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My Grief's Gear Bag

January ~ February 2005
By: Betty Werner
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO

The following is a speech given at the 21st
Annual Candlelight Ceremony, on Dec 7,
2004.
Thank you and good evening:

Bereaved Parents Of The USA

CREDO
We are the parents whose children have died. We are the grandparents
who have buried grandchildren. We are the siblings whose brothers and
sisters no longer walk with us through life. We come together as
Bereaved Parents of the USA to provide a haven where all bereaved
families can meet and share our long and arduous grief journeys. We
attend monthly gatherings whenever we can and for as long as we believe
necessary. We share our fears, confusions, anger, guilt, frustrations,
emptiness and feelings of hopelessness so that hope can be found anew.
As we accept, support, comfort and encourage each other, we demonstrate
to each other that survival is possible. Together we celebrate the lives of
our children, share the joys and triumphs as well as the love that will
never fade. Together we learn how little it matters where we live, what
our color or our affluence is or what faith we uphold as we confront the
tragedies of our children’s deaths. Together, strengthened by the bonds
we forge at our gatherings, we offer what we have learned to each other
and to every more recently bereaved family. We are the Bereaved Parents
of the USA. We welcome you.

JANUARY ~ FEBRUARY 2005

My name is Betty Werner and I became a
Bereaved Parent on November 2, 1993 when
my son Todd died as the result of a motor
vehicle accident. When I suddenly became a
bereaved parent I realized no one is ever
prepared for this grief journey. Each of us
travels the grief journey individually, and it is
essential we discover what works for us. I
hope tonight I can help you believe you can
laugh, smile and live again. When my son
died I never believed I would see a beautiful
sunrise, appreciate a puppy or hear my
daughter laugh the way she did when Todd
was alive.
On Halloween night, the phone rang and when
I realized this was a serious phone call I woke
up—to realize the dream was over and the
nightmare had begun. It was a very long time
before I realized I would not wake from this
nightmare. Todd had received his EMT
license that very week, he loved being a first
responder, those wonderful people who try to
heal the body the way bereaved parents’
groups try to help us heal our hearts. Todd
wanted to be a life flight nurse. He got his
ride in the Life Flight helicopter, but the end
result was different than his dream. As we
spent those days at SLU I heard words like:
Massive head trauma
Brain swelling
We did everything we could
Organ donation
I heard these things but I did not process them.
I heard his grandmother wail, “Please take me
instead, please, please.” And I did my own
bargaining: “Please take me not my 18 year
old who just danced at his sister’s birthday
party and who loved life, loved people, and
loved helping people.”

I felt like I was drowning, trying to
understand what was going on. Todd was
not a saint, we had our moments just as all
families do, but I thought I would grow
old under the watchful eye of my kids.
Nothing prepared me for the moment the
doctor said, “when do you want to declare
him?” Todd was an organ donor so he
was declared dead at 8 a.m. on November
2 and we went home to prepare for the
ordeal…never knowing it only begins with

Thursday we’re going to a meeting in St.
Louis” and I said “ sure go”. She insisted
that I would attend my first Bereaved
Parents meeting because she no longer
knew what to do for me and she wanted
me back in life. I told her to leave me
alone.
So for the next three months she drove me
to the meetings here at the temple and I
was too numb to talk. So Bonnie told
them my name and my story and we both
realized how intense these meetings were.
I did not want to go because it made
Todd’s death real. I did not want it to be
real. After the meeting where I spoke for
the first time, I got the courage to tell
Continued on page 2…..

Todd Werner
the “arrangements and funeral.” I don’t
remember anything about that winter other
than it was gray. My brain was
overwhelmed by the desire for my son’s
return and concern for my daughter’s well
being. Our only surviving child was a
junior in high school and what a horrible
time for her brother and mother to
abandon her.
That comforting blanket of shock keeps
you in a distant fog allowing your brain to
slowly process the fact that your child is
not coming home. I would beg to wake up
from this nightmare.
About five months after Todd’s death a
good friend said, “ be ready at six
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My Grief’s Gear Bag
…….Continued from Cover
these folks in St. Louis that this did not
work, and Washington needed its own
meeting and what were they going to do
about it. So in July 94 the Washington
meeting of BPUSA got under way.
In my own journey, I was trying to decide
what to do with Todd‘s things and I got
permission through listening at these
meetings that I did not have to do anything.
So I continued to look at his things and
wonder ―how did this happen to me?‖ When
I found his various gear bags in the garage, I
searched through them for clues. Where was
my gear bag with the tools to handle my
grief? I found gear
bags for scuba diving,
snow skiing, water
skiing, jet skiing
roller hockey, ice
skating…He had gear
for
just
about
everything. My gear
bag was empty and I
did not know how to
handle this grief
journey. How was I
going to handle this
pain,
helplessness,
and desperation?
Little by little over the next months and
years, I began reading, talking and trying to
learn what I needed in my gear bag. I knew
my hot tears were a sign of how desperately
I miss Todd, and I learned that I did not have
a timetable for any of the things the ―nonbereaved‖ think are time limited. I learned I
personally had to talk and I wanted to talk
about Todd and somehow get to a point
where I could celebrate his life. I also
learned in a very subtle. gentle and special
way that every time I shared my story with
another bereaved parent, I healed just a tiny
little bit. I learned that each of us needs to
put together the grief gear bag with the tools
that work for us. Society and our friends
want us ―better‖ quickly, except grief does
not hurry. We need to wallow in our pain,
question the world, scream, cry, rant and
rave and know we are not crazy; we are
experiencing the craziest thing that can
happen to a parent. When those inevitable
days came where the brain and the heart
were on the same page and the reality
filtered in that he would not come home, I
had to make a phone call, or see someone
who let me scream about the unfairness. Or
know it was okay to scream or cry in the car.
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My gear bag included the friends who tried
to understand, the ones who let me be me no
matter how ugly I got. I kept my Bereaved
parents friends on top of the gear bag
because they had truly ‗walked the walk‖.
And I had to let go of the people who
wanted me ―to get back to the ‗me‘ I was
before Todd died‖ because I knew I would
never be that person again. No one has a
pre-packed gear bag for the grief…we each
have to find our own path on this journey.
Along the way there are people to help us
and my BP group was my lifeline. I
also
put my mask in my gear bag because I got to
a point where someone would say‖ how are
you?‖ and I would say ― fine‖ and retreat
behind my mask.
I couldn‘t share
with them.
I also tucked
some realizations
into my gear bag:
 Men
and
women
grieve
differently
everyone has their
own recipe for
grief work
 Take time to
make sense of the senselessness;
 Use your faith, if you can and say no to
the things you just can‘t do
I had a new appreciation for my other family
member‘s pain. We each lost a unique
relationship.
My biggest personal fear that I stuffed in the
bottom of my bag was my fear I would
forget Todd: his smile, the twinkle in his eye
when he asked to borrow money, his
devotion to helping others. The gift I have
received from the Bereaved parents group
and their kids, Harrison, Sandy, Michael,
Sean and Stevie is that I learned I never
would forget Todd because all our kids are
with us all the time.
The bottom line is your grief is your grief,
learn about it, feel it and buckle up because
it will be a rough ride. But our kids are with
us every step of the way, and when that day
comes you can laugh at a silly puppy or
enjoy a sunset, you will know that there are
things to continue living for.
The path is difficult but the journey is
worthwhile. Todd taught us in life to laugh
to dance and to live. He embraced life and
was prepared for each moment of joy and

play.
My gear bag contains a celebration of
Todd‘s life. It is lighter these days
because he taught me to live life to the
fullest. He would not have missed the
dance in order to miss the pain.
Recently I heard my daughter Katie,
laugh like she laughed when Todd was
alive. My children have always been
the wind beneath my wings, and that
laugh made my heart soar, because
although we will never ―be over this‖
we can re-invest in life, the world, and
the future
Our children may not be here in a
physical presence but their legacy lives
on in our hearts and the hearts of all
who knew them. Our children‘s deaths
have changed us forever…their legacy
is to live our lives well and to the
fullest.

Sibling Page
A Suicide Of A Sibling

By: Susan Kim
From “We Need Not Walk Alone” fall 1999

Sometimes I wish my sister Amy had died of
cancer, or a car accident, or something I could
neatly explain. Instead she died by suicide
when she was 18 years old.
I realize that most people are uncomfortable
discussing death unless it‘s about a great, great
aunt who died in her sleep at the age of 107.
But at least if your sibling dies of a
disease or an accident, people will say
something relatively appropriate
and not feel too uneasy before
moving on to a new topic. Not so
with suicide.
When my sister first died, I was so in
shock. I had no idea how to answer the
incredibly insensitive remarks like, ―Why
did she do it?‖ ―What kind of problems was
your family having?‖ ―How did she do it?‖
Even people who did not ask these questions
looked at me with a mixture of pity and
curiosity.

One Wish
By: Teri Stamos
TCF – Central Oregon

If I could have just one wish
A dream that could come true
I‘d pray to God with all my heart
For yesterday and you.
A thousand words can‘t bring
you back
I know because I‘ve tried
And neither will a thousand tears
I know since thousands I have
cried.
You left behind my broken heart
And happy memories too…
But I never wanted memories
I only wanted YOU.
Bereaved Parents USA

To compound the taboo of my sister‘s suicide
was the fact that sex was mixed up with it.
She was an extremely outgoing, creative,
charismatic person with no history of mental
illness. Everywhere she spent time – church
groups, school, the neighborhood pool – she
was the center of attention because it was so
much fun to be around her. Two teachers of
Amy‘s spoke at her funeral, which was
standing room only, and shared what a lasting
influence Amy had on people.
So, at first the suicide was such a surprise that
foul play was considered a possibility before
the note was found.
In that note, we
discovered that she had recently been
diagnosed with herpes. You would think
that‘s not such a big deal in the age of AIDS.
But the college she attended was quite
conservative, and the health services
department had some awful brochures
supplied by the religious right. They basically
said your life is over and you‘ll never be able
to have a child. The nurse there said her
diabetes had exacerbated her condition. To
top it off, my parents, like most parents, never
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really discussed sex. That doesn‘t mean
we kids didn‘t know about it, but it did
mean that the last people in the world we
would ever discuss sex with would be our
parents.
Suicide mixed with sexual disease. It
doesn‘t make for a very good cocktail
party chitchat; taking my cue from my
parents and society in general I stopped
mentioning Amy. When people
asked me how many
siblings I had, I would
say
―two—my
surviving
younger
sister and brother.‖ It
just seemed easier, and
people didn‘t have to feel
so squeamish talking to
me.
But two events changed that. One was a
conversation I had with my mother about
Amy. I thought, at least with a family
member, I could discuss her. We were
talking about travel – Amy‘s passion was
traveling to Greece – and I was
reminiscing about how enthusiastic Amy
was about traveling and how much fun it
would have been to see Greece with her.
My mother said she just couldn‘t talk
about it. It had made her too sad. This
was years after Amy‘s death. What the
heck did she mean she couldn‘t talk about
it? If I couldn‘t discuss Amy with my
mother, then who could I? I turned to her
and said, ―If I die before you, I hope you
won‘t refuse to talk about me.‖ I told her
that I knew Amy would want us to
remember her – and there are so many
incredibly great memories. I called my
brother and sister afterwards and told them
the same thing: ―If I die, please don‘t
pretend I didn‘t exist. I‘m telling you here
and now that I want to be remembered.‖
The other event happened very recently.
I‘m on a nonprofit board for an
organization that helps women working in
the Internet industry with career advice.
We had a speaker who talked about
women over 40 working in the cyberbiz.
She talked about working as a chat host

