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Spring
Where has my son gone?
Where is the blue of his big blue eyes,
The gold of his freshly washed hair,
And the warmth of his laughter?
Then I notice that in the spring, it seems
The sky is a little bluer, the sun a little
More golden and the breezes a little 
warmer,
And it’s then that I know.
For a few days in the spring when I see
The sun rise, glance at the sky and 
enjoy
The warm breezes,
I feel his presence and not his absence.
How I wish those days would last for-
ever.
Kenneth Hensley
TCF, Nashville, TN

Lessons 
In times of confusion 
I look for you 
Seeking your knowledge 
Wanting the solace of your words 
Somehow our roles have switched 
It is now I  
who reach to you for wisdom 
Like a child approaching a parent 
Rather than you the son 
depending on your mom 
But perhaps your lessons 
Were always there 
and I was unaware 
Of what you had taught me 

until my need for your teachings 
became greater than my desire to teach. 
© Sandy Goodman

Come Sit With Me 
Come sit with me awhile and 
let me hold your hand, 
I understand your sorrow and 
know you need a friend. 
I understand the pain that 
lies within your heart, 
I have felt the silent screams that 
tear you all apart 
I know about the sleepless nights that 
last so very long, 
I understand the emptiness when 
you hear that special song. 
Come share with me your memories 
and let me be your friend, 
you can cry, laugh or say nothing at all, 
and I will understand. 
Come sit with me my friend, 
I’ll try to help you through.
 I understand my friend, 
for I have been there too.
Judy Peckinpaugh 
TCF Inland Empire, CA

“Thank you to all the special parents, 
family and friends who attended our 
“8th Annual Bowling Fundraiser”.  
Also a big “Thank you” to Westland 
Bowl for hosting this wonderful 
event.  It was a wonderful and special 
event.”

Coming Events:
NEXT MEETING -April 7- Regular 
meeting: Newcomer tables, sibling 
table, topic table: Based on the article,   
Seasons, which season do you think 
you are in.
April 23- Craft Day -see page7

April 19 -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.

June 18th- Fund Raiser- see page 7
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Our Children Loved and Remembered AlwaysOur 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.
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Let Us Remember Them Always
Child                       Parent, Grandparent, Sibling            Date              Age

Let Us Celebrate Their Births

Howard Cherry Russi Arden April 26 16 yrs
Nicholas Tomasin Roberta Babics April 04 19 yrs
Mikayla Desmond and LaShonda Baker April 02 9 yrs
Ally Jolie Brad and Tamara Baldwin April 05 2 1/2 yrs
Brandon Michael Mike and Marsha Brown April 26 27 yrs
Greg Brenda and Roger Brummel April 19 27 yrs
Sandra Jean Mary Ann Coil April 16 56 yrs
Ryan Julie Colby April 19 24 yrs
Gregory William Croteau Juleen Croteau April 27 18 yrs
Tracie Boyd R. Davis April 12 30 yrs
Steven DeLong Phil DeLong April 29 35 yrs
Michael Vincent Vincent & Sylvia Fregonara April 17 26 yrs
Marie-Kristin Thomas and Christel Friedow April 25 18 yrs
Sara Marie Peggy Gniewek April 04 25 yrs
Michael Daria Gomez April 19 17 yrs
Raisha E. Grace ShaRonda Henry April 08 23 yrs
Eric Hoxie Kevin Hoxie  April 02 26 yrs
Peter Mary Jolliffe April 30 40 yrs
Jeffrey Alan Lenore Jordan April 07 33 yrs
Joseph, Jr. Mr. And Mrs. Joseph Klock, Sr. April 17 34 yrs
Stephen David and Carol LaCasper April 03 42 yrs
Stephen (Brother) Melanie LaCasper April 03 42 yrs
Kyle Debbie Linford April 06 22 yrs
Alexis Howard Jenuita Lobster April 04 18 yrs
Bryan “Bryfo” Soupis Connie McCann April 02 35 yrs
Amber Iverson Beverly McDonald April 20 23 yrs
Lance McKay Jody and Lance McKay April 23 18 yrs
Michael Bill and Nancy Miller April 26 42 yrs
Ella Elizabeth Katie and Jeff Nadig April 30 3 yrs
Emily Starr Taylor Stephanie Olle April 14 9 yrs
Richard Joe and Maggie Pellegrino April 10 22 yrs
Dean O’Rian Lisa Phillips April 04 1 day
Brandon Jeff and Lisa Pitts April 29 2 yrs
Gregory Susan Pregitzer April 27 18 yrs
Darryl Louis Randall April 28 44 yrs
Todd Al and Cary Rogers April 29 30 yrs
Derek Robert Jim and Shannon Soden April 09 5 months
Drew Gregory Swan April 13 24 yrs
Derek (brother) Dawnne Toppa April 22 31 yrs
Mark Joann Vecellio April 07 43 yrs
Blake Carl Larry and Gail Woodruff April 29 27 yrs

