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Chapter Leadership 
Rosemary Albrecht 

115 East Fitzsimmons Road 
Oak Creek, WI 53154 
414-764-5668 

  
Meetings are held the 

3rd Tuesday of each month 
July 21st, Aug 18th, Sept 15th 

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

At the 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: 
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��������
�
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 sec-
ond, 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. 
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July 27 th 2009 

  
 

It’s  Here… 
 Our Annual Balloon Launch 

July 27th 6:00pm 
Oak Creek Community Center 

Join us as we dedicate new engraved children’s 
names to our Memorial Garden Wall, followed 
by our traditional Balloon Launch.  250 balloons 
reaching the heavens out-of-sight.  
 A visual that     drops your jaws… 

 
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 meetings and share your encour-
agement and strength. Show others that there is 
hope from someone who has found it. 
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The Vision of TCF “Those that need us will find us, those that find us will be helped” 

  Milwaukee County Chapter 
July, August, September 2009 

 
 



 
I Stood By Your Bed 

I stood by your bed last night; I came to have a 
peep.  I could see that you were crying, you found it 
hard to sleep. I was there as you brushed away a 
tear, “It’s me, I haven’t left you, I’m well, I’m fine, 
I’m here” I was close to you at breakfast, I watched 
you pour the tea. You were thinking of the many 
times, your hand stretched down to me. I was with 
you at the shops today; your arms were getting sore. 
I longed to take your parcels. I wish I could do 
more. I was with you at my grave today; you tend it 
with such care. I want to reassure you, that I’m not 
lying there. I walked with you towards the house, as 
you fumble for your key. I gently put my hand on 
you I smiled and said  
“It’s me You looked so very tired, and sank into a 
chair. I tried so hard to let you know, that I was 
standing there. It’s possible for me, to be so near 
you everyday. To say to you with certainty, “I never 
went away” you sat there very quietly then smiled, I 
think you knew… in the stillness of the evening, I 
was very close to you. The day is over…I smile and 
watch you yawning and say “goodnight, God Bless, 
I’ll see you in the morning,” 
And when the time is right for you to cross the brief 
divide. I’ll rush across the greet you and we’ll 
stand, side by side. I have so many things to show 
you, there is much for you to see, be patient, live 
you journey out… then come Home to be with me. 
 

The Sharing Of Grief  
I cannot carry this burden alone, the road is too steep 
and the pain too great. I shall only get to the top of the 
hill if I am able to lean on a firm shoulder whose strength 
lies in the reality of the feet which bear its weight. The 
sharing of grief is the only solution to the crisis that sur-
rounds bereavement in our age. To share a person's 
sorrow is to accept their realty and to acknowledge the 
fact that none of us is immune from death.  

~Reverend Simon Stevens. Founder of      
The Compassionate Friends 
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Dedicated to our children who have served.    
God Bless their families. 

 
  

Each year on the Fourth of July we 
celebrate the birth of a great nation. A 
nation of people united in a dream. It 

was through hope; determination and a 
bonded strength that the people of 

America strived to achieve their dream 
of freedom. To be a free nation. 
Nothing, however, is achieved 

Without a strong will. 
We too, as bereaved parents, are fighting 

a battle to be free, 
free of the pain that has become a part 

of our waking days. We want to be 
able to enjoy life again. You are one 
of those proud Americans. Refuse to 

give up. Fight for your dream. There is 
peace to be found in freedom! 

               

Think about this : 
One minute in Heaven  
Is equal to 100 years on Earth; 
For us, the next 10, 20, 50 or even 75 
years,  
Living without a loved-one hurts; 
But for them, it’ll be like you dropped 
them off at a restaurant  
And parked the car. 
They’ll turn and spot you and say:  
“OH! There you are!”

Sorrow makes us all children again – destroys all differences of intellect. The wisest know nothing ~ 
Ralph Waldo Emerson 



 
  

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
� In loving memory of daughter, Pamela  
Waldoch – Sharon and David Waldoch 
 
� In gratitude to Oak Creek Lionettes for their love 
gift in memory of all of our children. 
 