and said that one of the chats she hosted
was about suicide. I thought, ―Here‘s a
woman my mother‘s age who is telling a
room full of strangers about her son‘s
death.‖ It was immensely comforting to
see how she handled the topic. You could
tell she had a wonderful relationship with
him.
The board asked her to join our
organization. I pulled her aside and asked
about the suicide chat. I told her that my
sister had died that way. She told me how
sorry she was and asked her name. It‘s the
first time in my life I was completely at
ease discussing Amy‘s death. I knew the
look she gave me was of empathy, not of
pity, not of curiosity. She wasn‘t being
judgmental, thinking, ―What kind of
dysfunctional family do you come from?‖
Unless you have an immediate family
member who died of suicide, no one can
ever know the incredible pain and
emotional baggage that comes with it. I
told her later that I get frustrated when
people tell me they know what I‘m going
through because their grandmother died of
heart disease recently. I am sorry but it is
not the same. A grandmother has lived a
full life. She is not leaving behind middleaged parents and young siblings who ask,
―What could I have done to prevent this?‖
I suppose there will always be extra
emotional baggage tied to a suicide of a
family member. But not discussing it isn‘t
going to make that baggage any lighter. In
fact, by not talking about it, I was
contributing to the taboo associated with
it. Of course this doesn‘t mean I‘ll
introduce
it
into
every
casual
conversation. From now on, however,
then people ask me how many siblings I
have, I‘ll let them know the whole truth –
I have a younger sister and brother, and I
had another wonderful sister named Amy,
who died of suicide.
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Happy (?) New Year
By: Joanetta Hendel
From: Bereavement Magazine, January
1988 – Colorado Springs, CO
For most of my adult life, the New Year‟s
holiday had been a time of introspection,
internal evaluation. I‟ve seen it as a time to
re-evaluate the past and focus on the future.
The transition to a new year was filled with
hope and anticipation-until Alexander died.
When one wakes each day with the mental
image of a dead child, the reminders of loss
and love throughout the house, the ravages
of guilt and doubt woven into the fiber of
each conscious and unconscious moment,
then life is a nightmare. For a bereaved
parent the promise of a new day, let alone a
whole year of them, is a curse.
I approached that first New Year‟s holiday
with very ambivalent feelings – a need to be
free of the year that had brought such misery
and suffering, and equally strong need to
cling and hold tight, for it was some tie to
Alex. Grieving had become a very delicate
balance of equally opposing feelings…the
need to hold on –the need to let go. Both
tugged and pulled at me daily in the quest
for some resolution of the loss.
It was in a state of quiet numbness that I
experienced that first New Year‟s Eve,
counted down the moments, cried in pain
when it took its leave, breathed a sigh of
relief when it was gone. I went to bed that
night clutching a small stuffed angel doll, a
gift from a friend made in Alexander‟s
image. It was a tie to him, a bond that I
needed.
I doubted the future, that there was any hope
of an endurable existence for me. Fear
consumed my mind, fear of going on, fear of
continual pain, fear of additional loss. The
death of my child had brought intolerable
suffering, insecurity and despair. Nothing
seemed safe nor dependable anymore.
Constants that I‟d previously counted on
were no longer there for me. Relationships
on every level suddenly needed to be reevaluated and re-worked.
Friendships
radically changed and re-defined themselves.
God and religion were questioned. Marriage
and the expectations that we‟d built into that
relationship needed re-definition and realignment. Unresolved internal issues began
to surface from nowhere.
In those days, my grief had become tightly
entangled in depression. It was a bottomless
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pit from which there seemed no escape. In
the aftermath of death, I was left
defenseless. So paralyzed by the guilt itself,
I lost myself, quite easily withdrawing into
the solitude that depression provided.
Grieving over the loss of my child had
become a consuming obsession, more
complicated than it should have been.
It was through the help of some specialized
counseling that I began to acquire insights
into my situation, to gain tools to better
understand how to deal with the feelings, the
experience. In the years that have followed,
I have more and more learned to “be” with
the loss. I‟ve come to understand that letting
go of the grief is in no way letting go of the
love, nor does it further separate me from
my child.
Four years ago, I trudged through the snow
up the hill to the cemetery on the first
anniversary of Alexander‟s death. And the
first thought that surfaced in my mind as I
stood before his grave was, “Curse you,
Alex, for dying on me!” His death had
radically changed the shape and focus of my
life, had drastically affected the way that I
was used to viewing myself and all around
me. To me, such change was unwelcome
and unwanted.
At that point I could not yet see the potential
for growth and development, could not
anticipate the miracles that can occur when
all that is known falls away, leaving the
doors wide open to the new and unknown. I
did not image at that moment that I could
feel happiness again, could find joy in my
life, nor peace in my heart.
But in the years since Alexander‟s death,
I‟ve learned to trust the growth-process of
grief, to tap into the joy that is available, not
in spite of the loss, but rather because of it.
Losing myself through the death of my child
has caused me to find myself in ways more
profound than I could have earlier imagined.
There lies within a deeper commitment to
life and to love, an adding to, rather than
diminishing, of the self. There exist for me
potentials that could not have been realized
any other way.

This I Can
Share
By: Marilyn W. Heavlin

I have not experienced the death of
my only child,
but some of us have.
I have not experienced a child dying
by suicide,
but some of us have.
I have not watched my child fight a
terminal illness,
but some of us have.
None of us would dare say “I know
just how you feel”.
Even if our experiences are similar,
No two situations are exactly alike.
But I can say
I remember the pain when my child
died.
I remember the feelings of insanity.
I remember the feelings of
aloneness.
I remember wishing I could die.
I remember wanting to share
something with my child,
but he wasn‟t there.
So, my friend, our experiences have
parts in common
And parts that are different!
So, why should we listen to each
other?
Do we have anything to share?
Do you know what heartbreak feels
like?
All of us do.
Do you know the numbness of
grief?
All of us do.
Do you know what it‟s like to have
empty arms?
All of us do.
So, let‟s learn what we can of our
commonalities.
We loved a child, but our child left
too soon.
THIS WE CAN SHARE WITH
YOU

I have been touched by life, I have been
touched by death, and I have learned day by
day to live out of the promise of each new
year.
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Not So Strong
By: Arnette Storey
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO

I‟m not feeling strong today
sometimes the strength just goes away.
Those big, brown eyes, that big, bright smile
they‟ve only been gone a little while.
My happiness went in that grave
no matter how I try to behave.
My game face is a winner, true
but sometimes I can‟t find my glue
and it won‟t stay where I put it, so
I have to let the pain just show.
I hope and pray I don‟t offend
Angela Storey
09/04/1976 ~ 06/11/2004
„Cause I‟m a “trooper to the end”;
I‟ve got to hold it all together
to teach the little one how to weather
storms and death and trials and such,
but Lord Jesus Christ it hurts SO much,
that I wonder if you wouldn‟t mind
and find it compassionate and kind
to stop the world and let me leave
instead of continuing to breathe;
and hurt and cry and rant and live
when I feel like I have so little now to give.
No, I won‟t go, God, „til you say so
although my life has lost its glow.
You‟ve blessed me still and this I know
we who remain go with the flow…
I‟ve got good memories to hold
and cherish like the finest gold
with the awesome Blessed Assurance that when
God calls me I‟ll see my sweet baby again.
But I‟m just not feeling strong today
Sometimes the strength just goes away.
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Special Notice
The cut off date for the Mar-Apr issue
of the newsletter will be Feb 10th.
If you would like to have your child‟s
picture in the next issue, please send
your donation/love gift and a picture of
your child directly to the newsletter
editor with a self addressed stamped
envelope:
Sabra Penrod
26218 Bubbling Brook Drive
Foristell, MO 63348

TELEPHONE FRIENDS
ACCIDENT, AUTOMOBILE:
Katie VerHagen
(314) 576-5018
Steve Welch
(636) 561-2438
ACCIDENT, NON VEHICULAR:
Maureen & Chuck McDermott
(636) 227-6931
ADULT SIBLING:
Mark VerHagen
Traci Morlock

(314) 726-5300
(636) 332-1311

CANCER:
Dan & Mary Ann Smith

(636) 942-9115

GRANDPARENT:
Margaret Gerner

(636) 978-2368

HANDICAPPED CHILD:
Lois Brockmeyer
(314) 843-8391
ILLNESS, SHORT TERM:
Jean & Art Taylor
(314) 725-2412
ILLINOIS CONTACT:
Linda Moffatt

(618) 243-6558

JEFFERSON COUNTY CONTACT:
Michele Horrell
(636) 931-6552
MURDER:
Mata Weber
Butch Hartmann

(618) 972-0429
(314) 487-8989

OLDER PARENTS:
Bobbie Lantz

(314) 576-0978

ONLY CHILD:
Mary Murphy
Linda Long

(314) 822-7448
(636) 946-7292

SUICIDE:
Sandy Curran

(314) 647-2863

SINGLE PARENT:
Mary Murphy
Linda Long

(314) 822-7448
(636) 946-7292
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Readings From the 21 Annual
Candlelight Ceremony
Held December 7, 2004
Parents Reading
Written By: Author Unknown
Ready By: Sharon Krejci

Those we love remain with us
For love itself lives on,
And cherished memories never fade
Because a loved one’s gone…
Those we love can never be
More than a thought apart
For as long as there is memory,
They’ll live on in our heart.
Sibling Reading

Things I Have Learned
Written By: Crystal Nelson
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO
Read By: Crystal Nelson

I learned to condense the story of what happened to my
brother down to about 30 seconds.
I learned to how to call work and ask for a few weeks off.
I learned how to go about arranging a funeral. My parents
included my sisters and me in every decision.
I learned not to wear heels when you will be at the funeral
home for hours on end.
This was a lot to learn at 18, but the most important thing I
learned was months after Tommy’s death. I learned that
everyone grieves differently. My grief was not the same as
my parents or sisters. It was my own.
Everyone here has learned something as a result of their
loss. We attend this candlelight every year not only to listen
to words of hope, and light memorial candles, but to share
what we have learned from our losses.

