
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 
Dear All, 
 

I trust you all had a good Christmas and that 2016 
will be a good and special year for each one of you. 
I am aware that these special celebratory times are 
not easy for many of us but I do trust that you were 
able to have a good holiday break with family and 
friends and gain strength and hope from them. 
 

The New Year begins and with it all the expectations 
and promises that it holds. May you find the strength 
and support that you will need to face this year. 
 

As a charity we have a lot to do this year with new 
support groups starting and two new projects 
underway. We are hoping to start a Forum this year 
and a special outreach for men which you can read 
about below. I know this will encourage you. 
 

Thank you for all your support, both financially and 
in your hours of volunteering throughout the past 
year. We appreciate every one of you, and thank 
you. 
 

I trust this year is a good one for all of us. 
Best wishes, 
Ann 

 
The ‘Engaging Men’ Programme Gets the Green 
Light for National Roll-out 
 

As pioneer and initiator of the ‘Engaging Men 
Programme’, I am delighted it has received the 
support of the Trustees, which was a prerequisite of 
its being made available to all SOBS groups 
nationally. I expect the national roll-out to be 
launched in early Spring 2016. 
 

The idea came to me as I reflected on the fact that 
there were almost always significantly more females 
than males at our monthly meetings, even though 
men talked about their male partners, brothers, 
friends or colleagues, who clearly needed help, but 
were reluctant to attend the attached traditional style 
of meeting. I researched all groups nationally and 
found that every single one who replied had the 
same gender imbalance.  
 
There are, of course, reasons for that imbalance 
other than male reluctance to attend, but I detected 
a need which might be addressed in a different way. 
So it was that the concept of the SOBS-Gloucester 

‘Engaging Men’ programme was born. Realising 
that I could do nothing without some funding to 
purchase activities, or events, I applied to the 
Gloucester Grants Awarding body and was granted 
£996 Red Nose Day cash of the £1,000 for which I 
had applied. The active nature of the programme is 
designed in recognition of the fact that males talk 
more readily ‘shoulder-to-shoulder’ than ‘face-to-
face’. Sample activities may include sport 
(active/watching), walking, hands-on skills, 
photography, music/theatre performances, 
transport, gardening and so on. I try to make the 
programme bespoke to the interests of the males 
who come forward. So far we have gone crown 
green bowling; saw a rugby world cup game in 
Cardiff and had a walk with lunch provided. Future 
plans include Premiership football and golf. The 
primary goal is to seek to engage the ‘hard to reach’ 
males, for whom something different is needed as a 
means of involvement, but I have already noticed 
the value which the programme provides for those 
males who are fairly regular at SOBS meetings as 
well. 
 

All SOBS groups nationally are invited to adopt the 
‘Engaging Men’ programme to operate at local level. 
You just need at least one male willing to initiate and 
lead it, apply for local funding and then construct and 
implement your own programme of activities, or 
events. In Gloucester, I just plan six such events in 
a year, which fits my time schedule and the current 
level of demand. Local programmes could be 
adjusted to local needs. 
 

For my part, what I am offering to local groups is 
support and advice in applying for funding – I can 
make available to you all the papers I had to 
construct in order to complete the application 
process. This should greatly ease the process for 
you. Once a local group has secured the funding, 
the programme construction is up to you, as well as 
its management and monitoring. I am not seeking to 
become a central administrator, but just a facilitator 
and initiator, so that as many groups as wish can set 
up their own programme. When the launch takes 
place, I will make available my contact details and, 
if you are interested, you can take it from there. 
 

Watch this space, as well as the website and your 
emails as further information is made available. 
 
Steve Carter – Lead Gloucester Engaging Men 
Programme
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I am left with a lot of what ifs and if onlys 
 

Mark was just a young man when he resolved to end 
his life on 11 January 2012. As a parent one does 
not expect to outlive their children and for Anita 
Palmer she has been left with a lot of unanswered 
questions. The following is taken from when she 
spoke with Darling Magazine about her anguish and 
how she will never come to terms with her loss but 
keeps going for her family. 
 

“Mark had been estranged from us for some time 
which was heart-breaking – he wasn’t homeless – 
he always had a home here but there were several 
spells when he wasn’t in contact. Prior to his death 
he was supported by the York Road Project (YRP) 
where he had been in and out of care. He was 
persuaded to see a Doctor. Through them he was 
accommodated in a flat. 
 

