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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

®

Coming Events:
See note on page 1

Please follow the guidelines as set forth 
by our governor and 

STAY HOME
STAY SAFE

A Note from our Chapter Leadership ……
  Because we want our Chapter to be safe and want all of you to take care
of yourselves during this COVID-19 time…..we will not be
able to have our May chapter meeting, which is normally our balloon release.
Our craft day and TCF dinner are also canceled. We are sorry about the   

 cancellattions and we will keep you posted on when our activities will re-
sume.
We urge you to check our Livonia Facebook page (The Compassionate 

Friends  of Livonia Michigan) for any updates.  If you are not a member of 
this Facbook page, just search for the name and ask to join … you will have 
to answer 3 questions and our moderator will approve you.  This is a way 
to keep in  contact with our members and you can post your thoughts or ask 
questions on  this page.
 
If you need additional support, these members have offered their phone num-

bers in addition to our TCF Livonia Chapter number (734-778-0800):

Joyce Gradinscak – 734-560-6883 Catherine Walker – 248-921-2938
Mary Hartnett – 313-550-5410  Cindy Stevens – 734-837-3722
Judy Cappelli – 734-674-1073  Kathy Rambo – 734-306-3930
Gail Lafferty – 734-748-2514

Since we have never experienced this kind of distancing for a virus, we
are all learning what to do. We look forward to the day when we can
greet and hug each other face to face and resume our regular chapter
meetings and events. These uncertain times will end one day soon. It’s
important we that we stay connected with our members.
Our leadership has been practicing Zoom sessions hoping we can offer
this to any members who may like to be included.  If you are interested,  

 please contact Gail via email at angel4gail2016@gmail.com for more infor 
 mation.
Please take good care of yourselves…..we want you all to be safe.
Remember:  We are all in this together.
We need not walk alone; We are the Compassionate Friends.
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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

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

Let Us Celebrate Their Births

(continued on page 6)
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Month of May Brings 
Tears, Fond Memories 
The month of May is a time of many 

memories and many tears for mothers 
who have lost a child to death. The 
memories are tied to our natural asso-
ciation of May as being the “Mother’s 
Day” month. We can’t escape the 
reminders. Second only to the Christ-
mas season in commercialization, 
Mother’s Day is thrust at us in televi-
sion commercials, billboards, radio 
spots, magazine and newspaper ads 
and special features, local and national 
news shows and each store we enter. 
Heart breaking, emotional, touching 
movies or television shows are aired in 
May in big part because of Mother’s 
Day. The reminders are endless. Our 
emotions build and build until we 
think we will snap. 
Most of us have memories of happier 

Mother’s Days, time spent with our 
children opening their gifts and read-
ing their special cards, talking, laugh-
ing and enjoying the moment. The 
counterpoint to our memories is that 
Mother’s Day intensifies the deep void 
that will always remain in our lives. 
In the words of one mother, “One day 
after my son had been gone for several 
months, I realized that this nightmare 
life is my life forever.” May is doubly 
difficult for this mother because of 
Mother’s Day and because her son 
died in May. May is doubly difficult 
for me as my son was born in May. 
Even without a birth or death anniver-

sary, May can be extremely stressful 
and sad. We enter the countdown on 
the first day of May. Some of us begin 
to improve after Mother’s Day passes, 
some of us can’t let go until the month 
ends. Some of us suffer lingering ef-
fects for several weeks or months. 
My first Mother’s Day without my 

son was a horrifying time. No gifts, 
no cards, no call. I took all the cards 
he had given me for Mother’s Day 
and put them on my piano—the time 
honored place in our home for special 
occasion cards. My second Mother’s 
Day was different. I simply refused to 
acknowledge it. My husband gave me 

a card and a small gift, and we left it 
at that. A few tears, but we decided to 
relax and do things that would keep us 
away from the Mother’s Day celebra-
tions. 
This will be my third Mother’s Day 

without my son. I do miss him ter-
ribly; there will be no replacement for 
that relationship in my life. Unlike los-
ing a parent, a spouse, a grandparent, a 
sibling or a friend, the loss of our child 
means the loss of a big part of our-
selves. That is our new reality. What 
will I do this Mother’s Day? I don’t re-
ally know, but it will dawn on me that 
I should do one thing or another. 
What you do this Mother’s Day is 

your choice. You owe no explanation 
to anyone. As we walk through this 
grief of losing our children, we owe 
no explanations. Our love for our dead 
children lingers, and in that love is a 
goodness and purity that allows us to 
gently be ourselves. Our emotions are 
not intended to offend; but sometimes 
the pain is so overpowering that we 
must block out the world. And some-
times, we are able to overcome it. I 
will handle in the best way I can. So 
will you. 
Annette Mennen Baldwin ~ TCF, Katy, TX 
In Memory of my only child, Todd Mennen 

