
Bi-monthly newsletter of the Waccamaw SC Chapter 
Serving Georgetown, Horry & Brunswick Counties 

March— April 2009 

    Page 1 

A Self-Help Non-Profit Organization for Families Who Are Grieving the Death of a Child 

Unbroken Dreams 
 I grew up believing in dreams. As a child, 
my dream was to some day have children. I re-
member looking into the night sky and believing 
angels were watching over my unborn babies until 
it was time for them to become a part of my 
life.  Years later, when I first learned I was going 
to have a baby, I wanted to stop strangers on the 
street and tell them. I was absolutely filled with 
love. 
 I was in disbelief when months later my 
baby boy died soon after his birth. I felt the first 
crack in my dream, and thought my twenty-five-
year-old heart would break. The love which had 
filled my heart so completely had suddenly turned 
into emptiness, and I was touched with the reality 
that life is too brief and fragile. 
 My second little boy was born the next 
year, also prematurely, and like his brother before 
him, he lived only a short time. It was a different 
place, a different time, but the same deep heart-
ache and darkness returned to my world. A part of 
me had died with each of these babies, and there 
were no words to explain how I felt. I kept my 
heart closed, my feelings unshared, and my silent 
hurt buried deep inside. 
 I had not yet learned that from every loss 
there is something gained. Living through the loss 
of a child can lead us to a deeper knowledge of 
life’s gifts, and a kind of strength we never knew 
we had. The time came when I could no longer 
dwell on questions which had no answers, and I 
searched for insight and a right of passage to 
change my focus toward positive memories and 
feelings. My healing began when I realized I could 
not have felt this sadness about losing my babies 
unless I had first been blessed with the joy of lov-
ing and wanting them. The real emptiness in my 
heart would have been never having had them at 
all. 
 As I worked through my grief, I was begin-
ning to learn some of life’s lessons. The pain of 
losing someone we love, especially a child, never 
really leaves us, for it is a part of our lives that will 
always be unfinished and unexplained.  

 
It’s never easy to accept the unfairness of life, 
and yet it touches us all. And sometimes, only 
because life has touched us in this way, do we 
become more aware of its wonder and the pure 
blessing life gives us. 
 I came to understand that each time I had 
allowed myself to love, it meant taking a risk. And 
each time I had reached for a dream also meant 
taking a risk. I knew the only way I could live life 
fully was to let go of the emptiness and become 
unafraid to risk again. 
 I promised myself that I would let love 
back into my heart, for it is much too precious a 
gift to waste, and my days and nights too pre-
cious to be covered with sadness. I began to 
cherish life even more. 
 My third baby son was born the next year, 
and two years later, my baby daughter. Both 
again premature, but thanks to God, a wonder-
fully dedicated pediatrician, and advanced medi-
cal technology, they survived. Their hospital 
stays were long and filled with frightening mo-
ments, but in spite of the odds that faced them, 
they clung tightly to life. Months later when they 
came home, I slowly found I was mending my 
broken dreams with the love I was giving to 
them. And I was beginning a new dream. 
  
 Many years have passed, yet the thought 
of unfairness still comes, and I still feel my tears 
when I think of my first two babies, or when I 
hear of precious children being abused and ne-
glected. This is when I remember the lessons I 
have learned and, instead of dwelling on loss, I 
strive to embrace the hope I know is real. I now 
give my love and support to organizations that 
dedicate themselves to the lives of children and 
to mending their broken dreams. Giving of myself 
is the only way I can ever give back the blessings 
life has given me. 
 
 We all have something to give, and it is 
through this act of giving and risking to love 
again, that we ultimately find a way to heal.   

Cont’d page 5 
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A Self-help Non-Profit Support Organization for Families Who 

Are Grieving the Death of a Child 

  WHAT’S IT ALL ABOUT 
 

The Compassionate Friends is a self-help international 
organization offering friendship and understanding to 
bereaved parents and siblings.  We meet on the first Tues-
day of each month at 6:45 P.M. at the Grand Strand Senior 
Center. The next meetings will be March 3 and April 7.  If 
you are reading this newsletter for the first time you may 
find it very difficult to come and share your grief. Please 
know that there will be others present who are ready to lis-
ten and understand what you are going through. Try it. It 
may help.  You need not walk alone. 