Grandparents Reading
Written By: KayeDes’Ormeaux
www.tcfatlanta.org/POEMS_KayeDesOrmeaux.html
Read By: Maurice Hillermann

My mom and dad are very sad, and I know you
are too.
I’ve heard your cries, and I wish that I could
comfort you.
You’re asking why I had to die. Wishing it were
you?
You say, you’ve lived, I never did, why me
instead of you?
Oh, Grandpa, how I’ll miss your songs and
rides upon your knee.
Grandma, I look at you and I know how special
my smile to you would be.
I have one small request I hope you’ll do for
me.
It’s a gift for mom and dad, given in love from
you to me.
Please, kiss my mom, hug my dad, let your tears
mingle as one.
Listen to them as they talk about the person I
would have become.

By: Kim Brundt
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO
There are so many questions’ a parent has
when their child dies. My big one was always,
Why? Why my baby? I never drank. Why
my baby? I never smoked. I went to every
doctor’s appointment.
I did everything I was supposed to do. We
wanted our babies. We would have given
them a good life with lots of love.
Why did God doubt my ability to be a good
mom? Why did my baby’s die and Susan
Smith got to have her babies, only to kill them
horrendously later?
Why are their 80,000 unwanted babies dying
from the lack of both physical and emotional
love in Russian orphanages? Why are my
baby’s dead? Why? Why? Why? Why?
Why?
Then at one monthly BPUSA meeting we had
a speaker, a lady pastor, who was speaking on
Grief, Faith and Doubt. Had I known what
that night’s topic was I never would have
considered attending the meeting.
It’s not that I was mad at God, I wasn’t. I had
gotten over being made at Him when I was a
teenager, when in a two-week period I had
watched two different friends and baby die.

Circle them in your arms, and keep on holding
tight.
Having your support and love will help them
make it through the silent nights.

After the funerals I approached the pastor of
my church with many questions. He handed
me a book, a master’s level book, mind you,
on the subject.

I’m smiling at you through my tears, sleepy in
your arms of love.
So, I’ll sadly say goodnight to you, from my
bed in heaven above.

It was at that time that I decided that if God
did exist and would let babies die, I wanted
nothing to do with him. If I only knew that
one day …

Learning that will help us shine light into the
darkness so we may begin to heal.
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Infant/Toddler Page
Why Did My Babies Die?
Why? Why? Why? Why? Why?
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Before this meeting I had prayed, like I had
never prayed before, to my sons. I told them I
didn’t know where to turn after 1 ½ years of
grieving. I no longer knew what to do or how
to keep them in my life and I still had no
answers as to why my babies had died.

Bereaved Parents USA

Oh, I knew the medical reasons, a Molar
pregnancy and cord strangulation, but not
the reason my heart and mind needed to
know.
I almost didn’t make it to that Thursday
night meeting. I had been going rather
sporadically to the last few meetings. I
arrived 10 minutes late, but the meeting
had not started.
The lady pastor had also lost 5 babies
before they were able to survive outside of
her body and she had gone on to join the
seminary and to trust in this life. I was
awed by her aura of peace and love that
she had for her children.

the time when I am reunited with my boys.
I do not know when that will be and I am
no longer especially anxious for that time
to arrive. I do believe that I will be with
my children again and I imagine that when
God sees me coming he will tell his
secretary to tell me he is out to lunch, for
good.
I also imagine that when I am holding my
sons again, I will no longer care what the
answer is or even remember what my
question was.
Until next time, my wish for you is peace,
hope and love in all your days ahead.

After the meeting, I approached her with
my questions. I wanted to know how she
did not feel the need to ask Why.
Her response to my question made perfect
sense to this grieving mother. I realized,
she told me, that even if God came to me
personally tomorrow and told me in
His/Her own words why my babies died, it
would not be good enough.
She said that no reason, at this time or
anytime, will ever be a good enough
reason for any parent.
Even if God told me that my baby would
be the next Christ Child, it simply would
not be a good enough reason for me. I am
sorry and I know that I am being
tremendously selfish, but my boys should
be here with me and not anywhere else.
I was given a great gift at that meeting in
that I no longer felt that I needed to know
the answers to my Why question. For any
little bit of peace I can find now I am
thankful, tremendously thankful.
Don’t get me wrong I still ask questions,
especially on those really down days that
can sneak up and whammy me even after
four years. I will always want to “know
why,” but for now I am content to wait for

Snow
By: Denise Falzone
TCF – Lakes Area, MI
Every snowflake that falls is unique and
has its own individual design. There are
beautiful patterns in each flake and even
the tiniest of flakes have their own
markings. Theses patterns change again
and again—even after the flake touches
the ground. Each snowflake is a cause for
wonder; each flake is one of a kind. No
two are exactly alike. Like the snowflake,
our beautiful children were each unique
and special; some we only dreamed about
and some danced upon the earth. They
filled our lives with wonder and
transformed our world. We held them too
briefly, but we will hold them in our hearts
forever. We shall remember them always.
At this time of remembering, it may help
to reflect upon how our lives have been
enriched by the love we have given and
the love we have received from our
children. Our children leave treasures
behind that time can never take away.
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Angels In The Snow
….Continued from page 5
Just grow quiet and find the path to memory
where the snow is always deep and the sun
sparkles and the sled is swift and time stands
still. Find your mittens and pull on your
boots. Winter is here now, and there isn’t
much time to make one more angel in the
snow. Come on…the snow will soon melt
into candy hearts and then into plastic eggs
and finally into flowers that will decorate
our sled hill and make snow angels only a
memory.
Somebody should invent a way to keep my
angel in the snow from melting. I wish
somebody would. I can’t keep remembering
all by myself. I can’t ride the sled alone or
defend the fort. I can’t make a snow angel
all alone. YOU are a part of every thought,
every breath. YOU are always here, cast
forever into memory, woven with
bittersweet threads—a snow angel waiting in
the winter of my grief to listen the pain.
Somebody should say thank you for
winter…thank you for angels in the snow.

Bereaved parents are like ducks:
Above the surface…..
Looking composed and unruffled;
Below the surface…..
Paddling like crazy!

Life Is A Simple
Walk In The Woods
By: Peg Rosar-Thompson
Babylon, NY
I was always told the ―first year‖ would be the hardest. I set my sights on surviving
through the first anniversary of Ross’ death, telling myself that it would be all
downhill from there. If I could just keep going long enough to scale that summit!
Everyone talked about that ―path of grief‖ being full of ups and downs, hills and
valleys. ―You can’t go around it, you HAVE to go through it!‖ I was surprised to
find that my path was occasionally littered with small remains of Ross’ life – a Power
Ranger, the Lion King, a box of Raisin Bran. It hurt when I stumbled upon them, but
I picked them up and cherished them, carrying them on my way.
I was also told that my husband and I would not walk the same path. We started out
fine, trudging through the woods, holding hands, telling ourselves that we’d spent 16
years together, we’d be just fine. His path slowly let away from mine, but seemed to
run parallel for a time – I’d catch a glimpse of him in the woods every once in a
while.
Then came that fateful First Anniversary. I scaled that mountain! I sat on top of the
enormous peak, congratulating myself on a job well-done. I sat there all alone with
my pile of Mickey Mouse clothes, little cars and well-meaning friends. I had done it!
It was incredibly hard work, insurmountable at times, but here I was still alive,
without my child!
Without my child. I felt my heart grow cold as I surveyed the path ahead – the rest of
my life. The terrain was just as treacherous as the past 12 months! I guess I expected
it to be sunlit fields of flowers from then on. After all, everyone had said, ―Just get
through that first year.‖ I didn’t know I had to do this forever!
I sat on that peak for quite some time. I yelled at God for a while, I hugged all my
son’s treasures that I’d carried with me, his precious memory warming my cold heart,
and I searched for any other movement in the valley below. In the distance I could
see other peaks along my path, some perhaps as tall as the one upon which I sat. I
also began to see tiny clearing where the sun was shining. As my tears slowed, I
noticed other paths winding through the landscape – hundreds of them – each
belonging to a different parent.
I carefully packed my treasures in my heart, storing them with care so none would
break, and started running down the hill, headlong into the second year of forever.

Add A Memorial On The BPUSA Website
www.bpusastl.org
There are two ways to honor your child.
1. Web Sponsor – The web sponsor makes a $20 donation to BPUSA-St. Louis and your child’s picture is displayed on the home
page of the BPUSA-STL website for 1 month. You can also write the scrolling message above your child’s picture (25 words
or less). To be a sponsor is on a first come first serve basis.
2.

Web Memorial - is at the ―Meet Our Children‖ sections of the website. The cost is a one-time $25 donation. Your child’s
name will be added below the group name you would like to be associated with. If you click on the child’s name, then it will
bring you to their web page where your child’s picture and story (optional and one page limit) will be presented.

Please contact Vicky Pannebecker (through the website) to have your child added to our website. When sending in your donation,
please specify that you want to be a web sponsor or to add your child to the web memorial.
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Angels In The Snow
By: Darcie Sims
Bereavement Magazine 1-2/1995
It’s winter now…inside and out. The earth
lies cold and still, asleep and waiting. The
wind moves harshly, sending its icy fingers
across the land and across the face, stinging
anything that remains exposed and open. The
sun shines, but does not warm, and the sky
crackles in the frosted glare. Everything lies
silent, frozen in place, waiting…
Frost leaves tiny etchings on the window- pane
and the sun catches shadows from the leafless
trees. The breath freezes as it is released, and
even the air is stiff. Some animal’s sleep deep
within the caves of the earth, while others
roam the winter land dancing lightly on paws
or wings dusted with snow.

alive. There was no one to impress in
winter—they were all asleep in the cave or
out playing with us! It was a child’s
delight this winterscape.
We made angels in the snow; our arms
moving swiftly as if the really fly. We’d
plop down; face up, in the freshest drift of
snow we could find. And then, moving
our arms and legs back and forth, back and
forth, we created snow angels—magical
beings with great powers. Getting up
without ruining the angels was always a
challenge. Over the years we perfected
the technique and grew expert in our skill.