In September 2011 Mark was diagnosed with 
schizophrenia. He contacted us straight away to let 
us know and came home. Between six months or so 
of his diagnosis and his death he spent periods of 
time in hospital when he had a crisis, at home with 
us and at his flat. It was in his flat that he died. There 
were no warning bells and he had never, to our 
knowledge, tried to take his life previously. I had 
tried to contact him for a couple of days, as had his 
friends and those from YRP. When we realised that 
no-one had seen him or heard from him, the police 
were called and they broke into his flat. That’s when 
he was found. 
 

My husband broke the devastating news to me, at 
first I felt utter disbelief. It was as if I had been 
stabbed. It was awful; the worst day of my life. It was 
hard to relay the dreadful news to the immediate 
family and something that I felt I had to do face-to-
face. We could not have told them the news over the 
phone. 
 

Mark left no messages or notes for anyone. I find it 
hard to comprehend why he left no explanation for 
his actions because he was wonderful with words. 
He had been to a party just a few days beforehand 
and no-one suspected a thing. 
 

When Mark began treatment for his illness, I thought 
he had conquered it. I don’t blame myself but I have 
a lot of what ifs and if onlys. As a child he was 
hyperactive. He was artistic and creative and went 
on to complete a fine arts degree. He also loved 
drama and gymnastics. We shared the same zany, 
mad sense of humour and were on the same 
wavelength – we had a wonderful bond. 
 

As a family we each grieve in our own way. My 
husband is more reticent than I am. I try not to let 
Mark’s death impact on my life by keeping busy and 
socialising. I find myself crying a lot at songs, at TV 
programmes – anything that triggers off a memory. 
Maybe because I’m a nurse, dealing with death is a 
little easier but not when it comes to dealing with the 
loss of your own son. Time doesn’t heal. You don’t 

forget – different anniversaries and important dates 
can catch you off guard. There’s a stigma attached 
to suicide – not all my friends have behaved as we 
would have hoped, yet others have really stepped 
up to the plate. 
 

As the years go by I have lost contact with his friends 
from school and university – but I wish I did have 
contact with them – I’d love to hear their 
reminiscences of Mark. He was alive for 25 years 
and it would be nice to know that people remember 

him. I’ve got my 
memories though. Our 
house is on a hill and 
once when I was 
mowing the lawn, lost 
in my own world, he 
approached me from 
behind and startled me 

as he shouted “ta dah!” it made me jump and there 
he was, smiling broadly. I always feel close to him 
when I’m cutting the grass. I also have a painting he 
did on the side of the garden shed that I can see 
from the house. It’s a constant reminder of Mark and 
his talent. 
 

I went for counselling with Cruse Bereavement Care 
for almost a year after Mark died and they put me in 
touch with Survivors of Bereavement by Suicide. I’m 
the only member of my family that goes to the 
monthly meeting – I miss it if I don’t go. Everyone 
there understands where you are coming from. I can 
speak openly without fear of upsetting loved ones 
and it gives me comfort. 
 

After such a life-changing event I strongly believe 
that one has to accept that you are going to be 
different. BUT, you need to find your own way of 
dealing with your grief – you should not be ashamed 
– help is available and is invaluable.  
 
Life Goes on 
Submitted By Anita Palmer 
 
 

Bro - Sis 
 

On 8th April 2011, my brother Martin wrote to me: 
“I haven’t moved a step forward in seven years. 
TIME for a CHANGE.” 
 

But on 15th December of the same year my brother 
hanged himself, aged 27. I still find it beyond surreal 
to put those words in a sentence. His death was not 
ruled as a ‘suicide’, but to me the method chosen, 
the serious and uncharacteristic nature of it, implied 
that he had thought of this deeply. 
 

Losing Martin to suicide has been about multiple 
losses all in one go, everything from the physical 
being to my own personality traits, to abstract 
notions such as ‘trust’, to familial roles. I have 
experienced loss-of-limbs nightmares, mirages on 
airplanes, immense guilt and situation re-livings. I 
have felt like part of me has been shot out, though 



the pain of this is now receding a little. There are 
expectations surrounding the emotions we are 
supposed to feel and display when it comes to 
death; with a suicide though there are intricate levels 
of emotions at play. It is seriously unpleasant, but 
nonetheless true, to say that I spent much time in a 
state of fury specifically directed at my brother.  
 