� In loving memory of Elliott Kahle,  from friends, 
Gregg & Gloria Galaska 
 
� In loving memory of their son, Alex from Doug 
and Lana De Vinny 
 
� In loving memory of two sweeties, Marjorie 
Irzyk- Ryan and Suzanne Albrecht- Mole 
 from Pat Ryan 
 
� In loving memory of her son, Ron Schwerm from 
parents,Virginia and Charles Schwerm 
 
� In loving memory of her son, Mark W Hershon 
on his birthday. June 2, 1961 
 from his mother, Barbara Burger 
 
� In loving memory of their son, Jay Muchhala , 
from parents Carolyn and Kant Muchhala 
 
� In loving memory of her son,  
Derrick Christmas-Lewis from his mother Gloria 
Dupar 
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� In loving memory of her son, David John Kosik , 
from Judy  Kosik 
 
� In loving memory of their son, Eric Beine, on his 
birthday. July 29th from his parents, 
Corinne and  Mark Beine 
 
� In loving memory of their sister and brother. 
Alyssa Narloch and Ricky Rivera on  
their angel dates. in July, from Taylor and  Ray 
Rivera 

 
� In loving memory of daughter Jennifer Ramus  
from parents Wayne and Theresa Ramus on her 
Birthday July 16th. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

It's Okay to Laugh:  
Laughter is not a sign of "less" grief. Laughter is not 
a sign of "less" love. It's a sign that many of our 
thoughts and memories are happy ones. It's a sign 
that we know our dear one would have us laugh. 
It's okay to laugh. 

Marianne Waite  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

We thank you for your love gift donations and keep you in our thoughts and prayers 
 

�  Gifts of Love �  
Your donations help spread the message of hope 
and healing. TCF is a 501c3 organization and 
funded only by donations. Monetary gifts in any 
amount are deeply appreciated and we gratefully 
accept these gifts knowing our children are 
warmly remembered. Chapter expenses include 
some community awareness, printing, postage, 
memorial garden, balloon launch and candle 
lighting programs. 



 
Q: My husband’s lack of grieving after the death of our 
child really bothers me. How can I get him to at least be 
supportive and help me through the grief process? I truly 
believe that he is indifferent. 

A: We have never experienced the loss of a child and some-
times have difficulty relating with those how have. Including 
those most dear to us. Often we don’t understand the full 
magnitude of just what the death of our child entails. We feel 
that after three or four months we should have finished griev-
ing and return to the person you were before. Unfortunately, 
this viewpoint is held even in the mental health field by people 
who are trained to be understanding and empathic. It is par-
ticularly difficult when we are in a loving relationship with 
someone who doesn’t understand the short and long term im-
pact of grief. 

It is important to teach our loved ones what your child’s death 
has meant to you. Explaining the “loss” of memoires you 
would have created and the fact that your deep sadness over 
this death demonstrates the depth of your love for your child. 
Let your loved one know that your child, and missing your 
child will always be a part of you and this is not something 
that you will need to “get over”  

Your Husband’s relationship with you means loving all of 
you, including the part that loves and misses your child. By 
minimizing our loss, we minimize our relationships. Relation-
ships that encourage us, strengthen us, and accept us as we are 
now and will be tomorrow will grow and become our “safe 
harbor from the storm” We ARE the compassionate Friends. 

Reprinted in part from We Need Not Walk Alone national 
magazine of The Compassionate Friends. 

