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A Special Valentine 
A touch of your hand; 
A smile on your face 
Another time, another place. 
You were my girl 
I was your Mom 
Together we met the world head on. 
Death cannot dim 
The memories so fine 
Your place is there 
This world is mine. 
But you will always be 
My SPECIAL VALENTINE! 

A Valentine for Mom 
As we grow older, we find that the 

simple reflections of our children are 
often the best memories we have. One 
such memory most mothers have is a 
valentine ..... maybe many valentines. 
These special valentines were made 
by our children just for us. They were 
made when mom was the most impor-
tant person in their world. 
Some of us have kept each little me-

mento of our child’s years...from the 
first little hand plaque to the handmade 

gifts and cards to the special gifts that 
our children purchased with their own 
money. Each one is a part of our child, 
a part of us and a part of our shared 
history. 
My first valentine from my child was a 

handmade red construction paper heart 
glued to heart shaped white lace paper 
... On it he had written “Happy Val-
entine’s Day to my MOM. I love you. 
Todd.” Shyly he asked if l liked it. I 
told him I loved it, and that his valen-
tine was the most beautiful valentine a 

Coming Events:
NEXT MEETING- February 6  -First 
time tables, sibling table, Infant loss 
table, topic table: From My Old Friend 
Grief, what are some of the triggers in 
your life about which that the author 
speaks?

February 1 - Craft Day - see page 8

February 18: 6:30 pm TCF Dinner-at 
Richard’s Family Restaurant, 39305 
Plymouth Rd., Livonia 48150. sign up at 
meeting or call Kathy 734-306-3930 or 
katjrambo@gmail.com

Arlene Burroughs, 
TCF/Pikes Peak, CO
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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 withheld for privacy concerns.
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Softly … may peace 
replace heartache  
and cherished memories 
remain with you always on 
your child’s birthday
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mother could receive. It is a treasure I 
have always kept. “I just wanted to be 
sure,” he whispered. 
In my office I have a gift that Todd 

bought me five years ago. All grown 
up now with an MBA, bright future, 
important corporate job, family of 
four children, a beautiful new home, 
and major responsibilities, precious 
little time was available for finding the 
perfect gift for his mom. His life was 
busy; his free time was limited, but a 
something special caught his eye and 
he thought about me. He decided to 
buy it. A few weeks later, he gave me 
a brightly wrapped package contain-
ing a beautiful plate picturing a Sioux 
Indian princess. “She’s beautiful, just 
beautiful”, I told him. “Do you really 
like it?” he asked. The detail, the es-
sence of her heritage and her outlook 
were captured perfectly. I told him, “I 
love it, Todd.  I’ll keep her in the of-
fice so I can see her every day. I think 
she is beautiful.” And she is in my 
office today, another treasure I will al-
ways keep. “I just wanted to be sure,” 
he whispered. 
Much has happened since my three 

year old son gave me that handmade 
valentine and my adult son gave me 
that special gift. The years have raced 
by; my son has been dead for over two 
years. And so this month I will open 
another special gift that my son bought 
me when he was still in college: my 
cedar chest. I’d always wanted a cedar 
chest for the special keepsakes mark-
ing our lives. That cedar chest contains 
pictures, cards, hand made gifts and 
other things that only a mother could 
hold in her hands while watching the 
movies play in her head. There are 
many movies in that cedar chest, but 
only I can see them. That is the beauty 
of memories. 
Each of us has our memories of our 

child. Whether our child was 5 days 
old or 55 years old, we have special 
memories that are as much a part of us 
as our faces. Valentine’s Day was al-
ways a special day for our family. We 
exchanged valentines and sometimes 
give a special gift. 

