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The Compassionate Friends is an international self-help organization offering friendship, 
understanding, and hope to bereaved parents and siblings.

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

®

Valentine Message
I send this message to my child
Who no longer walks this plane,
A message filled with love
Yet also filled with pain.

My heart continues to skip a beat
When I ponder your early death
As I think of times we’ll never share
I must stop to catch my breath.

Valentine’s Day is for those who love
And for those who receive love, too
For a parent the perfect love in life
Is the love I’ve given you.

I’m thinking of you this day, my child,
With a sadness that is unspoken
As I mark another Valentine’s Day
With a heart that is forever broken.

Annette Mennen Baldwin
TCF Katy, TX
In Memory of my son, Todd Mennen

Coming Events:
February 4- see info about meeting on 
Page 7
No Craft Day
No Monthly Chapter Dinner
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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.

Let Us Remember Them Always
Child                       Parent, Grandparent, Sibling            Date                  Age

Let Us Celebrate Their Births

Names available only to members.
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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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It is a Time for Love 
February has fewer days than most 

months, and that may be of special 
significance to us, as our children had 
fewer days than most. When we think 
of this month, the most outstanding 
day, perhaps, is St. Valentine’s Day. 
It is a time for love. When we were 
school aged, we had a special chance 
to give and receive cards in those 
decorated boxes in our primary class-
rooms. Perhaps it is the one holiday 
that children can really do something 
for everyone. 
Addressing a card to each and every 

classmate made you think of how you 
felt about each one and wonder about 
how they felt about you. Love is found 
in every day of every year, but Febru-
ary and Valentine’s Day is very spe-
cial. I wish I could remember just how 
it felt to get a “nicer” Valentine from 
someone I had sent a “nicer” one to. 
It is so long ago, and there have been 

so many much more significant hap-
penings in my life. But sometimes, 
I’d like to remember just how it felt. I 
am sending along this Valentine Love 
Note to each of you right now, and 
hope that you know it is one of the 
“nicer” ones, because each of you is 
very special to me. Somehow I don’t 
wonder how you feel, somehow, I 
know! 
As we grieve the loss of our children 

and one another’s, we begin to find 
a different kind of love than we ever 
expected to experience. 
Rosalie Baker 
TCF, Rochester, NY 

The Long View
A few weeks after my son Arthur 

died I met a nurse. She conducted an 
assessment for me for a procedure 
that I had scheduled months ahead of 
time. She ran down her list of routine 
questions.  One of them was “Are you 
in pain now?”  Jess, my stepdaughter, 
was with me because she was my ride 
home after the procedure. We just 
looked at each other.  
I hesitated and answered honestly, 

“Well, emotional pain,” and then 

explained it. The nurse stopped and 
looked at both of us. She said soothing 
things that I don’t remember. Then she 
said, “Someday, you will smile again, 
just not now.” 
She was right. That’s the long view of 

it. At the time Jess and I had no idea 
that would happen again. Our fresh 
grief was way too huge and painful to 
imagine smiling again.
To the tender newer members of TCF 

I wish you a someday when you will 
smile again. You will feel a spark of 
joy. This will come again.
The Compassionate Friends support 

group anchored me from one month to 
the next. I met people who were fur-
ther down the road than me who had 
experienced child loss. They smiled, 
even laughed and they were authentic. 
They were my role models.
Now as a TCF chapter co-leader, 

when I see a newer member spontane-
ously reach out to someone who is 
at their first or second TCF meeting, 
I breathe a sigh of relief for both of 
them.  One is helping the other and 
both will feel that healing on their 
grief journeys. This is how we work 
and it works very well.
Monica Colberg
TCF Minneapolis, MN 
In Memory of my son Art

Daydreams
Once a day and sometimes more 
You knock upon my daydream door 
And I say warmly come right in 
I’m glad you’re here with me again. 
Then we sit down and have a chat
 Recalling this, discussing that 
Until some task that I must do 
Forces me away from you. 

