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We’re sorry for the reason you’re here, but we’re glad you’ve found us-Tucson TCF 

Tucson Chapter Meetings: Christ Church United Methodist 655 N. Craycroft 

Second and Fourth Wednesdays, 7-9pm 

 

November 10, 24  December 8, 22  January 12, 26 

 

 
REBUILDING YOUR LIFE ONE PIECE AT A TIME 

Posted on September 22nd, 2021(compassionatefriends.org) 

 
     Death, especially unexpected death, changes one’s life in ways that cannot be anticipated. 

With the death of someone close, one’s world is forever changed. 

     One analogy I have found myself using with clients is the following:  If you were to imagine 

the day before your loved one died, there was an intact picture of your life. The picture may not 

have been perfect, but it was there and it made sense. There was a beginning, a middle and an 

expected end. With death comes the destruction of that picture. It is as if the picture is taken out 

of your hands, smashed to the ground in a thousand pieces and then some of the most treasured 

pieces are forever taken away. 

     The challenge with grief is to then take all of those pieces which are left and attempt to make 

a new picture. The picture of the life you once had is impossible to recreate, as much as one may 

try, it cannot be recreated with pieces missing. A new picture must be assembled with the pieces 

that are left and with new pieces that are picked up along the way. 

     The process of putting the pieces back together is one that often feels chaotic and confusing. 

It may sometimes be surprising to find out how much thinking is involved in the grief process. 

Thoughts bounce around trying to connect what was with what is and struggle to make sense out 

of what seems to be incomprehensible. 

     With each piece, the bereaved, through trial and error, find where each piece belongs or even 

if it belongs at all. This process is different for every person and does not adhere to any kind of 

timeline. This (what feels like endless) thinking is the work that grief demands; it is the creation 

of a new picture of your life created one piece at a time. 

-STEPHANIE ELSON 

 

 

 

Tucson Chapter 

P.O. Box 30733 

Tucson, AZ  85751-0733 

(520) 721-8042 

www.tucsontcf.org 

 

National Headquarters 

The Compassionate Friends  
48660 Pontiac Trail #930808  
Wixom, MI 48393 

Toll free (877) 969-0010 

www.compassionatefriends.org 

 

Welcome! 
All bereaved parents, grandparents, and adult siblings are welcome at our support group meetings. Here you will find comfort, 
caring people, and most of all-HOPE. Coming to the first meeting is hard, but you have nothing to lose and much to gain.  For 

many it is the first real step toward healing.  Although it may seem overwhelming, we encourage you to come to several 
meetings to give yourself a chance to become comfortable.  The hope of The Compassionate Friends is that those who need 
us would find us and that those that find us would be helped. TCF also provides information to help members be supportive to 

each other. We are not professional counselors.  We are bereaved families who want to help each other.   
 

https://www.compassionatefriends.org/blog/author/stephanie-elson/
http://www.tucsontcf.org/
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Upcoming Events: 
 

The Compassionate Friends Worldwide 

Candle Lighting on the 2nd Sunday in 

December unites family and friends around 

the globe in lighting candles for one hour to 

honor the memories of the sons, daughters, 

brothers, sisters, and grandchildren who left 

too soon. As candles are lit on December 

12th, 2021 at 7:00 pm local time, hundreds 

of thousands of people commemorate and 

honor the memory of all children gone too 

soon. 

Now believed to be the largest mass candle lighting on the globe, the annual Worldwide Candle 

Lighting (WCL), a gift to the bereavement community from The Compassionate Friends, creates 

a virtual 24-hour wave of light as it moves from time zone to time zone. TCF’s WCL started in 

the United States in 1997 as a small internet observance and has since swelled in numbers as 

word has spread throughout the world of the remembrance. Hundreds of formal candle lighting 

events are held, and thousands of informal candle lightings are conducted in homes, as families 

gather in quiet remembrance of children who have died and will never be forgotten. 

The Tucson Chapter plans to have our event at the Children’s Memorial 

Park 4875 North 15th Place. Tucson, AZ 85704) on December 12 at 7pm. Check your 

email and our website for updates. Please come early as we start the event 

at 7:00 in order to continue the “wave of light” around the world. Dress 

warmly and if you would like you can bring a photo or memento of your 

child to set on the table to share.

