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(Continued on page 4)

Annual Compassionate 
Friends Candle Lighting

The Compassionate Friends World-
wide Candle Lighting unites family and 
friends around the globe in lighting can-
dles for one hour to honor the memories 
of the sons, daughters, brothers, sisters, 
and grandchildren who left too soon.

The Livonia Chapter Candle Light-
ing will take place in Kellogg Park on 
December 14th at 7 pm.  There will be 
music, readings and all the names of 
children that have been submitted will be 
read. Families and friends are welcome. 
Candles are provided. 

If your child(ren)’s name was on the 
list last year, it will be read this year. If 
you would like your child(ren)’s name 
added to the list to be read, call 734-778-
0800.  

THANKSGIVING 
You may ask, “What do I have to be 

thankful for now that my child is dead?” 
After the death of a child, where is the 
joy in a day off from work? What plea-
sure can we derive from sitting around a 
table when someone is missing, and an 
uttered prayer of thanksgiving echoes 
hollow in our hearts? 

Maybe we have been concentrat-
ing on the loss which has brought the 
overwhelming sorrow of death, and 
have forgotten the complete joy of life. 
When I remember laughing brown eyes, 
a mischievous grin, a scraped knee that 
Mommy could fix, a new word learned, 
even the memory of the realization that 
I had a baby boy, I have a great deal to 
be thankful for. I had 1 1⁄2 years of a 
dream come true, and I’m truly thankful 
I had my child. 

Sure, the agony of grief, the anguish 
of losing my precious child to death, the 
torture of wanting to see that child grow 
and mature and the pain of never know-
ing, rips me up. 

There is no Thanksgiving in enter-
taining these thoughts, so this month I 
am going to concentrate on the Living 
of my child, the Life that brought me 
so much joy. In this I am thankful that 
Evan was born, thankful that he lived, 
thankful that even for those short 30 
months – I lived them too. Even so, as 
he lived once, I live now and want a 

December 14th, Sunday,  at  7:00 
pm.  Annual Candle Lighing in 
Plymouth at Kellogg Park. See arti-
cle this page.

Coming Events:
November 6th-7:00 pm - Meeting:  
see page 7

November 18th, Tuesday,  at  6:00 pm. 
TCF Dinner at: Archie’s Tavern 37714 
Six mile Rd. Livonia. It is in the Laurel 
Park Mall. 

Contact Joyce Gradinscak,  
734-560-6883, you can text or call her.
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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
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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 7)
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productive life. 
I am thankful I have come that far in 
my grief work to know I want to live 
and remember the good times with-
out sorrow. And I am thankful for my 
husband, who stood by me during the 
rough times, the husband who is the 
father of the child of our love. In him, 
I have found my child, in our marriage 
I have found love, and that love taught 
us how to love that child. I am also 
thankful for you, my real friends – 
Compassionate Friends.
Edie Kaplan 
TCF, Ft. Lauderdale, FL 

Butterflies in November 
Thanksgiving was Chad’s favorite 

holiday. He loved the food and the 
football games without the hassle of 
all the Christmas going ons. I have 
so many memories of Thanksgivings 
past. I remember the last Thanksgiv-
ing we were together. Chad called me 
from Alabama and said he and Mandy 
were on their way to Atlanta and to 
please save him something to eat. I 
said “of course I will save you some-
thing to eat, but I thought you were 
eating with Mandy’s family?” Chad 
said “Mom, I think they make their 
stuffing with “GRITS”….need I say 
more? Just save me some.” 

That really made me feel good. 
He loved my Southern Cornbread 
Dressing, Turkey, Ham, and all the 
fixins. We enjoyed so much just being 
together and preparing the dinner and 
enjoying the meal. 

Chad died in September of 1996. 
Thanksgiving came way too fast. For 
those who have gone through their 
first Thanksgiving you know the 
feelings I am describing. Everything 
seems to go in slow motion with 
the inability to move forward….the 
heaviness and the physical and mental 
fatigue…the pain in your heart, the 
lump in your throat and the tears in 
your eyes. No, I did not want Thanks-
giving to come this year or ever again. 
My daughter was away at school and 
I knew she would be coming home. 
My mother was struggling with lung 

cancer and I knew there would not be 
many more Thanksgivings with her. 
What do I do? I think we all decided 
that if we could just go through the 
motions it would be better than doing 
nothing and I think we all did it for 
each other. 

I cried the whole time I was pre-
paring the meal. I do not remember 
anything other than the tears. Several 
friends wanted to join us for Thanks-
giving that year and they volunteered 
to bring a turkey and dessert. I readily 
accepted their offer. 

