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Meeting Information

When: First Thursday of
each month. 7-9 p.m.
Where: St. Timothy’s Church
16700 Newburgh Road, Livonia,
East side of Newburgh, 1/4 mile S. of
Six Mile

Coming Events:

NEXT MEETING -February 2 - New
members, siblings, topic tables: Topic:
Where are you on the Diagram of
Grief?
February 18 - Craft Day - see pg. 8
February 21 - 6:30 pm
TCF Dinner-at Brann’s
Steakhouse (39715 6 Mile, Northville,
MI) sign up at meeting or call Kathy
734-306-3930 or katjrambo@wowway.
com.
March 11th - Bowling Fund Raiser
see page 7

A Valentine’s Day Wish

How I wish I could bring our children
back to us for Valentine’s Day—24
hours we could spend telling our children of our love.
But, alas, we are doomed to spend
another Valentine’s Day without our
beloved children. Others who have not
lost a child, tend to take for granted
these special days. A card that says “I
love you, Mom and Dad” should be
carefully folded and saved in a special
place. All too many parents consider
these cards to be renewable commodities. There’s no need to save this
one—“we’ll always get another one
next year.”
For many of us, next year came and
there was no card. Tears of sadness
replaced tears of joy on this special day.
But for many of us the memories remain of those Valentine’s Days gone by.
Because our child’s love remains with
us, our child will never truly be gone.
This year on Valentine’s Day, let us
shed tears of joy that we were given
even a short time with our child—for
this, no matter how short, can ever be
taken from us.
Wayne Loder
TCF Lakes Area, MI

Valentine Message

I send this message to my child
Who no longer walks this plane,

A message filled with love
Yet also filled with pain.
My heart continues to skip a beat
When I ponder your early death
As I think of times we’ll never share
I must stop to catch my breath.
Valentine’s Day is for those who love
And for those who receive love, too
For a parent the perfect love in life
Is the love I’ve given you.
I’m thinking of you this day, my child,
With a sadness that is unspoken
As I mark another Valentine’s Day
With a heart that is forever broken.
Annette Mennen Baldwin
TCF Katy, TX
In Memory of my son, Todd Mennen

I Am Not Cheese

Recently I heard from one of my
high school classmates. He now lives
with his family in Nepal. Going to an
international school in Japan — where I
grew up — many of my now 40-something-year-old schoolmates lead exotic lives. You can find them scattered
over the world doing really interesting
things. And then here I am, settled comfortably after a season of traveling, safe
now in North Carolina.
My friend commented (which was
(Continued on page 4)
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Our Children Loved and Remembered Always
This month, we remember the children who are so deeply and sadly missed. Please take a few moments to place them
and their parents in your thoughts.

Let Us Remember Them Always
Child
Parent, Grandparent, Sibling

Date

Age

Let Us Celebrate Their Births

2
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A Love Gift is a gift of money to Compassionate Friends. It is usually in honor of a child who has died, but may also be
from individuals who want to honor a relative or friend who has died, simply a gift from someone who wants to make a
donation to help in the work of the Livonia Compassionate Friends. Love Gift form on back page.
♥ Tim & Jan Anstett “In loving memory of Erika on your 14th Angel Day! We miss & love you. Forever in our hearts!”
♥ Ray & Michele Schmidt “In loving memory of our sweet niece, Erika Anstett on her 14th Angel Day.
Forever in our hearts!”		
♥ Mary Himm “With love for Maureen”
♥ Brendolyn Jasper “In memory of Jeffrey. Happy New Year Jeffrey, one year has passed”
♥ Tom & Connie McMann “Happy Birthday Tom Jr; 2/16. We love and miss you!”
♥ Tom & Connie McMann “In memory of our sons, Ryan ‘Ryfro’, Tom Jr & Bryan ‘Bryfro’ Soupis
considered a son to our family & Mark ‘Sparky’ Abbot
♥ Richard & Mary Bodnar “In loving memory of Michael L. Gagnon. Miss you so much. Cannot even
imagine what you would doing on your 50th Birthday! Just wish you were here doing it with us. Love,
Mom, Rick & Curtis”
♥ Greg & Wendi Clouse “In loving memory of Nicole Clouse. There isn’t a day that goes by we don’t miss
you! Forever in our hearts. Love, Dad & Wendi”
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♥ Mary Krill “In memory of John Jerome & Joel Krill. You are forever in my heart & dearly missed! Love, Mom ”