Reluctantly I say good-by 
Smiling with a little sigh 
For though my daydreams bring you 
near 
I wish that you were really here. 
But what reality cannot change 
My dreams and wishes can arrange 
And through my wishing you’ll be 
brought To me each day; A happy 
thought. 
Stephen A. Wright TCF, Champaign-
Urbana, IL 

A Valentine’s Day Wish
How I wish I could bring our 

children back to us for Valentine’s 
Day—24 hours we could spend telling 
our children of our love.

But, alas, we are doomed to spend 
another Valentine’s Day without our 
beloved children. Others who have not 
lost a child, tend to take for granted 
these special days. A card that says “I 
love you, Mom and Dad” should be 
carefully folded and saved in a special 
place. All too many parents consider 
these cards to be renewable com-
modities. There’s no need to save this 
one—“we’ll always get another one 
next year.”

For many of us, next year came 
and there was no card. Tears of sad-
ness replaced tears of joy on this 
special day. But for many of us the 
memories remain of those Valentine’s 
Days gone by. Because our child’s 
love remains with us, our child will 
never truly be gone.

This year on Valentine’s Day, let 
us shed tears of joy that we were given 
even a short time with our child—for 
this, no matter how short, can never be 
taken from us.
Wayne Loder
TCF Lakes Area, MI

The Greatest Grief 
 A sudden accident killed your child. 

That terrible phone call changed your 
life with no warning—you didn’t get 
to say goodbye—this has to be the 
most terrible loss of all. 
Your child died by suicide—you feel 
you should have been able to prevent 
it. Your guilt is devastating. How can 
you live with such an incomprehen-
sible tragedy? 
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You only had one child—now you 
have none and your focus in life is 
gone. What’s the point of living? What 
could be more devastating? 
You’ve experienced the deaths of 
more than one of your children—will 
it happen again? How does one sur-
vive this pain again? 
When your baby died, your dreams 
died—you have few memories and 
you’re too young to be suffering like 
this—this loss is the most unfair. 
Someone murdered your child—an 
unbelievable violation— you’re angry 
and your frustration with the legal 
system feeds your anger. This must be 
the very worst. 
You’re a single parent—your child 
has died and you have no one to lean 
on, no one to share your grief—surely 
your suffering is the most painful. 
The unbelievable has happened—your 
adult child died—you had invested so 
much in that child—now who’s going 
to care for you in your old age? 
You had to watch your child suffer 
bravely through a long illness—you 
were helpless to ease his pain and to 
prevent his death—how do you erase 
those horrible images?—Yours must 
be the greatest grief. 
The truth is that the death of any child 

is the greatest loss, regardless of the 
cause, regardless of the age. Our own 
experience is far more painful than 
we had ever previously envisioned, 
so how could we possibly compre-
hend what others have undergone? To 
make comparisons between our own 
suffering and the pain of others is an 
exercise in futility. It accomplishes 
nothing and sometimes can be hurtful 
to others. To say that one type of death 
produces a greater or deeper grief than 
another tends to place different values 
on the children who have died. Each 
child is worthy of 100% of our grief, 
each person’s sorrow is 100%, and 
each loss is 100% of our being. I can’t 
imagine wanting to walk in the shoes 
of any other bereaved parent, can you? 

Peggy Gibson 
TCF, Nashville, TN 

Little Baby
Little baby who was not to be,

You were a person . . . at least to me.
Would your eyes be blue?

Or hazel and dark?
Would you caw like the crow?

Or sing like a lark?
Would you have ten little fingers and 

ten tiny toes?
A rosebud mouth, a turned up nose?
Would you be laughing and happy,

Or somber and quiet?
Would you run and jump or rather be 

still?
Would you like to read, or prefer to 

play?
None of my questions will have an 

answer.
Your chance to live will never be.
The only thing I truly know . . .

Little baby,
We would have loved you so!

Joan D. Schmidt 
TCF Spotswood, NJ

The Old Yellow Truck
Several weeks 

ago I sold 
my old, rusty 
yellow pickup 
truck. 
I placed an ad 

in the Baltimore Sunday paper which 
read:
For Sale: 1978 Toyota pickup 

truck,110K miles –as is $450. Call.
Someone called, paid me $400, and 

drove away—all in the same day. I 
should have been happy to get rid 
of it, but instead, I ended up feeling 
depressed. 
If I could have advertised the truck 

in our TCF Newsletter, the ad would 
have read:
For Sale (regretfully) 1978 Toyota 

pickup truck used by college student 
when he was home for weekends or se-
mester breaks. Provided safe transpor-
tation through a snowstorm on his last 
New Year’s Eve. Four-speaker stereo 
radio with rock music stations prese-
lected. Ashtray clean except for old 
bank re-ceipts. Truck used by father 
for hauling things while thinking about 
son. Priceless. Don’t call.