Joanna Maia Julianne and John Barile April 13 7 yrs
Brandi Merle Borr Domagalski Beverly Borr April 11 39 yrs
Landon Connie Breitbach April 22 23 yrs
Gina Randy Bruce April 17 23 yrs

April
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Kayla Marie Dana and Brandy Bumstead April 11 1 month
Michael Elizabeth (Corky) Casey April 30 27 yrs
Lola Cummings Wloch Tim Wloch and Aileen Cummings April 14 4 months
Tracie Boyd R. Davis April 12 30 yrs
Shelby LouAnn Dermyre April 23 19 yrs
Christen Mike and Sheryl Edwards April 25 20 yrs
Alison Adams Karen Eggleston April 30 47 yrs
Nathan Iskander and Susan Farooq April 28 17 yrs
Howie Howard and Hope Gross April 16 27 yrs
Eric Hoxie Kevin Hoxie April 27 26 yrs
Julie Linda Jogwick April 05 7 yrs
Peter Mary Jolliffe April 12 40 yrs
Gina Don and Judy Keller April 17 23 yrs
Joseph, Jr. Mr. And Mrs. Joseph Klock, Sr. April 07 34 yrs
Mike Charlotte Leonard April 22 34 yrs
Alexis Howard Jenuita Lobster April 27 18 yrs
April Denise Lucas April 07 23 yrs
Matthew Maureen Lyle April 04 48 yrs
Daniel Jane Marinelli April 01 20 yrs
Corey Dawn McCourt April 21 25 yrs
Corey (Brother) Ryan McCourt April 21 25 yrs
Amber Iverson Beverly McDonald April 04 23 yrs
Jacob Adam Beth McIntyre April 16 5 yrs
Lance McKay Jody and Lance McKay April 02 18 yrs
Randy C. Gardner Sr Bernice McNair April 07 59 yrs
Cody “CJ” VerCande Vicki Meinheit April 09 14 yrs
Steve Nagle Kirk and Suzanne Nagle April 21 24 yrs
Alex Cheryl Oliverio April 04 21 yrs
Emily Starr Taylor Stephanie Olle April 12 9 yrs
Dean O’Rian Lisa Phillips April 04 1 day
Matthew David and Cass Sampson April 26 25 yrs
Carson Wendy Shiek April 21 5 months
Frank Yurkovich Paula Stanko April 09 25 yrs
Drew Gregory Swan April 10 24 yrs
Peter John Szatkiewicz April 26 37 yrs
Tyler Zadorski Michelle Tidwell April 27 16 yrs
Cynthia Joann Vecellio April 15 33 yrs
Craig Hill, Jr. Mike and Veronica Williams April 07 25 yrs
Jeffrey Campbell Sue Wilson April 01 30 yrs
Bryan Angela Wolf April 18 19 yrs
Blake Carl Larry and Gail Woodruff April 23 27 yrs

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.

