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Treasurer

Rhonda Temple
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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- September 5 - Alan
Pedersen and Angels Across America
See Page 1.
NO Craft Day
September 14: 1-4 pm Annual Friends
and Family Picnic - see Page 7.
September 17: 6:30 pm TCF Dinnerat Brann’s Steakhouse (39715 6 Mile,
Northville, MI) sign up at meeting or
call Kathy 734-306-3930 or katjrambo@
gmail.com
October 5: 10 am - 1:30 pm Fundraiser : Painting with Monica - see
Page 7

We welcome Alan Pedersen, Angels
Across America Tour, to our next chapter meeting.
Alan’s performance is open to anyone who has experienced the death of
a child, grandchild and sibling. Alan
Pedersen is an award-winning speaker,
songwriter and recording artist. His
inspirational message of hope and his
music have resonated deeply with those
facing a loss or adversity in their lives
and have made him one of the most
popular, in demand presenters in the
world on finding hope after loss. Since
the death of his 18-year-old daughter
Ashley in 2001, Alan has traveled to
more than 1,500 cities speaking and
playing his original music.
Alan also successfully served four
years as the Executive Director of The

Compassionate Friends, the largest grief
organization in the world.
Alan is currently on the road with The
Angels Across the USA Tour where he
will speak and perform in over 100 U.S.
cities in 2019. The Tour is supported by
hundreds of families and organizations
who sponsor butterfly decals bearing the
names and home towns of their loved
ones who have died. These decals are
lovingly placed on the Angels Across
the USA van which travels across the
country. The Tour works with organizations large and small who are reaching
out to those in grief and offers to present Alan’s program regardless of their
ability to pay a fee or all of the expenses
of travel.
During this meeting we will not have
sharing time. If you choose, we ask that
you bring a dish to share with others as
we have done in the past.

Reopening of School and
No Child!

Summer ends, and across our nation,
from the middle of August to the week
after Labor Day, schools open for another year. For those parents surviving
a child of school age, be that from nursery school to college or university, this
can be as trying a time as the holidays.
School buses travel again the busy
highways of our cities and the quiet
lanes of our countryside. Anxious

(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

Not included to protect privacy

Let Us Celebrate Their Births
2

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

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.
♥ Susan Wobig “In memory of Michael Ryan. Michael Ryan on his 10th Anniversary.
We love you & miss you. Mom & Nick”
♥ Diane Arquette “In memory of Ricky Arquette. Dear Ricky: Time doesn’t heal. I miss and love you always. Mom”

The only people who think there is a time limit on grief
have never lost a piece of their heart.
3

parents stand with children about to
make the first ride to school. Gaggles
of youngsters play at countless stops
across our land. America’s most precious and costly activity is renewed.
The children are off to school. I
remember well the silences of the
September mornings of those first
years. The bus no longer stopped at
our home. It simply drove casually by,
the people within never realizing it
once carried the focus of my love, the
repository of my dreams. The drone
of its wheels marked anew the mindnumbing dullness of my fragmented
senses as it moved its way down the
tree lined lane once alive with my
son’s comings and goings.
It was always possible to avoid “back
to school” sales. Seeing young people
and their weary parents gather school
supplies and clothing was just too
much in those earliest years. Somehow, the perfect notebook, the brilliant sweater, the odd-shaped erasers
were simply unendurable. The stream
of vehicles heading for Cape Cod for
that final Labor Day weekend, the last
family outing to end the summer, was
another scene to avoid. It was a ritual
from which we seemed excluded.
Could we still be a family without
him? Those years are gone now. Having returned to education, I now have
“back to school” buying to do myself.
I see the buses arrive to unload their
treasured passengers, no longer feeling
the emptiness of a bus that drives on,
barren of hopes and dreams. But I do
and will forever remember the pain of
those unhappy years and sometimes I
reflect on the many parents who now
feel as I did.
If you are such a parent, if you mourn
a child who leaves a school desk
somewhere unfilled, I promise that
you are not alone in that pain. But
even though you are not alone, you
know that you are forever marked, that
the death of your child or children has
altered you in some basic manner.
Perhaps time and much grief work
remain before your spirit can yield
up the agony and permit a new self to
emerge. That time and work was nec-