Winter is the time of silence – caught in the
frozen mist. The sun bathes the landscape
with faded light, but snowflakes fall and catch
the glow. Each facet of each flake reflects the
winter’s cold light and makes it dance across
the windowpane, across my face pressed to the
glass, looking out but really looking in.
Sometimes I feel as frozen as the land,
especially now in winter’s time. Even the
ache is gone, replaced by a vast nothingness
that seems as endless as the falling snow. I
can’t remember anything—not his eyes, his
voice, his touch, his face. My memory has
been swept clear by the intensity of the pain. I
cannot remember anything of the happiness
that we must have shared. I know we must
have had happy times…my grief is too severe
to have been purchased with only minor
moments of joy. Every teardrop leaves an icy
streak across my cheek, and I measure the
depth of my love by the intensity of my hurt. I
loved him SO much! I miss him SO much!
Especially now, in winter.
Winter was our time; a time to snuggle deep
into quilts and sip hot chocolate. Time to
bundle up and race across the frozen yard,
dragging the sled behind us, headed toward
some great adventure. It was our time to listen
to the echoes that rang through the woods,
always returning our call, always answering
our cry.
Long walks, longer talks and hands to hold
were the magic moments in winter. No icicles
could thrive between us! We shared our
hearts, our hands, our very spirits. We
mingled our love and our joy and set it free in
winter. The ―us‖ we became thrived in winter,
unburdened by the need to be anything except

Bereaved Parents USA

If you were good, you didn’t leave any
traces of yourself in your angel print…no
boot marks, no mitten lines, no hint of
human space. If you closed your eyes and
pretended to really FLY, and if the snow
was just right, the snow angel was perfect.
If the sun wasn’t too warm and the wind
laid down, the snow angel would last a
long, long time. I wanted it to last forever,
like youth and dreams.
We shoveled snow and made snow forts in
the winter of our childhood. We rode our
sleds down the steepest hills, fearless in
the face of foolishness. We raised our
hands in the air when we should have been
holding on. We cheered and laughed and
sang and thought life could not possibly
get any better. We never counted the
hours or marked the passage of the days in
winter—it seemed endless. All of our
lives together lay ahead of us then. Winter
was another adventure waiting to happen,
another snowball to make, another dream
to catch.

Winter storms brought out great shouts of
glee, and the snowscape came alive with
hundreds of colorful mittens and jackets
and scarves and boots. I must have worn
out a dozen pairs of mittens, and I know I
―lost‖ several pairs of gloves. Mittens
were more our style, though bare hands
were really needed to shape those
snowballs into instruments of victory! Ah,
those snowball battles, our fort, our sled,
our angels in the snow – our love captured
forever in the timelessness of a world gone
asleep, frozen in time.
We were only children the, innocent of the
twist and turns that life has to hold. We
were too busy living to gather in memories
that now must sustain us in winter’s grief.
It’s winter, inside and out, and like so
much else in the dreary landscape, my
heart is as frozen as the pond across the
road. Yet, in the thin dawn’s light, tiny
scratches of memory zigzag across the
surface and begin to trace a pattern of life
lived and love shared. I cannot forget you,
even in the darkest wintertime. The ―we‖
we once were, is forever captured in
winter’s memory, brought to light with
each falling snowflake.
Winter…a time of frozen land and frozen
hearts, of leafless branches and barren
dreams. Winter…a time to shovel snow
and cherish what little sun appears.
Winter…a time to remember, a time to
hold tight to the love that really never
leaves. Sometimes we forget the reason
behind our pain, and then it only seems
empty and frozen.
If only we will
remember! If only we will claim the pain
that was the promise of winter sled rides
and never-melting snow angels.
Claim it! Grasp it! Hold it tight; this love
that tingles in the coldest reaches of your
being. It is still there, not as we dreamed
it might be, but within us still. It is
winter’s gift—these memories that come,
silently, with the drifting snow.
Don’t forget! Don’t despair! Don’t move
to a warmer climate in search of peace.
The warmth still lies within, deep with the
memories of your heart.
Continued on page 12…..
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MEETING TIMES AND PLACES
BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA
St. Louis Chapter
P.O. Box 410350
St. Louis, MO 63141
(314) 878-0890
St. Louis Chapter Newsletter
EDITOR - SABRA PENROD
(636) 463-1580

newslettereditor@bpusastl.org
BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA
National Headquarters
P.O. Box 95
Park Forest, IL 60466

(708)748-7866

www.bereavedparentsusa.org
ADDITIONAL MEETINGS`
THIRD TUESDAY:
Parents/Murdered Children
7:30 p.m.
American Cancer Society Bldg.
4201 Lindell Blvd
Mata Weber
(618) 972-0429
Butch Hartmann
(314) 487-8989
LIFE CRISIS CENTER (Survivors of Suicide)
1423 S. Big Bend
St. Louis, MO 63117
(314) 647-3100
Meetings every Wednesday at 7:00 p.m.
P.A.L.S. (Parents Affected by Loss of a child
from suicide)
St. Lukes Hospital (141 & 40)
St. Louis, MO 63117
Meetings – Second Tuesday at 7:00 p.m. & the
4th Saturday at 10:30 a.m.
(314) 853-7925

BUSINESS MEETINGS
The following is a list of future Business
Meetings of Bereaved Parents of the
USA:
Saturday
Jan 8, 2005

Mar 12, 2005
All business meetings start at 9:00 a.m.
at the Creve Coeur Government Center,
300 N. New Ballas Road, (Meeting
Room #1), located just north of Temple
Shaare Emeth. We ask that two
representatives from each group try to be
present to report on their individual
groups, and to take back information
received at the meeting, to the group
meetings. Anyone interested in the
business of running our chapter is
welcome to attend. Any questions, Call
Carol Welch (636) 561-2438 or email at

ST. PETERS/ST. CHARLES COUNTY (FIRST THURSDAY, 7:30 P.M.)
Knights of Columbus Hall
2334 McMenamy Road
Facilitators:
Norm Wasser
(314) 429-6526 norm1955@sbcglobal.net
Dave & Marcia Hoekel (636) 332-8097 Thoekel@aol.com
JAN 6 – Getting through The First Year
FEB 3 – Getting To Know You – small groups
MAR 3 – Book Review
SIBLINGS/FRIENDS ST. PETERS/ST. CHARLES COUNTY (FIRST THURSDAY,
7:30 P.M.)
Meetings are at the same time and location as the St. Charles/St. Peters meeting
Facilitator: Sarah Ryan (314) 605-3949
siblinggroup@bpusastl.org
JAN 6 – To be Announced
FEB 3 – To be Announced
MAR 3 – To be Announced

(Donations Received)

In Memory Of
Justin Markezich
From: Shelly Huskamp

In Memory Of
In Memory Of
Meaghan Gates

In Memory Of

Brant L. Corder

Ronell McAllister

Love Mom – JoAnne Corder

From: Michelle, Mom, Uncle
Andre, Titi & Lisa

From: Bert Gates

SOUTH COUNTY (SECOND THURSDAY, 7:00 P.M.) Please note new time
Holy Trinity Church
Union & Reevis Barracks Road at I-55
Facilitator: Jane Nelson
1-866-859-8182
southgroup@bpusastl.org
JAN 13 – To be Announced
FEB 10 – To be Announced
MAR 10 – To be Announced
WASHINGTON, MO (THIRD TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M.)
Washington Ambulance Building
515 Washington Ave. (behind Rothschilds)
Contact: Betty Werner (636) 239-1520 washingtongroup@bpusastl.org
JAN 18 – Open Discussion
FEB 15 – Open Discussion
MAR 15 – Open Discussion
NORTH COUNTY (THIRD SATURDAY, 9:30 A.M.) PLEASE NOTE NEW TIME
Gundaker Building
2402 North Hwy 67 (rear of building)
Facilitator: Vicki Pannebecker (314) 831-2625
northgroup@bpusastl.org
NOTE: Volunteer interpreter provided for the deaf or hearing impaired
JAN 15 – To be Announced
FEB 19 – To be Announced
MAR 19 – To be Announced
ST. LOUIS CITY GROUP (FOURTH TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M.)
Timothy Lutheran School (Lower Level)
6704 Fyler (corner of Ivanhoe and Fyler)
Facilitator: Sandy Curran (314) 647-2863
citygroup@bpusastl.org
JAN 25 – Finding our purpose in the New Year after our child has died
FEB 22 – The day our children were born
MAR 22 – How Many children do you have?
WEST COUNTY (FOURTH TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M. Please note the new day & time)
Congregation Shaare Emeth
11645 Ladue Rd. (corner of Ballas & Ladue).
Facilitators: Judy Ruby (314) 994-1996
westgroup@bpusastl.org
Jeannette Daugherty (636) 225-2417
JAN 25 – To Be Announced
FEB 22 – To Be Announced
MAR 22 – To Be Announced

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Jayson Logsdon

Angela D. Storey

Eric P. Hampton

Love Mom, Dad &
Chelsea

From: Aunt Louise T. Wilkerson

From: Kathy Hampton

In Memory Of
Jerome Crockett

In Memory Of
From: Jess M. Kuhl Jr.
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In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Michael G. Herwig

Jess W. Kuhl III

Love Mom & Dad
From: Gary & Jo Ann Herwig

From: Jess M. Kuhl Jr

In Memory Of
Lisa M. Kuhl
From: Jess M. Kuhl Jr.

From: Linda Crockett

Nick M. Kuhl

chaptercontact@bpusastl.org
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In Memory Of
Danielle McIntyre
From: Jess M. Kuhl Jr.

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Paul Joseph
Stamer, Jr

Dustin P.
Terwilliger

From: Paul, Kathy,
Michaelah, John

Love Mom
From Jackie Benedick
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Love Gifts

Love Gifts

(Donations Received)

(Donations Received)

In Memory Of
In Memory Of
In Memory Of
Mike Steck
From: Brenda & Alan Steck
Donation : Charlotte Johnson
& Mother-in-law

In Memory Of
Scott Wuertz
From: Don & Judy Wuertz

Michael Wellen

In Memory Of
Jeremy Steck
From: Brenda & Alan Steck
Donation: Charlotte Johnson,
& Grandma

In Memory Of
Vance Cere Bishop

From: James & Diane Wellen

Sharon Przybylski

In Memory Of

From: Joseph
Prsybylski

In Memory Of
Tracy Zellich

Mark T. Allen

In Memory Of
Dan J. Davis
From: SM Crawford

February 8th
Happy Birthday Nicholas!
You are missed by many and are
forever in our hearts
All my love, Mom
From: Arlene Haas

You are always in our hearts,
thoughts and prayers now,
and until we can all be
together again in our real
home, in Heaven, forever and
ever.
With all our Love, Mom,
Buddy, Lisa, Courtney,
Dalton & Dad

From: Kathryn Zellich

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Susanne Lynn
Chitwood

Quianna Crystal Clay

Kai Rowland

Love Mom & Dad, WM Ken &
Theresa Chitwood

From: John & Rachel Mikovsky

Nicholas Haas

In Memory Of

05/19/1978 ~ 08/15/2003
Unconditional Love, Mommie
From Gloria LaMarque

From: Virginia Akers

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Sean C. Anderson

Matthew Taylor

11/11/1974 ~ 01/19/1994
Love Mom, Dad, Chris, Paul,
Traci, Chelsea and lil Sean
From: Carol & Steve Welch

Love Mom & Dad
From: Donna Taylor

In Memory Of
Wayne Smith
From: Mary Anne & Dan Smith

In Memory Of

In Memory Of
In Memory Of
Brigg Douglas
Welker
From: Dona Hux

In Memory Of
Trisha Blue
Love Grandma & Grandpa –
Mr. & Mrs. Vernon Blue

Jeanne Paszkiewicz
– Sorofman
Luv you always, Mom & Dad

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Elisha N Cannon

Ryan A. Stephenson

Renzy Cross

From: Felecia Bozeman &
Robert Freeman

Love Mom & Dad, Scott & Karyn
Stephenson

From: Walter & Jo Cross

Rory P. Boone
From: Tina Boone
Another Donation from:
Aunt Mary Beth Burrus

In Memory Of
Tony Saputo
With All Our Love
From: The Saputo Family

In Memory Of
In Memory Of

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Nancy Kitzmiller

Chelsea Leah Zak

Rodney S. Rankins Jr

From: Don & Carol
Kitzmiller

Love mommy, Laurie, sister
Kaclyn, brother Trevor

Love Your Family
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In Memory Of

Hugh William
Weinstock

Ryan M. Corzine

Eric M. Hillberg

Mom & Dad

Love Mom Sister & Aunt

From: Stephen & Megan
Weinstock

In Memory Of

Bereaved Parents USA

Bereaved Parents USA

In Memory Of
Jeremy David
Wicker
From: Tom & LouAnn Wicker

In Memory Of
Natalle L. Astorino
Love Her Family

7

Love Gifts

Love Gifts

(Donations Received)

(Donations Received)

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Jamie Snow
Pannebecker

Kelly Noreen Ellis-Johnson

Mom, Dad & Dork
From: Vicki Pannebecker
and Family

In Memory Of
Joey Loyet
From: The Loyet Family

From: Carol Ellis

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Bryan Hackmann
From: Diana & Gerald Hackmann

In Memory Of
Kevin Ferguson

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Daniel Karch

Andrew Bryan Krejci

From: Sandy Kennedy

From: The Snowden Family with
Love.