Love is Immortal 
Many of us will resent the lengthen-

ing of time between our child’s life 
and our own present. Others may 
welcome the increasing distance in the 
hope that time itself will be a balm to 
pain. Yet, all of us perceive, beyond 
all the hype and expectations, that new 
years and seasons are merely calendar 
events. 
Whatever problems we have had in 

the past will follow us into the present. 
There is no inner demarcation with 
hurting behind and joy ahead. 
Each of us has the same opportunities 

now as we had before. We can permit 
time to simply pass, or we can work 
to mold its passage into constructive 
growth. 
In the deaths of our children we have 

discovered with certainty that we lack 
the means to control the most cher-

ished elements of our lives. But we 
also know that within each of us is the 
potential to rise above the debilitating 
anguish we have experienced. 
Time continues to move forward and 

most of us have been too damaged to 
even play the games of resolutions 
and dance the rites of spring. We are 
beyond the futility of such exercises. 
But, let us each confront this moment 
and time with an inward commitment 
to recovery, to living the hours which 
comprise our existence with the full-
ness and love of which we are capable. 
Hurting will ultimately lessen. Pain 

will slowly become more bearable. 
Fears and guilt will gradually pass 
away. But love, that inner dance of the 
heart which leaps to our child’s name 
or the memory of an especially close 
experience that bears only the mantle 
of endless joy, will not pass away. 
All else, fame, fortune, distress and 
dismay, wealth and power, even our-
selves, will at last be done. But love...
Love is immortal...May the immortal-
ity of love grow secure and healthy 
again within each of us. 
Don Hackett,  Plymouth, MA 

Awkward Silence 
I wish that someone would say his 
name. 
I know my feelings they’re trying to 
spare, 
And so we go through the charade, the 
game, 
Of dancing around the ghost that is 
there, 
Trying to avoid evoking a tear, 
Or stirring emotions too painful to bear. 
That he be forgotten is what I fear, 
That no one will even his presence 
miss, 
As if there were no trace that he was 
here. 
By referring to him, my purpose is 
Not to stir pity or keep things the same, 
But my heart will simply break if his 
Memory will die like a flickering flame. 
I just wish someone would say his 
name. 
Richard Dew, M.D.
TCF, Knoxville, TN 
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Pondering the Path
Dear Compassionate Friends: 

Life is not fair. This is a lesson I have 
struggled to learn my whole life. 
I think we all try to be good people; 

kind to others, share what we have 
with those who struggle, be a loving 
spouse, parent, son or daughter and 
sibling, a trusted employee, and a good 
citizen. Somehow we think we should 
be rewarded in life and not be subject 
to pain. Why DO bad things happen 
to good people? Loss of our children, 
divorce, loss of work, illness, loss of 
material possessions in a natural or 
unnatural disaster shouldn’t happen to 
“good” people, right? We feel singled 
out by the universe, somehow. Be-
reaved parents and siblings know this 
all too well. It is not the natural order 
of the circle of life to bury your child 
or young brother or sister. 
This awful life truth that life is not 

fair has once again hit someone 
we care deeply for. A lovely young 
woman I have known for a long time 
carried her baby nearly full term, but 
lost her beautiful baby girl from seri-
ous childbirth complications. How do 
you comfort someone who was not 
even able to bring her baby home from 
the hospital? How do you help heal 
her empty arms, the empty cradle & 
explain she did nothing wrong? She 
did not deserve this (no one does!) 
How do you tell her it’s okay to ques-
tion why this happened? Why her? 
Why her baby? How does she explain 
to her little son where his little sister 
is? I’m so very sad for our friend. She 
is very young, but a very loving and 
mature mother. She feels so alone in 
her pain and so angry. All we can do 
is love her, reassure her, pray for her 
and take care of her and her little son. 
All we can do is listen and be there for 
her. All we can do is support her and 
hold her up to God in our hearts and 
prayers. What should be such a joyful 
celebration of new life and love is 
emptiness and heartache. 
A popular song advises “what doesn’t 

kill you makes you stronger”. I’ve 
never felt much comfort from this. It 
makes me want to throw myself on the 

ground and wail “I don’t want to be 
stronger! I want things back the way 
they were!” Well, it appears we don’t 
get a choice about some things in life. 
We have shared things of the well-

