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The Livonia TCF Chapter is now 
accepting returnable bottles at meet-
ings as a fund raser. 

When Sorrow Walked 
With Me

“Marilyn, come quick, Jimmy is 
gone!” My husband’s voice had wak-
ened me with a jolt. 
Jimmy, gone? Impossible! I hurried 

into my seven-week-old son’s room, 
certain I had not heard Glen correctly. 
But Glen was right. Jimmy had died in 
the night of what we would now call 
SIDS. 
Although this horrible event occurred 

over thirty-six years ago, I can still 
picture it very clearly in my mind. Just 
eighteen months after Jimmy’s death, 
our identical twin sons, Nathan and 
Ethan were born, Christmas morning, 
1965! However, our joy was short lived, 
as Ethan died just ten days later of 
pneumonia while he was still in the hos-
pital. In a very short eighteen months, 
I had given birth to three children and 
buried two of them, and I was only 28 
years old.
My grief and my sorrow were buried 

with my boys as no one explained to 
me that it was necessary to grieve. No 
one told me a subsequent child would 
not remove my pain. No one told me 
our two older children, Matt and Mel-
lyn, would be touched by our loss even 
though they were only five and three at 
the time of Jimmy’s death. And no one 
told Glen or me that we would grieve 
differently. 

Also, none of us dared consider the 
thought that it could happen again. 
However, grief visited us once again 
in 1983 when our precious Nathan at 
17 was killed by a drunken driver. This 
time I was older and unfortunately more 
experienced than most. I decided I was 
going to take charge and tell people 
what I needed from each of them. 
First, I needed to talk, sometimes 

incessantly, telling my story over and 
over. Some, I suppose, think it is not 
good for us to repeat the story of our 
child’s life and of his death, but I have 
found the retelling of my story brought 
healing to my mind and my soul. As I 
heard myself telling the same story over 
and over, it became real. The truth of 
my sons’ deaths settled into my mind 
and into my very being. As the truth 
became a part of me, so did the desire to 
make their lives and their deaths count. 
As people listened and gave me time to 
talk, they gave significance to my pain; 
they gave significance to our loss; they 
gave significance to my boys.
Unfortunately, we, as bereaved par-

ents, will not find many friends who are 
willing to listen over and over to the 
same story. That’s why we have support 
groups whether they be on-line or in 
person. This holiday season I have been 
the guest speaker at several memorial 

Coming Events:
NEXT MEETING -August 6 -  
Newcomer table, sibling table, topic 
table: The two articles, Don’t Tell Me 
and Vulnerable talk about explaining 
to people the feelings of being a 
bereaved parent. Have you experienced 
a problem with friends and family 
understanding you?

August 29 - see page 8

(Continued on page 4)
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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

Names only available to people who receive the newsletter
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Let Us Celebrate Their Births

Names only available to people who receive the newsletter

Begin with Yes
We never really get over devastating loss. In the thick of it, we almost stop breathing; sometimes even wishing 

we could. And we know deep within that we will never be the same. Yet, one day we feel the sun on our face 
again. We find ourselves smiling at a child or a joke or a memory. And at that moment, we realize we are finding 
our way back. Changed forever? Yes. But also softer, deeper, more vulnerable and more loving too. And we are 
breathing again. 

“Who, then, can so softly bind up the wound of another 
as he, who has felt the same wound himself?”
Thomas Jefferson

https://www.facebook.com/beginwithyes?fref=photo
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candle lighting programs. Most of the 
audiences have been too large to al-
low each person to speak their child’s 
name from the microphone. So in the 
middle of my talk, I just stop and sug-
gest that each person in the audience 
turn to someone they do not know and 
say the name of the person they have 
come to remember. 
Oh my... what a wonderful moment! I 

can walk up to someone in the audi-
ence and say, “I came to remember 
Nathan, Jimmy, and Ethan.” And then 
I watch and listen as the person to 
whom I am speaking usually takes 
time to wipe away their tears, swal-
lows hard, and then speaks the name 
of their child. In that moment we have 
given significance to each other’s loss. 
It is a magical moment. Many people 

ask me, “How have you had the 
strength to go on after losing not one, 
but three, of your children?” I would 
be remiss if I did not acknowledge I 
believe my Christian faith has played 
a major part in my desire to go on. 
However, my faith has also caused 
me to stumble along the way. I do 
not feel religion can be considered a 
cure all for our pain, but it has helped 
me. Many years ago, I also deter-
mined that after my children died, I 
had the choice of becoming bitter or 
better. I chose better. Anna Quindlan 
has stated, “Our lives are defined by 
those we have lost.” My life has most 
definitely been defined by my three 
boys who have died. I have chosen to 
learn to become more caring because 
I recognize those who are grieving. I 
have chosen to make every day count 
because I realize life comes with no 
guarantees. I have chosen to never say 
goodbye to those I love without say-
ing, “Remember, I love you!” 
Marilyn Heavilin