Lights of Love 
 

Can you see our candles burning in the night? 
Lights of love we send you, rays of purest white. 

 
Children we remember though missing from our sight 

In honor and remembrance we light candles in the night. 
 

All across the big blue marble spinning out in space 
Can you see the candles burning from this human place? 

 
Oh, angels gone before us who taught us perfect love 

This night the world lights candles that you may see them from above. 
 

Tonight the globe is lit by love of those who know great sorrow, 
But as we remember our yesterdays let's light one candle for tomorrow. 

 
We will not forget, and every year in deep December 

On Earth we will light candles as ____________ we remember. 
 

Jacqueline Brown 
TCF Peace Valley, PA 
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November Birthdays 

 
SEBASTIAN ALDECOA 

DAVID ARAOS 

GENNA AYUP 

NICK BARNETT 

CHRISTOPHER BAYZE 

MICAELA ELINAH  BENITEZ 

RACHEL MICHELLE BENNETT 

ZAC BERTSCHY 

BOB BRUMMETT 

TORRE LYNN CARLS 

THOMAS CLARK 

ELIZABETH DAVIS   

TOMMY DILLON 

ZACK EIDE 

JORDAN FAULK 

CALEB FOSSLAND 

KATERI LAURA JOANN FRANCISCO 

MICAYLA JASMINE FULLER 

DIEGO ANTONIO GADEA 

JIMMIE GANIS 

RICKY HAMRICK 

CINDY HARTRANFT 

CHARLES "BUDDY" HOLLEY 

RICK IVIE 

SABRINA JOY 

THOMAS KILPATRICK 

LYSANDRA LAINE 

NICOLE LAJALLEE 

NICOLE LUBINSKI 

ISAIAH MARTINEZ 

CLAYTON MATHESON 

ALEX ANDRU MENDOZA 

JUSTIN MOHN 

JUNIOR PHOTHONG 

JESSE PLOENSE 

ALEXIA ROBLES 

JANNELLE ROSNESS 

JOSHUA  SHAME 

EMILY RENEE SORKIN 

THOMAS FRANCIS TAAFFE II 

KATHLEEN TEMPONE 

ANTONIO TORRES 

CHRISTOPHER VIVIAN 

CLIFFORD WALTEIN 

EDWARD SAMUEL WEISS 

DANIELLE WELLS-BORQUEZ 

KRISTEN YODER 

NOAH ZACARIAS 

 

November Remembrance Days 
 

MARC APPLETON 

BEN ARRELLIN 

CARRIE ANNE ATKINS 

KRISTIN BAILEY 

LYRA DANIELLE BARBER 

TOM BATES 

JEREMY BRIGHT 

RICK CASEJALUR 

LARRY CASTAÑEDA 

AIDON COPFER 

DESTRI CORONADO 

JOHN CROCI 

TOMMY DILLON 

RICKY M. GRIJALVA JR. 

RICK HAMILTON 

CHRISTOPHER SCOTT CURTIS 

JEFFREY HILL JR. 

KELLY HUYSER 

LYSANDRA LAINE 

MORGAN LOR 

MELISSA QUINN MADONNA 

RYLIE MCREYNOLDS 

DANIEL MERENS 

LIYA MONASMITH 

NIKKI PACKARD 

MICHELLE VICTORIA PADILLA 

KASEY PIKE 

ARIANA PORTUGAL 

JANNELLE ROSNESS 

ERIC ALEXANDER RUBOYIANES 

SUSANN SALMON 

MICHAEL SCHNEIDER 

LANCE SENICK 

CHADWICK "CHAD" SPALDING 

JEAN E. STONE 

RAMON EDWARDO TAVERAS 

PAUL (ALAN, JOY) THOMPSON 

EMILY TRENT 

CINDEE TURNER 

DAK SCOT FREDERICK VANTSANT 

LINDA VARGAS 

CARL WALDENSTROM 

RON WHEELER 
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Top Ten Holiday List  

AKA: It is YOUR journey.  
 
 

#10. Acknowledge that the holidays may be different, especially in the early years and 
may be tough. 