This Valentine’s Day I will send my 
son a special handwritten valentine, 
carried on the wind to the cosmos. 
The message will be simple. “Happy 
Valentine’s Day to my SON, Todd. I 
love you. Your Mom.”
Annette Mennen Baldwin ~ TCF/Katy, TX 
Written in memory of Todd Mennen

The Fallen Goose
When you see geese heading south 

for the winter, you might wonder, as I 
have, why they fly in a vee formation. 
As each bird flaps its wings, it creates 
lift for its own flight but it also creates 
an updraft that benefits the birds that 
follow it closely at an angle. When a 
goose falls out of formation, it sud-
denly feels the drag and resistance of 
trying to go it alone and it quickly gets 
back into formation. When the lead 
goose gets tired, it rotates back in the 
formation and another, more rested 
goose, flies up front. By flying in vee 
formations the whole flock adds at 
least 71% greater flying range, than if 
each bird flew on its own. 
People who share a common direction 

and sense of community can get where 
they are trying to go more quickly and 
easily than when they try to travel the 
journey alone. Very much like the vee 
formations of geese, people can ben-
efit from the uplifting energy of others. 
If we have as much sense as a goose, 
we will stay in formation with those 
who are headed in the same direction 
as ourselves. 
We can learn even more by studying 

flying geese. Geese honk from behind 
to encourage those up front to keep up 
their speed. Also, when a goose gets 
sick or is wounded by gunshots, and 
falls out of formation, two other geese 
fall out with that goose and follow 
it down to lend help and protection. 
They stay with the fallen goose until it 
is able to fly or until it dies, and only 
then do they launch out on their own, 
or with another formation to catch up 
with their group. Support and encour-
agement is a principle upon which 
the Compassionate Friends stands. If 
we have the sense of a goose, we can 
more easily recognize the potential 

benefits of collaboration and integrat-
ed efforts. 
Over the last year, I have felt much 

like the fallen goose. It is because of 
you, TCF members who were willing 
to break formation and come down 
with me and offer me encouragement 
and support that I was able to deal 
with the difficult ordeal I have been 
through. I am proud that you are all 
my friends. I would never have been 
able to make it without you. Thanks is 
such a small word, but I don’t know 
what else I can say. Thanks for being 
there and for caring. 
Connie Buchanan, TCF/Medford, OR

My Old Friend Grief
My old friend Grief is back. He 

comes to visit me once in awhile to 
remind me that I am still a broken 
man. Surely there has been much heal-
ing since my son died six years ago, 
and surely I have adjusted to a world 
without him. But the truth is, we never 
completely heal, we never totally 
adjust. Such is the nature of the loss 
that no matter how much life has been 
experienced, the heart of the bereaved 
will never be the same. It’s as though a 
part of us dies with the person we lose 
through death.
And so my old friend Grief drops 

in to say “Hello”. Sometimes he 
enters through the door of my 
memory. I’ll hear a song or smell 
a fragrance. I’ll look at a picture 
and I’ll remember how it used to 
be. Sometimes it brings a smile 
to my face sometimes a tear. One 
may say that remembrance is 
unhealthy that we shouldn’t dwell 
on thoughts that make us sad. Yet 
the opposite is true. Grief revisited 
is Grief acknowledged and Grief 
confronted is Grief resolved. But if 
Grief is resolved, why do we feel a 
sense of loss when we least expect 
it? Because healing doesn’t mean 
forgetting and moving on with life 
doesn’t mean that we don’t take 
a part of our lost love with us. Of 
course the intensity of the pain de-
creases over time if we allow Grief 
to visit from time to time. Some-
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times my old friend Grief sneaks 
up on me. It’s as though the one’s 
we have lost are determined not to 
be forgotten. My old friend Grief 
doesn’t get in the way of living. He 
just wants to come along and chat 
sometimes.
Grief has taught me a few things about 

living I wouldn’t have learned on my 
own. He has taught me that if I try to 
deny the reality of loss,  I end up having 
to deny life altogether. Old Grief has 
taught me that I can survive great loss 
and although my world is different, it’s 
still my world and I must live in it.
My old friend Grief has taught me 

that the loss of a loved one doesn’t 
mean the permanence of death. My 
friend will be back again and again to 
remind me to confront my new reality 
and to gain through loss and pain.
Adolfo Quesda, TCF/Colorado