The chapter newsletter is normally published every other 
month and mailed to those in their first year of grief.  We 
hope that it brings comfort to those who read it.  If you wish 
to remain on the mailing list after that period you may do so 
by attending a meeting or sending a love donation.  The 
distribution of the chapter newsletter is solely dependent 
upon love gifts. 

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 become 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 the forgotten mourners that we sometimes 
are, but to walk together to face our tomorrows as  
 

Surviving Siblings of The Compassionate Friends. 

National Office • P.O. Box 3696 • Oak Brook IL • 60522-3696 • Toll Free 877-969-0010 Å Fax (630)990-0246 

E-mail: nationaloffice@compassionatefriends.org Å Web site: www.compassionatefriends.org 

Waccamaw Chapter Web site: www.compassionatefriendsmb.com 

OUR CREDO 
 

We need not walk alone. We are The 
Compassionate Friends. We reach out to 
each other with understanding and with 
hope. Our children have died at all ages 
and from many different causes, but our 
love for our children unites us. Your pain 
becomes my pain just as your hope 
becomes my hope....But whatever hope we 
bring to this gathering of the 
Compassionate Friends, it is pain we will 
share just as we will share with each other 
our love for our children. We are all seeking 
and struggling to build a future for 
ourselves, but we are committed to building 
that future together as we reach out to each 
other in love and share the pain as well as 
the joy, the anger as well as the peace, the 
faith as well as the doubts, and help each 
other to grieve as well as to grow. 
 

We need not walk alone. 
We are the Compassionate Friends. 

Chapter Leader/Meeting Facilitator: 

 Marie Peeling, (843)903-4466 

Horry County Telephone Contact: 

  Ren & Anna Cherven, (843)272-3930 

Georgetown County Telephone Contact: 

  Cheryl Isaac, (843)237-5054 

Regional Coordinator: 

 Julia Muirhead, (864) 292-9204 

Secretary: 

 Jane Alirie, (843) 293-1189  

Email:   angelinmyheartcf@aol.com  

Newsletter Editor: 

  Vonda Cox, (843)602-5226 

  email: slunkie724@yahoo.com 

Newsletter Reproduction: 

  Emergency Services Administration,    

  Grand Strand Regional Medical Center 

Webmaster: 

Jason Mullins 

  email: admin@compassionatefriendsmb.com  
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National Office Announcements 

Grief Support After the Death of a 

Child 

 The mission of The Compassion-
ate Friends is to assist families 
toward the positive resolution of 
grief following the death of a child 
of any age and to provide informa-
tion to help others be supportive. 
 The Compassionate Friends is a 
national nonprofit, self-help sup-
port organization that offers 
friendship, understanding, and 
hope to bereaved parents, grand-
parents and siblings. There is no 
religious affiliation and there are 
no membership dues or fees.                
 The secret of TCF's success is 
simple: As seasoned grievers 
reach out to the newly bereaved, 
energy that has been directed in-
ward begins to flow outward 
and both are helped to heal. The 
vision of The Compassionate 
Friends is that everyone who 
needs us will find us and every-

one who finds us will be helped.  

Cont’d from column 1 

The fourth conference speaker has not yet been announced. 

 wŜǎŜǊǾŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŀǘǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ¢/CΩǎ ƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ Ŏƻƴπ
ference are being accepted by the Doubletree Hotel Portland 
where the conference will be held. TCF has negotiated for a 
large block of rooms at a special price for those attending the 
conference. Rate is $129 per room per night in several differ-
ent configurations. As always, we suggest that you make res-
ervations early to avoid disappointment. To reserve online, 
visit reservations. You may also call the Doubletree Hotel at 1
-503-281-6111 and receive the negotiated price, but you 
must identify yourself as attending The Compassionate 
Friends National Conference. The rooms are available at this 
special rate for those staying the nights of August 5-August 9. 
Last day for reservations, if rooms are still available, will be 
July 4. 
  
