
 

  
 
 

 

 

 
 

Chapter Leadership 
Rosemary Albrecht 

115 East Fitzsimmons Road 
           Oak Creek, WI 53154 

414-764-5668 
Meetings are held the 

3rd Tuesday of each month 
April 21st , May 19th,  June 16th 

6:00 fellowship 
               6:30pm - 8:00pm 

  Oak Creek Community Center 
8580 S. Howell Ave. - Oak Creek, WI 

 
For more information contact: 

                  Rosemary Albrecht 
at the above phone number 

Web Site: www.tcfmilwaukee.com 
 
 

Tax Deductible Love gifts and letters can be 
sent to: 

The Compassionate Friends 
at the above address. 

 
                    E-mail address 

tcfmilwaukee@yahoo.com 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
TO OUR NEW MEMBERS 
Coming to your first meeting is the hardest 
thing to do. Try not to judge your first meeting 
as to whether or not TCF will work for you. 
The second, third, or fourth meeting might be 
the time you will find the right person or just 
the right words that will help you in your grief 
or comfort you. Remember we all have been 
there and even though circumstances may be 
different we really do understand. You are not 
alone. 

  

 
 
 
 
            
                              
 
 
 
 
 

Annual Bake Sale  

 
 
Is on Sunday April 19 th A huge fundraiser for 
our Chapter. We need volunteers  to help sell, set 
up and most of all to bake some of your favorite 
cakes, pies, breads, etc to sell.  
For more information call  
                 Rosemary Albrecht 414-764-5668 
We will have our button maker there. For $1 each 
you may bring a picture of your child and we will 
make a button for you. The picture should be 3” in 
diameter. We cut your picture to the perfect circle. 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
TO OUR SEASONED MEMBERS 
We need your encouragement and support. You 
are the string that ties our group together. Each 
meeting that  we have new parents, think 
back…remember hearing from others farther 
along than you…”your pain will not always be 
this bad, it really does get better” Come to meet-
ings and share your encouragement and strength. 
Show others that there is hope from someone who 
has found it. 
                         REMINDER 
The Milwaukee County Chapter is a recipient of 
the WE CARE Program through Pick & Save 
Food Stores. 
All you will need to do is take your Pick & Save 
discount card to the Front Desk to get our number 
registered on your card. A percentage of your bill 
is awarded to our organization. 

Our number is  831625 

of Milwaukee County 
April, May, June 2009 



 

  

♥ Gifts of Love ♥ 
Your donations help spread the message of 
hope and healing. TCF is a 501c3 organiza-
tion and funded only by donations. Mone-
tary gifts in any amount are deeply appre-
ciated and we gratefully accept these gifts 
knowing our children are warmly remem-
bered. Chapter expenses include some 
community awareness, printing, postage, 
memorial garden, balloon launch and can-
dle lighting programs. 
 

♥ In loving memory of their grandson, Christian 
M. Weyer, on his birthday February 10th – grand-
parents, Sandra Wolf, Suzanne Molenda, Grandma 
& Grandpa Weyer 
 
♥In loving memory of her son, Kelly Ketchum – 
by Joan Ketchum 
 
♥In loving memory of  Nicole Pape, by Dennis 
and Laurie Peach 
 
♥In loving memory of Phillip Bueno “PJ”  , by 
Mary Bueno 
 
♥In loving memory of Kyle McFarlin  by Judith 
Browne 
 
♥In loving memory of their son, Gregory Feller 
by Patricia and Paul Feller 
 
♥In loving memory of her son, Aaron Blasser, by 
Theresa Hochstaetter 
 
♥In loving memory of her son, James by Anna 
Gyuro 
 
♥In loving memory of granddaughter Allison 
Krahn  by Pat Feller 
 
♥In loving memory of son, Alex DeVinny by  
Mr & Mrs DeVinny 
 
♥In loving memory of Charlene by Sharon  
Benkoe 
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Love Gifs (continued) 

 
♥In loving memory of son,Stephen Adam  
Haluska-Smith by Bailee Grom and Adam Smith 
 
♥In loving memory of Aunt Susie Albrecht, by 
Scott,  Tari, Jack, Tyler, Emma and Willem, on 
her  angel date May 3rd. 
 