quite nice) on reading in the high
school alumni newsletter that my son
had died. He was so sorry and went
on to say he had just returned from his
mother‘s funeral. So, he wrote, I am
going through the grieving process.
It was good to hear from this high
school friend, and nothing against him,
but the phrase the grieving process
which has become a cliché in itself,
got to me. So I pursued it further,
trying to hit the nail on the head, so
to speak, as to why this phrase has
caused my skin to grow clammy ever
since I joined this griever‘s path.
Cheese is processed. Sausage, too.
These are molded and made into
products. In grief we are not processed
as though a food item and then delivered as a final product to the shelves of
the grocery store. We aren‘t put on an
assembly line or a conveyor belt and
pieced together.
Instead, I like to think that we are a
growing creation, changing, due to the
trauma and tragedy of losing a child or
loved one. We were thrown into this
rocky journey of darkness and pain
against our will. We made the choice
to survive. And we learn how to be
bolder and more compassionate. We
have new ideals.
Old phrases and expressions may
bother us. Daniel was brain dead when
we made the excruciating decision to
take him off of the respirator. So for
me to hear a person joke about being brain dead, due to their slip-up
or mistake, doesn‘t ever make me
smile. I don‘t even like to use the word
deadline.
Sure, we‘ve been told about the
steps or stages of grief — shock and
denial and finally, acceptance. With
all due respect to Elisabeth KublerRoss, I will never have acceptance
of the awful truth of his death. I do
acknowledge his death. He is, after all,
obviously, no longer here. But I won‘t
accept it as I would a birthday gift or
an invitation to dinner.
It is a grieving life I‘ve entered. It‘s
a path of rocky trails, heavy with
anguish. It is agonizing music that

penetrates every fiber and the loud
noise can take years to fade. It is not a
path with closure, another word that
bristles my skin because it implies we
will finish being affected by our loved
one‘s death and move off the grieving
path, never to feel sorrow again for
the impact their death has made in our
daily lives.
Grief is a zigzag of the soul. You
never know when tears will be triggered or when a word or memory will
take you back, way back, and you are
lost in thought for moments. Parents
who have buried their children decades ago still feel this zigzag in the
depths of their beings. I am not where
I was when Daniel first died. Time,
pounding out my anger and sorrow to
God and constant support from close
friends has helped. I have seen the sun
shine again. I have used the tool of
writing to bring healing. I have done,
what they call reinvesting in life (a
phrase I do like), and found my niche
in volunteering, speaking, publishing
and reaching out to those also on this
journey.
Author John Alego says, Like the
growth rings of a tree, our vocabulary
bears witness to our past. Therefore,
because I became a griever over six
years ago, I cannot sit well with the
phrase the grieving process. We are
becoming as we adapt to and deal with
the many facets of grieving. And I
think, becoming will take a lifetime.
So move over cheese. Although I
enjoy your many varieties, I am not
one of them.
Alice Wisler,

Black And Blue
A Silent Conversation

Oh no. There she is. Quick! Hide!
I haven’t been out of the house for
weeks since the burial. Who would
have thought how hard this would be?
The grocery store?! Well, I have to
start somewhere. I hope I don’t look
as bad on the outside as I feel on the
inside.
Did she see me? I hope not. I hate
confronting bereaved or grieving
people.