Maria Pasquali whose beloved son, Nicholas, Born 2/1; Died 12/22; 21 years
Derrick and Marge Reynolds whose beloved son, Bradley, Born 7/16; Died 11/23; 52 years

Perhaps they are not stars in the sky, but rather openings where 
our loved ones shine down to let us know they are happy

New Members

Submitted by Sandra Weisl in memory of Scott
TCF, Livonia, MI
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Five Rights of a Bereaved 
Parent
1) You have the right to your feelings. 
No one knows exactly what it is like 
for you to lose your child. No one has 
walked the exact same path as you. 
No one has lost THIS child who was 
unique in his or her own special way. 
You have a right to feel how to you 
feel about your loss. Some days will 
be better than others. Today might be a 
good day,
moments of laughter might even 
occur, but that doesn’t mean two 
years from now a deep sadness might 
not wash over you and you will be 
tearing up when back to school time 
rolls around and you’re one child 
short when dropping the kids off to 
school that day. You get to have all of 
these emotions and experience them 
and don’t let anyone else tell you 
otherwise.
2) You have the right to grieve 
however you choose. Remember the 
saying, “There is no right or wrong 
way to grieve.” We are all unique, 
therefore the ways we grieve the loss 
of our child will be unique. If you 
decide to keep their room the same 
and untouched for a
year after their death, that’s fine. If 
you still have cake and a celebration 
on their birthday every year, great! If 
you get a tattoo in remembrance and 
it’s out of the ordinary for you, super! 
None of these are more appropriate or 
better than the other. As long as you 
are not hurting yourself physically or 
emotionally, there really is no “right” 
or “wrong” way to do
this. Only your way.
3) You have the right to grieve for 
however long you need. Similar in 
nature to # 2 . There is also another 
great saying, “There is no time limit 
on grief.” I’m sorry to say you will 
carry the weight from the loss of your 
child with you throughout the rest of 
your life.
You will remember them until you can 
no longer breathe. Don’t let people 
tell you otherwise. Yes, the grief will 
shift and morph and move. Some 

days it will be as if it’s not there at 
all while others is will be a heavy 
burden to bear, but it will never fully 
or completely go away. And this is 
okay. You have the right to grieve for 
as long or as little as you need, even 
if it’s a lifetime because this grief is 
great because the love was great.
4) You have the right to find peace 
when ready. At first grief hurts. There 
are really no words to describe the 
pain that comes from losing a child. 
It is disorienting, out of life’s order 
of events, and feels so soul-crushing. 
When it first happens, and in the 
months and years after, it may seem 
as if any sense of peace will never 
find you again. However, over time, it 
will come. It won’t ever be the same 
sense of peace you felt before loss; 
you know the one that has innocence 
tag along with it by its side. It will be a 
sense of settling into the vulnerability 
of your soul. It’s a place of knowing 
the pain and being accepting of it. 
Not necessarily okay with it, but a 
realization that peace and pain can 
exist on the same plane, in the same 
space and at the same time. You have 
a right to find this place and embrace it 
when you are ready. Don’t let anyone 
else force you there; it’s a place you 
must find on you own time and at your 
own speed.
5) You have the right to remember 
and speak their name. You know 
when people ask you that silly now 
confusing question of, “How many 
children do you have?” Guess what? 
You have the right to give the real 
answer. You should say their name as 
much and as often as you like. Include 
their name in holiday cards say their 
name in nightly prayers. As
they say, “My child did exist,” and 
you have a right in remembering and 
speaking of their life and the love they 
brought to it and in many ways still 
do. I mean if we don’t remember who 
will? It’s our right as bereaved parents 
to carry their memory with us for as 
long as
our heart beats and speak their name 
as much as we desire as it is music to 
our soul.

Grandparent
I am powerlessness. I am helpless-

ness. I am frustration. I sit with here 
and I cry with her. She cries for her 
daughter and I cry for mine. I can’t 
help her. I can’t reach inside her and 
take her broken heart. I must watch 
her suffer day after day. 
I listen to her tell me over and over 

how she misses Emily, how she wants 
her back. I can’t bring Emily back 
for her. I can’t buy her an even better 
Emily than she had, like I could buy 
her an even better toy when she was 
a child. I can’t kiss the hurt and make 
it go away. I can’t even kiss even a 
small part of it away. There’s no band 
aid large enough to cover her bleeding 
heart. 
There was a time I could listen to her 

talk about a fickle boyfriend and tell 
her it would be okay, and know in my 
heart that in two weeks she wouldn’t 
even think of him. Can I tell her it’ll 
be okay in two years when I know it 
will never be okay, that she will carry 
this pain of “what might have been” 
in her deepest heart for the rest of her 
life? 
I see this young woman, my child, 