Let’s go home-
My eyes pleaded to my husband. 
We don’t belong here. 
This is crazy - these people are still 
hurting. 
Two, five years later and they are still 
coming here. 
Let’s go home. We don’t belong here. 
We won’t, we can’t be like that. Per-
haps -
If l don’t speak, 
If I don’t tell them why we came -
It won’t be true. 
But wait ... Why are they laughing? 
They all lost children, yet they are 
laughing at something somehow. 
And wait. .. Why am I nodding at what 
he’s saying? 
Why do I feel l must say something to 
that couple who are in this nightmare 
even less time than we? 
They all seem to know what I’m feel-
ing -
without my even saying it -
Just not flinching at my tears. 
That steady, endless stream of tears 
that seems to never stop. 
Perhaps - One day I’ll join their 
laughter -
Let’s wait- Perhaps we shouldn’t leave 
just yet.
Sandy Fein, TCF/ Manhasset, NY

Shared Thoughts On 
Remembering the Sad As 
Well as the Happy Times
February is the month we express our 

love to those significant persons in our 
lives. For many bereaved parents and 
siblings, it can be a time of increased 
pain. We miss the exchange of love 
from the person who has died. Our 
Douglas died on February 7th. Valen-
tine’s Day has always been a difficult 
time, because of being so close to his 
anniversary. Both holidays and anni-
versaries can renew our personal grief. 
Our love does not end with the death. 

There still is a need to talk of our 
deceased, and how much they mean 
to us. Caring relatives and friends that 
will listen without judging, can be 
very helpful. We need to express our 
feelings, and feel understood, when we 
are both happy and sad. It is impor-
tant to tell those trying to help us, that 
remembering that very special person 
who was such a significant part of our 
life is essential to our healing. They 
also need to know the importance of 
remembering the sad times for tears, 
as well as the happy times for laughter 
and smiles. Most non-bereaved feel 
only happy memories heal. Perhaps, 
this is because that is what feels most 
comfortable for them. 
There is no way of knowing what 

another bereaved person is really 
experiencing. There are times we 
all hide our feelings. Often, we are 
concerned about family members 
close to us, and are afraid of adding to 
their suffering, so consequentially we 
avoid talking about the issue. We must 
remember they too may need to share 
their feelings, whether it be good or 
bad memories. We can offer comfort, 
understanding, and give them permis-
sion to express themselves. 
Siblings tend to consider their parents 

the primary grievers, and often try to 
“be strong” for them. No one needs to 
be strong for another family member. 
The pretense of “holding it together” 
can be very damaging, and even 
deepen our depression. Depression 

can cause us to withdraw, so everyone 
needs to put effort into working very 
hard in keeping communications open. 
Frequently, it is much more comfort-
able for siblings to share with peers, 
on any subject. When we sense we are 
pressuring them to talk, we must back 
off, and respect their wishes, or this 
can lead to their avoiding family gath-
erings. Sharing cannot be forced. 
Many times our support has come 

from the people we would least 
expect. Everyone must choose those 
they feel most comfortable with when 
sharing their grief. Give our children 
the same privilege when sharing such 
a personal part of their life. 
One of the ways we can help our fam-

ily most, is to do our own grief work. 
This means saving time for ourselves 
to face our pain, and not run away 
from it. If we heal and gain some nor-
mality back into our lives, it will make 
it easier for the rest of our household.
Marie Hofmocke1, TCFNalley Forge

The Wounded Heart 
Children have preceded their parents 

in death for eons of time. We are not 
the first, nor will we be the last to enter 
the realm of Bereaved Parents. But for 
now – right now - it is Our Hearts that 
are freshly wounded and Our Hearts in 
need of mending.
 Wounded hearts must be allowed to 

mourn and lament their loss; to pour 
out their pain, agony, sadness, hurt, 
and anger; and to release their well 
of tears. Wounded hearts need to be 
wrapped in quietness, gentleness, and 
compassion, away from the turmoil of 
daily life. 
A wounded heart not allowed to mend 

from the depth of its agony, will be as 
an abscess- to swell and undermine – 
erupting at a distant time. Or, sup-
pressed, will slowly choke the spirit 
of its host. Only the bearer will know 
when his heart has healed. 
The wounded heart, encouraged and 

given the time and freedom to mend, 
will carry in its chambers the memory 
and shared love of a precious child. 
Nancy Green, 
TCF, Livonia, MI
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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
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
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, Rose Hatchett, 517-270-3308.