♥In loving memory of daughter and mother  
Alyssa Narloch on her birthday by Vicki Maloney 
and Abbie. 

 
         ♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥♥ 

What Do I Do With My Child’s  Things?  
This is a problem that faces all bereaved parents. We 
discuss it from time to time at our meetings. Some of 
us keep the child’s room just as it was before the death. 
We don’t want anything touched or moved. Some of us 
find solace in giving things away to close friends or 
relatives. Knowing that someone we love is wearing 
our child’s clothes or playing with his or her toys 
brings us comfort. Some of us find we can deal with 
only a few items at a time: clothes one month,; books 
another; perhaps toys a few months later. 
Some of us find that, as time goes on and we would 
have gotten rid of the things anyway, it becomes easier. 
For instance, after a while we realize that if the child 
were still alive, he/she would have outgrown the 
clothes. Then it’s easier to give them away. Or he 
would have graduated from college this year and there-
fore would no longer use the study desk or clock radio. 
We can give these things away in the normal time se-
quence. 
The important thing is not to let others rush us into do-
ing something before we are ready and not to let our-
selves feel guilty about the amount of time it takes to 
make decisions. When the time is right and the deci-
sions are right for us, we’ll know what to do. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
Jesus Has A Rocking Chair 
If you have lost a child in time,  

don’t let it worry your mind 
cause your child is not really gone. 

Jesus will lead them on and on. 
Don’t worry about the children there, 

Cause Jesus has a rocking chair. 
Submitted by Terrie Olson in memory of  R.J.Taylor 

 
 
 



 

 
THE FOLLOWING ARE BOOKS THAT 

MAY HELP YOU IN YOUR GREIF   
 

 
 

When Everday Matters  
by Mary Jane Hurley Brant 

Stars in the Deepest Night 
 (author unknown) 

Beyond Tears: Living After Losing a Child 
  Publisher: St Martin’s Griffin 
  (several author’s writings) 
Love Never Dies:Another’s Journey from 
Loss to Love 
  Author: Sandy Goodman 
First You Die: Learn to live after the death 
of a child 
  Author: Marie Levine 
When The Bough Breaks: Forever after the 
death of a son or daughter 
  Author: Judith Bernstein 

 
 
I have No Intention of Saying Goodbye: Parents  
share their stories of hope and healing after a 
child’s death 
  Author: Sandy Fox 
Facing the Ultimate Loss 
  Authors: Robert J. Marx &  
         Susan Wengenhoff Davidson 
Dear Parents: Letters to Bereaved Parents 
  Author: Joy Johnson 
 
***Note:  www.amazon.com  carries these at 
       discounted prices  .Hope this helps !*** 
 
 

All members are invited to submit 
 letters, tributes, poems, stories and 

questions to our newsletter. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 

2009 Annual Balloon Launch  
and Dedication                         

Will be held on July 27, 2009 at 6:00pm 
Everyone is welcome.We will dedicate all of 
our newly inscribed children’s names on the 
wall at this time. 

Remember,  when the sections are filled, the wall 
will then be complete.  Please call Rosemary for 
an application. We ask a donation of $40 to cover 
the cost of the inscription. This is a service to our 
children and a memory that will be there forever.    
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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Help Us Update 
With news, activities and events happening 
between newsletters, it is our mission to keep 
you informed as best we can. 
With this in mind, please if you will, send us 
an e-mail requesting to receive e-mails from 
your Milwaukee Chapter of TCF 
                    Or call Rosemary! 
This is confidential information and will not 
be sold or distributed to anyone or any other 
organization  

                      



 