who was once carefree and fun-loving 
and bubbling with life, slumped in 
a chair with her eyes full of agony. 
Where is my power now? Where is my 
mother’s bag of tricks that will make it 
all better. 
Why can’t I join her in the aloneness 

of her grief? As tight as my arms wrap 
around her, I can’t reach that alone-
ness. 
What can I give her to make her 

better? A cold, wet cloth will ease 
the swelling of her crying eyes, but 
it won’t stop the reason for her tears. 
What treat will bring joy back to her? 
What prize will bring that happy child 
smile back? Where are the magic 
words to give her comfort? What 
chapter in Dr. Spock tells me how to 
do this? He has told me everything 
else I’ve needed to know. Where are 
the answers? 
I should have them. I’m the mother. 
I know that someday she’ll find hap-

piness again, that her life will have 
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meaning again. I can hold out hope for 
her someday, but what about now? this 
minute? this hour? this day? 
I can give her my love and my 

prayers and my care and my concern. 
I could give her my life. But even that 
won’t help. 
I wrote this piece out of deep feel-

ings of powerlessness. It seemed that 
no matter what I did, I could not take 
away my daughter’s pain at the death 
of her 3 year old daughter, Emily. 
Were that not enough, I was devastat-
ed by my own grief at the loss of my 
precious granddaughter. 
I could relate to my daughter’s pain. 

I, too, had lost a child. In 1971 my six 
year old son, Arthur, was killed by an 
automobile. At that time there were 
no support groups. I didn’t know how 
to grieve or that what I was feeling 
was normal. I thought I was losing 
my mind. The psychiatrist I saw after 
Arthur’s death reinforced my belief by 
giving me drugs for my “depression”. 
I tried to do what people told me 

to do; count my blessings and be 
“strong.” That meant not talking about 
Arthur, not crying, and not expressing 
any other emotions I felt. The result 
was five years of distorted, prolonged 
grief which eventually had to be re-
solved with the help of a professional 
who had training in bereavement. 
When my daughter lost her child 

-- that very day in the hospital, with 
Emily growing cold under my hands 
-- I swore this would not happen to 
Dorothy. I didn’t know how, but I 
knew I was going to do everything 
possible to help her. I knew what she 
had ahead of her. 
I was shattered by Emily’s death, but 

my grief lessened sooner than Doro-
thy’s. Since Emily was not my child, I 
recovered many months ahead of my 
daughter. What didn’t lessen was see-
ing Dorothy’s pain. That continues, at 
times, even today. 
As a parent of a grieving child, you 

have a unique opportunity to cement a 
deep and lasting relationship with your 
child. 
*You have the opportunity to walk 

with your child through the most dif-

ficult life experience they will endure. 
*You have the opportunity to help 

your child in a very special way and 
the bond that forms will never be 
broken. 
It will not be easy, and the process is 

long and hard. You will feel powerless, 
frustrated and helpless many times. 
But you CAN help! 

Margaret H. Gerner

Seasons
For some reason a thought popped 

into my head. Maggie was born in the 
winter and died in the winter. Justin 
was born in the summer and died in 
the summer. There were many years 
between life and death for which I 
am eternally grateful. So many happy 
memories that spanned all the seasons. 
Whether your child lived for hours, 
days, weeks, months or years you 
will find happy memories. They may 
be locked up in your grief if you are 
newly bereaved but mine surfaced 
rapidly. I truly hope yours do too.
I was thinking that our grief has its 

seasons. Denial, Anger, Depression 
and Hope. Denial comes when you get 
the phone call or knock on the door. I 
think grief begins here. Anger – you 
want to blame someone or something 
for the loss of your child. Depression 
is as though we’re in a fog and don’t 
know if we can go on. We either can’t 
sleep or want to sleep all the time. 
We’ve lost interest in what we used to 
enjoy. We gain weight or lose weight. 
Hope is when we’ve accepted our 
loss and we’re going to be OK in our 
new normal a step at a time. Grief, 
unfortunately, hasn’t gone away for 
me and I don’t expect it will. It’s like 
a computer program running in the 
background, just as seasons do. It’s 
always there; always in our minds 
whether we realize it or not. Some 
days we’re aware of the weather, other 
days we’re not. I don’t deal well with 
rainy days and those are the days my 
grief program pops up. I’m fatigued 
and sad. Others love the rain and their 
program stays in the background. It’s 
been 12 years since Maggie died and I 
haven’t dwelled on it for several years. 