We gathered together at noon, my 
husband said the blessing (which I 
really had a hard time with) and then 
I wanted to read a poem in Chad’s 
memory. I asked everyone if they 
would bear with me as I read this. 
Several times I could not speak. The 
words would not come, but I was 
determined that I was going to read 
this poem. When I neared the end of 
the poem I felt the lump in my throat 
and I knew I was going to start crying 
out loud. As soon as I finished I got up 
from the table and left the room. 

There was dead silence. No one 
spoke a word. Then I heard one of our 
friends say “Look at that butterfly. I 
can’t believe there is a butterfly this 
time of year. And he looks at though 
he wants to come in. He is hitting him-
self against the glass door.” 

My tears turned from sadness to 
tears of joy. I knew that was Chad. I 
knew he had come to get some of my 
Cornbread Dressing. The only regret 
that I have is that I did not let him 
come in. I knew if I went back to the 
dining room and told my friends that 
was Chad they really would think 
I was crazy. If I had to do it over 
again….it wouldn’t matter but at that 
time I had not gotten involved with 
TCF or did not know another bereaved 
parent….so to me my “crazy thoughts” 
were just that and I thought they prob-
ably were not normal.

We do not have butterflies in Atlanta 
in late November. I choose to believe 
it was a sign from my son. This will 
be our fifth Thanksgiving without him. 
The pain has softened. My tears do 

not come as often. The memories are 
sweeter. My heart is a little lighter. My 
love for my son is as strong as ever. 
I feel his presence in everything I do. 
I do not fear I will forget anymore. I 
know he is with me. 

This Thanksgiving my plan is to 
make a LARGE pan of my southern 
cornbread dressing along with Chad’s 
favorite Ham recipe and take these to 
the hospital to share with my daughter, 
who is an RN, and all the staff in the 
PICU at Children’s Hospital–Egleston 
Campus and the parents who are 
spending Thanksgiving with their chil-
dren in the Intensive Care Unit. For 
some, this will be their last Thanksgiv-
ing with their own children. 

The staff at the Children’s Hospital 
work very long and stressful hours. 
They are away from their own fami-
lies on this holiday to take care of the 
children who are in the hospital. I feel 
this is a way I can help others and 
also include some precious memories 
of my Thanksgivings past with my 
own son and daughter. I am looking 
forward to this very much and I am 
thankful I can be with my daughter. 

I wish for those of you who are fac-
ing your First Thanksgiving that you 
can read this and know that it will get 
better. You will find joy again. There is 
hope. The love will always remain and 
your child will always be with you. Of 
course, it is not like we hoped it would 
be but it can be good. Our children 
will always be a “present” part of our 
lives….they will not be forgotten. 

I pray you find peace this holiday 
season. I pray your sorrows will soften 
and your memories bring smiles. I 
pray you will be able to enjoy your 
other family members. I pray you 
know you are not alone. 
Jayne Newton 
TCF Atlanta, GA 
In Memory of my son, Chad Gordon 
5/21/72 - 9/3/96 and All Our Children

As We Near the Special 
Season

As we near the special season that 
stirs up feelings of heritage, pa-
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triotism, thanksgiving, and our rela-
tionship with God, we are instantly 
reminded that it doesn’t seem to fit 
together for us; our personal sense of 
well-being is suffering. Our hearts and 
spirits are undergoing the trauma of 
painfully fresh wounds in some cases, 
while others are coping with the scar 
tissue of older grief that refuses to heal 
or restore comfort to their lives. This 
season reminds me we are living with 
extra stress that must be resolved. I 
offer a few thoughts to each of you, 
along with my love, in hope that feel-
ings of peace and purpose will return 
to bring you comfort. 

First, be careful in agreeing to take 
on the traditional extra work that goes 
with holidays. You are coping with 
grief that will take much of your us-
able energy. 

Second, be especially kind and 
patient with yourself. The need for 
physiological rest is vital at this time; 
regular sleep and rest hours will help. 

Third, be aware that holidays and 
alcohol have become traditional com-
panions; extra caution may be neces-
sary to prevent the depressant effects 
of alcohol from further aggravating 
your grief anxiety. 

Fourth, it’s okay to change past 
practices that are especially painful 
reminders of what can be no more; do 
something different if you have to. 