 This information may be accessed on line at: 
www.compassionatefriends.org 
 

2009  

National Conference  

in Portland 

 

 Candy Lightner, the dynamic founder of 
Mothers Against Drunk Drivers (MADD) has agreed to 
be a keynote speaker at the 2009 TCF National Con-
ference in Portland, Oregon August 7-9.   

 /ŀƴŘȅΩǎ мо ȅŜŀǊ-old daughter Cari was struck 
by a vehicle from behind and killed May 3, 1980, as 
she walked down a quiet street. The hit-and-run 
driver had four previous drunk driving convictions and 
had served virtually no time in jail. Candy went from 
being a divorced mother selling real estate to a 
έŎǊǳǎŀŘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎŀǳǎŜΣέ ǘŜǎǘƛŦȅƛƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƭŜƎƛǎƭŀǘǳǊŜǎΦ 
Obsessed with her crusade, Candy, with friends, 
started MADD, which has grown to more than 600 
chapters and three million members throughout the 
United States and at least four other countries. 
Among the many accomplishments of MADD was the 
successful lobbying to raise the legal drinking age to 
21 in 1984, which is estimated to save approximately 
800 lives annually. TCF is pleased to have Candy Light-
ner joining with our featured keynote speakers in 
Portland, Oregon. 

 Besides Candy Lightner, the conference will 
feature keynoters Reg and Maggie Green and  Mich-
ele Longo Eder. Reg and Maggie are the parents of 
Nicholas Green, the seven-year-old American boy who 
was shot and killed by highway bandits in Italy in 
1994. Their decision to donate his organs to seven 
Italians became a major news story around the world, 
spawning thousands of organ donations in Italy (a 
country where organ donations were virtually un-
ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ ōŜŦƻǊŜ bƛŎƘƻƭŀǎΩ ŘŜŀǘƘύ ŀƴŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
world. This remarkable story was made into a CBS 
movie of the week called The Nicholas Effect. 

 Michele Longo Eder is author of Salt in our 
Bloodτ¢ƘŜ ƳŜƳƻƛǊ ƻŦ ŀ CƛǎƘŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ ²ƛŦŜ. Michele, 
an accomplished lawyer, started journaling what daily 
life was like for her while her husband and sons were 
commercial fishing off the coasts of Oregon, Washing-
ton, and northern California. Never did she dream 
that her journaling would include the account of a 
personal tragedy that struck just before Christmas 
2001.  

Cont’d next column 

http://doubletree.hilton.com/en/dt/groups/personalized/RLLC-DT-CF9-20090805/index.jhtml
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You need not walk alone.  

A MOMENT WITH MARIE  

Our picnic this year will be held at the Myrtle Beach Train 
Depot on Sunday, May 24, 2009 from 3-6 PM 

We will be having Fire House subs to eat. 
There will be a nominal charge per family to cover the cost 

of the rental of the Train Depot and to cover food which 
will include a drink and chips.  If you would like to bring a 
dessert, please let Jenny Tier (215-2745) or Vonda (602-
5226) know.  We need for you to RSVP so that we do not 

go over budget.  We realize that this is Memorial Day 
weekend, however, June runs into Sun Fun Week at the 
beach, and the facilities that we previously used are not 
ideal at this time.  Thanks for your support.  If you have 

any suggestions for games, please let us know. 

OMMISSION 
We’re sorry that  

Philip Michael Chevren’s birthday was  
Omitted from January birthdays. 

 
January 3, 1967 

 ATTENTION!! 
 If you have not attended a meeting in the 
last 12 months or more, or made a love donation 
in the last twelve months or more - this will be 
your last newsletter! 

Please do not - 
 
        put bird seed in the basket on the statue 
        tie anything to the benches or statue 
        put tape on a paver unless you have called Jane to 
reserve a paver 
        put anything on the statue or pedestal - unless it's 
your month to do so 
  
Members have volunteered to decorate the pedestal and 
statue on different months.  The months of August and 
September are still available.  If you would like to volun-
teer, please call Marie (903-4466)or Jane (293-1189).  We 
have a fund set up for this purpose. 