But there are triggers, like birthdays or 
holidays that cause a storm of emo-
tions in me.
Like the seasons associated with 

weather they dovetail; one turning 
slowly into the next. There is nothing 
we can do to hurry Spring, just as we 
can’t hurry Hope. We have to ride it 
out. Everyone grieves differently and 
at their own pace. We can look to the 
weather to see that’s true. As each sea-
son turns we sometimes don’t know 
how to dress. As parents, grandparents 
or siblings in grief we are sometimes 
at a loss for how we should feel. Is it 
alright to laugh, for example? I think 
it’s time to laugh when you are ready 
to laugh.
Unlike the earth’s seasons our seasons 

of grief (above) may not come in that 
order. Let them happen. Treat yourself 
as if you’re in emotional intensive 
care. In a few days it will be 2 years 
since Justin left us. I feel I’m in the 
Hope season but others still surface. It 
will be a while yet.
Use the seasons of denial, anger and 

depression as your least favorite sea-
sons. Hope is like Spring when flowers 
bloom and the rain cleanses the earth. 
We start anew. Wishing you a happy, 
hopeful Spring.
Marilyn Andreatta

Life Is Good-bye Life Is Hello
Life is Good-bye. Life is change.
Life means having and holding
Then letting go and giving up
Even what we love the best.
Life is also Hello. We can survive loss.
We can move beyond endurance to 
accept
New and different joys into our lives.
Discover the art of possibility.
The tools are your own creativity and 
faith.
You can do what you can do to be 
healed.
The pain won’t last forever.
Alla Bozarth-Campbell
Alla Bozarth-Campbell
Contributed by Jan Anstett,
TCF, Livonia, MI
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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, a gift of thanksgiving that their own children are 
alive and well, or simply a gift from someone who wants to make a donation to help in the work of the Livonia Compas-
sionate Friends. The money from Love Gifts is the main source of income for the Livonia Chapter, and allows the chapter 
to send out newsletters, rent meeting space, and reach out to those newly bereaved. See new Love Gift form on back page.              
     PLEASE FORWARD LOVE GIFTS TO: THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS, 
        C/O: RHONDA TEMPLE, 25164 Hanover St., Dearborn Heights, MI 48125

♥  Tom & Connie McCann “In memory of our sons “Ryan “Ryfro”, Tom Jr & Bryan “Bryfro” Soupis       
     considered a son to our family & Mark “Sparky” Abbott”
♥ Tom & Connie McCann “In memory of Bryan “Bryfro” Soupis on his angel day 4/2
♥ John & Angela Wolf & Family “Happy ‘would be’ 25th Birthday Bryan.  Love & miss you so much”
♥ Vincent & Sylvia Fregonara “Michael V. Fregonara, always loved, forever missed ….La Famiglia”
♥ Vincent & Sylvia Fregonara “Michael Vincent Fregonara, “Yours is the light by which my spirit burns, 
    you are my sun, my moon, and all my stars…” Amor Siempre, Mom and Dad”
♥ JoAnne Tappan “In memory of Kevin Joseph Tappan.  Miss you every day even after 27 years.  Love, Mom”
♥ Sandra Weisl “In memory of Scott Weisl.  In Memory of my son, Scott.  “Love you forever, Mom”     

LO

VE GIFTS

April Craft
This month’s craft day will be on Sat-

urday, April 23, 2016 from 10 am until 
1 pm at St. Timothy’s Presbyterian 
Church. We will be making a photo 
initial wooden letter (8” tall) using 
our child’s pictures.  There will be an 
example of the photo letter at the April 
TCF meeting and a sign up sheet for 
those who wish to attend.
You will need to sign up (for your let-

ter) and you will need to provide pho-
tos of your child. Most likely you will 
not want to use originals, we suggest 
you scan and print them on non-glossy 
paper.  You can take photos to an of-
fice supply store and get them copied.  
Please bring 12 to 15 photos (color or 
b&w) or you may add a piece of fabric 
or stickers, special paper or something 
that reminds you of your child.
Cost: $5.00
Any questions, please email (angel-

4gail@tds.net) Gail or call 734-748-
2514

Saturday, June 18th at St. Timothy’s Presbyterian Church 

10:00 a.m.  —  1:00 p.m. 