Anger At God After a 
Child Dies
Many people who suffer the death of 

a child find themselves feeling angry 
at God. This anger is sometimes ex-
pressed directly: “I’m angry at God for 
allowing my child to die.”
Most often, however, the anger re-

veals itself in less direct phrases such 
as, “Why would a loving God allow 
my child to die?” “Doesn’t God have 
any mercy?” “Where was God when 
my child experienced so much suf-
fering?” “With all the horrible abuse 
being done to children by some adults, 
why did God take the child of loving  
parents?”
It is important to understand that 

anger is a normal, healthy part of grief. 
While not all parents who suffer the 
death of a child feel angry at God, 
most will feel this way at someone or 
something over the long process of 
grief. The best support we can pro-
vide to these individuals is to listen in 
silence. This will allow them to work 
through the anger in their own time 
frame.
Michelle remembers the intense anger 

she felt at God when her daughter, 
Robin, died a year after being diag-
nosed with leukemia. “The depth of 
my feelings surprised and concerned 
me,” she recalls. “I thought I was 
losing my mind. Although God was 
the chief target of my anger, I was 
also angry at my family, friends and 
strangers I’d see at the mall with their 
children. Even the weather affected my 
mood. When it rained I was angry, and 
the same was true when the sun shone 
brightly. And most of my energy was 
directed at God.”
Michelle’s anger gradually subsided. 

She attributes this to the permission 
she received from her minister to 
express her feelings during their many 
pastoral counseling sessions. “Rever-
end Johnson told me that God could 
take my anger and still love me as His 
child,” she remembers. “This was very 
important for me to hear. Many other 
people tried to defend God saying that 
He didn’t cause Robin’s death. I know 
they meant well, but I didn’t find their 
efforts helpful at all.”
Recently I spoke to a group of hos-

pital chaplains at a medical center 
in the Los Angeles area. The subject 
addressed was death and dying. At the 
beginning of the workshop I showed 
a videotape of a woman grieving the 
death of a loved one. The woman said 

that she was angry at God for allowing 
her loved one to suffer with cancer for 
nearly two years before dying.
At the conclusion of the video I asked 

the chaplains how they were going 
to care for the grief stricken woman. 
Several of them replied that their first 
agenda was to get the woman’s “anger 
off of God.” When I asked why they 
felt this was necessary one chaplain 
replied, “Because God didn’t cause her 
loved one to suffer.”
I then asked the group if they thought 

that God could handle the anger of one 
hurting woman— whether or not God 
caused the suffering? They all agreed 
that God could.
Mona knows the pain of not only hav-

ing a child die, but also being told that 
her anger at God was wrong. Her first 
child, Jason, died shortly after being 
born. “When Jason died,” she recalls, 
“I asked God where was His mercy? 
It had taken my husband, Tim, and me 
more than two years to conceive. It 
didn’t make any sense that God would 
allow our child to die. I was definitely 
angry at Him.”
Mona says that many people tried to 

shift her anger away from God. This 
was especially the case with her and 
Tim’s minister.
“The first thing my Pastor said,” she 

remembers, “wasn’t, ‘I’m sorry for 
your loss,’ or some other compassion-
ate words. Instead, he said, ‘Mona, 
God’s not to blame. Remember He, 
too, suffered the death of a child. We 
simply live in a world where tragedies 
occur.’ ”
Mona did not find his words helpful. 

“I know Pastor was well-meaning,” 
she said. “But he seemed to be more 
concerned with defending God than 
caring for Tim and me. Although I con-
tinued to be angry at God, I no longer 
expressed my feelings out loud. Pastor 
seemed to imply that my anger was 
misguided or wrong.”
Grieving people don’t need their feel-

ings about God stifled or redirected. 
God can handle the anger of humans 
without our defense or justification.
Anger is a normal, healthy part of the 