essary for me, as it actually is for all
of us. For me, grief resolution finally
recalled me to my original work. I
teach. I no longer administer or direct.
The need for that fled before bereavement’s assault.
I teach math, science, and social studies to sixth grade children, ages 11 to
12 over the course of a year. In wondrous ways they have restored love to
my living. There is nothing of an intellectual character with enough value to
equal that, so I have given them the
love and caring that was mine, evoked
by and for Olin. Thus do Olin’s gifts
live on, called forth and given new life
through the innocent and selfless love
of school children.
All who walk this road realize this is
not substitution. Such is not possible.
But it does reflect qualities of successful reinvestment, something each of us
sorely needs.
Today as schools prepare for another
year, I look forward to a new group of
children. But cautions arise within as
well, the legacy of that time over 12
years ago, when the world came to a
sudden halt, when the laughter of lifetimes ceased, when dreams evaporated
with a morning mist.
For those of us who dare live and
love again, for those fortunate enough
to have found a reinvestment encouraging the same, there is always risk.
After all, tragedy can strike again. Our
present or past pain grants no immunity. Students, the children within the
school, invited me, albeit unknowingly, to take that risk again, although
certainly not at the rich and deep
level of father and son. Nevertheless,
it feels right, and though I will never
again know the depth of love which
belonged to Olin and me, I welcome
the chance to live once more on its
margins. So schools, which were once
just another manifestation of hurt,
have helped me to restore purpose and
balance to daily living. There is surely
such a reinvestment awaiting all of us,
but we must seek the circumstances
and create the opportunities for it to
occur. I pray that all of us who have
not yet had such good fortune may

soon do so. All of our children would
want this for us as well. With that
thought in mind, it is indeed worth
striving for that dimension in life once
more.
Don Hackett
TCF Kingston, MA, In Memory of Olin

Grandparents:
Forgotten Greivers?

I was leading a grief support group,
as I have been doing for the past eight
years. This particular group was an unusual mix of losses. I struggled to find
the right words to soothe the hearts
of two parents, two grandmothers, a
granddaughter, a sibling and a wife —
all at the same time.
We had been meeting for several
weeks, and I had become well acquainted with a couple who were
grieving the death of their teenage
son. The boy’s grandmother, who was
visiting from out of town as the parents struggled to adjust to their loss,
at-tended each of the meetings with
them. Each week the parents poured
out their pain as the grandmother patted them lovingly and daintily dabbed
at her own eyes.
At first, I thought how wonderful it
was that she was able to be with them
and how blessed they were to have
her to lean on in their time of need. I
became cognizant of the importance of
loving families in desperate situations.
One evening this grandmother spoke
to us directly from her heart, however,
and opened my eyes to her pain, as a
grieving grandparent.
This grandmother, Ann, had suffered
the death of her grandson. Because I
am a grandmother myself, I know the
love felt for a grandchild is unlike any
other. It is a pure and unselfish love
that makes your heart feel perpetually like the first time you fell in love.
When Ann lost her grandson, she suffered a heart-wrenching wound, but,
in addition to her own pain, she had to
watch and feel the pain of her daughter
and son-in-law in their roles as grieving parents. As much as she wanted
to and tried to comfort them, there
was no way she could bring back their 4

son. All of this resulted in a “double
whammy”; pain upon pain multiplying
each day she endured her own grief
and had to watch helplessly as her
children suffered their personal loss.
By watching this family, I came to
understand that when a child dies, we
all grieve for the parents, but often we
forget the grandparents who can feel
left out. We forget they are experiencing that “double whammy,” trying to
work through their grief with little or
no support of their own.
The support a grieving person receives can make a great difference in
the grief process. Grandparents should
not be embarrassed to attend grief
support groups or seek help to aid
themselves through the role of forgotten griever.
From TCF-South Bay/LA Newsletter

Closure – Is It Reality?