There’s my neighbor! I haven’t seen
her since the funeral service. I hope
she has time to stop and talk even if
it’s for a few minutes. Why does it
seem like everyone has disappeared
since the death? Please, self, don’t
start crying again. You have to be
strong.
I’m sure she has plenty of support
from others. What could she possibly
need from me?
Funny how I know so many people,
yet I feel so lonely. It feels like sorrow
is seeping from my pores. Can’t they
see how much pain that I’m in? What
did I come in here for again?
I’m so tired. I feel so alone, so lost,
so empty. I have no energy. I’m not me
anymore.
Talking about death is so uncomfortable. Besides, it will only make her
feel worse, right?
I would love to talk to someone about
my memories. I would love to hear
someone say my loved one’s name
again. I would love to scream, shout,
cry, laugh, and to just sit quietly with a
friend who cares.
I would love to talk about my pain,
fears, loneliness, and sadness. Everything has changed.
There really isn’t anything that I can
do for her.
I am so mentally, physically, emotionally and spiritually exhausted. I can’t
think straight or concentrate. There is
so much that needs to be done. The
house is a mess, there are bills to pay.
I have no groceries. I don’t feel like
cooking. Dear God, can I make it
through this? Will I make it through
this? I feel so overwhelmed.
Time. Time is exactly what she needs.
Why bother her now? In a few months
she’ll be back to normal.
They say time heals all wounds.
When will that time come? Will it
come? It would be so much easier if
I could just share time with someone
right now. Death is so hard. The silence that it brought has been unbearable. How I wish somebody had time
for me.
Wow, that was close! I did tell her
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to call me if she needed anything. No
call...she must be fine.
My mind, body and soul feel so
assaulted, so bruised, so completely
black and blue. I guess she didn’t see
me. It would have been so nice to hear
a simple “Hello.” How I long for kind,
simple humanness—friendship, support, compassion, sympathy, empathy.
Maybe tomorrow someone will call or
visit. Maybe tomorrow. Right now, I
just want to go home.
Loralee Sessanna
Hamburg, New York

Growing Around Grief
Another way of looking at
grief and recovery . . .

Whether we realize it or not, we
live in a world of models. Not models whose time is spent strutting the
catwalk, but those that exist within
our minds, and by which we frame the
way we see our lives and work.
Our models of the world are created
by what we are taught, and by our
experience of life.
As a novice grief counselor some
years ago, the model of grief within
which I saw my first clients (poor
things) was largely a theoretical one.
Generalizing wildly, one can say that
most theories of grief postulate a
series of stages, culminating in resolution. It was against this framework
that I placed my clients’ stories. What
concerned me was the people I talked
to who told me that their grief cer-

tainly did not end in the way I thought
it should. Most of the clients fitted the
model well, but there was a sizeable
minority whose ‘resolution stage’ did
not match up. I was perplexed in grief
group discussions when I would hear
these people, whose lives were obviously going on and growing, quietly
say that their pain was sometimes just
as bad as ever, and had never really
gone away.
Then, in an Elisabeth Kubler-Ross
workshop some years ago, an unknown woman described a model of
grief which fitted her experience. I am
indebted to this woman because her
model made sense of grief for me in a
way that others had not, and has comforted many clients to whom I have
shown it since.
Colleagues have also found it useful
so, with thanks to a woman I do not
know, I pass it on .
The woman’s child had died some
years before. At this time, she said,
grief consumed her totally, filling
every part of her life, awake and
asleep. She drew a picture (Figure 1)
with a circle to represent her life and
shading to represent her grief. She
had imagined that as time went by the
grief would shrink and become neatly
encapsulated in her life, in a small and
manageable way; she was realistic
enough to assume that it would not go
away entirely. (Figure 2)
But what happened was different. The
grief stayed just as big, but her life
grew around it (Figure 3).

There were times, anniversaries or
moments which reminded her of her
child, when she operated entirely from
out of the shaded circle in her life and
her grief felt just as intense as it ever
had been. But, increasingly, she was
able to experience life in the larger
circle.
What helps some clients about this
model (and it does not fit everyone) is
that it relieves them of the expectation
that their grief would largely go away.
It explains the dark days, and also
describes the richness and depth the
grief has given to their lives. As grief
counsellors we can encourage them, as
time goes by, in tentative attempts to
‘grow a new life’. My clients have felt
comforted using this model, that they
can do so without the sense of disloyalty to the deceased that so often holds
back bereaved people. In this way they
continue the process of integrating the
loss within their lives, and moving
forwards !
Lois Tonkin, Grief Counsellor, Wellington,
New Zealand, TCF VIC Newsletter

The Troubled Child

I was so scared to tell them about you;
I felt so ashamed
You were a “troubled child”,
Not “perfect” like all the rest.
Stories of children loved by everyone.
Sons and daughters with such promising futures.
Even though you were not like them,
You were my baby.
Even though you got into trouble and
drugs.
I was always by your side.
Even though you spent time in jail
You could not have been loved more.
At times you were so frustrating
And seemed all bad,
Then you would do something wonderful,
And I knew you loved us.
I don’t need to feel ashamed any more,
It didn’t matter what you did or who
you were.
You were my child,
And you did not deserve to die.
Gretchen Wasson
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SIBS

