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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- JULY 11 - First time
tables, sibling table, Infant loss table, topic
table: Do you agree with The Crappy Club
Called Child Loss?
July 16 - 6:30 pm TCF Dinner-at Brann’s
Steakhouse (39715 6 Mile, Northville, MI)
sign up at meeting or call Kathy 734-3063930 or katjrambo@gmail.com
NO CRAFT DAY this month
July 19-21 - 42nd Annual Naitonal TCF
Conference, Philadelphia. For info, go to :
www.compassionatefriends.org

This Crappy Club Called
Child Loss

Sometimes grief makes me feel like I’m
losing my mind. Like my brain has been
hijacked. No, really.
A few weeks ago, I read the beginning
of a sentence over and over again about
twenty or thirty times. It took me almost
that long to ﬁgure out why my brain
couldn’t makes sense of it. Then—
BAM—it hit me. Upside the head and
then some. The reason I had to keep
reading it ad nauseum is because these
four little words will never again be true
for me. I’ll never be able to say them
again in reference to myself.
Ever.
You ready for the sentence?  
“As a non-bereaved parent…”
“As a non-bereaved parent…”
“As a non-bereaved parent…”
“As a non-bereaved parent…”. . .
Slap. There it was: reality.
Ouch. Apparently even reading can be a
possible trigger.
What I’d give to be a non-bereaved
parent for even another minute or two.
Two glorious minutes of having all my
children here with me. Two minutes of
the living nightmare, gone. Two freeing
minutes of being “normal” again.
If only I could say those four fabulous
words. If only they could be true for
me. If only I still belonged to the
“normal” motherhood club. The non-

bereaved kind. The glorious kind. The
kind I was a part of BEFORE.
It’s so lonely being stuck in this one.
FOREVER.. . .
Does it ever just hit you like that? Out
of nowhere? You can be trekking along
“ﬁne,” going about your day, living life,
and then all of a sudden you remember: Oh yeaħ I’m forever part of this
crappy club called child loss.
It’s true that you ﬁnd life again.
Or life ﬁnds you.
It’s true that joy and happiness ﬁnd you
again too.
It’s true that to most, you look oh-sonormal on the outside.
If only broken hearts were visible. If
only grief could be treated like a broken
bone that needs time to set and heal.
If only compassion was a universal
response to those who are hurting. . . .
The truth is, no matter how much
you’re living, no matter how much healing your heart has done, no matter how
far you run, no matter how long it’s
been: you’re still always and forever
(continued on page 4)

July Meeting

Please note that due to the first
Thursday being the 4th of July,
our meeting will take place on
July 11th.
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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

Names only shown to members.
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Let Us Celebrate Their Births

(Continued on Page 5)
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part of a club that no one wants to
join; one you can never, ever leave.
The thought of it is so terrifying that it
leaves the verbose, speechless. Most
can’t handle thinking about it for even
a millisecond. Or less.
It’s that horrifying– that unspeakable.
That nightmarish.
I can’t even read the beginning of a
simple sentence without being reminded. That I am “other.” Forever booted
from
“Planet Non-Bereaved.” Forever part
of “Planet Bereaved Parent.”
You can’t even get kicked out. Ever.
Seriously. What kind of club is this?!
It’s got to be one of the most horriﬁc
clubs on earth. Revised: It is THE
most horriﬁc club on earth.. . .
That’s it, I guess. Pretty much sums it
up.
I want to leave this club, yet I can’t.
Ever.
That thought is a little too overwhelming at times. Or, almost always.. . .
Sometimes, when the weight of bereaved parenthood hits me like a ton
of bricks, I’ve found that hearing two
little words can make it all a little bit
better:
“Me too.”
“Me too.”
“Me too.”
“Me too.”
“Me too.”
Knowing I’m not alone is what makes
the unbearable, bearable.
Solidarity heals. It binds the broken.
I’m certain it’s the one sure thing that
always will.
Angela Miller

I Can Only Imagine

I can only imagine
What our hearts would feel
If that day had never happened
If your death had not been real.
I can only imagine
What our eyes would see
If they hadn’t shed a million tears
Pleading, Why you? Why not me?
I can only imagine
A happier life

