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stories, poems, drawings and letters from children who have lost someone they loved
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TREETOPS is the Child Bereavement Group of the Corrymeela Community
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Hello everyone,

Thankyou for all your wonderful letters, poems and drawings; they
contain some lovely memories.
Writing stories and poems and drawing pictures is
areally great way of remembering the person you
lost, and an easy way to express some of the
feelings it's often hard to express. Sharing your
stories and memories through the newsletter
takes courage, and by doing so you are reaching |
out and helping someone else going through

a great gift. We will be sending the gift of your newsletter to
New York, where around 10,000 children were bereaved
on September 11th 2001.

Barbara
(The Editor)

We would like to acknowledge the kind donations from Black Santa,
Victoria Homes & Northern Health & Social Services Trust, which have
made this edition possible.




-~ My Story

I thought it was a bad dream when I was told about my brother Barry. People
were telling me it would be 0.K., but when my cousin told me he was dead, 1 fell
to the ground and cried. Everyone round me was screaming. Barry was just a
young, 11 year old boy who got into everything. Sometimes I think he is going to
walk in from school but then I realise he won't.

That day Barry died a part of me died as well. If Barry was here today [ would tell
him how much I love him. I lay in my bed at night and cry over him. If I had my
own way to get up to heaven I would go and bring him back home to my mummy
and daddy. But I know he would not come back because heaven is a far better
place than this and he knows one day we will all meet again. I loved him so much
and love him even more. Even though he is dead he knows how much I love and
miss him because he's with me every day. I miss you so much Barry - will always

love you. Night night wee angel.
Susan (16)

My Dad

My dad is the best dad in the
whole world. I have about 5
reasons.

Reason 1, is | miss when we
used to play and watch football,
especially Rangers.

Reason 2, is | will miss him
when Christmas and my birthday
come.

Reason 3, [ miss him helping
me with my homework.
Reason 4, 1 miss how he
moaned at me when I got a
punishment exercise.

Reason 5, | miss him always
taking me places and to Rangers
games.

---and a lot more but I r T
can't name them all. “ i
Alan Curvrie (13)

My Dad

My dad was the best dad in the
world. He took me places and
bought me things. The three
main things [ miss about my dad
are, (1) going to sleep beside him
when he came home from work

‘and football, (2) I miss his

company, and (3) it may sound
weird but I miss rowing with
him. Another thing I miss is when
I come in from school and he isn:t
on the computer. When I do my
homework (German- English)he
isn't there saying * this isn't
right’, ‘do this’, ‘change that’,'rub
that out’. I miss him so much.
Diane Currie (11)



f;laby Brother.,

He died slowly and painfully,

It came to me quickly and painfully.
The stones and soil rolled on his
_coffin, just as

The tears rolled down my face.

It was hard on my brother.

He had been away having fun.

For ten minutes what seemed like an
- agony but was a blessing,

' He said nothing.

- He was neither himself nor not
himself,

_;What could he say?

v the hole in my heart is almoé

A Poem for Samuel

It was on a Monday... The 20th of November
A night that we will always remember,

For God he took you to his home,

We know youll never be alone.

We feel at ease ... Just to know,

God thought it was time for you to go,

No more sickness... No more pain,

Gods love ... Dear Samuel ... Is what you'll gain.

Our love for you will never die,

Though still we hurt as we give a sigh,
We comfort each other, :
We miss you Samuel ... A special brother.

Now that you have gone to God,

No more with us you'll play on the quad,
Though Samuel we still play,

And think of you each given day.

Still we see your upturned thumb,
This you did to everyone,

But we know it was just your way,
To wish us all a happy day.

On Gods face ... There's a look of joy,

He's gained our Samuel ... A little boy;,

So all of us ... Who are left behind,

Keep God and Samuel always in your mind.

(Editor's note! Joshua and Aaron's Mum wrote this poem about
their brother Samuel, and the boys read it at a memorial service)

I remember so much.!

People think I won't remember my brother and my Dad who died when I was a
baby, but theyre wrong. I cant remember everything, but [ remember the way
Peter (my brother ) used to hug me and do everything for me. I remember one
time he was crying and I didn't know what to do. I sat and comforted him for a
while and soon he had that big friendly smile spread across his face. I remember
the way my Dad used to carry me on his shoulders. And I remember one night
we all sneaked out to watch some fireworks and we left him in bed. | remember
the way he tickled me, cuddled me, played with me, hugged me, but most of all

loved me!