grief process.
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Given the permission to be expressed, 
it will eventually help bring about 
healing and a renewed sense of whole-
ness.
Copyright © The Reverend Al Miles; 
printed with permission
Ed  note:    Rev.  Miles  is  an  ordained  
minister serving  as  the chaplain, Queen’s 
Medical Center, Honolulu, HI
Don’t Tell Me 
Don’t tell me that you understand, 
don’t tell me that you know. 
Don’t tell me that I will survive, 
how I will surely grow. 
Don’t tell me this is just a test, 
that I am truly blessed. 
That I am chosen for this task, 
apart from all the rest. 
Don’t come at me with answers 
that can only come from me, 
Don’t tell me how my grief will pass 
that I will soon be free. 
Don’t stand in pious judgment 
of the bonds I must untie, 
Don’t tell me how to suffer, 
don’t tell me how to cry. 
My life is filled with selfishness, 
my pain is all I see, 
but I need you, 
I need your love, unconditionally. 
Accept me in my ups and downs, 
I need someone to share, 
just hold my hand and let me cry, 
and say, “My friend, I care.” 
Lovingly lifted from 321 greetings.com, by 
Mia.
Contributed by Bobbi Stagliano to honor 
her step-son,Chris, for his 45th birthday. 

Vulnerable
I have found in the years that have 

passed that I am most vulnerable at 
times of remembrance. The word “an-
niversary” no longer holds a promise 
of celebration. Instead, holidays and 
birthdays, family gatherings and 
otherwise joyous occasions contain 
an undertow of sorrow. If I get caught 
up in it, I quickly get pulled under and 
wind up gasping for breath. It is ironic 
that the presence of the absence can be 
so emotionally devastating.
You’ll excuse me if the bounce is 

gone from my step. Or the depth of my 
laughter has changed. Issues that were 
once monumental, now seem insig-

nificant. Please excuse me if I don’t 
commiserate that your car needs repair 
or the faucet leaks. My focus on life 
has forever changed.
You’ll excuse me if my spirit seems 

lost during holidays of any kind. They 
are now days “to bear,” rather than 
days to share and enjoy.
You’ll pardon me if I bring you 

down or make you feel discomfort, 
and I’ll pardon you for not under-
standing that my life will never be the 
same; that although I’ll survive, there 
will always be sorrow.
Joan Fischer 
TCF Nashville

My Missing Piece
62 years I have been searching
for my missing piece.
At 21, they told me it was for
the best
I tried so hard to believe
At 21, I cried and they told me
I should pull myself together
I tried so hard to believe
I tried so hard to stop
At 21, they told me there would be 
other children
I tried so hard to see it their way

At 21, alone, I went on as if nothing 
had happened
At 26, there were more children
They said, “See, everything is wonder-
ful.”
I said yes, and it was, but my piece 
was still missing
Secretly, I thought I must be a bad 
mother
I should be happier
And so life went
A creeping sadness I couldn’t shake
62 years I waited for someone to ask 
and say,
“How hard for you”
Someone said it and the missing piece 
has been found,
Reborn my baby, my child, my dreams
You were my first step into believing 
in the future
You, my child, my missing piece
So many years I was isolated from you 
and myself
Now my pain is clear
I still don’t know WHY, but I know I 
have a right to
grieve and remember and acknowl-
edge
What you mean and meant to me
strange, now at 83,
I truly feel like I can go on.

Pat O’Donnell was given the Simon Stephens Award at the 2015 TCF National
Conference held in Dallas this year.  Pat and Janet were presented with a sketch art of 
their son, Brian, created by Mitch Carmody.  Pat and Janet have given so much to TCF 
and we thank them for their continued support. 
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SIBS

(Continued on page 7)

A Few Things to Do 
that Might Help
Take a notebook and at the top of 

the page write one of the following 
phrases
and then write about it. You do not 

have to fill the page or you can write 
in as many pages as you want. The 
choice is yours. You can do this with 
your parents, a brother or sister, or 
you can just do it by yourself. You 
can add your own questions.
Here is a sampling:
◊ The day you died, I…
◊ After death, I believe my loved one  

     is…
◊ Now I feel…
◊ The hardest thing about school is…
◊ My friends are…
◊ The adults in my life tell me…
◊ What helps me the most is…
◊ What helps me the least is…

◊ What I remember about the funeral  
      is…
◊ What makes me the most angry is…
◊ My friends help me by…
◊ What I miss the most about you is…
◊ What I miss the least is…
You could also write your loved one’s 

name. Take a piece of paper and write 
the name of your loved one going 
down instead of across. Then using the 
letters, write a characteristic that your 
loved one had. For example, Gregory:
G - Good looking
R - Runner
E - Entertaining
G - Gentle
O - Outgoing
R - Realistic
Y - Young
Other ideas for activities are:
◊ Create a memory box. Use a shoe  

    box and put things in it that remind  
    you of the person that you lost. Re 
    member to put the person’s name  

     on the cover and decorate it.
◊ Constructing a book that can be  

     used as a journal or a memory  
     book
◊ Writing a poem, eulogy or song
◊ Rent and watch a movie that the  