 
#9. Decide if you want to keep all, some, or none of prior year traditions. Allow this to 

change year by year, month by month, and even day by day. It is YOUR journey. 
 

#8. Start something in honor of your loved one. It can be as simple as lighting a candle, 
having a moment of silence, or as elaborate as a memory stocking or box. The 

memories written could be shared aloud or saved for a quiet moment. It is YOUR 
journey. 

 
#7. Make a donation to a charity that was important to your loved one or even volunteer 

to assist others. It is YOUR journey. 
 

#6. Play your loved oneôs favorite holiday music. If your loved preferred other music, 
play whatever music they loved. It is YOUR journey. 

 
#5. Develop an escape plan for whatever holiday event, even if itôs your own! It is YOUR 

journey. 
 

#4. Ignore people who want to tell you what you ñshouldò or ñshouldnôtò do for the 
holiday. It is YOUR journey. 

 
#3. Say yes to help. If family members or friends forget to offer help, ASK! It is YOUR 

journey. 
 

#2. Make some quiet time for yourself and practice self-care. Any day can be a difficult 
day but holidays can be especially difficult and hectic. It is YOUR journey. 

 
AND FINALLY NUMBER ONE.... 

 
#1. Skip it or enjoy it! It is YOUR journey. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
Unless expressly stated, the views expressed in articles, poetry, etc. in Walking This Valley are 

not necessarily the views of The Compassionate Friends, The Chapter Steering Committee or 

the Editorial Team. The Editor reserves the right to edit any contributions. 

Chapter Steering Committee  

Leader: Kirsten Bice Co Leader: Kenny Allison 

Editor: Diane Allison    Contributing Editors: All members- contributions wanted!  

Outreach/ Correspondence: Donna Ruboyianes Facebook: Kirsten Bice, Cat Morrow   

Website: Julie Shulick New Attendee Coordinator/email blasts: Cat Morrow   

Library: Debbie Russell Treasurer: Sharon Farrell 

Facilitators: Cindy Walter, Diane/Kenny Allison, Deanna Dillon, Sharon Farrell, Cat Morrow, Debbie 

Russell 

Regional Coordinators:  Barb & Gene Caligari, Chandler, AZ; Denise Dean 
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Ongo ing Events:  Fundraising  

We are  participating in the Jim Click Raffle. Tickets will be sold through 

November 24. First Place: 2021 Ford Bronco Sport Badlands Edition. Second 
Place: 2 First Class Airline Tickets. Third Place $5000!  $25 per ticket or 5 for 

$100 and all money stays with our chapter.  

We can also earn funds through 

Amazon Smiles and Fryôs. 

We want to thank Carol and Larry 

Tilton for their love gift in memory of 
Richey.  

We also receive donations from ECAP 
participants. City/County employees 

choose a nonprofit to donate to. Here 

are Kirsten and Sharon at this yearôs 
information fair.

          
A Christmas Story 

 
When I was just a little girl 
Around the age of three 
I remember a Christmas 

When Santa came to see me 
 

A doll wrapped up 
In a pretty bright red bow 
Long golden hair to stroke 

Oh my, how my heart glowed 
 

And then came a Christmas 
Later on in time 

When I shared my first Christmas 
With a son that was all mine 

 
A few years later down the road 

When he was only five 
I didn't know it would be 

The last Christmas in my life 
 

Now on Christmas 
As many in all these years 
I spend my days at a grave 

Shedding many tears 

 
The Holidays come every year 

That, I cannot change 
But through all my memories 
My memories I can rearrange 

 
I can remember all the good years 

That he and I had shared 
I can still hear the giggles 

When he got that talking teddy bear 
 

I can remember the hugs and squeals of 
"OH MOM" 

As each gift he opened on that day 
I can sit back and smile remembering 

Before the angels took him away 
 

Now I am older than I once used to be 
But my mind drifts back 

To what once was on Christmas 
When my son was on earth with me 

 
I tuck my head to fight the snow 

As I wade through the fenced in graves 
I've got my gift to give to him 
On this years’ Christmas Day 

 

Sharon Bryant 
In Memory of my son, Andrew Frank Dunbar 

(Permission for TCF chapters to reprint granted by the author) 
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Some Days Are Like This 

-Charles Eadie   TCF, Santa Cruz, CA   In Memory of my son, Austin 

 
Some days are like this: 
Loss shows up and takes over. 
It snares and envelopes my soul 
A leaden net draping over me, heavy and relentless 
Every part of my body pulled down, every limb, every digit, every organ 
Dulled 
Slow to move 
Immobilized 
 
With heavy arms, and still body I feel the pull of loss 
Quietly I sit, not sure if I own it, or if it owns me 
My racing pace of circling thoughts winds down 
Gradually spinning slower and slower 
Time stretches out, almost to a stop. 
 
