
 
 

 Welcome to The Compassionate Friends. We are sorry for the reason you are 
here, but are glad that you found us. You Need Not Walk Alone, we are The 
Compassionate Friends.  

MAY 2020 
HOUSTON NORTHWEST CHAPTER 

www.houstonnorthwesttcf.org  
 

We meet the second Tuesday of each month at 7:00pm. 
at 

Cypress Creek Christian Church  
6823 Cypresswood Dr., Room #3 

Spring, Texas 77379 

This month's meeting is canceled due to Covid-19 Virus 
 

The Church is located between the Courthouse and the Barbara Bush Library.  At the York 
Minster traffic light turn into the Church area parking. We meet in Room #3 which is down six 
step off the main lobby of the Church on the Library side.  Follow the posted signs to the 
meeting room. 

Chapter Leader:  
David Hendricks 
936-441-3840  

dbhhendricks@hotmail.com 
  

South Texas Regional Coordinators: 
Henrik and Ghislaine Thomsen 
thomsen.tcfkaty@gmail.com 

 
Newsletter Editor: 

Linda Brewer 936-441-3840 
llbrewer67@hotmail.com 

 

National Headquarters, TCF 
P.O. Box 3696 

Oakbrook, IL 60522-3696 
1-876-969-0010 

www.compassionatefriends.org 

http://www.houstonnorthwesttcf.org/
mailto:dbhhendricks@hotmail.com
mailto:llbrewer67@hotmail.com


THE COMPASSIONATE FRIENDS  

MISSION STATEMENT  

When a child dies, at any age, the family suffers intense pain and may feel hopeless and 

isolated.  The Compassionate Friends provides highly personal comfort, hope, and support to 

every family experiencing the death of a son or a daughter, a brother or a sister, or a grandchild, 

and helps others better assist the grieving family.  

 

To the Newly Bereaved 
 

As the years pass, we see new members come into the chapter, and we try to help them with 
their grief as we progress in our own. Over and over again, I have seen newly bereaved parents come to 
their first meeting totally devastated and convinced that their lives are over. Through the months (and 
years) I have seen them struggle and suffer and try to find meaning in their lives again. And they do! 
Through all the anger, pain and tears, somehow the human spirit is able to survive and flower again in a 
new life ς perhaps a changed life and possibly a sadder one, but a stronger one nevertheless. 
 

We feel so weak and crushed when our beloved children die, but I know because I have seen it 
ŎƻǳƴǘƭŜǎǎ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ǿith The Compassionate Friends that we can make it 
together. When you walked through the door for the first meeting, you were frightened and nervous; 
but with that step you made a statement about your life. With that first step through the door, you said 
you wanted to ǘǊȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ 
by your grief. You wanted to go forward, and those first steps into The Compassionate Friends began 
your journey. 

 
The journey will be a long one, for you loved your child with all your heart and soul. When that 

child died, a part of you was ripped away. It takes a long time to repair that large hole. The journey will 
not always be steady or constant; there will be many setbacks. Those of us who have taken the journey 
ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŀǎǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ƴƻ Ǌŀƛƴōƻǿ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƴŘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƛƴŘŜŜŘ άƭƛƎƘǘ 
at the end of the ǘǳƴƴŜƭΦέ 
 

We want to help you as we were helped, but in the beginning and in the long run, you must help 
yourself. You have to want to get better, to talk about your loss, to struggle through the grief. We will 
ƭƛǎǘŜƴΣ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘΣ ǎƘŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊȅ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΤ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƘƻǇŜΣ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ƴŜȄǘ ȅŜŀǊΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ 
steps along in your personal journey through grief. Then you can begin to help others. 

 

 

 



Our Children, Siblings, and Grandchildren 

Remembered 

 
MAY  BIRTHDAYS  

1993- Richard Allen Ginn, Son of Barbara & Richard Ginn 
2008-Aaron Michael Wolf, son of Laura Wolf 
2008-Bryan Russell Lewis, Son of Olga Lydia Lewis 
2008- Alexander Gene Davis, Son of Janice Davis 
2010- Tristen D. Hopkins, Son of Howard & Denise Hopkins 
2008- Kayla C. Ladner, Daughter of Stephen Ladner 
2003- Jeff Costin, Son of Carol & Richard Costin 