Most significant is that the manner of his death not 
only took him, but the violence of it almost 
eradicated my pre-2011 memories of him; 
everything became ‘my brother’, ‘depression’ and 
‘suicide’ as inextricability linked entities. Realising 
this I began “sifting my memories, the way the men 
pan the dirt under a barroom floor for the bits of gold 
dust that fall between the cracks” (Steinbeck, East 
of Eden, p296),  aiming to rediscover ‘Martin’, and 

reclaim my role of ‘sister’. People mean different 
things to different people in different relationships, 
so my descriptions may not tally for some, but I was 
looking for my Martin, my little, three-years-three-

days-younger brother. 
 

A memory of a person often starts with thoughts of 
what was shared in the relationship; stories and 

situations that had us both 
as characters have been 
access routes to happier 
memories. So I recount 
the instance of my brother 
jumping headlong into a 
pond filled with frogspawn 
because he mistook it for 
grass – he was not best 
pleased, but oh the 

laughter I fought to conceal as I ran to recruit 
parental assistance.  
 

Us arranging to meet and open our Christmas 
stockings together at 5am; parascending in tandem 
over the Greek island of Skopelos, his face when I 
handed him the Natasha Kaplinsky autograph I’d got 
for him the day after she won the first Strictly; rising 
at 4am and travelling to Clougha Pike to climb it in 
time to see the sunrise from the summit on 
Midsummer’s day.  
 

My brother could be demanding, often the grumpiest 
of human beings, seriously impatient, and I was 
jealous of his cleverness. When I think about it, we 
bickered a lot . . . but I was allowed to fight with him; 

should anyone else have a go they would have me 
to answer to. Our bond solidified even more when 
he went to University. He would call me in the small 
hours to vent. It was standard practice for me to 
leave my mobile on just in case of his needing a 
chat. One of the toughest realisations after his death 
has been that there is no twilight call to receive. 
Indeed, with many reminders of my brother around 
every day there are multiple ‘pains’ that I now must 
learn to accommodate. 
 

I am not ashamed of Martin, of what he did, of having 
him as my brother. I want people to know about him 

rather than what depression did to him. I am also not 
ashamed of myself – I know now I did all I could to 
help my brother. Nor am I ashamed of my reaction 
to his death – it was and still is a trauma that has 
defined me and aspects of my future. I have felt 
uneasy talking about the loss with people, making 
judgements as to whether or not I should include my 
brother in a conversation.  
 

But I do not wish to hide what happened, or indeed 
my relationship with Martin. Behind the facts, figures 
and fear of suicide deaths, there are people. People 

who had/have intricate lives and interests as 
individuals. These people highlight issues that 
should be discussed in a public capacity, to aid 
others, (and for me particularly means overlooked 
siblings), wherever that may be possible. 
 
Submitted By Heather Sutherland 

 
 
BOOK REVIEW 
 

Standing on my Brother’s Shoulders 
By Tara J. Lal 
 

This is a deeply moving memoir, a journey of Tara 
Lal’s life; as a child she suffered her father’s mental 
illnesses and her mother’s death from cancer when 
she was 13 years old. Four years later her beloved 
brother took his own life. 
 

Tara writes a clear and sensitive account of the 
grieving process in her life. She uses her brother’s 
words from his diaries and traces her own process 
of grief and her eventual reason to live. The book is 
easy to read and promises to be helpful to many 
people. 
 

The first five Chapters describe Tara’s life and her 
family. She was born in West London to an Indian 
father and a white mother and lived with an elder 
sister Jo and older brother Adam. The siblings got 
on reasonably well together and were unaware of 
the mental illness that affected their father. 
 

In Chapter 6 the peace of the family was destroyed 
when Tara’s mother died of cancer and soon after 
her father was admitted to hospital with a nervous 
breakdown. He was there almost a year before 
returning home but remained absent from the family 
due to his mental illness, living in his own private 
bubble. 
 

Tara was deeply affected by all this but worse was 
to come. She was devoted to her brother Adam and 
the two became very close – helping one another in 
their grief. But Adam had also been affected by all 
that was happening. His mother had left letters for 
the children and her high expectations of Adam were 
a real burden to him. During a visit to India he was 
further affected by what he found to be a deep sense 
of social injustice. He kept a journal in which he 
poured out his feelings including his deep feeling of 
failure to be perfect as he felt he should be. 