You’re A Teen

You’re hurting. Someone that you
love has died. It may seem that no one
understands and that you are alone in
this loss. It’s really hard to ask for help
when you’re trying to be independent
and stand on your own.
Your feelings are so complicated.
You’re mad, sad, sometimes you might
even be glad. You may be a little afraid
of what happened, wondering who’s
next or if it could happen to you. One
thing for sure, you feel kind of different from your friends and family. You
can tell that people aren’t sure what to
say around you and no one seems to
want to talk about the death with you,
even though you really want to.
And, you never know when it will hit.
You can be walking down the street

and a memory comes up and, before
you know what happened, the tears are
running down your face. It’s kind of
embarrassing.
The most important thing to do while
coping with a death, as you’ll see, is to
talk about your loss and your grief to
someone. Grieving is telling the story.
Healing is grieving.
Taken from Griefworks BC website

Reflections

With the death of my sister came
some painful realizations: that life
isn’t always fair or predictable; that
sometimes even my best still isn’t
good enough; and that from the day of
her death, the happy events in my life
would always be tinged with sadness.
Despite the pain and loss, death has
also left me with some valuable lessons and precious gifts. As a result of
my sister’s death,

Need to Talk to Someone Between Meetings?
Telephone friends:

The people listed below have volunteered to take your calls:
Linda Houghtby - Long term illness - (734) 591-3062
Catherine Walker - Loss of Only Child - (248) 921-2938
Dave and Charli Johnston - Suicide - 734-812-2006
Joe Hofmann - Drug related death - 734-331-9919
Bob Vitolins - A father’s grief - (313) 882-8632
Dana and Brandy Bumstead - Loss of an infant -(313) 447-8144
Kathy Rambo - Sudden Death - (734) 306-3930
Remember that our chapter has a Facebook page. It is a closed
page, so you just need to search for The Compassionate Friends
of Livonia, Michigan and ask to join.

TCF Chat Room

www.compassionatefriends.org

The chat rooms are moderated and are open at different times. There is one open most
evenings from 10-11 p.m. They are all moderated which means that all the chat rooms
have a trained facilitator in them.

National Mailing Address: PO Box 3696, Oak Brook, IL 60522; Phone: (630)
990-0010; Toll Free: (877)969-1101; Website: www.compassionatefriends.org

Other TCF Chapters in our area:

Ann Arbor:Mike Fedel:MikeFedela2@gmail.com; 734-998-0360 ; 3rd Sunday,
2:30 to 4:30 pm - First Presbyterian Church (Vance Room)1432 Washtenaw,
Ann Arbor
St. Clair Shores: 2nd Wed. Kathy Joerin ; 586-293-6176, KJMac21@aol.com
Detroit: Kellie West Outer Drive Methodist Church,12065 West Outer Drive,
Detroit ; 2nd Wed., 6:30 - 8:30; 734-660-9557.
Troy: St. Paul’s Methodist Church, 620 Romeo, Rochester, MI 3rd Thursday7-9;
Tina@586-634-0239
Pinckney TCF Chapter: The Christian House of Prayer, 9949 McGregor Road,
Pinckney, MI; 2nd Monday of the month, 6 - 8 pm; Jimmy Batchelor - 734-2779705
Tecumseh TCF Chapter: First Presbyterian Church, 211 W. Chicago, Tecumseh,
4th Sunday of the month, 2-4 pm, Rose Hatchett, 517-270-3308.

¶ I have a greater appreciation of
life and a greater compassion for those
who hurt.
¶ I have learned to be a survivor
and to have a successful career and
productive life in the face of tremendous grief and loss.
¶ I have been gifted with good
friends and special people to help me
through the rough times.
¶ But most of all, I have been given
the gift of time – time to heal and time
to replace those painful memories of
death with priceless memories of my
sister’s life.
~Cathy Schanberger
from This Healing Journey –
An Anthology for Bereaved Siblings
©The Compassionate Friends

DO I HAVE TO?