2006- Marlinda Raschke, Daughter of Gloria Raschke Sister of Kevin Rasche 
2000- Darrell Wayne McSpadden, Son of Janet & Robert McSpadden 
2006- Michael Beshara, Son of Mike & Elaine Beshara 
1983- Staci Kendall, Daughter of Larry & Tami Kendall 
1990- Sewika Tekle, Daughter of Medhin Boakai 
1976- Kristen Roberts, Daughter of Tom & Geneva Montgomery 
1984- Nancy Lizabeth Gonzalez, Daughter of Dulce Gonzalez 
1987- Cherelle Luter, Daughter of Sylvia Green 
2005- Nevaeh Ramirez, Son of Amy Ramirez 
1986- Allison Todd, Daughter of Ingrid Todd 
1977- Misty, Daughter of Terri DeMontrond 
1990- Traci Foehr, Daughter of Donna & Bubba Foehr 
1982- Justin Ross Heino, Son of Darryl Heino 
1986- Steven Jackman, son of Deborah Jackman 
2011 - Jamie Leonard, son of Carrie Newman 
1999 - James Ropp, Son of Janet Ropp 
1989 - Victor Alberto Renteria Jr, Son of Carla Renteria 
1985 - Aaron Kirby O'Neal, Son of Sylvia Ann Roushion 
1983 - Bryan Pfluger, Son of Penny McElhaney 

MAY ANGEL DATES  
2009-Brendon Chase Mooney, Son of Richard & Joan Mooney 
2010-Shaun N. Finley, Son of Barbara Finley 
2002- Braden Hughes Patton, Son of Sherill & Chase Patton 
2006- Danny Ewing, Son of Steffani L. Ewing 
2003- Ronald Lee, Son of Ana Castellanos 
2009- Samantha Short, Daughter of Linda Short 
1998- Fallon Ginther, Daughter of Lisa Ginther 
2012- Hamzah Zubair, Son of Farah Zubair 
2012- Shelly Vick Hopkins, Daughter of Brandon & Paula Lansford 
2012- Danielle Basford, Daughter of Jerry & Laurie Basford 
2013- Patrick Bull, Son of Tom & Gayle Bull 
2013- Alan James Stokes, Son of Kellie Harris 
2014- Milana Ramirez, Daughter of Deann Ramirez 
2014- Tremaine Robinson, Son of Toya Robinson 
2014- Devyn Sloterdijk, Son of Janet Sloterdijk 
2015-Vanessa Whitford, Daughter of Russell & Nury Whitford 
2017-Joshua Bell, Son of Steve & Donna Bell 
2018 - Grace Sanders, Daughter of Mary Parker 



CHAPTER NEWS 
Our monthly meeting and balloon release are canceled this 

month amid the Covid-19 Virus.  The Church and Community 
Center are still closed. I'll keep you informed when we can 

once again have our meetings. Until then stay safe.  
 

 

This is a special Mother's Day issue of our 

n ewsletter . Happy Mother's Day to all moms . 

 

 
 

 The strongest person in the world is the grieving mother that wakes 

up and keeps going every morning. 

 

 



aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ 5ŀȅ 

 Motherôs Dayé..a time set aside to honor each motherôs role in her childôs lifeé..is often 

dreaded by bereaved parents. This holiday, like Fatherôs day, is dedicated strictly to us, as 

parents. Other holidays differ from this one. That difference, which once was so meaningful to us 

as parents, is now a poignant reminder of all that once was and will never be again. 

 Bereaved mothers often approach this holiday with much anxiety. Yet, the holiday itself is 

generally not as difficult as the ramp-up to it. There are television specials, movies, commercials, 

signs in stores and advertising everywhere we looké..all of which remind us that our children 

are no longer with us. This is a difficult time for many bereaved mothers-difficul t but not 

insurmountable.  

During the month before the second Motherôs Day without my son, I realized that it was my 

perspective that was the problem. I understood that the world was going to continue to spin, the 

commercialism would build and the reminders would increase until the holiday arrived. I could 

either ignore the advertisements through my superb channel surfing skills or I could watch them 

and torture myself. Passing up print ads was simpleé.I scanned right past them in the 

newspaper, and I put the mailings in the trash without comment. Each time I actively said ñnoò 

to these reminders, I became a little stronger.  

As the week before Motherôs Day crawled to a close, I thought I had it aced. Then came 

Motherôs Day. My husband gave me a card and a gift. That was it. The gift and card were both 

lovely and sweet. My husband cried. I cried. Then we settled down and read the Sunday paper. 

We had both agreed that we would stop protracting the self-torture and live in the moment. Since 

I was keeping Motherôs Day in my heart, the celebrations and thoughts and sales projections of 

others mattered not. I keep Motherôs Day as I choose.  