Receiving a place at Oxford (his mother’s wish 
fulfilled) only increased his inner turmoil of which no-
one was aware. Although Tara and Adam had a 
deep and loving bond she was unaware of his fears 
and depression. They wrote to each other frequently 
and Adam also recorded his feelings and thoughts 
in his journal.  
 

Oxford was too much for Adam and in November 
1988 he jumped from his room window and killed 
himself. Tara was devastated and from Chapter 14 
to the end of the book she describes her own battle 
with grief and despair, frequently using Adam’s 
words as a dialogue between his grief and feelings 
and her own. 
 

At age 18 years a trip to Zimbabwe began her long 
recovery. Adam’s writings became very appropriate 
and precious to Tara. She went to Edinburgh 
University taking a degree in Physiology. Wondering 
what to do next she completed a computer 
generated questionnaire regarding a career 
programme. The results suggested that she was 
suitable as a Physiotherapist or a Fire fighter. 
 

Tara eventually settled in Sydney where she worked 
as a physiotherapist and then trained as a fire fighter 
trained in suicide prevention. 
 

Tara understands now that there is no end to grief – 
there is no finish line. We all navigate it as we 
navigate our lives. The same is true of healing and 
with healing comes peace and hope. 
 

She writes: 
“...with each wave of grief… is a chance to peel back 
another layer so to get closer to my true self, to what 
lies within.” The time came to let go of Adam. 
 

The book is easy to read and will be a real help 
especially to those who have lost a sibling to suicide. 
 

The Thames 100km Walk 
 

The 100km walk we completed in memory of our 
brother Grant. 
 

Well, we made it to Henley in 28 hours, 19 
minutes.  It was the 
hardest thing we have 
ever done, both 
physically and 
mentally (during the 
night was extremely 
difficult, dark, cold 
and lots of obstacles 
to overcome)!  My 
blisters are healing 

and I am now managing to walk again! 
 

Sharon and I were delighted with the fundraising of 
£2,140 plus gift aid and we are sure it will be put to 
good use. 
 

Aileen Coull 
 

Crematorium Donation 

 

A positive result that came from our charity walk in 
September (apart from several hundred raised) was 
the presentation of a cheque to us from two 
crematoriums in Kent for £1,000.   
 
During the walk we all wore our SOBS hi-vis vests 
and after posed for photos with our donated SOBS 

banner.  That is how 
come Darren 
Daughters from the 
Crematorium knew 
who we were and he 
introduced himself.  
He was at the walk in 
his personal capacity 
as a member of the 

local Rotary Club, who were organising the whole 
thing.  I sent him the information he asked for, and 
hey presto – a cheque – so I was pleased with the 
banner and hi-vis vests as it seems that it really does 
pay to advertise! 
 

Peggy Valentine Carr – Ashford Group 

 
In Memory of my Father and Brother 

 

On the 9th July 2015 I climbed Goat Fell Mountain 
on the Island of Arran in memory of my brother 
and my father, who both decided to take their own 
life.  
 

My brother Michael who passed away on a Bank 
Holiday in 1996, who I found and had to go to my 
parents to tell them the sad news and saw my dear 
mother breaking down, was heartbreaking and 
difficult to come to grips with and I don't think I ever 
can. He was and is still much loved and often 
remembered. 
 

My father who decided to join his son and my brother 
in 2006. I will never forget that day that my mum had 
to tell me the sad news and again saw my mother 
falling to pieces. Her beloved husband had left her 
behind. I had again to be strong for my mother and 
we had to deal with all the struggles of losing loved 
ones through suicide. 
 

As kids we went on holiday with the family, two 
weeks of pleasure and enjoyment but most of all 

great beautiful memories. 
So we decided to go there 
on holiday my partner and 
Skye (our dog) and I and 
do a charity walk for 
SOBS, who through their 
Newsletter gave me the 

support of knowing that we are not alone. Goat Fell 
is 874 metres high and we raised £350.  
 

For me personally it has been a very emotional walk 
but every step I took was worth it. 
 