The use of the word “closure” is often
heard in public circles or in the media
especially after a tragedy and implies
finality. The word comes with the
sense that there will be a time, day, or
event like a funeral that marks when
a grieving person will be “healed” or
“over it”, as though it were a disease
and you could magically take a pill to
be cured. There is an expectation that
when the eulogies are said and the casseroles are gone, the grief somehow
magically goes away. The truth is that
those of us who are in TCF realize
that the death of a child or sibling
changes our lives forever, and we will
never truly “be over it.” Yes, we will
not have the intensity of the pain and
sorrow we had at the beginning of our
grief. We will go on with life and find
a new normal for us, but life will never
be as it was before the death, and we
will never be fully “healed”.
Sometimes those around us have
attempted to comfort us by pointing to deadlines, replacements, or “at
leasts”. We have heard it said, “At
least you have other kids,” or “You
can have another baby,” or “Hasn’t it
been 6 months?” Many see “comfort
giving” as a short-term support effort,
and soon we will be “over it” as we

are kept busy returning to the tasks of
daily living and focusing on our blessings. These comments hurt rather than
provide the comfort they are meant
to provide. Grief follows no plan, no
stages, timetable, formula, or schedule. There are no road maps; there are
no absolutes. We learn in TCF that
everyone grieves differently. Grief is
like being lost. The familiar things we
relied on to live each day are gone. We
must find new anchors or stabilizers
along the way and learn a new way
of relating to the world and people
around us. We are forced to learn to
live without our child or sibling. The
reality of our loss often far outweighs
what we have remaining. Grief is all
consuming, distorts reality, and we
begin to mark time in “before or after
our loved one died.” No one can hurry
the process of grief; no one can do it
for us. Not even our spouses, parents,
or other children can help us in those
early days. The truth is that when our
grief is new, we feel exhausted physically, emotionally, and spiritually. We
barely have enough energy to breathe.
We feel as though we have no control
over our lives anymore, nor do we
care. We realize on some level we are
helpless. We might even feel hopeless
or purposeless. Some of us feel isolated, lonely, and misunderstood. Some
feel like everything is trivial compared to the loss we have experienced.
Some feel as if the world is spinning
on around us and nobody really cares
that our child, sibling, or grandchild
died. All of these feelings are normal
and part of the grieving process. And
yes, we also need to realize it is a
process—a very long, gradual, and difficult process.
Time does not heal all wounds, but
time softens the intensity of the grief.
What helps is finding those who will
listen with their hearts and give us
hope and understanding. Those who
will spend hours, days, and months
with us as we tell our story over and
over so we can somehow believe it
ourselves. What helps is to surround
ourselves with those patient people
and meaningful activities that comfort

and support.
Gradually, the cold darkness of grief
begins to give way to the warmth of
the memories, acceptance, purpose,
and reinvestment in life. We learn
to speak of our loved one without
crying, and we begin to accept that
whatever time we had with him or
her, we would have taken even if just
but a moment. We learn that grief is
the price we pay for loving our child
or sibling so much, and we wouldn’t
want it any other way. Our relationships with family, friends, and yes,
even God, can be strengthened or
challenged as we look for new ways to
connect with them. We may lose old
friends who don’t really understand.
We learn that problems in life are
not overwhelming. We are handling
the worst thing that can happen to us;
what else can happen? We learn to
more deeply cherish those we love.
We help others in grief without batting
an eye. Sometimes we pick up “gifts”
along the way by becoming more
caring, compassionate toward others,
and appreciative for what is important
in life. New strengths can develop as
we find our new selves along the way.
Life will be different as we learn to
cope, but still have meaning.
For those of you who are new in your
loss, we hope that you will continue
to share your sorrow with us and learn
from those further ahead on the path of
grief. Someday it won’t hurt as much
as it does now, and you won’t always
feel “this elephant on your chest”.
We encourage you to ask the family
and friends around you for what you
need and tell them when their expectations for you are too high. We hope
you will explain to them that your
grief is not on a timetable and will
probably not ever reach what society calls “closure”. Explain to them
that you will always miss your child
or sibling, but you will learn to live
with a broken heart. We hope you will
inform them that the mention of your
child’s name is music to your ears and
it’s okay to talk about him or her. Your
TCF friends will be with you and hold 5
your hand every step of the way.