Why is loss such an oppressor, squeezing breath and life away? 
Why does this oppressor possess me when I know only too well how precious lifeõs spark is 
And how limited my time is to have it? 
 
Of course there are other days, too, when loss has melted away 
And the leaden net has lifted just magically, or so it seems 
On those days my feet walk lightly 
And laughter comes easily. 
 
Today is Christmas 
So we gather with our loved ones, embracing each other 
Maybe warmly, maybe tentatively 
Yet each embrace is shadowed by who is missing 
And what has been lost 
And all that we miss. 
 
The shadows never leave us 
Such loss cannot be outrun or outwitted 
It only can be held and felt, merged and submerged in a deep pool of wisdom 
And so we gather, we hold, we wonder, we ache. 
 
Some days are like this. 

OTHER TUCSON SUPPORT GROUPS 
 

*Information & Referral Services: http://www.211arizona.org/ 

*Homicide Survivors, Inc.: 520-740-5729 

*FOOTPRINTS-Pregnancy and Infant loss: 520-873-6590 

*Tu Nidito/Children to Children: 520-322-9155 

*Alive Alone  http://www.alivealone.org/ -for parent(s) who have lost their only child 

*MISS FOUNDATION   http://www.missfoundation.org/ 

*Survivors of Suicide……. 520-989-0467 

*Rachel’s Gift (pregnancy and infant loss-national group) www.rachelsgift.org 

http://www.alivealone.org/
http://www.missfoundation.org/
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December Birthdays  

MATTHEW ALTLAND 

MARC APPLETON 

W. JARED BLAIR 

KEVIN BOOS 

GORDON BRYAN 

NICOLAS JOURDAIN BURCH 

DEVANTE CARRANZA 

JOHN JOSEPH CEPIN IV 

KATIE CLARK 

JASMINE COOMBS   

DESTRI CORONADO 

JOE CRAWFORD 

SARAH ESPINOZA 

LILY FAIRCHILD 

JULEE FRASER 

GABRIEL GALLEGOS 

CESAR TIZOK GONZALEZ 

TYLER GROVE 

RAAD HALABY 

LEWIS HARPER 

MORDECAI HARRELSON 

DANIEL GENE HILL 

AMAN JONES 

TIMOTHY ALLAN KENYON JR. 