 
A note from the editor:   
Our meetings and events provide opportunities 
These times can provide us with  “windows of 
time” to recapture memories, share how we 
feel today, and know that we are among  
Kindered spirits. Being able to listen to others 
along their journey to me is an invaluable  
opportunity. 
What happened to us is that Grief deleted 
some people from my address book. Some 
people no longer call or stop by. TCF are 
 people who “get it”, give encouragement and 
hope.  We understand as a newcomer these 
events can be emotionally uncomfortable. 
Know that we are people that share our lives 
with you at these events. 
I had to stop asking WHY. It served no  
purpose. Instead, I needed to ask myself, now 
that this happened, what can I do about it. 
I don’t know today where my grief recovery 
would be if I hadn’t first walked through those 
doors of TCF. 
 Happy birthday to our Christopher, April 12th 

Karen Matulis 
 

“We are not professionals; we are not sub-
stitute for pastoral care. We are people like 
you who have been through the loss of our 
child.”                              TCF National 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

-4- 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Religion and TCF 

From National TCF 
Bereaved parents have a wide variety of attitudes 

toward religion. In addition to those who are 
members of one of the world’s Eastern or Western 
institutional churches, there are humanists, agnos-
tics, and atheists. All need the help that TCF can 

give. Some will credit a major share of their 
 recovery to a deep, personal faith, but others have 

temporarily or permanently rejected the  
theological views they held before the death of 

their children.  
Faced with this diversity of opinion and belief, 
sometimes even between husband and wife, and 

frequently accompanied by intense emotions, TCF 
has chosen to “espouse no specific religious or 
philosophical ideology” as an organization. In-
stead, it encourages its members to speak freely 

and openly about what helped or hindered them in 
coping with grief but to do so “with respect and 
consideration for those who may disagree” with 

them.— 

 
 

 
TCF Milwaukee is looking for  members to join 

our Steering Committee. 
These members would be trained and qualify as an 
active voice in our chapter.  Service work is very 
rewarding and a great thing to do in memory of 
our children.   The extent of your involvement 
would be your choice. It is only asked that you 

attend monthly support meetings.  
Call Rosemary for more information  

414-764-5668 
 

 

 

 

 

The Vision of TCF “Those that need us will find us, those that find us will be helped” 
 



 

Waiting for Answers 

  Years ago I left My first meeting of The Com-
passionate Friends and drove home in tears. My 
son, Max, had died a few short weeks before and I 
had been anxiously awaiting this evening. These 
people must have some answers, I thought. With 
paper and pen in purse, I was ready to take notes 
and do as they prescribed. I would do anything to 
ease the ache in my soul  

But when I walked out into the spring air later that 
night, I felt betrayed. I hadn’t heard any answers. 
Instead of learning how to leave my grief behind, 
it had been confirmed, made more real with ex-
pression. I knew I would miss Max forever. 
Would it always be this way, a flash of pain 
aligned with every memory? 

 During the next months and years, I attended TCF 
meetings and conferences, read books, raged, kept 
busy, sometimes spent the day in bed. I wrote, 
cried and talked about Max. Slowly, I discovered 
the answers I had long feared were true: yes, I will 
grieve forever, and yes, my memories will often 
provoke tears. But something had changed. 

 My grief was now more forgiving, my tears al-
most  sweet with memory. Max’s life took shape 
again as the anguish of his death began to recede. 
If I would always miss him, I would also always 
have him with me in so many ways. I wanted to 
carry his memory into the future: the joy, the les-
sons, and the inevitable pain. How could I do oth-
erwise? 

As I walked to my car after that meeting, the TCF 
chapter leader caught up with me. “How can I stop 
this pain?” I asked. She put her arm on my shoul-
der, “Just do what feels right to you,” she said, 
“Listen to your heart. And we’ll be here to listen, 
too.” Sometimes the best advice is none at all.                      
Mary Clark –parent    

    

 

 

Observing the Day  

How do you observe the day your child, sibling, or 
grandchild died? The answers are as varied as how 
your child passed away. Many go to the ceme-
tery,say prayers, refrain from working, plan a spe-
cial meal, light candles, set up an altar, special 
family time, or a time of seclusion.    

