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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:

June 3 - Monthly Chapter Meeting see info about meeting on this page

June 5-Craft Day News - see page 7
June 15 : 6:00 pm TCF Dinner-at

Richard’s Family Restaurant, 39305
Plymouth Rd., Livonia 48150. For more
information, call Kathy 734-306-3930
or katjrambo@gmail.com

July 2021- Virtual International TCF
Conference. More details to follow.

How Dads Cope

It will be four years on May 31 this
year since our son Nicholas passed
away. Wow. I never imagined in a million years this would happen to us. It is
difficult to deal with the aching pain I
still feel in my heart. Nicholas’s friends
are getting married and having children.
Though we are happy for them, our sadness deepens with the thought of how
different it could be if he were still here.
The anxiety that begins to build in the
latter part of April in preparation for the
anniversary of Nicholas’s passing gets
stronger and stronger as the day comes
near. Past years were shock years. I
couldn’t figure out how to deal with
it all. I would listen to other parents
that are further along in their grief for
coping strategies, but it did not seem to
help. How could anyone help me heal
my heart after it was broken into a trillion pieces?
I have found that speaking about
Nicholas to friends, family, and new
acquaintances helps me tremendously.
At first it was difficult to do because it
does make some people uncomfortable.
The more I do it, the easier it gets, and
the better I feel. Talking about my son
has been like a pressure relief valve for
me.
I also make time to think about Nicholas and release my emotions. This time
alone to reflect and weep bring over-

whelming, though temporary, relief.
Dads tend to hold back tears and feelings. We like to think we can maintain
control. My advice is don’t try. Instead,
let your feelings go in private at a time
and place of your choosing.
Thinking back to the beginning of this
tragic event in our lives, I should have
sought counseling from a grief therapist. My wife and I both should have
done this. I truly believe this would
have helped us develop better coping
skills. At that time, I didn’t think private
counseling would help. I was wrong.
Finally, The Compassionate Friends
(TCF) volunteers are available to us
all. TCF volunteers understand your
loss and the dual problem of “maintaining control” for the sake of our family.
...Now, I tell parents, “we sincerely
regret the circumstance that has brought
you to this group.” This is a club none
of us dreamed we would ever join. I
thank TCF for helping my family and
me and for allowing me to help others.

Albert Tapia, Nicholas’ dad
TCF- Katy Chapter
In Memory of my son, Nicholas Albert Tapia

“Gone. The saddest word in
the language. In any language.”
Kevin Brooks
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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 available to members only.

Let Us Celebrate Their Births
2

Softly … may peace
replace heartache
and cherished memories
remain with you always on
your child’s birthday

(continued on page 7)
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Spirit Gifts

Fathers Weep at Graves

Grief is such an individual journey.
We are cast on its path without our
consent, enveloped by a depth of pain
we never dreamed existed. We all have
times when despair and loneliness
threaten to engulf us.
But we do have one companion on
this lonely, unsought road: our child
who died. I think there is never a moment in the day when a part of me is
not connected to Philip, to our years
together—and to our present relationship. Our journey through grief is a
good-bye to the physical presence of
our children, but it is never good-bye
to their spirits and to the essence of
their beings. Philip lives inside me
now, and the same gifts he gave me
when he was physically alive are still
available to me through his spirit. In
some ways, those “spirit gifts” are
stronger, because they are contained
and undiluted within me.
When the days get unbearably hard,
when I think of all this wonderful
young man missed by not getting to
live out his life, I try to remember to
focus on the present Philip, the one
inside me. I try to integrate his gifts
into my life, sometimes seeing through
his eyes, thinking from his heart and
mind. Often when I walk in the hills,
I’ll hear his voice: “Pay attention,
Mom.” (He noticed the details in nature so much more than I.)
No matter how old your child who
died, the essence of this unique being remains within you forever. It is
through us and others who knew them
that our children continue to live and
affect our present world. Though not
in the way we hoped and expected, our
beloved children are still alive.
…May the spirit of the child who
lives so deep within your heart help
you through this month and through
every moment of the re-establishing of
your life.