Mom, do I have to stop loving my
brother because he is not here?
Will I forget all about him because
he’s not near?
I remember all the things we did
together, even though we were very
young.
I laugh and feel warm each time I
think of a particularly funny one.
Sometimes I get so angry that he’s no
longer here to share,
But I know he knows it’s only because of how much I still care.
I miss him, so even though at times
we didn’t agree,
Just knowing he was there made
things feel safe for me.
He always felt he had to be my
strong, protective big brother,
And that’s a bond we’ll always share
forever with each other.
He tried to protect me even when he,
too, was just scared.
No, I won’t stop loving that big
brother of mine,
Not now, not ever, not till the end of
time.
He will always be a part of what
makes me be me.
And that’s the part of our love that
will live eternally.
Jackie Rosen
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Tears Are The Proof Of
Life

“How long will the pain last?” a
broken-hearted mourner asked me.
“All the rest of your life,” I answered
truthfully.
No matter how many years pass, we
remember. The loss of a child is like a
major operation; part of us is removed,
and we have a scar for the rest of our
lives.
This doesn’t mean that the pain continues at the same intensity. There is
a short while, at first, when we hardly
believe it. It is rather like when we
have cut our hand, we see the blood
flowing, but the pain has not yet set in.
So when we are bereaved, there is a
short while before the pain hits us. But
when it does, it is massive in its effect.
Grief is shattering.
Then the wound is healed, so to
speak, the stitches are taken out. The
scar is still there, and the scar tissue,
too. As the years go by, we manage.
But the pain is still there, not far below
the surface. We see a face that looks
familiar, hear a voice that has echoes,
see a photograph in someone’s album,
and it is as though the knife were in
the wound again.
But not so painfully. And mixed
with joy, too. Because remembering a
happy time is not all sorrow; it brings
back happiness with it.
“How long will the pain last?”
All the rest of your life. But the thing
to remember is that not only the pain
will last, but the blessed memories as
well. Tears are the proof of life. The
more love, the more tears. If this be
true, then how could we ever ask that
the pain cease altogether. For then the
memory of love would go with it. The
pain of grief is the price we pay for
love.
Taken from the online version of TCF
Atlanta Newsletter May/June, 2001

Poem For Leigh

You can shed tears that she is gone
Or you can smile because she has
lived
You can close your eyes and pray that
she’ll come back
Or you can open your eyes and see all
she’s left.
Your heart can be empty because you
can’t see her
Or you can be full of the love you
shared

You can turn your back on tomorrow
and live yesterday
Or you can be happy for tomorrow
because of yesterday.
You can remember her and only that
she’s gone
Or you can cherish her memory and let
it live on
You can cry and close your mind
Or you can do what she’d want
Smile, open your eyes, love and go on.
Submitted by Mike and Sue

New Members

We welcome new members. We are so sorry for the circumstance that has brought you here. Although we have no easy answers,
we can offer you understanding through our common experiences. We also know how much courage it took for you to attend.

Candy Clouse, whose beloved daughter, Nicole, Born 10/6; Died 10/16; 20 years
Elizabeth Golen whose beloved son, Andrew, Born 5/26; Died 11/5; 29 years
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TCF Livonia Chapter
Brenda Brummel
10531 Calumet Trail
Gaylord, MI 49735

February 2017

If any of you would be willing to get the newsletter via the internet,
please email me. Thanks, Brenda Brummel

February Craft

Craft Day Meeting Place
Changed

Our February Craft Day, we will be
meeting at the Plymouth MI Library,
				LOVE GIFTS
223 S Main St., Plymouth, MI.
48170 Parking is behind the library
Your Name:________________________________________________________
off, S. Union St.
The date is Satur day, February 18th
Address: __________________________________________________________
from 10 a.m. to 1 p.m. We will be
doing a scrapbooking craft using
City: ___________________________________State _______Zip: ___________ photos of our children and examples
will be at the February meeting. You
Email: __________________________________________
may sign up at the meeting, or by
calling Kathy Rambo at 734-306Love Gift Donation of $__________________ in Memory of __________________ 3930 or Gail Lafferty at 734-7342514. Cost: $3.00
Message: ____________________________________________________________
Direct my gift to: _____Outreach (Printing, postage, phone , web
_____ General Fund (90% local; 10% national)
Mail to: Rhonda Temple, 25164 Hanover St., Dearborn Heights, MI 48125

I miss the future I
was supposed to
have with you....

8