The time together is not always peaceful:  there 
may be tension or frayed nerves. We try to re-
member we are not in the same place in the grief 
process. This is especially important.  

Each year is different. The first two years was 
more emotional and intense  

Each year ends with messages. Our children never 
had a message; this was a new experience for 
them. The massage and massage therapist is cri-
tiqued for the rest of the day. We’ve had quite a 
few laughs. This has become part of our tradition. 
Last year we bought the house in West Virginia. 
David has never been to the house, but the house 
is infused with his spirit! This is our family’s rit-
ual.  
We each observe this sad day differently. The way 
to manage this day, at least initially, is to take 
charge and make a plan. Create a new day of re-
membrance, of ritual.     

Lois Copeland, TCF Arlington (VA) 
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“I’ve seen what a good laugh can do. It can transform tears into hope”                                    Bob Hope 
 



 

 

 
 
Strange Words Welcome New Members 

I am always amazed at the instant empathy we 
each feel as new members come to their first 
meeting. We have the strangest welcome for 
these parents: "We are so sorry you have to be 
here." 

In other organizations the questions are prob-
ing: where did you go to school, where do you 
work, where do you live? All designed to "size 
up" the newcomer, put him or her in the proper 
perspective of a neatly ordered world. For us, 
this information is meaningless. We know the 
world isn't neat and orderly; we discovered that 
when we lost our children. We care about you, 
the newly bereaved parent, whose life was 
tossed into a cosmic blender when your child 
died. We care because we are you. We have 
been here a while, in this purgatory of pain. We 
have learned to live our lives in a different 
way, to place value on understanding and hope, 
the intangibles of the purest meanings of life. 
We have learned to value each other, to reach 
out and talk, to wait patiently during the si-
lences needed to form thoughts. We listen in-
tently as you quietly say your child's name, tell 
your child's story, and speak of your heart-
break. 

Yes, this is a different kind of welcome. But it 
is the most deeply sincere welcome we will 
ever receive. We are kindred souls, you and I. 
Each of us lives in the "after death" world of 
losing our child. Each of us has learned gradu-
ally that the hope we have attained has made 
life better, lessened the pain, moderated the iso-
lation, tears, emotional devastation and pure 
mayhem that once overtook us. Each of us has 
learned this slowly, in our own time and in our 
own way. 

Each month new parents who have suffered the 
most horrific loss that a human can endure are 
welcomed into our group. We reach out, we 
listen with our hearts and we remember. 

Written by Annette Mennen Baldwin, in memory of her 
son, Todd Mennen  

 

   

   

The Reminder 

I catch my breath; I place my hand over my heart. 
As I watch him walk into the sandwich shop. 

He carries himself just the way you did. 

 He wears a cap. It looks just like yours. 

 He has hair on his face that reminds me of your 
face. I watch as he orders his food.  

I watch as he holds his hand out for his “to go” 
bag.  

He turns to leave. I drop my eyes. I don not want 
him to see me staring.  

I realize, except for my eyes, I have not moved. 

 I look around to see if anyone notices my peculiar 
behavior.  

It has been a year since I saw your face, or heard 
your ‘Hey Mom!?  