To those of you who are newly bereaved 
and receiving our newsletter for the first time, 
we warmly invite you to The Compassionate 
Friends. We are a self-help organization of 
parents, grandparents and adult siblings who 
have experienced the death of a loved one. We 
offer understanding and support through our 
monthly meetings, a lending library, and sup-
port materials. Please do not be  
apprehensive about coming to a meeting. Every 
other person in the room has lost a child, grand-
child or sibling. They come because they feel the 
need to be with someone else who understands. 
We know it takes courage to attend that first meet-
ing, but those who do come find an atmosphere of 
understanding from others who have experienced 
the grief that you have now. Nothing is asked of 
you. There are no dues or fees and you do not 
have to speak. There is a special chemistry at 
meetings of The Compassionate Friends 
 

From the Editor:   
Vacation time is upon us again. You may be having trouble 
with that very thought. My only advice is to go 
where it is most comfortable for you. Large places with many 
people may not be the answer this year. The 
family oriented spots may make it more obvious of the one 
that is missing. It may be that you are locked into plans that 
were made before the tragedy of your child’s death. You 
may hesitate to change these plans if they involve other peo-
ple. I personally, could only be with people who understood 
my feelings in the beginning. If the other people involved are 
not sensitive and understanding, you may want to reconsider 
your plans. Good, warm, caring friends who will allow you to 
be wherever it is that you are can be a great comfort. Keeping 
it simple with a back door through which you can escape if 
necessary, can be the best answer. Going away and coming 
home can be a problem in the beginning. Know that it is nor-
mal. 
Whatever it is that you do and wherever it is that you go, I 
hope you will keep in mind that it won’t always be this pain-
ful. IT WILL BE BETTER. Be patient. If you can find 
peace and enjoyment do it. You deserve it and it doesn’t mean 
you don’t care. 

Have a great summer my friends!      
Karen Matulis 

  

Newsletter Submissions  
If you would like to submit an original poem or a poem of spe-
cial meaning for you; you can send it to our editor,  
Tcfmilwaukee@yahoo.com 
 

The Stone  
There stood a man in the absence of space for his son 
had passed in the strangest way. He laid his head into 
his hands hating this moment and remembering their 
plans. All alone, he wept and mourned the son he bore, 
loved and had fought for would never more come and 
knock on his door. Crying out what could have been, he 
cursed his God and left his friends. He drove and drove 
and tried to find a little hope and piece of mind. Then at 
the edge of earth he stood, nowhere else to hide, noth-
ing more he could do. He fell down on his knees and 
cried out, "I'll always remember 
you." Then looking up he saw a bird and realized 
Spirit had drawn near. A perfect peace came over 
him... a new journey here. A warmth grew deep in-
side of him and all was finally clear. Standing up, 
the man took heed of miracles and mystery. How 
wonderful life could be if everyone could see that 
life is just a stepping stone and not our destiny. 

Traci Stricklan, TCF, Manatoba Canada 
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From My Parents are Survivors   http://www.moms-
dads.com/grieving.html 
 
 

 
 

 
Thank you to Kathy Tikkuri and Jennifer Stramowski for 

your help in planting the Memorial Garden 
 

If you’re in the neighborhood, visit your  
Memorial Garden located in the plaza of the Oak 
Creek Community Center. 
 
Please remember not to plant flowers in the 
garden. Putting in personal plantings may inter-
rupt the growth of what is already planted. 
 
The garden is there for everyone’s serenity and 
enjoyment.   

TCF Steering Committee 
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I am here, let’s heal together. ~ A friend  



 

                
 

Eric Beine 
July 29, 1984 – September 3, 2003 

 
Eric was born on a warm Sunday evening.  He was 
a very content baby.  He was easy going, kind, con-
siderate and went out of his way to help others.   
 
Eric was interested in everything military from little 
on.  One year for Halloween he went as an army 
man, of course.  (See picture below.)  He had many 
books about airplanes.  At air shows he could name 
every plane.   
   
Some of Eric’s favorites were watching The Wizard 
of Oz, Annie, and naturally, Top Gun.  His favorite 
sport was baseball.  He also liked Coke, Mountain 
Dew, peanut butter and chips and salsa. 
 
He was very good with little kids.  He babysat and 
the kids were always anxious to see what games he 
brought along.  He would have made a wonderful 
father.   
 
While in high school Eric taught Sunday school, 
was a member of the chess club, tennis and cross 
country teams and was on the staff of the school 
paper.     
 