One where all your dreams came true
You fell in love and took a wife.
I can only imagine
What a wonderful father you’d be
What names you’d give your children
Would you be anything like me?
I can only imagine
If I’ll live to see the day
When the mere thought of you
No longer takes my breath away.
I can only imagine
If things had ended differently
A family of four, now a family of three
But the one that’s missing should have
been me.
When our work is done
And our time to go has come
Our arms at last again will hold
Brennan, our beloved son
I can only imagine...
Tom Murphy
Greater Cincinnati TCF - East Chapter,
OH In Memory of my son, Brennan
Murphy

Time

Time...the longest word in our grief.
We used to measure Time by the steps
of our child...the ﬁrst word, the ﬁrst
tooth, ﬁrst date, ﬁrst car...now we do
not have this measure any more.
All we have is TIME and it only seems
to make the hurt worse! So what do
we do?
Give ourselves TIME...to hurt, to
grieve, to cry. TIME to choke...to be
“crazy” and TIME to remember.
Be nice to yourself! Don’t measure
your progress through grief against
anyone else. Be your own timekeeper.
Don’t push. Eventually you will ﬁnd
that hours and the days of grief have
turned to minutes and then moments...
but don’t expect them to go away, because WE WILL ALWAYS HURT.
You don’t get over grief...it only becomes tolerable and livable.
Change your focus a bit.
Instead of dwelling on how much you
have lost...just try thinking of
how much you had. Try letting the
good memories come over you as

easily as the awful ones do. We didn’t
lose a child...HE DIED. We didn’t
lose the love that ﬂowed between us...
it still ﬂows, just differently now.
Does it help to know that if we didn’t
love so very much, it would not hurt
so badly?
Our grief is the price we pay for love.
And as much as it hurts, I’m very glad
I loved! Don’t let death cast ugly
shadows, but rather warm memories of
loving times you shared.
Even though death comes,
LOVE NEVER GOES AWAY.
Darcie Sims, TCF

The Fear of Forgetting

When my daughter died just after
turning four years old, one of my
biggest fears has been that she will be
forgotten. But lately, I’ve been asking
myself what does that really mean?
What am I really scared of?
The idea that she will be forgotten is
actually two separate fears. The ﬁrst is
that due to the notion of “out of sight,
out of mind,” friends and even family will stop thinking of her and, in
essence, “forget her.” In reality, this
is the natural course of life. I have
beloved relatives and dear friends who
have passed, and yet I rarely think of
them. Does it mean they didn’t exist,
or had any less impact on my life? No.
Nor does it mean I love them any less.
What it does represent is that life goes
on, and current matters occupy our
minds.
I think my fear is actually rooted in
the reality of family and friends no
longer talking about my daughter or
– from my perspective – thinking of
her, which feels as though it further
isolates me from the “normal” world.
It has been years since she died, and
yet the pain is ever present and my
daily thoughts are still ﬁlled with
memories and longing for my daughter. Other than the news sensationalizing death and destruction to grab our
attention for ratings, our society tends
to not want to talk about grief or the
lingering pain of loss after the funeral
is over. So I go about my business and 4

lead two lives: the “normal” one that
goes about living a “normal” life, and
the “private” one where I still struggle
to ﬁgure out how to work through the
pain of grief while learning to once
again embrace the love, joy, and adventures that surround me.
The second part of my fear has to do
with me and my memory. With my
daughter no longer physically here,
memories of her have become precious commodities. Those few memories of speciﬁc moments captured in
time allow me to momentarily remember not just who she was, but remember life before the pain of her death
forever changed me and my world.
But with every passing day, and with
all the new information coming in,
those memories tend to get crowded
out and forgotten. All those everyday
moments that I took for granted at the
time have already faded into the abyss
of memories lost to time. It makes me
sad that her older brothers say that
they have very few speciﬁc memories
of her. It makes me sadder that her
baby brother never had the chance to
meet her, and will have to rely on our
stories and descriptions of her if he
ever wants to get to know her.
To combat this fear, I have tried to
write down as many memories as I
can – even if they are mundane. I keep
them in a journal, and some I post to
www.aliveinmemory.org to share them
with others. This way I can refer back
to them and share them with whoever
is interested in reading them. Her
brothers can read them and share them
with their eventual families.
But lately, I wonder is my fear of
forgetting my memories really necessary? Does it make me a bad mother

that I can’t remember more moments I
shared with her? Of course not. Does
it mean my love for her will fade with
the memories? Absolutely not. While
I wish I could remember more speciﬁc
memories of time that I shared with
her, I will try to be content knowing
that I will never forget how much I
love my daughter, or how much she
means to me. I will never forget her
personality quirks, her vivid imagination, and endless creativity. And I will
never forget how her life – and her
death – have helped me grow tremendously in my understanding of this life
and how best to live it.
Maria Kubitz
TCF Contra Costa County, CA
In Memory of my daughter, Margareta