Each of us must work at developing coping skills. Logic is the choice for some. Setting 

boundaries works for others. Some parents choose to go with their emotions. The decision to 

celebrate a holiday and the level of the celebration is a choice unique to each parent. We cannot 

allow others to set our agenda. Motherôs Day is the singular holiday which serves to reinforce 

that I am forever Toddôs mom. My child lived, loved and laughed with us, and this holiday 

brings deep, beautiful memories of that time. I choose to keep those sweet memories of my son 

in my heart. Making that decision was one more emotional choice in my grief work. Letting go 

of what was, living in the moment and cherishing my child foreveré..all of these have helped 

me to find an ever brightening light of hope. 

 Annette Mennen Baldwin 

 In memory of my Son, Todd Mennen  

TCF, Katy, TX 

 

 



Cole Knight 

September 1996 - October 13, 2015 
 

 

 On a rainy Friday night in September of 1996, 

my only son, Christopher Cole Knight made his 

appearance two weeks early as if to say, "let's get this 

party started". He weighed 6 lbs. 15 oz. so he wasn't 

early, just ready. From the beginning I knew what a 

miracle he was because I had been a preemie 

weighing less than 4 pounds. The fact that I was able 

to have a healthy boy was just miraculous. Cole was 

the son of two retail management parents so he 

bonded quickly with kids at daycare where he spent a 

lot of quality time. Soon he was (or so he thought) 

running the place that had opened when I was 6 

months pregnant.  He would stay at Kids R Kids until 

he was 12 years old. 

 He loved everything about it!  School was 

also a fun time, and Cole started his social networking at a young age. He met his buddy, John 

Austin while waiting on the corner for the school bus at age 7.  It was there that I also met his 

mom, Wanda.  Wanda and I bonded quickly because she shared the name of my dear mom. 

Wanda was not a common name.  Cole started hanging out with John Austin and his two 

younger brothers Cade and Riley. He would spend time with them sometimes while waiting for 

John Austin to get home.   Soon enough they asked if Cole could attend church with them at 

Grace Presbyterian.  He was thrilled to attend with them and soon was showing up at their house 

on Saturday night with a change of clothes for church hoping for another invite. Grace 

Presbyterian was Cole's new home. It was here that he soon learned more about giving back.  

 Cole had been eager at Gleason Elementary to have friends with special needs and be the 

guy to help them out whenever he could.  He became a true friend to many.  We also learned that 

Cole's lunch account was disappearing way too fast, sometimes by eating one extra lunch, but 

also by giving away lunches to friends who truly needed the money for a healthy lunch.  At 

Grace, Cole soon learned about mission work.   He learned that while working hard to help 

others, he would ultimately be the recipient of so much more.  Soon he was going to Port Arthur 

to help with hurricane damage as well as mission work in downtown Houston helping the 

homeless.   He soon made it to New York with John Austin on a mission trip.  After graduation 

from Jersey Village High School in 2015, Cole accomplished his goal of getting baptized.   

 Cole was excited to attend a mission trip to Nicaragua with Grace and Living Water 

International, to build a well for a community where water was needed.  The next day after 

returning home, he attended a mission trip to Denver, Colorado which would ultimately be his 

last mission trip.  Both weeks were life changing for Cole and it was after these trips that he 

shared with me his plan of wanting to become a youth minister.  

 He would soon be starting at Blinn College in Bryan on the " Two at Blinn, then you're 

in,  plan". As it was always his goal to be a Texas Aggie.   

 There is much more to share about our dear Cole, but he was in an automobile accident 

on October 6, 2015, and left us all on October 13, 2015.   Unbeknownst to us, Cole had 



registered to be a donor at the age of 16 and has been able to give the gift of life to many.  We 

have been fortunate to know his liver recipient, Michael and continue to stay in touch.  Such a 

blessing.  Other blessings continue to allow us to be able to put one foot in front of the other on a 

daily basis, with Cole along side of us every step of the way.  

 Cole Knight Missions Scholarship at Grace Presbyterian was created by Cole's dear 

friends at church as a tangible way to carry on Cole's mission to help pave the way for 

individuals who display that same servant heart and passion for serving God through serving 

others.   We have been blessed to be a part of the selection committee for the scholarships and 

the recipients are no doubt exactly who Cole would have picked himself. 

 We continue to be blessed by a scholarship in Cole's name at Jersey Village High School 

in the amount of $1,061 dollars, which of course was his football jersey number.   Cole was able 

to bring love and joy to so many, that he lives on through others.  So blessed to have had him for 

19 years and truly blessed to be his mom.  Missing you, my Coleman.  

 

Jan Knight 

Cole's Mom 

TCF Houston Northwest Chapter 
 

 

This  was written by one of Cole's best friends . 

 

 

 

 