From: Shirley Ferguson

Jeffrey Lloyd
Love Mom & Dad

In Memory Of
Erin Ewing
From: Jean Ewing

Thomas Ian
Lupardus

In Memory Of
Jessica Mae Blair
From: Mom & Dad, Family
& Son

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Stephen Hippe

Jeffrey Dean House

From: Mary Ellen Kruger

From: Larry & Norma House

From: Barb Moyer

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Marcus McFarland

Christopher
Michael Meyer

With love always Mom & Dad
From: The McFarland Family

In Memory Of
Dina Moyer
From: Donna Marschner

From: Darlene Meyer

In Memory Of
Jennifer Ann
Eschmann
From: Bob & Sylvia Eschmann

In Memory Of
Mike Meier

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Melanie A Stegman

Our little Angel
Angela Maria Pilla

From Dennis & Connie Stegman

Love Mom & Dad
From: Fiordimondo

In Memory Of
Aaron R. Buckley
From: The Buckley Family

In Memory Of

In Memory Of
Jimmy Redenbaugh
From: Margie Redenbaugh

Dean Hoekel
From: Marcia & Dave
Hoekel

Amy Watkins

Quianna C. Clay

From: Margry & John Tafoya

Love Aunt Joyce & Uncle David
Smith

Bereaved Parents USA

The Roberts Family

In Memory Of

What Is A Love Gift?
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Daniel Brooks

Love Mom, Dad, Jonathan & Gina
Pilla

In Memory Of

A “Love Gift” is a donation made in your child’s memory. Bereaved Parents of the USA is a totally self-supporting and our
chapter runs entirely by volunteers. Our expenses are paid totally by our own fund raising efforts and by your donations
“Love Gifts.” If you send in a donation/ love gift and would like to have your child’s picture on this page, please send a
picture with a self addressed stamped envelope to Sabra Penrod, 26218 Bubbling Brook Dr., Foristell, MO 63348. Thank You

In Memory Of

In Memory Of
Charles N. Hepler
From: Trina Hepler

In Memory Of
In Memory Of
Kathreen E. Pund
From: Carla Pund
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Abigail Nicole
Brooks
The Roberts Family

In Memory Of
Bryan A. Scego
From Bill & Kathy Scego
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In Memory Of
Aaron R. Buckley
From: The Buckley Family

In Memory Of

In Memory Of
Jimmy Redenbaugh
From: Margie Redenbaugh

Dean Hoekel
From: Marcia & Dave
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Amy Watkins
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Love Aunt Joyce & Uncle David
Smith
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In Memory Of

A “Love Gift” is a donation made in your child’s memory. Bereaved Parents of the USA is a totally self-supporting and our
chapter runs entirely by volunteers. Our expenses are paid totally by our own fund raising efforts and by your donations
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forever in our hearts
All my love, Mom
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You are always in our hearts,
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and until we can all be
together again in our real
home, in Heaven, forever and
ever.
With all our Love, Mom,
Buddy, Lisa, Courtney,
Dalton & Dad

From: Kathryn Zellich
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Kai Rowland
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Unconditional Love, Mommie
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In Memory Of
In Memory Of
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From: Don & Carol
Kitzmiller

Love mommy, Laurie, sister
Kaclyn, brother Trevor

Love Your Family
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In Memory Of

Hugh William
Weinstock

Ryan M. Corzine

Eric M. Hillberg

Mom & Dad

Love Mom Sister & Aunt

From: Stephen & Megan
Weinstock

In Memory Of

Bereaved Parents USA

Bereaved Parents USA

In Memory Of
Jeremy David
Wicker
From: Tom & LouAnn Wicker

In Memory Of
Natalle L. Astorino
Love Her Family
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MEETING TIMES AND PLACES
BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA
St. Louis Chapter
P.O. Box 410350
St. Louis, MO 63141
(314) 878-0890
St. Louis Chapter Newsletter
EDITOR - SABRA PENROD
(636) 463-1580

newslettereditor@bpusastl.org
BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA
National Headquarters
P.O. Box 95
Park Forest, IL 60466

(708)748-7866

www.bereavedparentsusa.org
ADDITIONAL MEETINGS`
THIRD TUESDAY:
Parents/Murdered Children
7:30 p.m.
American Cancer Society Bldg.
4201 Lindell Blvd
Mata Weber
(618) 972-0429
Butch Hartmann
(314) 487-8989
LIFE CRISIS CENTER (Survivors of Suicide)
1423 S. Big Bend
St. Louis, MO 63117
(314) 647-3100
Meetings every Wednesday at 7:00 p.m.
P.A.L.S. (Parents Affected by Loss of a child
from suicide)
St. Lukes Hospital (141 & 40)
St. Louis, MO 63117
Meetings – Second Tuesday at 7:00 p.m. & the
4th Saturday at 10:30 a.m.
(314) 853-7925

BUSINESS MEETINGS
The following is a list of future Business
Meetings of Bereaved Parents of the
USA:
Saturday
Jan 8, 2005

Mar 12, 2005
All business meetings start at 9:00 a.m.
at the Creve Coeur Government Center,
300 N. New Ballas Road, (Meeting
Room #1), located just north of Temple
Shaare Emeth. We ask that two
representatives from each group try to be
present to report on their individual
groups, and to take back information
received at the meeting, to the group
meetings. Anyone interested in the
business of running our chapter is
welcome to attend. Any questions, Call
Carol Welch (636) 561-2438 or email at

ST. PETERS/ST. CHARLES COUNTY (FIRST THURSDAY, 7:30 P.M.)
Knights of Columbus Hall
2334 McMenamy Road
Facilitators:
Norm Wasser
(314) 429-6526 norm1955@sbcglobal.net
Dave & Marcia Hoekel (636) 332-8097 Thoekel@aol.com
JAN 6 – Getting through The First Year
FEB 3 – Getting To Know You – small groups
MAR 3 – Book Review
SIBLINGS/FRIENDS ST. PETERS/ST. CHARLES COUNTY (FIRST THURSDAY,
7:30 P.M.)
Meetings are at the same time and location as the St. Charles/St. Peters meeting
Facilitator: Sarah Ryan (314) 605-3949
siblinggroup@bpusastl.org
JAN 6 – To be Announced
FEB 3 – To be Announced
MAR 3 – To be Announced

(Donations Received)

In Memory Of
Justin Markezich
From: Shelly Huskamp

In Memory Of
In Memory Of
Meaghan Gates

In Memory Of

Brant L. Corder

Ronell McAllister

Love Mom – JoAnne Corder

From: Michelle, Mom, Uncle
Andre, Titi & Lisa

From: Bert Gates

SOUTH COUNTY (SECOND THURSDAY, 7:00 P.M.) Please note new time
Holy Trinity Church
Union & Reevis Barracks Road at I-55
Facilitator: Jane Nelson
1-866-859-8182
southgroup@bpusastl.org
JAN 13 – To be Announced
FEB 10 – To be Announced
MAR 10 – To be Announced
WASHINGTON, MO (THIRD TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M.)
Washington Ambulance Building
515 Washington Ave. (behind Rothschilds)
Contact: Betty Werner (636) 239-1520 washingtongroup@bpusastl.org
JAN 18 – Open Discussion
FEB 15 – Open Discussion
MAR 15 – Open Discussion
NORTH COUNTY (THIRD SATURDAY, 9:30 A.M.) PLEASE NOTE NEW TIME
Gundaker Building
2402 North Hwy 67 (rear of building)
Facilitator: Vicki Pannebecker (314) 831-2625
northgroup@bpusastl.org
NOTE: Volunteer interpreter provided for the deaf or hearing impaired
JAN 15 – To be Announced
FEB 19 – To be Announced
MAR 19 – To be Announced
ST. LOUIS CITY GROUP (FOURTH TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M.)
Timothy Lutheran School (Lower Level)
6704 Fyler (corner of Ivanhoe and Fyler)
Facilitator: Sandy Curran (314) 647-2863
citygroup@bpusastl.org
JAN 25 – Finding our purpose in the New Year after our child has died
FEB 22 – The day our children were born
MAR 22 – How Many children do you have?
WEST COUNTY (FOURTH TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M. Please note the new day & time)
Congregation Shaare Emeth
11645 Ladue Rd. (corner of Ballas & Ladue).
Facilitators: Judy Ruby (314) 994-1996
westgroup@bpusastl.org
Jeannette Daugherty (636) 225-2417
JAN 25 – To Be Announced
FEB 22 – To Be Announced
MAR 22 – To Be Announced

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Jayson Logsdon

Angela D. Storey

Eric P. Hampton

Love Mom, Dad &
Chelsea

From: Aunt Louise T. Wilkerson

From: Kathy Hampton

In Memory Of
Jerome Crockett

In Memory Of
From: Jess M. Kuhl Jr.

Bereaved Parents USA

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Michael G. Herwig

Jess W. Kuhl III

Love Mom & Dad
From: Gary & Jo Ann Herwig

From: Jess M. Kuhl Jr

In Memory Of
Lisa M. Kuhl
From: Jess M. Kuhl Jr.

From: Linda Crockett

Nick M. Kuhl

chaptercontact@bpusastl.org
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Love Gifts
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In Memory Of
Danielle McIntyre
From: Jess M. Kuhl Jr.