More on Surviving Siblings

I gained a greater understanding of
how powerful guilt can be for surviving siblings observing my son Michel
after the death of his sister, Kristen. As
parents, it is our role to support, nurture, and protect. This is not the role of
siblings, yet it gets twisted into their
grief as well. As a result, it is common
for brothers and sisters to feel that they
failed in some way.
Siblings may often believe there must
have been something they could have
done to prevent the death. And sadly,
it is not uncommon for siblings to believe they caused the death by wishing
ill thoughts on their sister of brother
during a disagreement or fight. This
can have unfortunate repercussions
if the sibling dies. Well-intentioned
people may add to the confusion by
making statements like, “You need to
be strong for your parents.” adding
an unnecessary burden for the child
to now care for us. Michel also heard,

“God must have needed Krissie.”
causing him to fear that God may want
him too.
Survival guilt is also common. Not
only do parents believe they shouldn’t
outlive their children, but brothers and
sisters often feel guilty for being alive
and enjoying life. They may believe
as well that they need to be the perfect
child to make up for the loss. This is a
real com-plication of grief. As parents,
we need to be aware of this and reassure them that they don’t need to make
up for anything, nor can they. We
might want to tell them that the greatest gift they can give us is to be their
own person and live life to the fullest.
When death lands on the doorstep of
our surviving children at a tender age
it most likely becomes their threshold
into adulthood for understanding death
can demand adult-sized answers. I
definitely noticed this with my son
who was only nine when his sister
died suddenly. He became a quieter,
more serious boy The innocence of
his childhood was left behind when he
realized his sister, his buddy, was gone
forever.
Watching our surviving children
come to terms with death of this
magnitude, I’ve always felt, is the
double-edged sword of the bereaved
parent. We are wrestling with our
own grief and the endless questions
with answers that don’t come easily,
making us, once again, feel as helpless
as we did when our child died. Being
open and honest with our children and
their struggle and keeping the channels
of communication open, can actually
bring us closer to them. We can heal
together.

Continued from Let U Celebrate Their Births
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It’s the Music that Bonds
the Souls

The room you once lived in,
Doesn’t look the same.
The people who used to call you,
Never mention your name.
The car you used to drive,
They may not make them anymore;
And all the things you once treasured,
Are boxed behind closet doors.
The clothes you set the trends by,
Are surely out of date.
The people you owed money to,
Have wiped away the slate.
Things have changed and changed
again
since you went away,
But some things have
remained the same

Each and every day ...
Like this aching in my heart,
A scar that just won’t heal,
Or the way a special song,
Can change the way l feel.
Brother, you must know that the music
bonds us and will keep us close;
Because secretly I know deep in my
heart;
It’s the music you miss the most.
So let the world keep on turning,
And time can take its toll.
For as long as the music keeps playing
You’ll be alive and dancing in my
soul.
Stacie Gilliam,
TCF. Oklahoma City, OK

- very angry at everything
- my childhood had died, too
- angry and sad that my family life as I
had known it was over
-terrified that I would lose someone
else that I loved
- cheated that I didn’t have a brother
- angry at how it happened
- alone
- afraid to get close and let anyone in
- terrible
I wanted to cry
I felt angry, depressed, confused,
drained, worried
Why did it happen to him and not
someone else?
I wanted him back.

When My Sibling Died, I
Felt:

Yesterday, Today &
Tomorrow

- that a part of me died and that I was
all alone

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
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:

Yesterday

You were here and I took it for
granted that you would always be
here. Telling you I loved you and was
proud of you seemed unimportant.
There would be time for that when we
were older - when we fought less and
talked more.

Today

I know that time will never come,
and l will never have the chance to
say these things face-to-face. So I
write them and think them and hope
you know 1 mean them now and have
always felt them.

Tomorrow

Each day the pain and regrets of
things left unsaid get easier to deal
with. I have begun to realize that you
knew how I felt because you felt the
same way. And as more tomorrows
turn into yesterdays, I will find peace
in that knowledge. Someday, somewhere, we will meet again and I will
have my chance then.