SIBS

“How did she do it?” Even people who
did not ask these questions looked at
me with a mixture of pity and curiosity.
To compound the taboo of my sister’s
suicide was the fact that sex was
mixed up with it. She was an extremely outgoing, creative, charismatic person with no history of mental illness.
Everywhere she spent time – church
groups, school, the neighborhood pool
– she was the center of attention because it was so much fun to be around
her. Two teachers of Amy’s spoke at
her funeral, which was standing room
only, and shared what a lasting influence Amy had on people.
So, at first the suicide was such a
surprise that foul play was considered a possibility before the note was
found. In that note, we discovered
that she had recently been diagnosed

with herpes. You would think that’s
not such a big deal in the age of AIDS.
But the college she attended was quite
Suicide of a Sibling
conservative, and the health services
Sometimes I wish my sister Amy
department had some awful brochures
had died of cancer, or a car accident,
supplied by the religious right. They
or something I could neatly explain.
basically said your life is over and
Instead she died by suicide when she
you’ll never be able to have a child.
was 18 years old.
The nurse there said her diabetes had
I realize that most people are uncomexacerbated her condition. To top it
fortable discussing death unless it’s
off, my parents, like most parents,
about a great, great aunt who died in
never really discussed sex. That
her sleep at the age of 107. But at least
doesn’t mean we kids didn’t know
if your sibling dies of a disease or an
about it, but it did mean that the last
accident, people will say something
people in the world we would ever
relatively appropriate and not feel too
discuss sex with would be our parents.
uneasy before moving on to a new
Suicide mixed with sexual disease. It
topic. Not so with suicide.
doesn’t make for a very good cocktail
When my sister first died, I was so
party chitchat; taking my cue from
in shock. I had no idea how to answer
my parents and society in general
the incredibly insensitive remarks like,
I stopped mentioning Amy. When
“Why did she do it?” “What kind of
people asked me how many siblings
problems was your family having?”
I had, I would say “two—my surviving younger sister and brother.” It just
Need to Talk to Someone Between Meetings?
seemed easier, and people didn’t have
Telephone friends:
to feel so squeamish talking to me.
The people listed below have volunteered to take your calls:
But two events changed that. One was
Linda Houghtby - Long term illness - (734) 591-3062
a conversation I had with my mother
Catherine Walker - Loss of Only Child - (248) 921-2938
about Amy. I thought, at least with a
Charli Johnston - Suicide - 734-812-2006
family member, I could discuss her.
Joe Hofmann - Drug related death - 734-331-9919
We were talking about travel – Amy’s
Bob Vitolins - A father’s grief - (313) 882-8632
passion was traveling to Greece – and
Dana and Brandy Bumstead - Loss of an infant -(313) 447-8144
I was reminiscing about how enthuKathy Rambo - Sudden Death - (734) 306-3930
siastic Amy was about traveling and
Remember that our chapter has a Facebook page. It is a closed
how much fun it would have been to
page, so you just need to search for The Compassionate Friends
see Greece with her. My mother said
of Livonia, Michigan and ask to join.
she just couldn’t talk about it. It had
TCF Chat Room
made her too sad. This was years after
www.compassionatefriends.org
Amy’s death. What the heck did she
The chat rooms are moderated and are open at different times. There is one open most
mean she couldn’t talk about it? If I
evenings from 10-11 p.m. They are all moderated which means that all the chat rooms
couldn’t discuss Amy with my mother,
have a trained facilitator in them.
National Mailing Address: PO Box 3696, Oak Brook, IL 60522; Phone: (630) then who could I? I turned to her and
said, “If I die before you, I hope you
990-0010; Toll Free: (877)969-1101; Website: www.compassionatefriends.org
won’t refuse to talk about me.” I told
Other TCF Chapters in our area:
Ann Arbor:Mike Fedel:MikeFedela2@gmail.com; 734-998-0360 ; 3rd Sunday, her that I knew Amy would want us to
remember her – and there are so many
2:30 to 4:30 pm - First Presbyterian Church (Vance Room)1432 Washtenaw,
Ann Arbor
incredibly great memories. I called
St. Clair Shores: 2nd Wed. Kathy Joerin ; 586-293-6176, KJMac21@aol.com
my brother and sister afterwards and
Detroit: Kellie West Outer Drive Methodist Church,12065 West Outer Drive,
told them the same thing: “If I die,
Detroit ; 2nd Wed., 6:30 - 8:30; 734-660-9557.
Troy: St. Paul’s Methodist Church, 620 Romeo, Rochester, MI 3rd Thursday7-9; please don’t pretend I didn’t exist. I’m
Tina@586-634-0239
telling you here and now that I want to
South Rockwood TCF Chapter: Southwood United Methodist Church, 6311 S.
Huron River Drive. South Rockwood, MI 48179; 3rd Tues. of month meeting - be remembered.”
The other event happened very re7 pm; Sheri Schooley, Leader; Contact Karen 734-672-7469
Tecumseh TCF Chapter: First Presbyterian Church, 211 W. Chicago, Tecumseh,
6
(Continued on next page)
4th Sunday of the month, 2-4 pm, Rose Hatchett, 517-270-3308.
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Our Next TCF Meeting

September 5, 2019 - 7 pm – 9
PM
Alan Pedersen and
Angels Across America
See page 1 for details.