meaning but hurtful things people 
have said to us when our child died. 
One that drove me crazy was “You are 
so strong! I would just die if some-
thing happened to my child!” Well, 
I was not strong. I was not brave. I 
wanted to curl up in a dark place and 
die myself so I could go to Heaven 
with Aaron. But I couldn’t. I could 
not leave my other little son, who was 
only a baby at the time. I couldn’t 
leave my husband alone to struggle in 
his pain. I was literally caught between 
Heaven and Earth. I had to choose 
to go on for the sake of my family. I 
knew Aaron was safe in Heaven with 
the grandmas, but he belonged here 
with us. Was he scared? Did he miss 
us so much too? I was glad he was no 
longer in pain, but he was taken out of 
our arms way too soon. So, back to the 
well meaning person who thinks I’m 
strong. I know they meant it kindly, 
and were just trying to be comforting. 
I really don’t remember how I re-
sponded-maybe just mumbled I didn’t 
have a choice. You go on because you 
have to; others need you. 
I think any parent would agree that 

being a parent is not for those “weak-
stomached”. When your child is ill 
there are times you have to clean up 
some pretty disgusting messes, but 
you do it because you have to and it’s 
your child. No one else can take care 
of that mess, and your baby is sick and 
needs you. 
  Being a parent is not for the “weak-
hearted” either. You feel just as much 
heartache, or more, than your child 
when they suffer a disappointment or 
get their heart broken. This is the other 
edge of that double-edged sword of 
the amazing, all encompassing love 
you feel for your child. Their pain 
becomes your pain. My husband says 
we would “slay dragons” for love of 
our children. 
Are we stronger now, having gone 

through the worst experience a parent 

can go through? I don’t know about 
stronger, but maybe we are more 
aware of what is really important in 
our lives. We are less likely to “sweat 
the small stuff”. Faith, family and per-
sonal values are more important than 
ever. Material possessions, having a 
lot of money and your status in the 
community are not so important. 
The wonderful poet Kahlil Gibran 

said our children come through us, not 
from us, and I have to believe that our 
love for our children and their love for 
us is eternal, no matter the distance or 
dimension. I believe we will be with 
our children and other loved ones gone 
before us someday. We wonder if we 
are still that child’s mom or dad if they 
now live in Heaven. One of the most 
difficult questions bereaved parents 
have to deal with is “how many 
children do you have?” Your choice is 
acknowledging ALL your children and 
then dealing with the awkward silence 
that usually follows when you share 
that your child now lives in Heaven, or 
NOT acknowledging all your children 
and feeling the guilt that you couldn’t 
deal with the pain of our continuing 
loss. 
This Mothers’ Day and Fathers’ Day 

celebrate that you ARE mothers and 
fathers; that your children are still your 
children. Celebrate the circle of love. 
The circle of life may have ended, but 
the circle of love is forever. 
I wish you strength and healing, 

and comfort in that circle of love. In 
friendship, 
Nadine  Boyd

The Promise
Your birth brought me star-shine, the 
moon and the sun; my wishes, dreams 
gathered ‘round my little one. 
My life became sacred, full of promise 
and light, all wrapped in the girl-child 
who brought love at first sight. 
The years of your living filled with 
laughter and tears, excitement, adven-
ture, some boredom, some fears, 
but ended too quickly, ahead of its 
time. 
The loss so horrendous, such heart-

(continued on page 8)
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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

♥  Vincent & Sylvia Fregonara “We remember you Michael, on this 5 year anniversary!  Then, now and always,
      loved and missed!”
♥  Susan Steinberg “In memory of Shannon.  5 years without you -- Love, Mom, Dad, Todd, Chris & Ajax”
♥  Tom & Connie McCann “In memory of Ryan “Ryfro” on his angel day 5/10”
♥  Tom & Connie McCann “In memory of Bryan “Bryfro” on his birthday 5/15”
♥  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”
♥  Cindy Stevens “Wishing our son Justin a very “Happy Birthday in heaven” our lives have never been the same 
     missing you each and everyday you are our world.  “FOREVER IN OUR HEARTS”  Love, Mom & Matt xoxo”
♥  Mary & Michael Hartnett, “ To Michael. “Happy Birthday in Heaven. We miss you and love you. Mom & Dad, Katie
     Dakota and Brooklyn”

Let Us Celebrate Their Births

Again this year our chapter would 
like to donate a Michigan Basket 
to the auction at the 2020 National 
Conference in Atlanta.  If you would 
like to donate, items we can use are: 
any sports team items from De-
troit, any foods made here and you 
may have other ideas to add to the 
basket. 
We please ask that you stay away 

from large glass items like wine 
bottles or things that may break eas-
ily in shipping.  We thank you for 
any help you can provide.  You may 
bring any donations to the chapter 
meetings through July and contact 
Kathy Rambo or Gail Lafferty with 
any questions.

