptly, to one 
minute have that loved one beside you as a part of 
your dream, and the next to have that love ripped away 
from you? What do psychologists and other helping 
professionals need to know in order to help those who 
have sustained such a loss? 
 
This story is very personal for me and, therefore, 
somewhat difficult to tell. As many of you know, my 
daughter, Maria-Victoria, was killed in an automobile 
accident just three blocks from my home as her brother 
was driving her home from school. A speeding driver 
ran through a red light and smashed into their car kill-
ing Maria-Victoria instantly. She was 13 years old. It 

was a normal day, bright and sunshiny and my life was 
going along as normal. My daughter was a beautiful, 
intelligent and accomplished person known for her ex-
traordinary kindness and compassion for others. She 
was innocence and pure love blossoming into a leader 
of others and she was building the confidence that 
could have taken her very, very far in this life. In one 
second she was here, in one second she was not. The 
fifth anniversary of her death was just 2 days after the 
New York tragedy.  
 
Within a few months of her passing, I joined a group 
called Compassionate Friends, which is a self-help 
group for parents who have lost children. It was a very 
good move. It is said that the  
most profound loss a person can have is the loss of a 
child – I can tell you that this is the truth. However, for 
those who have not lost children, the most profound 
loss is the one they have  
experienced or are experiencing at the present time. 
Those of us in this group frequently lament about how 
ill-equipped others who have not experienced such 
pain and grief are in dealing with it. Ministers are often 
the focus of such discussions for example and we have 
often discussed how we can let others, especially pro-
fessionals,  
know how it really is - what helps and sometimes, more 
importantly, what doesn't help. This is the purpose of 
this story - this Dialogue - to let my fellow psychologists 
know some things that in the future will help them be 
able to help. It is based on my own personal experi-
ences as well as the numerous Compassionate 
Friends who have come into my life. 
 
You have all heard or read about the stages of grief. 
The work that was done in this area by pioneers such 
as Elizabeth Kubler-Ross is very valuable in under-
standing the emotions of grief. Some professionals 
may feel that they can help people with grief because 
they have studied these stages and know the se-
quence by heart. Throw it all away. People who have 
sustained profound loss do not want to hear about the 
stages of grief - it's almost an insult. They do want to 
know that what they are feeling is normal, that they are 
not "crazy", that others have felt or done the same 
things. There is no sequence of grief - it is a constant, 
evolving journey with many diversions into emotional 
peaks and valleys along the way. It is a journey and it 
is never over.   
 

(Continued on page 5) 
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(A GRIEF SHARED continued from page 5) 
 
It is true that at the time of the event you are in a state 
of shock and numbness. In my case after a telephone 
call, I made my way to the accident site. It was eerily 
quiet with cars backed up in four different directions at 
the intersection, so that I had to drive on the wrong 
side of the road to get there. When I got to the scene I 
was no longer within myself, I must have dissociated. I 
felt like I was observing everything as if I was in a mov-
ie. The people in all the cars were watching me. I imag-
ined they were saying "that's the mother". I was aware 
that I was playing this "role". I imagine that many of the 
relatives looking for loved ones in New York must have 
felt this way too. At the hospital I was placed in a spe-
cial room - meant to be a comfort but cut off from oth-
ers. It did allow me to get out of the movie. What 
helped? Friends coming to be with me. You need to 
hold and touch people - you need them to hold you and 
just "be there" for you. What didn't help? Waiting 17 
hours to be told whether my children were alive or 
dead. I already knew in my heart and soul that Maria-
Victoria was gone from this life but to have a doctor 
finally come in and say in a cool and dispassionate 
manner that "your daughter is deceased" made me 
angry. A simple "I'm so sorry", a touch on the hand and 
some semblance of compassion would have endeared 
this doctor to me for life. Why is that so hard to do? 
 
We are blessed with this state of shock that comes 
almost immediately after suffering a traumatic loss. It 
allows us to do the things we have to do. For many of 
us this is very, very important. I needed to make sure 
that Maria-Victoria had a wonderful, up-lifting funeral 
service that told the world about the wonderfulness of 
my little girl. I needed to write an obituary that would 
touch the hearts of Atlanta. I needed to comfort her 
teachers and students at her school, thereby comfort-
ing myself. I needed to be there for the hundreds of 
people who came to show they cared. Some people 
criticized the news coverage in New York of friends 
and relatives showing flyers of their missing loved ones 
saying it was exploitation. I spoke to them through my 
TV set saying - "you 
just don't get it - they need to do this -they need to let 
others know about the one they love - they need to feel 
like they are doing something to take care of them." 
 