For My Baby Brother 
You came and went without a word. 
But I’ll miss your loving cry. 
We barely got acquainted, 
And then it was goodbye. 
There was so much more 
You should have done. 
Your innocent eyes had barely opened, 
Your life had just begun. 
You never saw a sunset, 
Or a star in the night sky. 
You never saw a sunrise, 
Or a rainbow flying high. 
You never drew a picture, 
Or sang a nursery rhyme. 
You never took those first few steps, 
You should have had more time. 
You never hit a baseball 
To score the winning run. 

You never even had the chance 
To miss the things you’ve never done. 
Although you left so many things 
Undone, unseen, and unsaid, 
Their numbers never shall come close 
To the tears that I have shed. 
You came and went without a word. 
T.C. , Miami, FL 
From Bereaved Parents USA

Grief Is Not ... 
Grief is not a mountain to be climbed, 
with the strong reaching the summit 

long before the weak. 
Grief is not an athletic event, 

with stop watches timing our progress. 
Grief is a walk through loss and pain 

with no competition and no time trials.

I Can’t Remember 
I don’t remember his face, although 

l have seen many pictures. I don’t re-
member his eyes, although I’ve heard 
about them. I don’t remember his 
laugh; although they tell me I heard 
it a lot. l don’t remember much; l was 
only thirteen months old. 
I do remember his love. I still feel his 

love. 1 know he is always with me, 
watching over me and protecting me. 
He is my big brother, the one that died 
eleven years ago. But I don’t remem-
ber much. That is what hurts more 
than anything, not knowing a big part 
of me. They say I act and talk like him 
but I don’t remember. 
I know some day I will remember - it 

will be a glorious day. The day I will 
meet my big brother.
Kelly Castellon, 
Walnut Creek CA

That’s What Little Brothers 
Are For 
To tease, 
To please. 
To ignore, 

To be there for. 
To talk to, 

Be there for you. 
To share, 
To care. 
To play, 
To pray 

No one else knows 
The pain when he goes. 

~Author Unknown
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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, 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.              

Livonia Chapter Page

♥  Tom & Connie McCann “In memory of our son, Tom Jr. on his birthday 2/16.  Love you & 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”
♥  Mary Krill “In memory of John J & Joel J Krill.  My love is forever”
♥  Joann Tappan “In loving memory of my two sons; Kevin Joseph Tappan & Keith Allan Tappan Jr”
♥  Walt & Judy Dever “In loving memory of Josh Dever & John Strasser & Teddie Marie Fornwalt”
♥  Susan Steinberg “Birthday wishes, Dear Shannon.  With hugs and kisses....if only---we so miss you---Mom, Dad, 
      Todd, Christopher & Ajax”
♥  Sheryl Edwards “In memory of daughter Christen and grandson Eli”

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.

JoAnn Manley, whose beloved son, Jason Garber,  Born 6/16; Died 6/29; 35 years

New Members

The Coping Hours
Did you ever hear of a nightuare

That occurred in the midst of day?
Webster must have named it wrong

lt just doesn’t happen that way.

It migbt be while I’m driving
Or watching some T.V.

Looking at your picture when
This shock grabs hold of me.

Sleep is such a short time
While the coping hours arc long

Day in day out I sort it out
Somehow this all seems wrong.

So, nighmares aren’t for nighttime
It’s the light of day I fear
The ever-constant reality

Is the fact that you’re not her.- 
Ellen Schick,

Bereavemenf 1988

Grief is like an eartquake. The 
first one hits and the world falls 
apart. Even after you put the 
world together again there are 
afterschocks, and you never really 
know when those will come. 
Author unknown
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TCF Livonia Chapter
Brenda Brummel
10531 Calumet Trail
Gaylord, MI 49735

January 2020

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

February Craft Day
We will be decorating frames at our 

Craft day on February 1, 2020 at the 
Plymouth District Library, Plym-
outh, MI from 10 am to 1 pm.
You can make a Valentine’s frame 

or decorate your way with paint, 
paper and embellishments. All sup-
plies are provided.  Cost:  $3.00.  
Since this craft day will occur before 
our February Chapter Meeting, we 
will send out reminders via the TCF 
Livonia facebook page and emails.  
Any questions please contact Kathy 
(734-306-3930) or Gail (734-748-
2514).