    two of you used to watch
◊ Write a letter to the person you are  

    grieving over and start it with,  
   “There are a few things I still need  
     to tell you” and/or “Here is what I  
     have been doing since you’ve
    been gone.”
◊ Write about your funniest memory  

    of your sibling.
Lovingly lifted from TCF, Cape Cod
July-August 2010

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

To Tu r n B a c k T i m e 
Christopher Paul Cattaneo 
You’re not only my brother, you’re 
my inspiration, 
My hope, and my best friend, 
You’re my hero, buddy, and pal with
your love that will never end. 
I remember when we were little, 
repeating our ABC’s, 
Reading a short story, and counting 
our 123’s.
We began to grow up, but our bond 
stayed tight, 
We agreed on everything, had maybe 
one or two fights. 
Finally your dream came true, and 
you were in a successful band, 
I went to all of your shows. I was 
your biggest fan. 
Your lyrics were amazing, and your 
voice was better than ever, 
You were magnificent on the mic; a 
vision I’ll always remember. 
Suddenly it was time for vacation,
and we were anxious to get 
away, 
Everything was perfect, until the 
traumatic day. 
You were on one jet ski, while I was 
on the other, 
We were having so much fun, trying 
to splash one another. 
You were coming way too close, 
with a smile on your face,  
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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.

New Members

LOVE GIFTS

A Love Gift is a gift of money to Compassionate Friends. It is usually in honor of a child who has died.. 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

and once our jet skis collided, it be-
came a memory unable to replace. 
As I saw you floating in the water, 
head and legs down, 
My whole body became weak, and my 
head was spinning all around. 
I would do anything to see you just for 
one more day, 
There are so many things I want to tell 
you, 
So many thing left to say. 
You were truly a great friend, brother, 
and son 
Wherever you may be, please look 
down on everyone. 
Rebecca Harris
Dedicated to my brother, Chris; my hero 
and role model. I feel honored having such 
an amazing angel on my shoulder every 
day. I would also like to dedicate this 
poem to my mother, a strong woman who 
has made it through the toughest times of 
life and whom I look up to in every way 
possible. I love you both very much. 
Reprinted from “We Need Not Walk 
Alone” 

♥ Greg & Donrita Blackwood “In memory of Miss Amy Blackwood”
♥ Susan Wobig “In memory of Michael Ryan.  We miss you & love you on your birthday  

           and angel day!  Love Mom & Nick”
♥ Scott & Sue Reynolds “In memory of our daughter, Rachael.  Happy 20th Birthday to  

          our sweet daughter, Rachael.  Oh, how we love you and miss you so much.  Always in  
          our hearts, Mom, Dad, Becca, Jacqlyn & DiDi”

♥ Joanne Vecellio “In memory of my son Mark Vecellio.  Thinking of you on your 48th  
           birthday in Heaven!”

Flora A. Cocora, whose beloved son, Nicholas E. Cocora, Jr., Born 10/1; Died 10/3; 53 years
Flora A. Cocora, whose beloved grandson, Blaise Christian Hebert., Born 2/16; Died 5/21; 19 years
Vincent & Sylvia Fregonara, whose beloved son, Michael Vincent, Born 2/27; Died 4/17; 26 years
Christina Hebert, whose beloved son, Blaise Christian Hebert., Born 2/16; Died 5/21; 19 years
Sandra Powell, whose beloved son,  Chad, Born 5/11; Died 2/16; 38 years
Susan & Raymond Steinberg, whose beloved daughter, Shannon, Born 1/10; Died 5/23; 46 years

The TCF National Conference was a learning experience for all who 
attended.  There were many great workshops that were attended by our 
Livonia members. Kathy Rambo and Gail Lafferty were involved in a new 
venture at the conference, the Creative Cafe. They were co-chairs for the 
Crafty Corner where attendees could participate in “Make n Takes”.  Gail 
and Kathy would like to thank you for any donations you made to their 
crafty corner. 

Group at National Conference Walk to Remember
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TCF Livonia Chapter
Brenda Brummel
10531 Calumet Trail
Gaylord, MI 49735

August 2015

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

Craft Day
Our craft day will be held on 

August 29, 2015 at St. Timothy’s 
Presbyterian Church from 10 
am until 1 pm.  We will be us-
ing photos and placing them on 
a glass votive.  You will need 4 
photos, 3” x 3”. The photos can 
be printed from your inkjet printer 
or photo copied.  Please don’t use 
your originals.  There will be an 
example and sign up sheet at the 
August meeting. Cost:  $4.00
Any questions, email Gail at  

angel4gail@tds.net or call 734-
748-2514.