Cost $25 per person—Limit of 25 people 
(Everyone is welcome; family, friends, co-workers) 

All proceeds to benefit 

The Compassionate Friends - Livonia Chapter 
Reserve your spot TODAY!  You may pay at the TCF Meeting or send your pay-

ment to:  25164 Hanover St  Dearborn Heights, MI  48125 

We are asking each participant 
to bring their favorite finger 
food to share.  Water and Pop 
are being donated by:  Rhonda 
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SIBS

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 - 734-277-
9705

A Part of Me
YOU were not just my brother, but 
YOU were my friend. 
YOU were supposed to be  here al-
ways, or till the world came to an end.
I know that we argued and seemed 
to disagree, but I could always 
count on you to be there for me.
YOU may be gone from this world 
I see, but you will always be a part 
of me.
Donna Montville, 
TCF/Gardner, MA

You Will Never Know
You will never know
How much I loved being your big 
sister 
How much I loved looking out for 
you. 

You will never know
How I would lie in bed late at night
And wait until you were home. 
You will never know
How I would pretend to be asleep
As I heard you say goodnight to Fudge 
And quietly pass by my door.
You will never know
How on that last night you left the 
house
I waited wide awake listening for your 
familiar sound 
But that sound never happened and 
you  never
Passed by my door.
The house is so quiet now and the only 
sound 
Is from myself- crying.
Because you will never know
How much I miss 
Being your big sister.
Elizabeth Cannon- 
TCF/N. Reading, MA

Sisters
Sisters carry each other in their 

hearts forever and always.  Whether 
they live near each other or far 
apart, sisters walk through life to-
gether. They’re there for each other 
no matter what -sharing everything. 
Sisters are connected at the heart 

and in their blood, and their loyalty 
to one another is permanent. 
No one can ever break that bond. 

They don’t give up on each other 
easily. They have the utmost sen-
sitivity and compassion for one 
another because they were born 
into the same family.  Sisters aren’t 
afraid to break rules for each other. 
They defend each other; they take 
chances for each other. They’ve 
cried together and laughed together. 
They know each other’s secrets. 
They forgive each other when they 
make mistakes, and they can almost 
read each other’s minds. 
Sisters teach each other lessons as 

they stand by each other in life, and 
they are there for each other through 
everything that matters. 
No one can ever take the place of 

you Tan. Thank you for being mine. 
I carry you in my heart forever and 
always. 
I love you billions and thanks for 

always being you.
Love your lil’ sis Chooky xxx 

For my beautiful big sis, Tanya, 
who recently passed away after her 
courageous fight with cancer on the 
10th February, 2009, aged 35 years. 

This is a verse we both liked as it 
described us! We are missing you 
immensely and you will be forever in 
our hearts...Happy Birthday, my angel; 
love you lots XXX 
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TCF Livonia Chapter
Brenda Brummel
10531 Calumet Trail
Gaylord, MI 49735

April 2016

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)

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

That Old Blue Cup
It sits there on the shelf, stained 

from years of holding early morn-
ing coffee. It was my son’s cup 
and he always drank from it. Now, 
every morning I drink my cof-
fee from that same blue cup. Not 
a thing of beauty, but certainly a 
thing of value. It is special, as he 
was special, and it makes the cof-
fee taste special, as well. Some of 
the warmth that comes from that 
cup is from the heat of the coffee, 
but mostly the warmth is from the 
memories that it holds. Valuable 
things these memories. I hold them 
tight for they are really all I have 
left of my son and I cherish them, 
as I do that old blue cup.
Mary Cleckley
TCF, Atlanta, GA