Eric was undecided about his future after high 
school graduation.  We knew he would either go to 
college or enlist into the military.  The attacks on 
the US on 9/11/2001 affected him and lead him to 
enlist in the Air Force.  We supported his decision 
and are very proud of him. 
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He was stationed in Spokane, Washington.  He 
worked the night shift at the front desk the of hotel  
 
on base.  Service men and women stayed at the ho-
tel while on base for training.  

 
We had a chance to visit Eric in Spokane.  We took 
the train to Spokane, which arrives about 2:00 A.M.  
After a long taxi ride we arrived at the hotel on 
base.  There was Eric in his dress blues (uniform) 
being very professional.  He checked us in and gave 
us a very nice suite and brought us breakfast in the 
morning. 
 
On September 3, 2003 our lives were changed for-
ever.  We received the dreaded phone call that told 
us that Eric had drowned in a river while tubing 
with friends.  It was a terrible blow to us, other fam-
ily members and his many friends.   
 
I didn’t think I’d ever be able to function normally 
again or be able to enjoy life. However, with the 
loving support from The Compassionate Friends we 
have once again found happiness.  Over time we 
have found a new purpose for our lives.  We now 
are able to help other parents who are struggling 
with their grief.   

Just as Eric checked us in at the hotel on base, when 
it’s our time to die, Eric will be there with Jesus at 
the gates of heaven, to check us in once more.  
What a glorious reunion it will be. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Thank you Beine Family for sharing your son,                       
. 

Happy Birthday Eric ��� �  
 

 

Meet one of our children… 



 
 

 
Kevin  

You always had a kind and caring heart 
Although you didn’t have a very good start 
Couldn’t really call her a mother 
We only had one another  
Never had a real father 
Seems like no one wanted to bother 
You tried and tried to be strong 
But it seemed and seemed to take so long 
I tried and tried to do my best 
But it feels and feels like I failed the test 
Things never really got much better 
But you always got through, the stormy weather 
While some things just don’t seem fair 
If only you could have gotten your air 
You really were in such despair 
I should have noticed your help me stare 
I only wish you had the chance 
To just be happy with a cheerful glance 
As my tears keep falling like the rain 
Things will never be quite the same 
And as I blow you a sweet kiss 
I want you to know you will always be missed  
As your ashes fall into the sea 
You’ll still always be close and dear to me 
You were truly the best brother 
I never would have traded you for another 
And as God held your tender hand 
And led you from this uncertain land 
You came upon the golden door 
So you wouldn’t feel the pain no more 
Your now a beautiful rainbow in the sky 
Each time I see one I’ll try not to cry  
Because, Kevin, Kevin my dear Kevin 
I know you are looking down from Heaven 

In loving memory of my brother Kevin Rajchel 
9/19/59 – 2/27/09 
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A Bit of History for TCF  

TCF was founded in 1969 when the Reverend 
 Simon Stephens, then a chaplain at the Coventry 
and Warwickshire Hospital in Coventry, England, 
introduced two newly bereaved couples to each 
other. Both had lost young sons. Joe and Iris Law-
ley’s son Kenneth died after a cycle accident 
and Bill and Joan Henderson’s son Billy died from 
cancer. Simon Stephens witnessed the therapeutic 
value of the parents' resulting friendship based on 
their mutual understanding of heartbreak and sor-
row. “Those of us who have worked through our 
grief - and found there is a future - are the ones who 
must meet others in the valley of darkness and bring 
them to the light.”  

 

                            
 
"I am both privileged and honored to be able to 
recommend Hello From Heaven ! I know that it 
will be a tremendous source of comfort to be-
reaved parents in many lands. It is a gift of 
Hope which will encourage and inspire its 
many readers to look beyond the Valley of the 
Shadow to the butterflies which dance in the 
dawning rays!" 
   

Reverend Simon E. Stephens 
Founder 

The Compassionate Friends 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

He that conceals his grief finds no remedy for it~ Turkish P roverb  
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          Milwaukee County Chapter 
         115 East Fitzsimmons Road 
         Oak Creek, WI 53154 
 

ADDRESS  SERVICE REQUESTED 
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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. 

 