What helped me so much in the initial 
weeks after the accident were 
touches from the hearts of other 
people. I savored all the 
cards, the incredible 
amount of food from in-
dividuals and whole 
schools, letters and 
phone calls from people I 
had never met who were 
touched by my daughter's  

 
 
story and the physical presence of people I was close 
to. Such heartfelt gestures give life when life has gone 
out of your existence. 
 
There is a time when you have to go back to work and 
start to live this new life. I was fortunate to have such a 
wonderful, supportive staff that literally carried me 
through that first year. Others are  
not so fortunate. Some have to go back to work just 
days after the funeral and are expected to perform as if 
nothing has happened. When a traumatic loss has 
struck you, you are amazed and perhaps a little bit an-
gry that the world has gone on. You say to yourself, 
"how can these normal things still go on - how can 
people laugh - don't they know the world has ended?" 
You think to yourself that you will never laugh again, 
that you will never feel joy again - it's incomprehensible 
to think that you could.  
 
During that first year (time will vary among folks) you 
are literally "out of your mind". Believe it or not, there is 
actually a "physical pain", usually in your heart and 
chest area and all over your body at times, experi-
enced by many that is excruciating and you think will 
never go away. Mine lasted about 2 months and then 
just floated away. It was a relief to say goodbye to that 
constant companion. You are "out of your mind" be-
cause you think about your loved one constantly - 
probably a million times a day it certainly seems. That 
doesn't leave much room for concentration and 
memory. Those who have experienced such loss need 
to know that this is perfectly normal. It is perfectly nor-
mal to put the iron in the refrigerator. At work if you 
don't have support, you will certainly not be able to 
function like you used to. You may be able to do some 
things on "automatic pilot" but this is not the time to be 
making major decisions and you - and the business 
you work for - need to give you leeway for your 
memory lapses and perhaps loss of drive. Every day is 
a struggle just to get up and live. Every day you get up 
and live is an accomplishment. So be supportive and 
tolerant - make it a point to know about these cognitive 
disturbances, help the person you are helping to  
 

Continued on page 6) 
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(A GRIEF SHARED continued from page 6) 
 
understand them. And - if you can - help their em-
ployers to know what to expect and how to give 
support. 
 
There is no timetable for grief. It is highly offensive 
to the grief-stricken to hear things like, "you need to 
move on", or to receive messages that you are ex-
pected to be back to normal and "over it" in a cer-
tain time frame. I once had a principal come up to 
me about three months after Maria-Victoria died 
and say, "well, have you gotten over the death of 
your lovely daughter?" I swear this is true. My re-
sponse was, rather curtly, " I will never get over it". 
This kind-hearted man had no clue about how much 
that remark hurt. Let me tell you that you never get 
over it. You are a changed, different person from 
the one you were before the death of your loved 
one. We don't want to get over it because that sug-
gests that we can somehow let that love go. That 
brings me to the dreaded "C" word. A word hated 
by the bereaved and one especially pertinent to 
those people who have loved ones missing in New 
York. The dreaded C word "closure". I hate that 
word. I am offended by that word. Most of the be-
reaved I know hate it too. There is no such thing as 
closure - you never get over it and quit expecting us 
to do it. People need to learn to say something else 
to describe people who need to have something 
happen before they can continue with their personal 
grief. Something like "relief from uncertainty" is 
more like it. 
 
There is usually a lot of support and attention paid 
to the bereaved at the time of the loss and for a 
short time afterward. But after a while that support 
fades and contacts drop off. Many, if not all, of my 
Compassionate Friends report that this is a time 
when you know who your real friends are. Some-
times people don't know what to say and so avoid 
you. Especially in cases where children have died, 
people avoid you because they think it might be 
"contagious". If this most horrendous of nightmares 
happens to you, it could happen to me. I don't want 
to think about that so I'll stay away from you. You 
may be shaking your head in disbelief, but it is true. 
Many find that family members are the least helpful. 
They do not want to bring it up because they think it 
will cause pain to you - but especially to them.  
 