LIBRARY NEWS 
Just for your information, we have a library from 

which we loan books at no charge to Compassionate 
Friends members.  Many times, especially when our 
grief is so raw and fresh, it helps to have someone to 

be able to articulate what we are feeling.  These 
books are here for your use and have either been 
donated or purchased by the Chapter.  Please re-

member that if you have books out, that they need to 
be returned so that others may read them. 

Please do - 
 
     visit the memorial 
    decorate your child's paver 
    water any plants that need watering 
    remove dead flowers from the vases 
    sweep any debris off the pavers 
    pavers can be cleaned using a ration of 1 part bleach             
     To 10 parts water (This can be premixed and taken  
      With you in a gallon jug) 

Thanks for doing your part to help us keep our Childrens’ Memorial beautiful! 

~Tears are the silent language of grief ~ 
Voltaire 

 
~ Every one can master a grief but he that has it ~  

William Shakespeare 

Please 

If you would like your child(ren)ôs name  

Acknowledged in the newsletter,  

Make sure that you have filled out the form on Page 7 

We regret that we are unable to publish 

His/her name without written permission. 



 
 Cont’d from Page 1 

 We all have something to give, and it is 
through this act of giving and risking to love again, 
that we ultimately find a way to heal. Often we un-
cover sacred gifts of our own just by listening to oth-
ers who are hurting, or by holding someone’s hand 
and letting them know we care. Each of us has a 
story, and each of us feels alone with our heartache. 
Yet we are never truly alone when we let ourselves 
be unafraid to share our feelings, and to give what is 
in our hearts. Sharing connects us and makes us 
realize how much people need one another in this 
world. 
 I still look up into the night sky sometimes 
and think about those two little boys that were with 
me for such a short while. And sometimes I find my-
self wondering what they would be like today if they 
could have grown up with their brother and sister. 
Then I remember that although they are with the an-
gels, in some wonderful way they are still with me — 
because love never dies. It is the strength we carry 
with us forever. 
 

Written by Flavia Weedin  
copyright Weedin Family Trust – All rights reserved  

(Reprint permission granted to TCF)  
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IF ONLY'S 
  

All the little words and deeds, seemed so unimportant 

at the time 

Now come rushing back, playing havoc in my mind. 

Taunting us with feelings that we didn't do enough 

Words left unspoken. 

undone deeds and other countless stuff. 

The weight of guilt is heavy, and threatens to wear us 

down 

As it parades through our minds, never making a 

sound. 

All the things we would say, all the deeds we would 

do. 

But we can not bring it back, 

correct the wrongs we think we've done 

As we slowly replay them in our minds, 

over and over one by one. 

Guilt is a poison that tears us apart 

Leaving us empty with an aching hurting heart. 

If our child were here I know what they would say. 

"Mom, Dad don't do this, don't let guilt have it's way. 

You did the very best you could, you truly gave your 

all 

So don't let guilt rob you, don't for it's lies do fall. 

All you did  you did with love, and your best at 

the  time 

So  don't let guilt  steal that, don't let it haunt you 

mind." 

But we are but human, and never satisfied 

And good is never good enough no matter how we try. 

There will always be hindsight, 

things we wished we'd done 

And guilt is always waiting 

to point out each and every one. 

We must not let guilt consume us, 

get a foothold in our mind 

For it is poison to us, and treats us so unkind. 

For love should have no regrets, no sorrow to look 

back on 

Love is the greatest give we have to give, 

 so guilt does not belong 

  

TCF Atlanta  Area Chapters  .... Spring 2004 

~There is no grief like the grief that does not speak~ 

Inner Tempest Stilled 

By Beenie Legato 

Sometimes I sense a little flutter. 

Like a shadow swiftly slipping by. 

Or I hear a silent, gentle murmur. 

Like a soft whisper from out the sky. 

Sometimes... I hear you call my name, 

Or clearly see your face before me. 

And I feel that you are with me still. 

Then peacefully... I come to know 

As I am thinking happy thoughts of you 

You, my son, are thinking of me too. 

Loving memories fill my aching heart. 

As dreaming dreams of what could be. 

Or might have been, if you were here. 

Until the piercing pain of losing you 

Comes tumbling down on trembling fear. 

And clearly once again I hear you say, 

"But Mom…What if I had never been. 