The Compassionate Friends of Livonia
Would like to welcome you to the
‘3rd Annual’
Family and Friends Picnic of Hope & Healing
Saturday, September 14th

FUNDRAISER

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)

Sibling Sharing Table

for
The Compassionate Friends Livonia MI Chapter
WHEN: October 5, 2019 – 10 am to 1:30 pm
WHERE: Plymouth District Library, Plymouth, MI
COST: $25.00 Per Person
Monica Imielowski will share her artistic abilities with us and show
us how to paint the frame shown here. You may choose either the
butterfly or the dragonfly. Her husband, Roman, handcrafted the
frames. Monica and Roman offer this painting opportunity to us in
memory of their beloved son, Andrew. The Imielowski’s are members
of our Livonia chapter

We encourage siblings to attend our meetings and meet Amy
Golen and Troy Lafferty who will be leading this table.
Contact Amy at 313-283-8136 or email at aegolen@gmail.
com, or Troy at 734-748-6787.

cently. I’m on a nonprofit board for an
organization that helps women working in the Internet industry with career
advice. We had a speaker who talked
about women over 40 working in the
cyberbiz. She talked about working
as a chat host and said that one of
the chats she hosted was about suicide. I thought, “Here’s a woman my
mother’s age who is telling a room full
of strangers about her son’s death.” It
was immensely comforting to see how
she handled the topic. You could tell
she had a wonderful relationship with
him.
The board asked her to join our
organization. I pulled her aside and
asked about the suicide chat. I told her
that my sister had died that way. She

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 michellejurcak@gmail.com.

told me how sorry she was and asked
her name. It’s the first time in my life
I was completely at ease discussing
Amy’s death. I knew the look she
gave me was of empathy, not of pity,
not of curiosity. She wasn’t being
judgmental, thinking, “What kind of
dysfunctional family do you come
from?” Unless you have an immediate
family member who died of suicide,
no one can ever know the incredible pain and emotional baggage that
comes with it. I told her later that I
get frustrated when people tell me they
know what I’m going through because
their grandmother died of heart disease
recently. I am sorry but it is not the
same. A grandmother has lived a full
life. She is not leaving behind mid-

dle-aged parents and young siblings
who ask, “What could I have done to
prevent this?”
I suppose there will always be extra
emotional baggage tied to a suicide of
a family member. But not discussing
it isn’t going to make that baggage any
lighter. In fact, by not talking about it,
I was contributing to the taboo associated with it. Of course this doesn’t
mean I’ll introduce it into every casual
conversation. From now on, however, then people ask me how many
siblings I have, I’ll let them know the
whole truth – I have a younger sister
and brother, and I had another wonderful sister named Amy, who died of
suicide.
Susan Kim From “We Need Not Walk
Alone” fall 1999
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If any of you would be willing to get the newsletter via the internet,
please email me. Thanks, Brenda Brummel

				LOVE GIFTS

Please contact the editor, Brenda
Brummel at 10531 Calumet Trail
Your Name:________________________________________________________
49735, Gaylord, MI or bbwriter59@
aol.com
Address: __________________________________________________________
or 810-623-1691.
If you read or write an article or poem
City: ___________________________________State _______Zip: ___________
bereaved parents and would like to
share it.
Email: __________________________________________
If you find any errors.
If you move and would like to continue
Love Gift Donation of $__________________ in Memory of __________________ receiving the newsletter, send us your
new address.
Message: ____________________________________________________________ If you know someone you think would
benefit from receiving the newsletter
send his/her/their name and address.
Direct my gift to: _____Outreach (Printing, postage, phone , web
If you prefer to no longer receive the
_____ General Fund (90% local; 10% national)
newsletter or if you prefer to receive
this newsletter via email.

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