If you remember one thing from this story, remem-
ber what is in this paragraph. The most precious 
words a person who has lost a loved one can hear 
are their loved one's name. Say it over and over 
again. It will not bring pain - it has great potential to 
bring joy and to heal. MARIA-VICTORIA, MARIA-
VICTORIA - hearing her name always lightens my 
heart. In the beginning, people need to tell their sto 

 
 
ry - over and over again. Your job is to listen, to 
give a hug or show that you feel for them. It was 
important for those missing loved ones in New York 
or for those who knew their loved one had died, to 
"tell their story". This is a part of the grief process, 
and a way to validate the strength of their continu-
ing love for their loved one. It is a way to honor 
them and, most importantly, to assure that they will 
not be forgotten. That is the greatest fear of those 
of us who have lost our children (and probably for 
other bereaved persons as well). We do not want 
our loved ones to be forgotten. You are doing the 
bereaved a wonderful favor when you bring up their 
loved one's name and when you reminisce about 
something that they did or something special about 
them. It is a very, very special gift and so easy to 
give. 
 
There can come a time when the bereaved person 
starts to refrain from bringing up their loved one's 
name or talking about them because they are afraid 
of making the other person uncomfortable. A lot of 
people don't know what to say and so they say 
nothing. You quickly learn who you can trust and 
who you can't to spill your heart to.  
 
People are afraid that what they might say will 
sound awkward or mistakenly think it will bring pain. 
This then can be misinterpreted by the bereaved 
person as a sign that you don't care. Never say "I 
know just how you feel" because you don't - you 
have no idea. Never say, " I don't know how you do 
it - if it was me I'd just die". My goodness, that im-
plies that I must not have loved my child enough 
because I didn't die. What helps? A hug and saying 
"I think about you often" - Just a heartfelt hug - "I 
was thinking about Maria-Victoria today" - "I know 
this is a hard time for you" - " I am so sorry". 
 
I went to see a therapist for about a year after Ma-
ria-Victoria died. What I liked about her the most 
was that she told me at the beginning that she knew 
very little about dealing with grief but felt that she 
was going to learn a lot by our time together. She 
did learn a lot and I got a chance to tell my story, to 
process how  

 
(Continued on page 7) 
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(A GRIEF SHARED continued from page 6) 
 
my life had changed and to run through ideas about 
how to redefine my life and redefine my relationship 
with my daughter. In essence, in the long term that is 
what we, as psychologists, need to do to help others. 
When you have experienced a traumatic loss you 
have to make a choice. You choose whether to re-
treat from life, to give up on life and what you held 
dear, or to grow from this horrendous experience. Mak-
ing this choice is not easy, but it is a choice. You also 
have to redefine your relationship with your loved one. 
You may not have a physical relationship anymore but 
you can choose to always have a strong and loving 
relationship. My feeling of connectedness with my 
daughter is very, very strong. She is very much a part 
of my life and will always be. I have redefined my rela-
tionship with her and do the things I want and need to 
do to keep our love and connection alive. 

 
As you go on this grief journey, you 

do whatever feels right to do. There 
are no rules. In the beginning I 
would go to the cemetery and lay 
on a blanket and stroke the grass 
over her grave as if it was her hair. 

Imagine the sight of that to one that 
does not know. I still, after five years, have not washed 
the clothes from her clothes hamper (I probably never 
will). Before I moved, I would go into her bedroom at 
night, smell her sheets or sleep in her bed. I talk to her 
aloud every day.  These are all perfectly normal things 
to do. As a psychologist, it is important to validate to 
the bereaved person that anything they want to do that 
brings them comfort is okay. We all have different ways 
of grieving and we all need to respect these different 
ways.  
 
I am a very different person from the one I was before 
my daughter died. I think I'm a better person (a lot of 
my friends think so too). What often comes out of trag-
edy is growth, often spiritual. I and everyone I know in 
Compassionate Friends no longer have any fear of 
death. Death is the door to where my daughter is. 
When fear is gone (the worst that could happen, has 
already happened), it is a very freeing experience. You 
are less afraid of change, you are less tolerant of arro-
gant, insensitive people or of doing things that don't 
have meaning for you anymore and you put your ener-
gy toward the things that are truly meaningful in this 
world. That doesn't mean you don't go through periods 
of sadness and despair and have to  pull yourself up 
time and again - of course you do -. You are not nec-
essarily suffering from depression, but profound sad-
ness and there is a difference. When you are de-
pressed you don't want to do anything and you don't 
grow. When you are experiencing profound sadness, 
you still want to grow, to do things that will make a dif-
ference; you often feel compelled to do so. 

 
 
As psychologists, and as friends or colleagues of those 
who have experienced a traumatic loss, we can help 
by supporting them on their own personal journeys, not 
by telling them where and when to go, but by being a 
friendly landmark along the way. We help by realizing 
there is no destination, not even an itinerary. At five 
years after my daughter's death, I probably think about 
my daughter about 500 times a day, rather than a mil-
lion. Some would call that progress. I call it evolution. 
 