Sarah OBrien (13)




My Granny

My Gran's hame was Irene. She was gentle and kind. She loved makeup
and she loved, I mean LOVED big long earrings like my Mum. She liked
clothes with sparkles and diamonds. She had loads of makeup: she

~ had 52 lipsticks, 81 blushers and lots more, but if [ keep telling you I
would fill the whole book. Anyhow her earrings were no longer than
shoulder length. Everybody knew my Granny and if you don't, you will
soon because this book holds information and secrets that have never
been revealed. So here we go. It all started when | was at home in my
Spice Girls office when the phone rang. My Mum answered it but I
went into the kitchen. First I thought she was laughing, but when I
walked out of the kitchen I saw that she was crying. She told us that
Granny had spuds on and my cousin Kenny who
used to live there smelled something burning.

He walked in to say ‘ Granny, your spuds are

burning’, but it was too late, she had tried to
put the fire on. But the Doctor said that she
died happy and in peace because when she was :
lying dead with coal everywhere she had a smile 7 z

on her face, as she always had.
Rochelle Dale (7)

My Dad

My dad was the most wonderful dad in the world. I can remember

him always being there for me when I needed him. I can remember
him by 4 things. They are, going to play football, helping me with my
homework every night after school helping him with the computer.
Also when I got knocked down, he came to see me

every day. The best Christmas or birthday that

anyone could give me is for my dad to come back

because I miss so much. I think about my dad

every day:.

Emma Currie (15)



L ,aYYIIéYl They m1ght be playmg football, watching TV and having fun.
Jade (9) & Colin (7) Walsh

My Dadog/

Anget My Uncle Damien

Problem Page

P You have shared a few of your worries and
questions that maybe all of you would like
an answer to. Don't be afraid to ask- we may
just be of some help. Here are a few of the
worries youve told us about.

W. I'm really angry that the Doctors at the
hospital couldnt make my Mum better. Why
can't they stop people from dying?

_ A. Many times Doctors are able to stop
- someone dying. Sometimes however, even
- though they have tried their best, a person
- dies. This is because they were too badly

- hurt or ill and important parts of their ,
bodies couldn't be fixed and just stopped |
. working. Doctors also help people live long,
. healthy lives. There are new discoveries in
medicine everyday, which means Doctors
can help people live much longer than they
. did when your grandparents were children.
You feel angry at the moment. Just

. remember the Doctors tried very hard to

W. My Mum told me that my Granny just
~ died in her sleep, and now I'm terrified to go
~ tobed at night. Is death like sleeping?

. A.No. When we sleep our bodies are resting

50 we will have lots of energy for the next

. day. When we die our bodies stop working

. completely. Your Granny went to sleep to get
| rest but then her body just stopped working;
| it could just as easily have stopped working
. while she was awake. Please don't be afraid

| to go to bed, you need your sleep!

e TS




The Indian people of Guatemala in South America believe it is best to share your worries.To help them do
this they often use worry dolls which are kept in a little pouch or a special box.They remove one doll for
each worry, tell the doll their trouble and put it under their pillows. They believe that while they are
sleeping the dolls will try to solve the problem. :

Below are your very own worry dolls. Colour and decorate them, then cut them out ~ they're waiting! As
there are only six dolls, you are only allowed six worries a day! Sleep well.

Book Review

Grandma’s Bill vy martin waddell
£499 Published by Macdonald Young Books

Young Bill visits his Grandma and together they look through an old photograph album, full
of photos of his Grandpa Bill, as a baby, as a boy, and grown up. Bill and his Grandma look at
the pictures of the past and the present, and discover the reassuring sense of continuity
and security they bring.

Written with warmth and beautifully illustrated, this is a lovely book.



BAGKPAGE

Treetops is a support programme for

small groups of children who have
experienced a sudden death in the family.
It provides the opportunity to meet and
share with other children who have had a
similar experience. We use art, drama,
puppets, games, songs and stories during
our time together.

Treetops groups are for children between
8 and 12 years old. Parents are asked to
come too and meet separately. Groups
meet for six consecutive weeks.

If you think you would like to attend one of
our groups or just find out more, please
send for our leaflet and application form
to Treetops, Corrymeela House, 8 Upper
Crescent, Belfast BT7 INT

Kl’m really angry
with the hospital
for not making
him better.

The subscription is £3.00 for 3 issues