It has been 18 months since my son 
died, and yet it is still difficult to part 
with certain things—even things that 
did not belong to him. This is a prob-
lem with which we are all faced. What 
to keep? What to let go? The practi-
cal side of us says these things are no 
longer needed, so we should get rid of 
them. The heart says my son owned 
these things or used them; they bring 
back memories, so we should keep 
them.
There is not a right or wrong answer 

as to what we keep or what we let go. 
I reassure myself by noting that these 
memories of my son didn’t leave with 
that old yellow truck. They still remain 
locked in my heart forever.
Gary Piepenbring, 
TCF/Penn-Maryland Line Chapter, MD

Little White Blanket
 Little white blanket…first snow on 

the grave since you left. How can it 
be? Just yesterday you were here. You 
left in summer’s humid heat. Cicadas 
sang your eulogy over fresh-turned 
soil. Now snow’s first appearance 
covers your smooth, flawless sleeping 
ground.
     Little white blanket covers and 

cares for you when I no longer can. 
I care for you now with prayers and 
memories and by framing photographs 
of times gone by. Photos of you and 
me. When I look at us, I can still feel 
you sitting next to me, breathing, smil-
ing, living your life with me.
     Then I feel you gone from here, 

from me. I never knew before how to 
feel what’s not there. Feeling the not-
me-ness of me, without you.
     Little white blanket, tuck in my 

loved one. Cover her gently, make her 
comfortable, send her my love. When 
spring comes and little white blanket 
disappears, let the crocuses I planted 
bloom their first blooms, counting 
every first since you left. First morn-
ing without you, first week alone, first 
month bereft, first Halloween, Thanks-
giving and Christmas, first New Year 
without you…a strange year without 
you. With the passing of time, I fear 

(continued on Page 7)
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SIBS

PLEASE REMEMBER 
Sibings are welcome to attend the 
Livonia Compassionate Friend 
meetings. We ask that you be at least 

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
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

What Are We Waiting For?

   My brother-in-law opened the bot-
tom drawer of my sister’s bureau and 
lifted out a tissue-wrapped package. 
“This,” he said, “is not a slip. This is 
lingerie.” He discarded the tissue and 
handed me the slip. It was exquisite: 
silk, handmade, and trimmed with a 
cobweb of lace. The price tag with an 
astronomical figure was still attached. 
“Jan bought it the first time we went to 
New York eight or nine years ago. She 
never wore it. She was saving it for a 
special occasion. Well, I guess this is 
the special occasion.” 
   He took the slip from me and put it 

on the bed with the other clothes we 

were taking to the funeral home. His 
hands lingered on the soft material for 
a moment. He slammed the drawer 
shut and turned to me. “Don’t ever 
save anything for a special occasion. 
Every day you’re alive is a special 
occasion.” 
   I remembered those words through 

the funeral and the days that followed 
when I helped him attend to all the 
sad chores that follow an unexpected 
death. I thought about them on the 
plane returning home. I thought about 
all the things she hadn’t seen or heard 
or done. I thought about the things that 
she had done without realizing that 
they were special.
   I still think about his words and 

how they’ve changed my life. I read 
more and dust less. I sit on the deck 
and admire the view without fussing 

about the weed in the garden. I spend 
more time with my family and friends 
and less time in committee meetings. 
Whenever possible, life should be a 
pattern of experience to savor, not en-
dure. I try to recognize those moments 
now and cherish them. I don’t save 
anything. We use our good china for 
every special event—such as losing a 
pound, getting the sink unstopped, or 
discovering the first camellia blossom. 
I wear my good blazer to the market 
if I feel like it. I don’t save my good 
perfume for special parties. “Some-
day” and “one of these days” are los-
ing their grip on my vocabulary. If it’s 
worth seeing, hearing, or doing, I want 
to see, hear, and do it now.
   I am not sure what my sister would 