A few days ago after putting 5 heart balloons and flow-
ers on my daughter's grave, I found a card and letter 
put there by one of her friends. What a gift to me and 
my daughter. I close this story  
with her words so that we can all remember what really 
matters. 
 

I thought I saw you dancing 
but it was only the leaves in the wind 

I thought I heard you laughing 
but it was only the waves of the sea 

I thought I felt you touch me 
but it was only a moonlit dream. 
but I know I felt you in my heart 
because I miss you very much. 

 
I love you 

 
I met a girl about a year ago who when I first saw her I 
thought it was you. I had to take a double glance and 
every time since then, when I see her from a distance 
or run into her I always think I see  
you! She favors you so much in appearance but I'm 
sure she could never be as loving, good-hearted and 
caring as you were. The angel  
ornament reminds me of you, always caring and 
watching out for others! Miss you more and more each 
day!  
 
Friends Forever. 
Love Always,   
Kristen 
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LOVE GIFTS 
Enclosed in a check in the amount of         to be used as follows (check all that apply): 
 
 In loving memory of 
  
 In honor of    
 
 Sponsor the newsletter for          (month) ($25 pays ½ monthly cost) 
 
 Pay for a book for the chapter’s Lending Library 
 
 
 Check here to keep receiving the newsletter ________________________________ 
 
It is important for our children to be remembered. Please understand that in order for your child to be included in the 
“special days” list each month in the newsletter, you must fill out this form that gives us permission to list this infor-
mation. If you are making a donation please make the check payable to The Compassionate Friends. Return 
to Tammie Barrera, 821 Roberts Road, Winthrop Harbor, IL. 60096  Julyson2@gmail.com 
 
We welcome your comments and/or items submitted for use in the newsletter. Short articles, poems, or book reviews 
are always appreciated. Please include author of any written works. Send your items for the newsletter to Vicki Szech at 
vszech@comcast.net or 31023 Prairie Ridge Road, Libertyville, IL 60048.  
 
The Compassionate Friends is a non-profit, self-help organization offering friendship and understanding to bereaved 
families. Its’ mission is to assist them in the positive resolution of grief following the death of a child and to provide infor-
mation and education to help others to be supportive  
TCF National Office, P.O. Box 3696, Oak Brook, IL 60522 3696  - PH 877-969-0010 - Fax: 630-990-0246 
 
The Compassionate Friends home page can be found at www.compassionatefriends.org 
There are seven TCF Internet chat sessions weekly. To participate, visit the TCF home page and select the “Chat” but-
ton. 
 

CHAPTER LEADERSHIP Toni Nesheim 847-204-7585 tnesheim@sbcglobal.net Rachel Salomonson   Age 19 – Auto 
accident 
TREASURER/COMMUNITY OUTREACH Tammie Barrera 847-872-9684 Julyson2@gmail.com  Aaron Barrera Age 29 
– Auto accident due to Diabetes 

SECRETARY Bambi Nichols 262-220-9323 lcbtsec@aol.com  Levi Nichols Age 19 - Accidental death 

REMEMBRANCE SECRETARY  Thelma Perkins 262-279-6178  Andrew C Perkins  Age 17 – Auto Accident 
LIBRARIAN Kathleen Rettinger 847-922-7456  Alexander Rettinger  Age 18 – Of suicide 
NEWSLETTER EDITOR Vicki Szech 847-573-1055 vszech@comcast.net  Rachel Szech  Age 16 – Horseback-riding 
Accident 
NEWSLETTER PRINTING & MAILING Toni Nesheim 847‐204‐7585  tnesheim@sbcglobal.net & Denny Salomonson, 
 847‐223‐7353  drdeno@sbcglobal.net  ‐ daughter, Rachel Salomonson, 19, auto accident 
WOODLAND WALK COORDINATOR Christine Pado 847-455-6642 chpado@gmail.com  Lindsay Wilcynski Age 29 - 
PULMONARY EMBOLISM 
STEERING COMMITTEE  Marilyn Grace  847-395-8597  grace.marilyn@gmail.com  Megan Grace   Age 15 – Hyper-
trophic Cardiomyopathy 
Charon Sloop 847-623-2264  charronsloop@AOL.com  David Sloop  Age 33 – Motor Cycles accident 
Mirtha Vidal  847-293-1658  mirthavidal1213@yahoo.com  & Raphael Vidal  rvidal1027@yahoo.com,  
Raphael, age 17, suicide
 