CHRISTIAN LAWSON 

STEPHEN MAHAFFEY 

DAMION MATTHEWS 

TRINA MCQUEEN 

SHAWN NOBLE 

ZACHARY ORMAN 

MICHEAL PESQUEIRA 

JESSICA ROSE RUSSELL 

MAURICIO B. SALAZAR 

DOUGIE SALSBURY 

HECTOR MANUEL SANCHEZ III 

MISTY SCHILLING 

DREDAN SEGUNDO 

LORI L. SMITH 

PAIGE JAYDEN STOUT 

TAYLOR NICOLE THOMPSON 

DAVID THORSON 

MICHAEL TWOHILL 

MATHEW VYBORNY 

JONATHAN D WILLIAMS 

LIANE WILSON 

MORGAN WISE 

JUSTIN ZEHNGUT 

DEVIN JACKSON 

December Remembrance Days  

IAN BEAL ANITA BECERRA  ZACHARY BOSSELER 

MARK CALHOUN, JR. JOHN DALLIES  ELIZABETH DAVIS 

JULIAN DOMBROWSKI KATHRYN EIDE  ZACK EIDE 

JOEL ESPINOSA WENDY FORD  BRIAN FRAZIN 

RYAN GRIFFIN GAMBLE JOHN GEHLEN  DANIEL LEE GEIS 

ALEX GRADIAS CHARLES A. (CJ) GRAHAM MISSY HALL 

RICK IVIE ZACHARY TAYLOR JONES TRAVIS KATHREIN 

ANDREW KEATON SWAIN TAYLOR KOENIG DAVID LESSER 

DANIEL LOWE NICOLE LUBINSKI  KRYSTAL SUE MAEDL 

CLAYTON MATHESON JODI MONNARD  SHAUN MOORE 

JAMIE MULLINS, III AARON NICHOLS  MICHAEL PENA 

JAMISON PESSIN JESSE PLOENSE  JESUS RENE 

BRET RUSSEL ANDY SAUERS  MISTY SCHILLING 

ERIC SCHULTZ JOSHUA SHAME  NICHOLAS SIMS 

KRISTIN SMITH ERIC TAYLOR  MATTHEW TESCHNER 

JULIE ANN VONDERSAAR SUSAN WAYNE  BRIAN WILSON 

TONY WINFIELD    BENJAMIN JOHN LAUX  

RACHEL MICHELLE BENNETT   CASIMIRO MARTIN PALAFOX 

CHRISTOPHER FRANKLIN RICHTER   EDITH LAURAINE WHITSETT 

 GLENN HARRISON WILLIAMS 
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One Little Candle 
 

I lit a candle tonight, in honor of you. 
Remembering your life, and all the times we'd been through. 

Such a small little light the candle made until 
I realized how much in darkness it lit the way. 

All of the tears I've cried in all my grief and pain. 
What a garden they grew, watered with human rain. 

I sometimes can't see beyond the moment, in hopeless despair. 
But then your memory sustains me, in heartaches repair. 

I can wait for the tomorrow, when my sorrows ease. 
Until then, I'll light this candle and let my memories run free. 

 
Sheila Simmons 
TCF Atlanta, GA 

The Compassionate Friends National:  

ONLINE SUPPORT information is available on the National Compassionate Friends 

Website at www.compassionatefriends.org. (NationalOffice@compassionatefriends.org) 

 
The Compassionate Friends offers “virtual chapters” through an Online Support Community 

(live chats). This program was established to encourage connecting and sharing among parents, 

grandparents, and siblings (over the age of 18) grieving the death of a child. The rooms supply 

support, encouragement, and friendship. There are general bereavement sessions as well as more 

specific sessions. 

FACEBOOK GROUPS:    The Compassionate Friends offers a variety of private Facebook 

Groups. These pages are moderated by bereaved parents, siblings, or grandparents, and may not 

be accessed unless a request to join is approved by a moderator. Please click on the link next to 

the group you wish to join and answer the screening questions so they can confirm your request. 

 

Remembrance Cards     To receive remembrance cards for your loved ones birthday month 
and the death anniversary month, sign-up with your complete information, for the memorial 
book (https://www.compassionatefriends.org/find-support/to-the-newly-bereaved/).  

CRISIS HOTLINE INFORMATION 

National Suicide Prevention Lifeline  1-800-273-8255 

Suicide Hotline  1-800-Suicide 

Depression & Crisis Hotline 1-800-784-2433 

The National Institute for Trauma & Loss in Children (TLC)  1-877-306-5256 

 Families Anonymous (Addiction/Recovery) 1-800-736-9805 

Al-Anon Family Groups (Addiction/Recovery) 1-888-425-2666 

Post Partum Depression 1-800-944-4773 

http://www.compassionatefriends.org/
https://www.compassionatefriends.org/find-support/to-the-newly-bereaved/
https://suicidepreventionlifeline.org/
http://suicide.org/
https://www.starr.org/
http://familiesanonymous.org/
http://www.al-anon.alateen.org/
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Do It For Brian 
 

Posted on August 24th, 2021 

Compassionatefriends.org 

 

The quality of one’s life is not determined by 

length but by depth…what that person brought 

to this world while they were here. I can 

proudly say that in the 17 years that my son 

Brian was here on earth that he brought so 

much to so many. 

 

My story began on August 29, 1997, the day I was blessed with this beautiful brown-haired, 

blue-eyed baby boy…the happiest day of my life. Fast forward 17 years later to November 7, 

2014, the day my son was in an auto accident and did not survive. The day my life, as I knew it, 

would be changed…forever. 