James Purdie  



King’s Lynn Minster Concert 

 
The concert at King’s Lynn Minster was a great 
success.  All of the planning, organising and huge 
effort by all concerned was worth it.  Attended by 
families and those bereaved by suicide, a table with 
flowers and photos was laid in memory of our loved 
ones. 
 
The Rock Choir was brilliant and the music superb.  
Definite X Factor material. 
 

Jackie Lake, the 
Coroner for Norfolk 
kindly gave a 
speech after I 
introduced the event 
as Group Leader for 
Norfolk SOBS and 
read a poem called 

Wild Geese… befitting to Norfolk at this time of year. 
 
The poem was from a book written by Ann Chick.  
Ann’s husband Derek worked on the Helpline and 
was of great help to me following my loss by suicide.  
Ann sadly passed away some years ago.  Derek’s 
connection with Ann was a very strong spiritual one 
and he was able to help others from that strength. 
 
Very special thanks to Sandra and Bev, Norfolk 
SOBS Volunteers…. We made it!! 
 
Jacqui Page – Norfolk Group 
 
Windsor Half Marathon 

 

My sister and I lost our Dad 
in May 2010. He took his 
own life - so unexpectedly.  
He was 56. The shock was 
and still is so difficult to 
explain. The sadness I 
know I never will be able to 
explain. The weight of the 
loss will always be there. 
 

It's taken a while for me to feel strong enough I think 
to feel a desire to want to take my family’s 
experience and use it to highlight how worryingly 
common suicide is, how sadly gender 
disproportionate it is and finally how little people 
know about it. 
 

The 'how little people know about it' element I have 
learned first-hand through my exposure to it 
because of Dad. I wish I had known just a fraction of 
what I know now before it happened. I feel very 
strongly that increased education to shape public 
awareness and perception and so increased social 
comfort around the topic of mental health, 
depression and suicide, particularly in men, is 
actually a part of the solution - to make the statistics 
that exist, make for better reading than they do now.   
 

We need to be transparently connecting the right 
people at the right time in the right place - that would 
save lives.  We're not doing that now, yet we 
increasingly easily manage exactly that in many 
other areas of life - work, social and other areas of 
public health. 
 

I decided to run my first half 
marathon to use this as a 
mechanism to highlight my 
experience to the people around 
me.  Only a small audience in the 
grand scheme of things but we all 
know the power of the grapevine! In 
doing this I have also been able to 

raise funds for SOBS - to say thank you for the 
important support that they continue to provide to my 
family and in memory of Dad. In doing this - I have 
also helped myself. The running and training 
schedule has contributed to my improved physical 
and mental wellbeing and I feel liberated to have 
clearly put people around me in the picture about an 
element of my life that has so definitely shaped the 
person that I am now. It has helped me to articulate 
that out of such a tragedy, alongside the obvious 
negatives, there can sit positives - just waiting to be 
capitalised!  
 
My sister and I along with two childhood friends also 
participated in an organised Craft Fayre - selling 
homemade cakes and handmade felt crafts to raise 
money for SOBS. We promoted the charity at this 
event. It was lovely to feel the support of family and 
friends (and our local SOBS Group) to help to make 
the sale a success whilst also having the opportunity 
to potentially make new people aware of both the 
charity and the cause.  
 
I can't change what has happened in the past but I 
can try to influence the future to make it better for 
me and those around me. This is all in memory of 
Dad - who absolutely has made me the woman that 
I am today!  I've also become a parent myself since 
Dad died - the best legacy I can think of to pass to 
my daughter on behalf of Dad is all that I have 
learned from him. This is made up of both what he 
taught me whilst he was here and also crucially what 
I learned once he was gone.  
 

Lucie 

 
In Memory of Emily 

 

Hi All, 
 

Thank you very much for 
your kind donations!  
 
As of 30-09-15, we have 
raised £4,433.26 including 
gift aid for SOBS, which is 
WAY more than our original £1,500 target!   
  



Thanks so much again for making this happen!  
 
On Sunday at the Ealing Half Marathon, we had a 
tough but enjoyable run!   
 
We are all very pleased with our results.  
 
Colin 1:55:39 Tracy 2:06:15 Alan 2:14:46 Connie 2:50:43 
 

Big Thank you. 
 