I see them weep
The fathers at the stones
Taking off the brave armor
Forced to wear in the work place
Clearing away the debris
With gentle fingers
Inhaling the sorrow
Diminished by anguish
Their hearts desiring
What they cannot have –
To walk hand in hand
With children no longer held–
To all the fathers who leave a part
Of their hearts at the stones
May breezes underneath the trees of
time
Ease their pain
As they receive healing tears...the gift
the children give.

Catharine (Kitty) Reeve
Newsletter Editor, TCF Marin and San
Francisco Chapters, CA

Alice J. Wisler
In memory of our son Daniel
(August 25, 1992 – February 2,
1997)”

Cemetery Moms

Jessica’s Mom found another elephant to perch on Jess’ headstone.
She sits on the next grave marker with
her arms wrapped around her knees,
rocking and telling the latest about the
court case that plays out her agony in
the local newspaper. It was one year
ago that her daughter innocently hung
out with her long-time friends, boys
who stole a gun they didn’t think was
loaded.
Dads, siblings, grandparents and
friends come too, but today, only CemeteryMoms are here.
Music comes from Keith’s section of
Clinton Grove Cemetery, where Civil
War soldiers rest with the county seat’s
first settlers, and now our children.
Keith’s mother brings a tape player
to comfort her while she plants and
prunes and fusses over every leaf and
petal. The music he wrote and performed couldn’t drown out the teasing,
bullying and pressure of high school
and, she tells us, he ended his life.

Not far, a different Jessica’s mother
plants purple-blue flowers to match
her daughter’s purple headstone - imported from Europe - favorite color of
the girl who was expected to survive
heart surgery.
A grave away from my son is John,
who also ended the life that had overwhelmed him. He is Jessica, the-elephant-collector’s cousin. In four years,
I have never seen John’s mother here.
She is the one who discovered her son
in the garage. So we tend John’s place,
planting and watering around the
statue representing John’s pug dog.
My own little Steven lies in this
section among the other young ones.
He lost the battle with lifelong medical problems. I’ve come to change
the poem in the outdoor frame next
to Steven’s blue headstone - blue for
little boys and angels. Jessica’s mom
listens to how Steven “told” me to buy
that little Raspberry Punch rosebush
for the gravesite. (He “blew raspberries” when he was contented, which I
believe he is now.)
We guess at who left some token of
love for Jess. There are no car pools or
school activities or passing off outgrown clothes to occupy our time and
our talk. Not even the latest surgery
or teenage crisis. In winter, I come
Fridays, and eat my lunch in my car
parked alongside our kids’ section.
Jessica’s mom says not to worry if I
don’t get here every day this summer
to water the impatiens; she comes
every day with her sprinkling can. We
are the Cemetery Moms.
Linda May
TCF Troy, MI
In Memory of Steven
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A Father’s Grief

At my second meeting of The
Compassionate Friends about three
years ago, one of the mothers said how
nice it was to see a man attending,
since “men grieve differently from
women.”
Her remark was no doubt meant to
help put me at ease. I hadn’t said a
thing so far, and might have been intimidating in my silence. But it caught
me off guard. What I was feeling after
George’s death was so absolute, so
awful, how could it possibly come
with any “differences”? Would one
grieve differently for an infant than
for an adolescent? For a son than for
a daughter? Surely, grief was absolute
for both mothers and fathers.
Over time, I came to acknowledge the
differences the well-meaning mother
had in mind: Neither I nor the other
men who occasionally attended talked
much; the women talked freely.
I sensed I was better at compartmentalizing my grief than the mothers,
better at keeping a lid on it socially
and at work.
My male friends seemed less comfortable talking about George, bringing up his name or even looking at his
pictures than female friends. I came to
see how intensely I felt I had let my
son down as his protector, the father’s
primary role.
Shortly after becoming editor of my
chapter newsletter, I sent a copy to my
friend, Jack Knebel, in California. Jack
and his wife, Linda, had been involved
with a chapter of The Compassionate
Friends after the death of their daughter, Hollis.
He replied, “It’s good to see that a
man is taking an active role in the
group.” Then he went on to write movingly about those male-female grieving differences. The rest of his letter,
which touched me deeply, follows:
” . . . Several years after Hollis died,
Linda and I were being trained by
Compassionate Friends to be “buddies” for newly bereaved parents.
One of the exercises was to list all
the unhelpful things that others had