have done had she known that she 
wouldn’t be here for the tomorrows 
we all take for granted. I think she 
would have called family members 
and a few close friends. She might 
have called a few former friends to 
apologize and mend fences for past 
squabbles. It’s these little things left 
undone that would make me angry if I 
knew my hours were limited—angry 
because I put off seeing good friends, 
angry because I hadn’t written certain 
letters that I intend to write, angry and 
sorry that I didn’t tell my husband and 
daughter often enough how much I 
truly love them. I am trying not to put 
off, hold back, or save anything that 
would add laughter and luster to our 
lives. Every morning when I open my 
eyes, I tell myself that it’s a special 
day.
Ann Wells
TCF Laguna Niguel, CA
In Memory of my sister, Jan
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Livonia Chapter Page

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.              
♥  Robert & Mary Vitolins “In memory of Laura.  We miss you every day.  Love, Dad, Mom and sister Karen”
♥  Tom & Connie McCann “Happy Birthday Tom Jr 2/16.  We love you and miss you!”
♥  Tom & Connie McCann “In memory of our sons; Ryan “Ryfro”, Tom Jr, & Bryan “Bryfro” Soupis considered a son to our family  
     & Mark “Sparky” Abbott, Joe Coffey, Jim “Jimmy” Vick”
♥  Joe & Laura Myers “In loving memory of Paul – you will always be the music in my heart”
♥  Susan Steinberg “In memory of Shannon.  In loving memory of our beautiful daughter and sister on her birthday.  
     Love, Mom, Dad, Todd, Chris & Ajax”
♥  Glenn & Carol Mead “In memory of Bobby Mead.  In loving memory of our son Bobby.  Been 6 years of missing you but always  
     forever in our hearts & thoughts.  Love Mom, Dad, Katie, DJ, Addison & Heidi”
♥  Donations that were left at our Christmas Tree – thank you to the donors!

A Note from our Chapter Leadership ……
Our next meeting will be on February 4, 2021!
We will have a virtual meeting via Zoom starting at 7 pm.
Our meeting place, St. Timothy’s Pres. Church, is still limiting our group from using the 
church. Please contact Gail (angel4gail2016@gmail.com) if you are interested in being 
included in our Zoom meetings. Your email addresses will be kept on file to use on any 
future Zoom meetings.
Please take good care of yourselves ... and be safe.
.
WE NEED NOT WALK ALONE, WE ARE THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS

Let Us Celebrate Their Births - continued

A PhD in Pain
I didn’t take an entrance examination. I didn’t apply for admssion. I didn’t 

register for classes. 
I never completed any assignments. I didn’t write or defend a 

dissertation.
I didn’t wear a cap, gown, or hood at graduation. I didn’t walk to “Pomp & 

Circumstance.”
I don’t have this diploma framed on my wall. I don’t have letters 

I use after my name.
But my son died five years ago.

So, I have a PhD in Pain.
I never wanted one.

Peggi Johnson
TCF Piedmont Chapter, VA

I’ll forget you, so I hold on to my 
grief, as I once held on to you.
     Little white blanket, first snow on 

the grave, assure me she’s cared for, 
that she won’t forget me, that we are 
still us, that I am still me…that some-
where in spirit, she is still her.
     First snow, nature’s wise sur-

round for my departed, teach me how 
to mend the hole ripped in the fabric 
of my life, christen the ground, bap-
tize me in understanding the cycles of 
life; living, loving, and letting go.
Deborah Antinori
Basking Ridge, New Jersey
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TCF Livonia Chapter
Brenda Brummel
10531 Calumet Trail
Gaylord, MI 49735

February 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)

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

incongruities
Thoughts of you can bring a smile 
to my face....and tears to my eyes.
Memories of you tug at my heart 
filling it with love...and longing.
I feel so thankful for having had you 
in my life...and yet so sad that you 
are gone.
I’m comforted by the sense of your 
presence surrounding me at times...
while loneliness overwhelms me.
My life is filled with incongruities; 
they assure me I am healing...and 
that I never will.
Gayle Block
TCF/Baytown, Texas