 

The day started off like any other morning. I woke up, got ready for work, and woke up Brian for 

school. Brian came downstairs while I was drinking coffee, all wet in his towel, asking me to 

iron his clothes for school that day. I, as usual, said “okay.” As I was ironing his clothes, I had a 

package sitting on the kitchen counter that was delivered the prior evening. New black boots. I 

told Brian, as I was ironing, that he could open the box for me. He opened the box and started 

laughing and says, “Mom, really…these are ugly.” I came into the kitchen and, my God, they 

were. We are both laughing and I burst out into song and sang, “These boots are made for 

walking, and that’s just what they’ll do. One of these days these boots are going to walk all over 

you,” and as I’m singing I’m poking Brian. We’re laughing. As he is laughing, he hugs me and 

says, “I love you.” Looking back now at that morning, I cherish that hug, as it was the last time I 

would ever hug my son. I get in my car, Brian gets in his car, and as I look at him he signs, “I 

love you” with his hands. I signal back. Little did I know that a few hours later Brian would be 

gone. 

 

The following weeks and months, I just did not know how I was going to do this; how to live my 

life without him, as if I even wanted to. Each day was filled with endless crying and the why him 

and how could this happen to such an amazing young man with his entire life in front of him. He 

was supposed to be getting ready to graduate high school in June, not be gone! Brian is my 

world…my life…my purpose. What is life without him? 

 

And then it happened about six months later… the first time I laughed. I paused and thought to 

myself, how can I be laughing? My son is gone and I’m laughing. I felt guilty. But then I realized 

my laughing didn’t mean I have forgotten he was gone. It didn’t make the pain in my heart hurt 

any less. It didn’t make me not miss him any less. What it did mean is that I was still alive and 

that I could miss him, be heartbroken and in pain, but still experience joy. Brian had a mother 

who was full of life. Who was ditzy, funny and who didn’t take life or herself too seriously. 

What kind of mother would I be if he was looking down from heaven watching me deteriorate? 

Brian hated when he saw me upset. I know he would not want me to live the remainder of my 

life in sorrow, every single day. I had to accept joy and happiness again, just like I had to accept 

the sadness and pain. I had to accept that while I was sad and crying that at the same time it was 

okay for me to laugh and enjoy life. Not an easy task to do hand in hand. 

 

It literally is like being on a roller coaster, which is funny because I hate roller coasters. Brian, 

for years, tried to get me on one, but that’s what this journey is like. One minute I can be 
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laughing having a good time, and a couple hours later be on the couch crying because I miss my 

son so much. It took time to accept and truly understand that for me, in my life now, that sadness 

and happiness go hand in hand with each other and that’s okay. It was okay for me to cry, but it 

was also okay for me to laugh. I wasn’t betraying my son or his memory by still enjoying life. 

Because of the relationship I have with my son, the opposite would be true. I would be 

dishonoring him, our relationship, the bond and love we have, if I chose to crawl into a ball, hide 

in a dark room, and let what is the remainder of my life pass me by. 

 

Our love is too deep for me to allow that to happen. The first day I laughed after Brian’s passing 

was the day I realized there was HOPE. 

 

I have learned so much about myself, about death and about love. Prior to that horrible day, I had 

thought I knew all I needed to know about life, love, relationships, and heartbreak. I was wrong. 

The funny thing about death is that it really does not tear two people apart. It never wins. 

 

Here I am, 28 months later, living this life without Brian physically here with me. For 28 

months, I have taken deep breaths, holding onto the strength he left behind for me. 

 

When people ask me how have I made it this long, how have I been able to still be moving 

forward without Brian, my answer is simple……I don’t know. I know that isn’t the answer they 

want to hear, but it is the most honest one. 

 

There are no easy answers after we lose our child. There are no simple directions to follow. You 

do not go through the “stages of grief” after you lose a child and miraculously wake up after the 

last one and say, “Hooray, I made it; I am healed.” This will last a lifetime. 

 

What I can tell you is that I have made it 28 months without Brian because I had no other choice. 