Finally, allow yourself private time 
as you need to, but also remember 
it’s important to allow others to try to 
bring you comfort and give you extra 
help during the holidays. Loved ones 
need feedback that says: “I’m trying to 
recover, and I appreciate your help.” 
_Peace be with you.
Ann Frost 
TCF Middle Georgia Chapter

Giving Thanks 
I can not hold your hands today, 
I can not see your smile. 
I can not hear your voices now, 
My children, who are gone.
 
But I recall your faces well, 
The songs, the talks, the sighs, 

And storytimes, and winterwalks, And 
sharing secret things.
 
I know you helped my mind to live 
Beyond your time with me. 
You gave me clearer eyes to see – 
You gave me finer ears to hear – 
What living means, what dying means, 
My children, who are gone.
 
So here it is Thanksgiving Day, 
And you are not with me. 
And while I weep a mother’s tear, 
I thank you for the gift you were, 
And all the gifts you gave to me, 
My children, who are gone. 
Sascha

And For This I Give Thanks
“I am acutely aware that autumn is 

here. As I write this, the air coming 
through my window is crisper and the 
leaves are taking on the golden and 
scarlet hues of the season. The shorts 
and tee shirts, which were the summer 
mainstay of the neighborhood chil-
dren, are being replaced by sweats and 
flannels. Pumpkins are replacing pink 
flamingos as lawn ornaments. The 
beauty of nature is at its most spectac-
ular. It is unmistakably here, welcome 
or not... 

This will be my fifth autumn, to be 
followed by my fifth holiday season 
without my daughter Nina. I find that 
I am far enough along in my grief to 
find memories to smile about now, but 
still close enough to remember those 
first few years and the piercing stab of 
pain in my heart that went along with 
them. Halloween, with memories of 
the costume party she threw when she 
was 10 years old, the major produc-
tion she made out of what she would 
wear as a trick-or-treater, and as she 
got older, her enjoyment in passing 
out candy to neighborhood goblins. 
Then came Thanksgiving, one of my 
favorites. I liked the idea of family and 
friends gathering together with no oth-
er purposes other than eating until you 
nearly exploded and being thankful for 
each other and the blessings of the past 
year. No presents required, just the 
joy of family togetherness - and the 

knowledge that my children were here, 
all of them. On that first Thanksgiving 
the empty chair and place at the table 
seemed to scream out at me that some-
one precious was missing. And the 
message of this particular holiday was 
thankfulness? What on earth could I 
ever find to be thankful for? 

Some TCF parents have memories 
of being unable to choke down any 
morsel of food because they were 
continually trying to choke back tears 
that first Thanksgiving. Just wanting 
to curl up in a ball, pull the covers 
over their heads, and wake up some 
time in January after the last remnants 
of the holidays were cleared away. In 
all honesty, I cannot tell you even one 
detail of that first one: where I spent 
it, who was present, where I was, if I 
cried all day. I remember nothing. 

I do remember three months after 
Nina had died, though. On a visit to 
my neurologist I tearfully told him 
of my depression over her death. His 
response to me was “Why don’t you 
count your blessings rather than your 
sorrows? Think happy thoughts and 
maybe you won’t feel so sad.” I, of 
course, asked him if he had ever lost 
a child. He had not obviously. Only 
someone uneducated in the school of 
grief would say something like that. 

Almost five Thanksgiving’s later, 
have I found reasons to be thankful? I 
asked myself this question and decided 
to put pen to paper. I was surprised to 
say the list was quite lengthy, so I will 
only share a few of them. I am thank-
ful for: 

- My loving family, and the wel-
comed joyful additions in the last few 
years. 

- My memory, because now the 
painful memories are, more often than 
not, replaced with the beautiful memo-
ries of the past, and they were such 
beautiful memories. 

- My life, for whom else will keep 
Nina’s memory alive? Of course, my 
family, but they have lives, as they 
should. I am the self-appointed keeper 
of my daughter’s memory. 

- Nina. The joy of loving her, the 
(continued on Page 7)
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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
Marlene Hofmann - Drug related death - 734-331-9919
Bob Vitolins - A father’s grief - (313) 882-8632
Gail Lafferty - Sudden Death - (734) 748-2514
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 

PLEASE REMEMBER 
Sibings are welcome to attend 
the Livonia Compassionate 
Friend meetings. We ask that 
you be at least 16 years old.

We Are 

We are the siblings who need each 
other. 
We are the children of the parents who 
are grieving their child. 
We are the siblings who have lost a 
piece of our past, present, and future.
 
We are the siblings of the children we 
are remembering. 
We have learned our siblings will al-
ways be our siblings, no matter what. 
We don’t say We Had Five Siblings—
we say We HAVE Five Siblings. 