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Paul Joseph
Stamer, Jr

Dustin P.
Terwilliger

From: Paul, Kathy,
Michaelah, John

Love Mom
From Jackie Benedick
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Angels In The Snow
….Continued from page 5
Just grow quiet and find the path to memory
where the snow is always deep and the sun
sparkles and the sled is swift and time stands
still. Find your mittens and pull on your
boots. Winter is here now, and there isn’t
much time to make one more angel in the
snow. Come on…the snow will soon melt
into candy hearts and then into plastic eggs
and finally into flowers that will decorate
our sled hill and make snow angels only a
memory.
Somebody should invent a way to keep my
angel in the snow from melting. I wish
somebody would. I can’t keep remembering
all by myself. I can’t ride the sled alone or
defend the fort. I can’t make a snow angel
all alone. YOU are a part of every thought,
every breath. YOU are always here, cast
forever into memory, woven with
bittersweet threads—a snow angel waiting in
the winter of my grief to listen the pain.
Somebody should say thank you for
winter…thank you for angels in the snow.

Bereaved parents are like ducks:
Above the surface…..
Looking composed and unruffled;
Below the surface…..
Paddling like crazy!

Life Is A Simple
Walk In The Woods
By: Peg Rosar-Thompson
Babylon, NY
I was always told the ―first year‖ would be the hardest. I set my sights on surviving
through the first anniversary of Ross’ death, telling myself that it would be all
downhill from there. If I could just keep going long enough to scale that summit!
Everyone talked about that ―path of grief‖ being full of ups and downs, hills and
valleys. ―You can’t go around it, you HAVE to go through it!‖ I was surprised to
find that my path was occasionally littered with small remains of Ross’ life – a Power
Ranger, the Lion King, a box of Raisin Bran. It hurt when I stumbled upon them, but
I picked them up and cherished them, carrying them on my way.
I was also told that my husband and I would not walk the same path. We started out
fine, trudging through the woods, holding hands, telling ourselves that we’d spent 16
years together, we’d be just fine. His path slowly let away from mine, but seemed to
run parallel for a time – I’d catch a glimpse of him in the woods every once in a
while.
Then came that fateful First Anniversary. I scaled that mountain! I sat on top of the
enormous peak, congratulating myself on a job well-done. I sat there all alone with
my pile of Mickey Mouse clothes, little cars and well-meaning friends. I had done it!
It was incredibly hard work, insurmountable at times, but here I was still alive,
without my child!
Without my child. I felt my heart grow cold as I surveyed the path ahead – the rest of
my life. The terrain was just as treacherous as the past 12 months! I guess I expected
it to be sunlit fields of flowers from then on. After all, everyone had said, ―Just get
through that first year.‖ I didn’t know I had to do this forever!
I sat on that peak for quite some time. I yelled at God for a while, I hugged all my
son’s treasures that I’d carried with me, his precious memory warming my cold heart,
and I searched for any other movement in the valley below. In the distance I could
see other peaks along my path, some perhaps as tall as the one upon which I sat. I
also began to see tiny clearing where the sun was shining. As my tears slowed, I
noticed other paths winding through the landscape – hundreds of them – each
belonging to a different parent.
I carefully packed my treasures in my heart, storing them with care so none would
break, and started running down the hill, headlong into the second year of forever.

Add A Memorial On The BPUSA Website
www.bpusastl.org
There are two ways to honor your child.
1. Web Sponsor – The web sponsor makes a $20 donation to BPUSA-St. Louis and your child’s picture is displayed on the home
page of the BPUSA-STL website for 1 month. You can also write the scrolling message above your child’s picture (25 words
or less). To be a sponsor is on a first come first serve basis.
2.

Web Memorial - is at the ―Meet Our Children‖ sections of the website. The cost is a one-time $25 donation. Your child’s
name will be added below the group name you would like to be associated with. If you click on the child’s name, then it will
bring you to their web page where your child’s picture and story (optional and one page limit) will be presented.

Please contact Vicky Pannebecker (through the website) to have your child added to our website. When sending in your donation,
please specify that you want to be a web sponsor or to add your child to the web memorial.
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Angels In The Snow
By: Darcie Sims
Bereavement Magazine 1-2/1995
It’s winter now…inside and out. The earth
lies cold and still, asleep and waiting. The
wind moves harshly, sending its icy fingers
across the land and across the face, stinging
anything that remains exposed and open. The
sun shines, but does not warm, and the sky
crackles in the frosted glare. Everything lies
silent, frozen in place, waiting…
Frost leaves tiny etchings on the window- pane
and the sun catches shadows from the leafless
trees. The breath freezes as it is released, and
even the air is stiff. Some animal’s sleep deep
within the caves of the earth, while others
roam the winter land dancing lightly on paws
or wings dusted with snow.

alive. There was no one to impress in
winter—they were all asleep in the cave or
out playing with us! It was a child’s
delight this winterscape.
We made angels in the snow; our arms
moving swiftly as if the really fly. We’d
plop down; face up, in the freshest drift of
snow we could find. And then, moving
our arms and legs back and forth, back and
forth, we created snow angels—magical
beings with great powers. Getting up
without ruining the angels was always a
challenge. Over the years we perfected
the technique and grew expert in our skill.

Winter is the time of silence – caught in the
frozen mist. The sun bathes the landscape
with faded light, but snowflakes fall and catch
the glow. Each facet of each flake reflects the
winter’s cold light and makes it dance across
the windowpane, across my face pressed to the
glass, looking out but really looking in.
Sometimes I feel as frozen as the land,
especially now in winter’s time. Even the
ache is gone, replaced by a vast nothingness
that seems as endless as the falling snow. I
can’t remember anything—not his eyes, his
voice, his touch, his face. My memory has
been swept clear by the intensity of the pain. I
cannot remember anything of the happiness
that we must have shared. I know we must
have had happy times…my grief is too severe
to have been purchased with only minor
moments of joy. Every teardrop leaves an icy
streak across my cheek, and I measure the
depth of my love by the intensity of my hurt. I
loved him SO much! I miss him SO much!
Especially now, in winter.
Winter was our time; a time to snuggle deep
into quilts and sip hot chocolate. Time to
bundle up and race across the frozen yard,
dragging the sled behind us, headed toward
some great adventure. It was our time to listen
to the echoes that rang through the woods,
always returning our call, always answering
our cry.
Long walks, longer talks and hands to hold
were the magic moments in winter. No icicles
could thrive between us! We shared our
hearts, our hands, our very spirits. We
mingled our love and our joy and set it free in
winter. The ―us‖ we became thrived in winter,
unburdened by the need to be anything except

Bereaved Parents USA

If you were good, you didn’t leave any
traces of yourself in your angel print…no
boot marks, no mitten lines, no hint of
human space. If you closed your eyes and
pretended to really FLY, and if the snow
was just right, the snow angel was perfect.
If the sun wasn’t too warm and the wind
laid down, the snow angel would last a
long, long time. I wanted it to last forever,
like youth and dreams.
We shoveled snow and made snow forts in
the winter of our childhood. We rode our
sleds down the steepest hills, fearless in
the face of foolishness. We raised our
hands in the air when we should have been
holding on. We cheered and laughed and
sang and thought life could not possibly
get any better. We never counted the
hours or marked the passage of the days in
winter—it seemed endless. All of our
lives together lay ahead of us then. Winter
was another adventure waiting to happen,
another snowball to make, another dream
to catch.

Winter storms brought out great shouts of
glee, and the snowscape came alive with
hundreds of colorful mittens and jackets
and scarves and boots. I must have worn
out a dozen pairs of mittens, and I know I
―lost‖ several pairs of gloves. Mittens
were more our style, though bare hands
were really needed to shape those
snowballs into instruments of victory! Ah,
those snowball battles, our fort, our sled,
our angels in the snow – our love captured
forever in the timelessness of a world gone
asleep, frozen in time.
We were only children the, innocent of the
twist and turns that life has to hold. We
were too busy living to gather in memories
that now must sustain us in winter’s grief.
It’s winter, inside and out, and like so
much else in the dreary landscape, my
heart is as frozen as the pond across the
road. Yet, in the thin dawn’s light, tiny
scratches of memory zigzag across the
surface and begin to trace a pattern of life
lived and love shared. I cannot forget you,
even in the darkest wintertime. The ―we‖
we once were, is forever captured in
winter’s memory, brought to light with
each falling snowflake.
Winter…a time of frozen land and frozen
hearts, of leafless branches and barren
dreams. Winter…a time to shovel snow
and cherish what little sun appears.
Winter…a time to remember, a time to
hold tight to the love that really never
leaves. Sometimes we forget the reason
behind our pain, and then it only seems
empty and frozen.
If only we will
remember! If only we will claim the pain
that was the promise of winter sled rides
and never-melting snow angels.
Claim it! Grasp it! Hold it tight; this love
that tingles in the coldest reaches of your
being. It is still there, not as we dreamed
it might be, but within us still. It is
winter’s gift—these memories that come,
silently, with the drifting snow.
Don’t forget! Don’t despair! Don’t move
to a warmer climate in search of peace.
The warmth still lies within, deep with the
memories of your heart.
Continued on page 12…..
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Readings From the 21 Annual
Candlelight Ceremony
Held December 7, 2004
Parents Reading
Written By: Author Unknown
Ready By: Sharon Krejci

Those we love remain with us
For love itself lives on,
And cherished memories never fade
Because a loved one’s gone…
Those we love can never be
More than a thought apart
For as long as there is memory,
They’ll live on in our heart.
Sibling Reading

Things I Have Learned
Written By: Crystal Nelson
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO
Read By: Crystal Nelson

I learned to condense the story of what happened to my
brother down to about 30 seconds.
I learned to how to call work and ask for a few weeks off.
I learned how to go about arranging a funeral. My parents
included my sisters and me in every decision.
I learned not to wear heels when you will be at the funeral
home for hours on end.
This was a lot to learn at 18, but the most important thing I
learned was months after Tommy’s death. I learned that
everyone grieves differently. My grief was not the same as
my parents or sisters. It was my own.
Everyone here has learned something as a result of their
loss. We attend this candlelight every year not only to listen
to words of hope, and light memorial candles, but to share
what we have learned from our losses.

Grandparents Reading
Written By: KayeDes’Ormeaux
www.tcfatlanta.org/POEMS_KayeDesOrmeaux.html
Read By: Maurice Hillermann

My mom and dad are very sad, and I know you
are too.
I’ve heard your cries, and I wish that I could
comfort you.
You’re asking why I had to die. Wishing it were
you?
You say, you’ve lived, I never did, why me
instead of you?
Oh, Grandpa, how I’ll miss your songs and
rides upon your knee.
Grandma, I look at you and I know how special
my smile to you would be.
I have one small request I hope you’ll do for
me.
It’s a gift for mom and dad, given in love from
you to me.
Please, kiss my mom, hug my dad, let your tears
mingle as one.
Listen to them as they talk about the person I
would have become.