You could not then in LOVE remember me." 
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I never thought I could go on living when 

you died, but I did  
I never thought I would survive after 

burying you, but I did. I never thought I'd 
get through those first days, weeks, and 

months, but I did  
I never thought I'd be able to endure the 
first anniversary of your death, but I did.  

I never thought I'd let myself love my new 
grandchild, but I have.  

I never thought tomorrow would be differ-
ent, but it was.  

I never though I'd stop crying for a day, 
but I have.  

I never thought I'd sing again, but I have.  
I never thought the pain would "soften" 

but it has.  
I never thought I'd care if the sun   shone 

again, but I do.  
I never thought I'd ever entertain again, 

but I have.  
I never thought I'd be able to control my 

grief. but I can.  
I never thought   I could function without 

medication again, but I can.  
I never thought I'd smile again, but I do.  
I never thought I'd laugh out loud again, 

but I do.  
I never thought I'd look forward to tomor-

row, but I do.  
I never thought I'd   reconcile your death, 

but I have.  
I never thought I'd be able to create that 

"new   normal" ,but I have  
I never thought I'd want to go on living 
after you died, but I do. Always missing 
you, always loving you, and thinking of 
you daily with a smile on my face and 

tears on my heart.  
  

Author Unknown  

AFTER SOME TIME - IT IS STILL 
OKAY TO CRY? 
  
 It seems to be acceptable to go for counsel-
ing or therapy during the early months of grief. But 
what happens after a certain amount of time has 
passed and you feel yourself being ―ambushed‖ by 
the first raw feelings of grief? Most people think you 
should just ―buck up‖ and look around you and 
count the blessings you have left.  These are 
worthy and meritorious attitudes, but sometimes 
they are simply unattainable, at least for a little 
while. We have lost MUCH when we lost our child. 
Sometimes we have to remind ourselves that it is 
okay to relapse, that there is nothing wrong with us 
when we feel alone and sad, that there is no shame 
in backtracking to the dark recesses of grief, for it is 
in those times when we give way to the hurt and 
pain that we acknowledge how MUCH our child con-
tinues to matter to us.  
 We sometimes have to allow ourselves 
―space‖ to be sad and permission to cry over the 
simple sadness of no longer having our child with 
us. They MATTERED to us. They still do. WE CON-
TINUE to remember them, to love them, and to miss 
them. ―IT IS STILL OKAY TO CRY.‖ 
  
 May each of you weep tears of release for 
the child that you so deeply continue to love and 
miss. 
  
 With the deepest respect and compassion 
for my fellow grievers, 

 Faye McCord, TCF/ Jackson , MS  

What is a memory? 
 
It is the faculty of beholding the golden rays 
of the sunset after the night has fallen. 
It is the ability to bear in mind the sweet mel-
ody after the instruments have ceased play-
ing. 
It is a conversation with someone who can no 
longer speak and seeing a smile on a face no 
longer here. 
By Karen Russell  
National Grief Support Services  
help@griefsupportservices.org and 
www.griefsupportservices.org 

~ Grief teaches the steadiest minds to waver. ~  

Sophocles 

~If you re going through hell, keep go-

ing.~ 

  ~Winston Churchill~  

mailto:help@griefsupportservices.org
http://www.griefsupportservices.org
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LOVE GIFTS 

     A Love Gift is a gift of money to 

Compassionate Friends.  It is usually 

in memory of a child who has died, 

but can also be from individuals to 

honor a relative or close friend., a gift 

of thanksgiving that their own chil-

dren are alive and well—or simply a 

gift from someone who wants to help 

in the work of The Compassionate 

Friends. 

     The distribution of the chapter 

newsletter is solely dependent upon 

love gifts. 

     If you would like to have your 

child’s name added to our list, we re-

quest that you complete & return the 

form below.  A love gift is not re-

quired, but please consider one as a 

memorial to your child. 