We ask others to never forget us – the 
surviving siblings. 
We gather strength as we watch our 
parents live each day, one day at a 
time, 

in their “new normal” way of life. 
We listen while our parents worry 
about us, and we worry about them 
each day.
 
We are the siblings of the children we 
are remembering. 
We lost the one person who shared all 
our childhood experiences. 
We hurt when we realize our sibling 
will miss all the future events, 
even their young niece’s and nephew’s 
future weddings. 

We become frustrated when people 
say we need to move on and be the 
person we use to be. 
We try to stay positive when we real-
ize our siblings are with us—in their 
own special way. 
We cry when we can’t call our sibling 
to explain our good news.
 

We are the siblings of the children we 
are remembering. 
We have become a group of siblings 
who lean on one another. 
We have burdens and sadness that only 
we understand. 
We talk to each other and do not have 
to explain why we are having a bad 
day. 
We don’t need to explain our story on 
those special days that just creep up 
onto you. 
We are thankful for the siblings we 
have met, but regret the reason we 
met. 

I am the sister of Justin. 
We are the siblings of the children we 
are remembering. 

Crystal Hunter 
In Memory of my Big Brother, Justin, 
1979-2009
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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 is on back page.              

Let Us Celebrate Their Births

privilege of being her mother. Though 
I wish it had been much longer, I 
wouldn’t trade those 15 ½ years for 
anything. 

- Smiling a genuine smile, laughing 
a hardy laugh, and finding my sense of 
humor again. I sincerely believe that 
Nina likes to hear me laugh and that 
she would want me to find humor in 
life again. 

- My sight, because I commented 
(for the first time in five autumns) on 
the magnificent colors of the autumn 
foliage and the grandness of Minne-
sota’s most sumptuous season. I didn’t 
think I’d ever notice again. But I did. 

- The Compassionate Friends, who 
showed me there is life after the death 
of a child; who allowed me to express 
my emotions, listened patiently, under-
stood my pain, and welcomed me into 
their hearts. They helped salvage what 
remained of my sanity and I will be 
eternally grateful. 

- The opportunity to give back, 
through TCF meetings and this news-
letter. To bring hope to the newly be-
reaved in the knowledge that it won’t 
always hurt this bad, and that you 
will make it with the love and support 
of family and your Compassionate 

Friends. And, that there will come a 
time that you too will find things to be 
thankful for again. 

I am told, by those who know, that 
peace and acceptance are that light we 
are searching for at the end of the tun-
nel. Though I find myself still looking 
for it at times, those further down the 
grief road have reassured me it will 
come. Maybe not this Thanksgiving 
or next, but that it will. And I believe 
them. 
Cathy Seehuetter 
TCF St. Paul, MN 
In Memory of my daughter, Nina

♥ Glenn & Carol Mead in memory of Bobby Mead; “In Memory of our son Bobby. Happy “42nd” Birthday  
    11/28. We keep your memories in our hearts daily. Miss you. Love, Mom, Dad, Katie, DJ, Addison & Heidi.”
♥ Helena King in memory of Mariano; “I think of you and miss you every day. Love, Grandma"
♥ Elizabeth Golden in memory of Andrew Golden; “We love and miss you Andrew! Mom, Dad, Amy, Jeff,  
    Blair, Rose & Teddy.”

Meeting is Thursday, November 6th. Newcomers table and topic tables. Topic: Have you been able to be “thankful” on 
Thanksgiving Day? 

Memory Tree
There will be a TCF tree at Kellogg Park that 
will be decorated with ornaments with our 
children, siblings and grandchildren’s names.
If you had your child, grandchild or sibling 
on the list last year to be read at the Candle 
Lighting, an ornament will be made and placed 
on the tree.  You can still contact the TCF at 
734-778-0800 and give the names you want read 
and an ornament made for them.

Do you have a favorite article, poem, saying, 
picture, etc.? Sharing it does two things. First, it 
helps you in your journey toward resolving your 
grief. And second, by sharing, it helps others real-
ize they are not alone. Please send any favorite 
to brendabrummel@me.com so we can include it 
in our newsletter. We prefer your original poems 
and thoughts, but we can also print other material 
if proper credit is given to the author. Please take 
the time to submit a poem or article.you found 
helpful.



8

TCF Livonia Chapter
Brenda Brummel
10531 Calumet Trail
Gaylord, MI 49735

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: Mary Hartnett, 5704 Drexel, Dearborn Heights, MI 48127 

November 2025

“I think the hardest things about 
the holidays is how much you miss 
the people who used to make them 
special.”