I look at the next young man entering the shop. He 
doesn’t remind me of you – at all 
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MEET ONE OF OUR CHILDREN 

 

Alyssa Christine Narloch 
May 3, 1983 to July 6, 2005 

It all began on May 3rd, 1983.  That is the day my heart 
melted when I laid eyes on my second child!  Alyssa was 
born on beautiful spring day filled with sunshine and sur-
rounded by love.  Her name was to be  

Stephanie Christine but laying in the hospital bed looking at 
her I thought to myself “she doesn’t look like a Stephanie” 
so I asked her father to bring me the baby name book from 
home so that I could re-think our name choice.  After spend-
ing only a short time paging through the book I came to the 
name ‘Alyssa’ which meant “a small yellow flower”.  My 
favorite flower was the yellow rose so what could be a more 
perfect name!?  Alyssa Christine it was. 
Alyssa was such a sweet child, always wanting to be “at-
tached to my hip” never letting me out of her sight.  She was 
also very attached to her older sister Taylor who she played 
with morning, noon and night.  Many times I would sit back 
and just watch the two of them play together.  One of their 
favorite things to do was play with their Cabbage Patch kids 
or play music and dance. 
Growing up Alyssa seemed to always have an enduring at-
tachment to me.  Throughout her early years and into her 
teenage years she never let me too far out of her sight.  Sure 
we had our “teenage” years to deal with but we came 
through it all with a stronger love for one another.  When she 
became a mommy to Abbey it was perfectly clear that our 
mother-daughter bond had now turned into something even 
more special.  We became the best of friends.  She was my 
go-to-girl for secrets, always knowing that she would never 
share a word with anyone ever.  Alyssa turned out to be a 
craft-loving artist and had loved photography (just like me) 
which then resulted in her true love for Scrapbooking.   
She came to me many times asking me to start scrapping, 
but I resisted until the day she said “but mom, if you start 
scrapbooking that means we’ll have just you-and-me time 
together”.  That is the moment I stopped resisting and said 
“yes” to her.  
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
I’m so grateful I did because the memories we shared during 
our scrapbooking hours and days are completely priceless. 
Alyssa’s beautiful life ended on July 6, 2005 while driving 
back from a weekend away with her boyfriend Ricky and 
her daughter Abbey.  We lost both Alyssa and Ricky in that 
accident but miraculously Abbey survived without a 
scratch.  My husband Bob and I have been raising Abbey 
since that life-changing day we lost our Alyssa.  Watching 
Abbey grow each and every day is the one last beautiful gift 
Alyssa gave to us as grandparents. 

 I’d like to share a beautiful poem that I found and person-

ally love to read on May 3rd of each year when we celebrate 

Alyssa’s birthday: 

My Birthday in Heaven 
 I heard you crying yesterday   
And felt your heart-sent love 
So I’m sending you this message 
Now from heaven, up above. 
 You’re wondering if I’ll celebrate 
My birthday way up here 
I know you’re missing me today 
I feel your essence near 
 God planned a special day for me 
He told me with a wink 
He ordered a special cake  
It’s angel food, I think! 
 I’m getting lots of hugs from God 
He’s really good at that 
And every time I walk by him 
He gives my head a pat 
 balloons will fill the streets for me 
They float up through the clouds 
And we have lots of clowns up here 
That makes us laugh out loud. 
 I’ve made so many friends, you see 
We laugh and play and sing. 
We spend such joyous time together 
And then we sleep in angels wings 
 We’ll have our cake and ice cream 
And open gifts, surprise! 
But we don’t blow out our candles here 
Instead, they light the skies. 
  

Happy  Birthday Alyssa ! 
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   Dated Material Newsletter                                                                  

 COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS 
          Milwaukee County Chapter 
         115 East Fitzsimmons Road 
         Oak Creek, WI 53154 
 

ADDRESS  SERVICE REQUESTED 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 WITH LOVE TO MOM AND DAD 
 
You taught me how to love you by 
The way that you loved me; 
And by your unseen sustenance, 
To see what you could see.  

You gave to me through who you were 
The gift of what I am. 
Your pride in me is now my pride; 
Your faith, my caravan.  

Your life does not conclude with death, 
Nor will it end with mine, 
For all the lives I touch, you touch, 
And so on through all time. 
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The mission of The Compassionate Friends is to assist families toward the positive resolution of grief following 
the death of a child of any age and to provide information to help others to be supportive. 

 