By: Kim Brundt
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO
There are so many questions’ a parent has
when their child dies. My big one was always,
Why? Why my baby? I never drank. Why
my baby? I never smoked. I went to every
doctor’s appointment.
I did everything I was supposed to do. We
wanted our babies. We would have given
them a good life with lots of love.
Why did God doubt my ability to be a good
mom? Why did my baby’s die and Susan
Smith got to have her babies, only to kill them
horrendously later?
Why are their 80,000 unwanted babies dying
from the lack of both physical and emotional
love in Russian orphanages? Why are my
baby’s dead? Why? Why? Why? Why?
Why?
Then at one monthly BPUSA meeting we had
a speaker, a lady pastor, who was speaking on
Grief, Faith and Doubt. Had I known what
that night’s topic was I never would have
considered attending the meeting.
It’s not that I was mad at God, I wasn’t. I had
gotten over being made at Him when I was a
teenager, when in a two-week period I had
watched two different friends and baby die.

Circle them in your arms, and keep on holding
tight.
Having your support and love will help them
make it through the silent nights.

After the funerals I approached the pastor of
my church with many questions. He handed
me a book, a master’s level book, mind you,
on the subject.

I’m smiling at you through my tears, sleepy in
your arms of love.
So, I’ll sadly say goodnight to you, from my
bed in heaven above.

It was at that time that I decided that if God
did exist and would let babies die, I wanted
nothing to do with him. If I only knew that
one day …

Learning that will help us shine light into the
darkness so we may begin to heal.
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Infant/Toddler Page
Why Did My Babies Die?
Why? Why? Why? Why? Why?
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Before this meeting I had prayed, like I had
never prayed before, to my sons. I told them I
didn’t know where to turn after 1 ½ years of
grieving. I no longer knew what to do or how
to keep them in my life and I still had no
answers as to why my babies had died.

Bereaved Parents USA

Oh, I knew the medical reasons, a Molar
pregnancy and cord strangulation, but not
the reason my heart and mind needed to
know.
I almost didn’t make it to that Thursday
night meeting. I had been going rather
sporadically to the last few meetings. I
arrived 10 minutes late, but the meeting
had not started.
The lady pastor had also lost 5 babies
before they were able to survive outside of
her body and she had gone on to join the
seminary and to trust in this life. I was
awed by her aura of peace and love that
she had for her children.

the time when I am reunited with my boys.
I do not know when that will be and I am
no longer especially anxious for that time
to arrive. I do believe that I will be with
my children again and I imagine that when
God sees me coming he will tell his
secretary to tell me he is out to lunch, for
good.
I also imagine that when I am holding my
sons again, I will no longer care what the
answer is or even remember what my
question was.
Until next time, my wish for you is peace,
hope and love in all your days ahead.

After the meeting, I approached her with
my questions. I wanted to know how she
did not feel the need to ask Why.
Her response to my question made perfect
sense to this grieving mother. I realized,
she told me, that even if God came to me
personally tomorrow and told me in
His/Her own words why my babies died, it
would not be good enough.
She said that no reason, at this time or
anytime, will ever be a good enough
reason for any parent.
Even if God told me that my baby would
be the next Christ Child, it simply would
not be a good enough reason for me. I am
sorry and I know that I am being
tremendously selfish, but my boys should
be here with me and not anywhere else.
I was given a great gift at that meeting in
that I no longer felt that I needed to know
the answers to my Why question. For any
little bit of peace I can find now I am
thankful, tremendously thankful.
Don’t get me wrong I still ask questions,
especially on those really down days that
can sneak up and whammy me even after
four years. I will always want to “know
why,” but for now I am content to wait for

Snow
By: Denise Falzone
TCF – Lakes Area, MI
Every snowflake that falls is unique and
has its own individual design. There are
beautiful patterns in each flake and even
the tiniest of flakes have their own
markings. Theses patterns change again
and again—even after the flake touches
the ground. Each snowflake is a cause for
wonder; each flake is one of a kind. No
two are exactly alike. Like the snowflake,
our beautiful children were each unique
and special; some we only dreamed about
and some danced upon the earth. They
filled our lives with wonder and
transformed our world. We held them too
briefly, but we will hold them in our hearts
forever. We shall remember them always.
At this time of remembering, it may help
to reflect upon how our lives have been
enriched by the love we have given and
the love we have received from our
children. Our children leave treasures
behind that time can never take away.
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Happy (?) New Year
By: Joanetta Hendel
From: Bereavement Magazine, January
1988 – Colorado Springs, CO
For most of my adult life, the New Year‟s
holiday had been a time of introspection,
internal evaluation. I‟ve seen it as a time to
re-evaluate the past and focus on the future.
The transition to a new year was filled with
hope and anticipation-until Alexander died.
When one wakes each day with the mental
image of a dead child, the reminders of loss
and love throughout the house, the ravages
of guilt and doubt woven into the fiber of
each conscious and unconscious moment,
then life is a nightmare. For a bereaved
parent the promise of a new day, let alone a
whole year of them, is a curse.
I approached that first New Year‟s holiday
with very ambivalent feelings – a need to be
free of the year that had brought such misery
and suffering, and equally strong need to
cling and hold tight, for it was some tie to
Alex. Grieving had become a very delicate
balance of equally opposing feelings…the
need to hold on –the need to let go. Both
tugged and pulled at me daily in the quest
for some resolution of the loss.
It was in a state of quiet numbness that I
experienced that first New Year‟s Eve,
counted down the moments, cried in pain
when it took its leave, breathed a sigh of
relief when it was gone. I went to bed that
night clutching a small stuffed angel doll, a
gift from a friend made in Alexander‟s
image. It was a tie to him, a bond that I
needed.
I doubted the future, that there was any hope
of an endurable existence for me. Fear
consumed my mind, fear of going on, fear of
continual pain, fear of additional loss. The
death of my child had brought intolerable
suffering, insecurity and despair. Nothing
seemed safe nor dependable anymore.
Constants that I‟d previously counted on
were no longer there for me. Relationships
on every level suddenly needed to be reevaluated and re-worked.
Friendships
radically changed and re-defined themselves.
God and religion were questioned. Marriage
and the expectations that we‟d built into that
relationship needed re-definition and realignment. Unresolved internal issues began
to surface from nowhere.
In those days, my grief had become tightly
entangled in depression. It was a bottomless
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pit from which there seemed no escape. In
the aftermath of death, I was left
defenseless. So paralyzed by the guilt itself,
I lost myself, quite easily withdrawing into
the solitude that depression provided.
Grieving over the loss of my child had
become a consuming obsession, more
complicated than it should have been.
It was through the help of some specialized
counseling that I began to acquire insights
into my situation, to gain tools to better
understand how to deal with the feelings, the
experience. In the years that have followed,
I have more and more learned to “be” with
the loss. I‟ve come to understand that letting
go of the grief is in no way letting go of the
love, nor does it further separate me from
my child.
Four years ago, I trudged through the snow
up the hill to the cemetery on the first
anniversary of Alexander‟s death. And the
first thought that surfaced in my mind as I
stood before his grave was, “Curse you,
Alex, for dying on me!” His death had
radically changed the shape and focus of my
life, had drastically affected the way that I
was used to viewing myself and all around
me. To me, such change was unwelcome
and unwanted.
At that point I could not yet see the potential
for growth and development, could not
anticipate the miracles that can occur when
all that is known falls away, leaving the
doors wide open to the new and unknown. I
did not image at that moment that I could
feel happiness again, could find joy in my
life, nor peace in my heart.
But in the years since Alexander‟s death,
I‟ve learned to trust the growth-process of
grief, to tap into the joy that is available, not
in spite of the loss, but rather because of it.
Losing myself through the death of my child
has caused me to find myself in ways more
profound than I could have earlier imagined.
There lies within a deeper commitment to
life and to love, an adding to, rather than
diminishing, of the self. There exist for me
potentials that could not have been realized
any other way.

This I Can
Share
By: Marilyn W. Heavlin

I have not experienced the death of
my only child,
but some of us have.
I have not experienced a child dying
by suicide,
but some of us have.
I have not watched my child fight a
terminal illness,
but some of us have.
None of us would dare say “I know
just how you feel”.
Even if our experiences are similar,
No two situations are exactly alike.
But I can say
I remember the pain when my child
died.
I remember the feelings of insanity.
I remember the feelings of
aloneness.
I remember wishing I could die.
I remember wanting to share
something with my child,
but he wasn‟t there.
So, my friend, our experiences have
parts in common
And parts that are different!
So, why should we listen to each
other?
Do we have anything to share?
Do you know what heartbreak feels
like?
All of us do.
Do you know the numbness of
grief?
All of us do.
Do you know what it‟s like to have
empty arms?
All of us do.
So, let‟s learn what we can of our
commonalities.
We loved a child, but our child left
too soon.
THIS WE CAN SHARE WITH
YOU

I have been touched by life, I have been
touched by death, and I have learned day by
day to live out of the promise of each new
year.
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Not So Strong
By: Arnette Storey
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO

I‟m not feeling strong today
sometimes the strength just goes away.
Those big, brown eyes, that big, bright smile
they‟ve only been gone a little while.
My happiness went in that grave
no matter how I try to behave.
My game face is a winner, true
but sometimes I can‟t find my glue
and it won‟t stay where I put it, so
I have to let the pain just show.
I hope and pray I don‟t offend
Angela Storey
09/04/1976 ~ 06/11/2004
„Cause I‟m a “trooper to the end”;
I‟ve got to hold it all together
to teach the little one how to weather
storms and death and trials and such,
but Lord Jesus Christ it hurts SO much,
that I wonder if you wouldn‟t mind
and find it compassionate and kind
to stop the world and let me leave
instead of continuing to breathe;
and hurt and cry and rant and live
when I feel like I have so little now to give.
No, I won‟t go, God, „til you say so
although my life has lost its glow.
You‟ve blessed me still and this I know
we who remain go with the flow…
I‟ve got good memories to hold
and cherish like the finest gold
with the awesome Blessed Assurance that when
God calls me I‟ll see my sweet baby again.
But I‟m just not feeling strong today
Sometimes the strength just goes away.
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Special Notice
The cut off date for the Mar-Apr issue
of the newsletter will be Feb 10th.
If you would like to have your child‟s
picture in the next issue, please send
your donation/love gift and a picture of
your child directly to the newsletter
editor with a self addressed stamped
envelope:
Sabra Penrod
26218 Bubbling Brook Drive
Foristell, MO 63348

TELEPHONE FRIENDS
ACCIDENT, AUTOMOBILE:
Katie VerHagen
(314) 576-5018
Steve Welch
(636) 561-2438
ACCIDENT, NON VEHICULAR:
Maureen & Chuck McDermott
(636) 227-6931
ADULT SIBLING:
Mark VerHagen
Traci Morlock

(314) 726-5300
(636) 332-1311

CANCER:
Dan & Mary Ann Smith

(636) 942-9115

GRANDPARENT:
Margaret Gerner

(636) 978-2368

HANDICAPPED CHILD:
Lois Brockmeyer
(314) 843-8391
ILLNESS, SHORT TERM:
Jean & Art Taylor
(314) 725-2412
ILLINOIS CONTACT:
Linda Moffatt