Donation 
BasketThe Compassionate Friends of Livonia 

Would like to welcome you to the  

‘4th Annual’ 

Family and Friends Picnic of Hope & Healing 

Sunday, August 30th 

1p — 4p 

@ Nankin Mills -  Hines Park  - Westland 
(corner of Ann Arbor Trail & Hines Drive) 

$10 per family  

please bring your favorite dish to pass 
Any questions please contact Cindy Stevens @ 734-837-3722 

(alcohol not permitted) 
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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.

Graduation – A Time to 
Remember 
I was driving down the road the other 

day, thinking of how the retail mar-
ket makes any event an opportunity 
for revenue. Graduation seems to fall 
into that category, with cards and gifts 
for every Graduate. This time of year 
reminds me that my graduation from 
high school was a bittersweet time. 
Really, it was the first time I had 

“surpassed” my older brother, David, 
in anything significant. I turned the age 
that he was when he died, 18, in the 
beginning of my senior year of high 
school. That year was difficult for me, 
as I felt that I was getting to move past 
where he had been cut short. Gradu-
ation day was no exception. I was 

happy to be getting out of high school, 
and looking forward to that coming 
August when I would go to college. 
But why was I getting to do these 
things, and not David? What made me 
so special that I got to stay here and 
experience these things? I still am not 
quite sure of the answer to those ques-
tions. 
Graduation from high school was re-

ally just the first of many events which 
I have gotten to experience that David 
never will. College graduation, my 
wedding, and the birth of my two chil-
dren are examples. And for me, each 
event has been a bit bittersweet. 
The good news is this: that while time 

does make it easier to bear day-to-day 
activities without your sibling, each 
major event in your life presents itself 
as a new opportunity to remember 
your brother or sister, as well. For me, 

figuring that out was a huge relief, as it 
meant that my fear of forgetting David 
was not something I needed to worry 
about any more. His memory is just as 
alive for me today, 15-1/2 years later, 
as it was when I took that walk across 
the stage to accept my high school 
diploma. 
Amy Baker Ferry ~ 
Heart of Florida TCF, Longwood, FL 

Catching Up 
When they told me I understood. 

I knew you would never return. 
I never wondered where you went. I 
still remember. 
The trees swayed in the blowing 
breeze. 
It was chilly and gray, just what you’d 
picture for such a day 
I gazed around the small gathering, at 
faces streaked with tears. 
I was silent as so many cries surround-
ed me. I felt empty. 
It was as if I looked in from the out-
side, seeing the pain, hurt and suffer-
ing I was helpless to heal. I knew more 
than they thought. 
You weren’t gone. You had only run 
ahead and are now waiting 
for us... to catch up. 
-Melisa Mae Friebe 
TCF/ Minneapolis, MN 

From the Shadows
From the shadows we come, the 

surviving siblings. We are all ages: 
younger, older, twins and subsequent 
children. We have our own story to 
tell, one that is often brushed aside 
in the concern for our parents, the 
spouse, and even the children of our 
sibling. We are grieving, experiencing 
the same intensity of pain, but not al-
ways acknowledged by others. When a 
child dies, a future is lost; when a par-
ent dies, it is the past which is buried. 
The death of a sibling is the death of a 
friend, a rival, an antagonist, a con-
fidant, and perhaps a co-conspirator. 
It is important to help give siblings a 
voice as we struggle in the shadows, 
searching to find light in the darkness.  
Alicia Sims Frankllin 
Posted 9/20/18 
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TCF Livonia Chapter
Brenda Brummel
10531 Calumet Trail
Gaylord, MI 49735

May 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

break was mine. 
But from the beginning, 
one thought rose so clear: never 
would your death erase the years that 
you were here. 
I would not be defeated 
or diminished by your death; 
I would hang on, learn to conquer, if 
it took my every breath. 
For if your death destroyed my life, 
made both our lives a waste, 
‘t would deny your life’s meaning 
and all the love you gave. 
I vowed that years of sadness would 
change, with work and grace, to 
years of happiness, even joy, in 
which you’d have a place. Memories 
of you, like shining stars in the pat-
terns of my soul, 
are beacons flashing light and love, 
and with them I am whole. 
In you honor, I live my life, 
now living it for two. Through all 
my life, you too will live. You lived, 
you live, you do. 
Genesse Gentry, “Stars in the Deepest 
Night – After the Death of a Child” 