Team Limey 
 
An Unexpected Gift 
 

It is with great pleasure that the Bradford Group are 
recording their thanks to Mr James McKenzie of 
Leeds, representing Everon Ltd., who very kindly 
and unexpectedly donated two printers complete 
with ink to the Group to assist with all their printing 
requirements for notices, publicity information, 
poetry, documents and accounts, when our 
Treasurer went into the shop to enquire about the 
costs in order to make a purchase. 
 

We are very grateful to accept such kindness to 
support our outreach in the North and West 
Yorkshire areas. 
 

Vivien Culpan – Bradford Group Leader 

 
 
SOBS Rose 

 
Several volunteers have suggested to us that we 
should have a designated SOBS Rose available to 
buy as another way of commemorating those who 
we have lost.  
 

Toni Haymes of Manchester Group and I have 
followed this through and have 
found a variety from World of 
Roses, which we think is 
appropriate. This is a bush rose, 
suitable in a pot on a patio, or on 
a grave, or to be planted 

wherever. The cost, potted is £12.95 each, inc. VAT, 
mainland UK delivery is an additional £5.95. It will 
be available at a later date to order online at 
www.worldofroses.com. SOBS will receive a 

donation of £2 for every rose sold. There would be 
a simple black on white tag saying “SOBS Rose”. To 
order, please contact Annette Wright of World of 
Roses on 08452 606 888; annette@world of 
roses.com. Please do not contact the SOBS Office 

to arrange but go direct to Annette. If you have any 
problems, please contact me. 
 

Best wishes.  
 

Geoff Price, Trustee and Treasurer 

 
 
Dates for Your Diary 
 

 
Bolton Retreat 09-09-16 to 11-09-16. Franciscan 
Friary Pantasaph.  For more information contact 
Janet or Noel on 01942 201744 
 
Gloucester SOBS Annual Retreat 21-10-16 to 23-
10-16.  For more information please contact 
Margaret Carter on 01242 609346, 07810 386216 
or onemargaretcarter@talktalk.net  
 
Kent Annual Retreat 8-4-16 to 10-4-16. 
For more information please contact Sheila 
Burgman on 01622 751976 or 077515 22125 
email: shebee330@gmail.com  
 
Thank you 
 

We would like to thank all our Volunteers for their 
dedication and hard work.  Thank you so much for 
your commitment of time to our organisation.  
 

Also to all those people who have raised funds with 
determination and generosity, thank you. 
 
 
Why not donate? 
 

Survivors of Bereavement by Suicide is a non-profit 
organisation which is devoted to assisting at risk and 
vulnerable clients throughout the country.  We 
provide a supportive environment where they feel 
comforted, respected and listened to. 
 
We rely on support of generous donors such as you. 
 
Your donation will help ensure the success of our 
future. 
 
 
We thank you for your consideration of our request. 
 
 
 
For more information about donating please contact 
our National Office 01159 441 117
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than 1st May 2016.  We reserve the right to publish those submissions that seem most relevant and suitable for the newsletter.  
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CAN YOU HELP? 

Our National Charity needs Volunteers 

Survivors of Bereavement by Suicide (SOBS) is a national charity which exists to meet the needs 

and break the isolation of those bereaved by suicide of a relative or friend.  There are upwards of 

5,000 cases of suicide each year in the UK.   

We currently have 58 Support Groups, which are located on the map as shown.  Further support is 

needed in the areas not covered, if you can fill that gap, the charity is looking for new volunteers to 

start groups in your local areas.  To qualify to become a group volunteer facilitator, we ask that you 

have been bereaved by suicide for 3 years or more.  Those interested in voluntarily contributing to 

the work of SOBS and for further information please contact the National Office by email 

sobs.admin@care4free.net or telephone 0115 944 1117. 

Training including travel expenses will be available for suitable volunteers who are prepared to 

commit their time to this vital support service for survivors. 

All groups are open to any individual or family over the age of 18 years.  We offer emotional and 

practical support in a number of ways: telephone contacts, information packs, group meetings in 

locations throughout the UK, one-day conferences, residential events and information relating to 

practical issues and problems. 

The SOBS charity aims to provide a safe, confidential environment in which bereaved people can 

share their experiences and feelings, so giving and gaining support from each other.   

 

We look forward to hearing from you if you can offer your support to others. 

 

  

mailto:sobs.admin@care4free.net


 