said in trying to comfort us, so that
we wouldn’t make the same mistakes.
The other trainees, all women, made
long lists, and did it with enthusiasm.
When the lists were read aloud, they
nodded knowingly at every entry and
eventually hooted and howled with
derision at the worst (some of which
were pretty bad). When it came my
turn, I held up an empty page and
said:
People may have said such things to
me. I just don’t recall.
What I do remember is that people
tried to tell me how sad they were for
us. I remember being told how much
they loved Hollis and how much they
cared about us. I remember one of
my partners hugging me in the halls
of my very stiff and proper law firm.
I remember men who had never told
me anything more personal than their
reactions to a Giants’ loss crying at
our loss and their fears.
You women are used to talking to
each other about your emotions and
about personal things. I wasn’t and
my friends weren’t either. So the fact
that we could do so was a great gift,
and it wasn’t marred in the slightest
by someone’s choice of words.
Now, the shell has been broken
and I find it easier to talk about my
emotions, my hopes and fears, about
those things that really are important.
And that, for me, was one of Hollis’
greatest gifts.
I know that even after George’s
death, he is a major part of your life.
My guess is that you’re becoming
more open to the gifts that he and
those who care about you are able to
give.”
Yours, with compassion and friendship,
Jack
David Pellegrin
Honolulu, Hawaii

Graduation Time

It’s June and graduation time again.
Your child would have been among
those wearing the cap and gown, walking down the aisle to the ever stirring
“Pomp and Circumstance.” Now there

is a vacant spot in the line. Should you
attend? Can you stand the pain? Will
people think you are strange?
As always you must follow your
heart. So, go if you’d like to and don’t
hide your tears. It’s quite all right to
miss your own child while celebrating
the achievements of others.
Just remember: That your instincts
are the most important ones; that no
one else can make this decision for
you, and that it doesn’t really matter
what other people think.
It was your child who died. This is
your pain and you have the right to
feel it and deal with it in your own
way – and may a bit more healing take
place in the doing.
Peggy Gibson,
TCF Nashville, TN

You were on my mind . . .

When I woke up this morning...
You were on my mind. You were on
my mind.
You with that genuine enthusiasm,
like a kid with his first bicycle.
You with the curiosity and excitement
that dads love to be there for.
There’s so much of you still with me.
Still with us!
It’s not fair that we feel cheated or
that we won’t share your ways anymore.
But in reality, after all the tears and
inner feelings of pain and sadness pass
We will have joy and great happiness
because we shared your days. Your
laughter. You.
And when I wake up each morning
It will be OK that you were on my
mind... You are on my mind.
That’s a special place for you to be,
because it will be forever.
Michael Tyler
TCF Lighthouse Chapter, Lewes, DE
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SIBS
Sibling Grief

The grief of a sibling is unique unto
itself. I have heard my son talk about
the lost moments with his sister; the
motorcycle rides that he thought
would still be there, the expectation,
forever gone, that she would not only
stand by his side as he spoke his wedding vows, but that she would help
with the planning and would choreograph his first dance with his bride. I
understand the concerns that he has
that as his parents age, his sister will
no longer be there to shoulder together the care as they did with their
grandparents. My heart aches for him
knowing that he no longer has the
sister who grew up as his best friend

and used to play everything from HEMAN to MY LITTLE PONIES and
CLOTHES PIN MONSTERS. She
shared his history, his being little, in a
way that no other can.
When Robyn left the earth, a big part
of Jayson ended, too. I know he hurts.
But he is “only the brother” and, in
the eyes of a world that doesn’t understand, adult siblings are too often
expected to heal quickly and move
on. But they don’t. They ache and
they miss their sibling in a way that is
different from what a parent feels, but
is still very deep and lonely. And they
are, too often, forgotten. If their employers give them more than a day or
two off, it is considered more than generous. Co-workers never really know
what to say or how long to “give sympathy”. Most people don’t acknowl-