I made a choice to rise. I made a choice to take the tragedy of his death and not have it mean 

everything. His death shakes me to the core. But his life–his life–brings me so much joy and 

smiles. Seventeen years of being his mom is the greatest gift I was ever given. The joy he 

brought to me, the laughs, and the fun memories; the tears, the chats, just everything. There are 

so many moments that could never be taken away from me; they are what I try to focus on daily. 

 

I have shed tears each day for 28 months. In the midst of my pain, I have learned to laugh again. 

I have learned to accept joy, in spite of the pain. I am continuously learning how to navigate 

through this world without my son. I fall…a lot. But I always get back up. 

 

If someone would have told me that I would still be here 28 months later after losing Brian in 

that car accident I would have told them they were crazy. But I am here. I am living; not just 

going through the motions each day. 

 

My dad was right, I would find a new purpose. My purpose was Brian when he was alive. My 

purpose now, funny enough, is still Brian. The greatest lesson that I learned was that I may not 

be a mom in the typical sense as I was before when Brian was here, but I definitely have not 

stopped mothering Brian in the spiritual sense. Death could not change that; through me, he lives 

on…through all that I do for Brian in his name, memory, and honor. This makes me a mom. It 

makes me Brian’s mom. 

 

Because I am Brian’s mom I choose to embrace the laughing, the smiles, and the joy. 

 

Today, like every day, I choose to #doitforbrian. 
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LISA HEATH 

Lisa Heath is a resident of Fayetteville, North Carolina. She is a mom to Brian who resides in 

heaven after losing his life in a car accident. She continues to bring teen awareness of distracted 

driving to her community, as well as keeping Brian’s memory alive through scholarships in 

Brian’s name, volunteer work, her writing, and through her leadership of Finding Light through 

Darkness, which is a group she created that helps other grieving parents. 

 

 

Do it for Chance  

 

As many of you know from meetings, one thing Kenny and I do for Chance is ride in the El Tour 
de Tucson bike ride. Our Scout Troop assisted with an aide station for several years. Chance and 
his friend Andy said that the riders took it too seriously and that they needed to ride it on beach 
cruisers wearing swim trunks and Hawaiian shirts. Chance passed before the duo made this 
trek. 
Kenny told Andy that if he still wanted to ride then he would ride with him. Such began the “El 
Tour de Chance” in 2014. The next year the boys’ high school Sunday school teacher (Robert L.) 
asked to join. In 2019 our group was up to 9. 
The ride did not happen in 2020 due to the virus so 
Kenny and I did our own ride that day. 
This year the El Tour de Tucson is on track to happen the 
Saturday before Thanksgiving. We are registered for the 
57 mile ride. 
Many nonprofits benefit from the El Tour so we are able 
to remember Chance and also support many of the 
organizations he would (especially the animal ones). 
Please be aware of the route if you will be out and about 
that day. Maybe even stop and cheer some of us on.  
I know Chance would be proud of me for doing this since I am not the most athletic person in 
any room. He and I rode our bikes to the mall for a movie a few months before he passed and 
he encouraged his mom on even the slight hills. I always cross the finish line in tears but am still 
always glad to do this for Chance. 
-Diane Allison 

PATHS OF GOLD 
For Sixth Annual Worldwide Candle Lighting December 8th, 2002 

 

Little candle, twinkling bright, 
On this ebon winter night, 
Send aloft your loving light,  
Gravity ignore! 
 
Deliver gleams a õglowing high, 
Thru the clear nocturnal sky, 
Oõer moonbeams dancing nigh, 
To that Open Door! 
 
Neõer forgot, beloved ones, 
Precious daughters; siblings; sons, 

Far too soon their races run, 
Let them hear once more! 
 
Of our prayers and memories, 
ôWay beyond Earthõs wind-swept trees, 
Oõer ten billion galaxies, 
Now, ôtis time to soar! 
 
All the love our hearts can hold, 
Race along these paths of gold, 
Courtesy of candles, bold, 
Shine forever more! 

Vicki Douglas-Otto The Compassionate Friends Tucson, Arizona 
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I thought this picture of the flooding from our 2021 monsoon was a good illustration of the 

waves we often talk about riding in our grief journey. 

(Rillito River west of Craycroft)    -D.A. 
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