CHILD’SNAME        NAME                 BIRTHDATE 
Robert Quaranto         son of Louise Maiorino       03/04/52 
Lynne Friedman         daughter of Annette & Richie Krapf     03/04/65 
Sandra Lee Thatcher  daughter of Sharon Thatcher              03/05/55 
Sarah Jayne Otte       daughter of Earl & Doris Otte               03/15/75 
Christopher John Peckham son of Annette & Richie Krapf     03/25/74 
Matthew Steven Isel    son of Michael & Beth Isel                  04/12/82 
Matthew James Natle  son of Charon Hill Natle                      04/14/79 
Daniel John Fallone, Jr. son of Daniel & Marion Fallone, Sr.  04/15/68 
Joey Tindall                  son of Joseph & Bobbi Tindall            04/23/53 
Jennifer Marie Highsmith daughter of Frankie & Barry            04/24/80 
Max Thomas Lamar Glazier son of Michael & Laura Glazier   04/28/91 

CHILD’SNAME           NAME                 DATE OF LOSS 
Jennifer Marie Highsmith  daughter of Barry & Frankie            03/15/04 
Jacqueline Denise Simoes daughter of Linda Montgomery      03/16/06 
Keith Shapiro       son of Marie Peeling                            03/24/97 
Jodi-Anne Conte  daughter of Theresa Adinolph                       03/24/04 
Robert Cowan    son of Ronald & Katheryn Cowan                   03/25/99 
Daniel John Fallone Jr. son of Daniel & Marion Fallone Sr.       03/2708 
Keith Horton                 son of Patricia Skipper                       04/12/07    
Lynne Friedman          daughter of Annette & Richie Krapf        04/15/06 
Joey Tindall             son of Joseph & Bobbie Tindall                  04/21/06 

Memorial Love Gifts 
The following gifts have been received since the last newsletter 

A butterfly has been added in loving memory to The Wall of Love on our website: 
www.compassionate friendsmb.com 

Jake Gagnon, son of Michelle Hall-Gagnon Matthew F. Natle, son of Charon A. Hill-Natle 
Ralph Ielfield, son of Reed & Margie Ielfield Christopher Peckham's birthday, son of Annette & Richie Krapf 

Danny Harbert, son of Virginia Jenkins Stephen Vaughn, Mc Tailor's Alterations & Boutique 
Daniel John Fallone, Jr., son of Dan & Marion Fallone, Sr. Cory Snyder, grandson of Barbara Snyder 

Keith Horton, son of Patricia Skipper Philip Cherven, son of Anna & Ren Cherven 
Paul Schabot, son of Barbara Schabot Light Kinney, son of Mr. & Mrs. William L. Kinney, Jr. 

 Courtney Nicole Cornwell's birthday, daughter of Portia Cornwell Janis Murray, daughter of Nadine Murray  
And St. Paul’s Episcopal Church 

As stated before if you have previously donated a love gift, you do not need to complete the form.  We will 
continue your child’s name in our active file. Please accept our apologies if we include or omit a name in 

error.  Let us know so that we may make the necessary correction. 

NAME: __________________________________________________________ 
ADDRESS: _______________________________________________________ 
                    _______________________________________________________ 
TELEPHONE: _____________________________________________________ 
LOVE GIFT ENCLOSED: $ ____________  IN MEMORY OF: 
CHILD’S NAME _______________________________________ 
BIRTHDATE: ______________ DATE OF LOSS: _____________ 
 
Please include my child(ren) as listed above in “Our Children Remem-
bered” list as published  in the newsletter.  _____YES    _____NO 
Return this form to Jane Alirie, Secretary/Treasurer, 706 Bonnie Drive, Myrtle Beach, SC  
29588 
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P.O. Box 2893 
Myrtle Beach, SC  29578 

THE SHIP OF LIFE 

by John T. Baker 

 

Along the shore I spy a ship 

As she sets out to sea; 

She spreads her sails and sniffs the breeze 

And slips away from me. 

I watch her fading image shrink, 

As she moves on and on, 

Until at last she’s but a speck, 

Then someone says, “She’s gone.” 

Gone where? Gone only from our sight 

And from our farewell cries; 

That ship will somewhere reappear 

To other eager eyes. 

Beyond the dim horizon’s rim 

Resound the welcome drums, 

And while we’re crying, “There she goes!” 

They’re shouting, “Here she comes!” 

We’re built to cruise for but a while 

Upon this trackless sea 

Until one day we sail away 

Into infinity.  