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
Marlene 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: 48660 Pontiac Trail, #930808 Wixom, MI 48393
Phone: 877-969-0010; Website: www.compassionatefriends.org

edge the sibling pain on the birthday
or anniversary dates of the one lost.
And to compound the emotional upheaval of the sibling left, the parents
are so often depleted by their own
loss that giving more, when they feel
as if they have so much less to give,
can leave a sibling feeling even more
lonely. To Lose a Sibling HURTS. IT
MATTERS. It Can Change Everything...and it certainly changes the
brother or sister left behind.
Bettie-Jeanne Rivard-Darby

Forever Changed

Can you see the change in me?
It may not be so obvious to you,
I participate in family activities,
I attend family reunions...
I help plan holiday meals.

You tell me you are glad to see that I
don’t cry anymore.
But I do cry! When everyone has
gone – when it is safe – the tears fall.
I cry in privacy so my family won’t
worry.
I cry until I am exhausted and can
finally sleep.
You tell me you admire my strength
and my positive attitude.
But I am not strong I feel that I have
lost control; and I panic when I think
about tomorrow...Next week... next
year.
I go about the daily routine of my job,
trying to complete my assigned tasks,
not to feel the pain, then I drink coffee
and smile.

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
South Rockwood TCF Chapter: Southwood United Methodist Church, 6311 S.
Huron River Drive. South Rockwood, MI 48179; 3rd Tues. of month meeting 7 pm; Sheri Schooley, Leader; Contact Karen 734-672-7469
Tecumseh TCF Chapter: First Presbyterian Church, 211 W. Chicago, Tecumseh,
4th Sunday of the month, 2-4 pm, Marsha & Jeff DiCenzo 517-918-5608 &
517-358-1883

PLEASE REMEMBER

Sibings are welcome to attend
the Livonia Compassionate
Friend meetings. We ask that
you be at least 16 years old.
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Livonia Chapter Page
June Meeting

Meeting June 3 at 7:00 pm at St. Timothy’s Church, 16700 Newburgh Road, Livonia. Please bring your own drink and
maybe an outside chair in case it is nice out and maybe we can sit outside. Please bring a mask just in case.

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.
♥ Sandi Weisl “In memory of Scott. Happy 51st Birthday, Scott. Miss you so much. Love you forever, Mom”
♥ Ken & Karen Godlewski “In memory of Peter”

Let Us Celebrate Their Births - continued

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.

Kate and Ryan Smith, whose beloved son, Drew, Born 7/10; Died 3/24; 6 years

Craft Day

Our June 5th, 2021 Saturday Craft Day will be held at the home of Kathy
Rambo from 10 am until 1 pm. If weather permits, we will meet outside.
Please bring a mask just in case. We will be designing wooden frames to
put your child’s picture in it. Cost is $3.00 each
Please let us know if you are attending as we want to make sure we have
supplies for everyone.
All supplies are provided. Save your spot by calling Kathy Rambo at
734-306-3930 and/or we will have a sign-up sheet at the June chapter
meeting.
If you have any questions, please contact Gail at 734-748-2514 or Kathy
734-306-3930.
At times I think I am beginning to
heal, but the pain rolls over me again
with a permanent scar on my heart.
You tell me that you are glad to see
I’m holding up so well.
But I’m not holding up well. Sometimes I want to lock the door and hide
from the world.
I spend time with my parents, I seem
calm and collected.

I smile when appropriate. But I’m
not!
You tell me it’s good to see me back
to my “old self’.
But I will never be back to my “old
self’.
Pain and grief, have touched my life...
and I am Forever Changed!!–
Author unknown
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TCF Livonia Chapter
Brenda Brummel
10531 Calumet Trail
Gaylord, MI 49735

June 2021

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

				LOVE GIFTS
Your Name:________________________________________________________
Address: __________________________________________________________
City: ___________________________________State _______Zip: ___________
Email: __________________________________________
Love Gift Donation of $__________________ in Memory of
__________________
Message: __________________________________________________________
__
Direct my gift to: _____Outreach (Printing, postage, phone , web
_____ General Fund (90% local; 10% national)
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