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
Shannon Odessa Stiener,
St. Clair Shores: 2nd Wed. Kathy Joerin ; 586-293-6176, KJMac21@aol.com
TCF/Lowell, IN
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.
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Coming Date to Remember
JULY meeting will be July 11th
instead of July 4th.

MIchigan Conference
Basket
The Compassionate Friends of Livonia
Would like to welcome you to the
‘3rd Annual’
Family and Friends Picnic of Hope & Healing
Saturday, September 14th
1p — 4p
@ Rotary Park - in Livonia
(off 6 mile between Merriman and Farmington)

$10 per family
please bring your favorite dish to pass
(meat is being donated)

Any questions please contact Rhonda Temple @ 313 477 9889
(alcohol not permitted)

Our Livonia Chapter (in memory of all
our children who have died too soon)
will be donating a Michigan basket to
the 2019 TCF National Conference for
the Silent Auction held in Philadelphia,
PA in July. If you would like to donate
please bring your items to the May,
June or July meetings. These items can
be anything Michigan, sports items,
jams, jellies, Saunder’s items, chips
or coffees. Our only limits are wine
bottles or large glass items which are
hard to ship.

Sibling Sharing Table

We encourage siblings to attend our meetings
and meet Amy Golen and Troy Lafferty will
be leading this table. Contact Amy at 313-2838136 or email at aegolen@gmail.com. or Troy at
734-748-6787.

Infant Loss Sharing Table		

Our chapter is now offering a sharing table for
Infant Loss/Stillborn & Miscarriage.
Please contact Michelle Ciemnicki with questions at 734-276-3149 or email at michelle-

jurcak@gmail.com.

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.

Harsha Hebbale whose beloved brother, Swaroop, Born 3/10; Died 12/13; 19 years
Bonnie Holbrook whose beloved son, Brent, Born 11/22; Died 1/18; 57 years
Stacey Warren whose beloved son, Zachary, Born 4/23; Died 12/10; 27 years

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.
♥ Glenn & Dorothy Laswell “In memory of Christine Kramis. Always in our hearts and prayers.

Love, Mom, Dad & Tammy”
Sonny & Brenda Fields “In memory of John Fields. Always in our hearts - Love, Mom & Dad”
Sandra Weisl “In memory of Scott. Can’t believe it’s been 7 years since you passed. Love & miss you, Mom”
Tom & Connie McCann “In memory of our son, “Tom Jr” on his angel day 7/15 & Joe Coffey on his angel day 7/26”
Tom & Connie McCann “In memory of our sons; Ryan “Ryfro”, Tom Jr, Bryan “Bryfro” Soupis considered a son to our
family & Mark “Sparky” Abbott, Joe Coffey & Jim “Jimmy” Vick.
♥ Cindy & Matt Stevens “In memory of Justin. Love & miss you Justin, in our hearts forever!”
♥ Lee & Rhonda Temple “In memory of our sweet Alyssa. 13 years our hearts have been broken, 13 years we have missed
you each day, each hour, each minute, each second. 13 years our love continues for you and will forever, always in our
7
hearts. WE love you Pee Wee, Mom, Dad, Justin & Brandon”
♥
♥
♥
♥

TCF Livonia Chapter
Brenda Brummel
10531 Calumet Trail
Gaylord, MI 49735

July 2019

If any of you would be willing to get the newsletter via the internet,

This House and I

I think this house and I shall grow
old together and fall down around
one another.
How can I paint the walls when his
breath has coated them?
				LOVE GIFTS
How can I wash the door frames
when the smudges of his fingerYour Name:________________________________________________________
prints surely
are still there?
Address: __________________________________________________________
How can I patch the hole I kicked in
the wall in the weeks after he died?
City: ___________________________________State _______Zip: ___________
How can I clean the carpets that still
hold billions of his skin cells,
Email: __________________________________________
his DNA?
How can I throw out the old, broken
Love Gift Donation of $__________________ in Memory of __________________ chair that he sat and slept in?
How can I clear the air that someMessage: ____________________________________________________________ times still carries his scent?
How can I ever fix the broken hearts
Direct my gift to: _____Outreach (Printing, postage, phone , web
of his mother, his sisters and I?
_____ General Fund (90% local; 10% national)
How long must I wait?
please email me. Thanks, Brenda Brummel

Mail to: Rhonda Temple, 25164 Hanover St., Dearborn Heights, MI 48125

Jack McPeck
TCF of Spokane, WA
In Memory of my son Zachary Ian
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