(618) 243-6558

JEFFERSON COUNTY CONTACT:
Michele Horrell
(636) 931-6552
MURDER:
Mata Weber
Butch Hartmann

(618) 972-0429
(314) 487-8989

OLDER PARENTS:
Bobbie Lantz

(314) 576-0978

ONLY CHILD:
Mary Murphy
Linda Long

(314) 822-7448
(636) 946-7292

SUICIDE:
Sandy Curran

(314) 647-2863

SINGLE PARENT:
Mary Murphy
Linda Long

(314) 822-7448
(636) 946-7292
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My Grief’s Gear Bag
…….Continued from Cover
these folks in St. Louis that this did not
work, and Washington needed its own
meeting and what were they going to do
about it. So in July 94 the Washington
meeting of BPUSA got under way.
In my own journey, I was trying to decide
what to do with Todd‘s things and I got
permission through listening at these
meetings that I did not have to do anything.
So I continued to look at his things and
wonder ―how did this happen to me?‖ When
I found his various gear bags in the garage, I
searched through them for clues. Where was
my gear bag with the tools to handle my
grief? I found gear
bags for scuba diving,
snow skiing, water
skiing, jet skiing
roller hockey, ice
skating…He had gear
for
just
about
everything. My gear
bag was empty and I
did not know how to
handle this grief
journey. How was I
going to handle this
pain,
helplessness,
and desperation?
Little by little over the next months and
years, I began reading, talking and trying to
learn what I needed in my gear bag. I knew
my hot tears were a sign of how desperately
I miss Todd, and I learned that I did not have
a timetable for any of the things the ―nonbereaved‖ think are time limited. I learned I
personally had to talk and I wanted to talk
about Todd and somehow get to a point
where I could celebrate his life. I also
learned in a very subtle. gentle and special
way that every time I shared my story with
another bereaved parent, I healed just a tiny
little bit. I learned that each of us needs to
put together the grief gear bag with the tools
that work for us. Society and our friends
want us ―better‖ quickly, except grief does
not hurry. We need to wallow in our pain,
question the world, scream, cry, rant and
rave and know we are not crazy; we are
experiencing the craziest thing that can
happen to a parent. When those inevitable
days came where the brain and the heart
were on the same page and the reality
filtered in that he would not come home, I
had to make a phone call, or see someone
who let me scream about the unfairness. Or
know it was okay to scream or cry in the car.
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My gear bag included the friends who tried
to understand, the ones who let me be me no
matter how ugly I got. I kept my Bereaved
parents friends on top of the gear bag
because they had truly ‗walked the walk‖.
And I had to let go of the people who
wanted me ―to get back to the ‗me‘ I was
before Todd died‖ because I knew I would
never be that person again. No one has a
pre-packed gear bag for the grief…we each
have to find our own path on this journey.
Along the way there are people to help us
and my BP group was my lifeline. I
also
put my mask in my gear bag because I got to
a point where someone would say‖ how are
you?‖ and I would say ― fine‖ and retreat
behind my mask.
I couldn‘t share
with them.
I also tucked
some realizations
into my gear bag:
 Men
and
women
grieve
differently
everyone has their
own recipe for
grief work
 Take time to
make sense of the senselessness;
 Use your faith, if you can and say no to
the things you just can‘t do
I had a new appreciation for my other family
member‘s pain. We each lost a unique
relationship.
My biggest personal fear that I stuffed in the
bottom of my bag was my fear I would
forget Todd: his smile, the twinkle in his eye
when he asked to borrow money, his
devotion to helping others. The gift I have
received from the Bereaved parents group
and their kids, Harrison, Sandy, Michael,
Sean and Stevie is that I learned I never
would forget Todd because all our kids are
with us all the time.
The bottom line is your grief is your grief,
learn about it, feel it and buckle up because
it will be a rough ride. But our kids are with
us every step of the way, and when that day
comes you can laugh at a silly puppy or
enjoy a sunset, you will know that there are
things to continue living for.
The path is difficult but the journey is
worthwhile. Todd taught us in life to laugh
to dance and to live. He embraced life and
was prepared for each moment of joy and

play.
My gear bag contains a celebration of
Todd‘s life. It is lighter these days
because he taught me to live life to the
fullest. He would not have missed the
dance in order to miss the pain.
Recently I heard my daughter Katie,
laugh like she laughed when Todd was
alive. My children have always been
the wind beneath my wings, and that
laugh made my heart soar, because
although we will never ―be over this‖
we can re-invest in life, the world, and
the future
Our children may not be here in a
physical presence but their legacy lives
on in our hearts and the hearts of all
who knew them. Our children‘s deaths
have changed us forever…their legacy
is to live our lives well and to the
fullest.

Sibling Page
A Suicide Of A Sibling

By: Susan Kim
From “We Need Not Walk Alone” fall 1999

Sometimes I wish my sister Amy had died of
cancer, or a car accident, or something I could
neatly explain. Instead she died by suicide
when she was 18 years old.
I realize that most people are uncomfortable
discussing death unless it‘s about a great, great
aunt who died in her sleep at the age of 107.
But at least if your sibling dies of a
disease or an accident, people will say
something relatively appropriate
and not feel too uneasy before
moving on to a new topic. Not so
with suicide.
When my sister first died, I was so in
shock. I had no idea how to answer the
incredibly insensitive remarks like, ―Why
did she do it?‖ ―What kind of problems was
your family having?‖ ―How did she do it?‖
Even people who did not ask these questions
looked at me with a mixture of pity and
curiosity.

One Wish
By: Teri Stamos
TCF – Central Oregon

If I could have just one wish
A dream that could come true
I‘d pray to God with all my heart
For yesterday and you.
A thousand words can‘t bring
you back
I know because I‘ve tried
And neither will a thousand tears
I know since thousands I have
cried.
You left behind my broken heart
And happy memories too…
But I never wanted memories
I only wanted YOU.
Bereaved Parents USA

To compound the taboo of my sister‘s suicide
was the fact that sex was mixed up with it.
She was an extremely outgoing, creative,
charismatic person with no history of mental
illness. Everywhere she spent time – church
groups, school, the neighborhood pool – she
was the center of attention because it was so
much fun to be around her. Two teachers of
Amy‘s spoke at her funeral, which was
standing room only, and shared what a lasting
influence Amy had on people.
So, at first the suicide was such a surprise that
foul play was considered a possibility before
the note was found.
In that note, we
discovered that she had recently been
diagnosed with herpes. You would think
that‘s not such a big deal in the age of AIDS.
But the college she attended was quite
conservative, and the health services
department had some awful brochures
supplied by the religious right. They basically
said your life is over and you‘ll never be able
to have a child. The nurse there said her
diabetes had exacerbated her condition. To
top it off, my parents, like most parents, never
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really discussed sex. That doesn‘t mean
we kids didn‘t know about it, but it did
mean that the last people in the world we
would ever discuss sex with would be our
parents.
Suicide mixed with sexual disease. It
doesn‘t make for a very good cocktail
party chitchat; taking my cue from my
parents and society in general I stopped
mentioning Amy. When people
asked me how many
siblings I had, I would
say
―two—my
surviving
younger
sister and brother.‖ It
just seemed easier, and
people didn‘t have to feel
so squeamish talking to
me.
But two events changed that. One was a
conversation I had with my mother about
Amy. I thought, at least with a family
member, I could discuss her. We were
talking about travel – Amy‘s passion was
traveling to Greece – and I was
reminiscing about how enthusiastic Amy
was about traveling and how much fun it
would have been to see Greece with her.
My mother said she just couldn‘t talk
about it. It had made her too sad. This
was years after Amy‘s death. What the
heck did she mean she couldn‘t talk about
it? If I couldn‘t discuss Amy with my
mother, then who could I? I turned to her
and said, ―If I die before you, I hope you
won‘t refuse to talk about me.‖ I told her
that I knew Amy would want us to
remember her – and there are so many
incredibly great memories. I called my
brother and sister afterwards and told them
the same thing: ―If I die, please don‘t
pretend I didn‘t exist. I‘m telling you here
and now that I want to be remembered.‖
The other event happened very recently.
I‘m on a nonprofit board for an
organization that helps women working in
the Internet industry with career advice.
We had a speaker who talked about
women over 40 working in the cyberbiz.
She talked about working as a chat host

and said that one of the chats she hosted
was about suicide. I thought, ―Here‘s a
woman my mother‘s age who is telling a
room full of strangers about her son‘s
death.‖ It was immensely comforting to
see how she handled the topic. You could
tell she had a wonderful relationship with
him.
The board asked her to join our
organization. I pulled her aside and asked
about the suicide chat. I told her that my
sister had died that way. She told me how
sorry she was and asked her name. It‘s the
first time in my life I was completely at
ease discussing Amy‘s death. I knew the
look she gave me was of empathy, not of
pity, not of curiosity. She wasn‘t being
judgmental, thinking, ―What kind of
dysfunctional family do you come from?‖
Unless you have an immediate family
member who died of suicide, no one can
ever know the incredible pain and
emotional baggage that comes with it. I
told her later that I get frustrated when
people tell me they know what I‘m going
through because their grandmother died of
heart disease recently. I am sorry but it is
not the same. A grandmother has lived a
full life. She is not leaving behind middleaged parents and young siblings who ask,
―What could I have done to prevent this?‖
I suppose there will always be extra
emotional baggage tied to a suicide of a
family member. But not discussing it isn‘t
going to make that baggage any lighter. In
fact, by not talking about it, I was
contributing to the taboo associated with
it. Of course this doesn‘t mean I‘ll
introduce
it
into
every
casual
conversation. From now on, however,
then people ask me how many siblings I
have, I‘ll let them know the whole truth –
I have a younger sister and brother, and I
had another wonderful sister named Amy,
who died of suicide.
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My Grief's Gear Bag

January ~ February 2005
By: Betty Werner
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO

The following is a speech given at the 21st
Annual Candlelight Ceremony, on Dec 7,
2004.
Thank you and good evening:

Bereaved Parents Of The USA

CREDO
We are the parents whose children have died. We are the grandparents
who have buried grandchildren. We are the siblings whose brothers and
sisters no longer walk with us through life. We come together as
Bereaved Parents of the USA to provide a haven where all bereaved
families can meet and share our long and arduous grief journeys. We
attend monthly gatherings whenever we can and for as long as we believe
necessary. We share our fears, confusions, anger, guilt, frustrations,
emptiness and feelings of hopelessness so that hope can be found anew.
As we accept, support, comfort and encourage each other, we demonstrate
to each other that survival is possible. Together we celebrate the lives of
our children, share the joys and triumphs as well as the love that will
never fade. Together we learn how little it matters where we live, what
our color or our affluence is or what faith we uphold as we confront the
tragedies of our children’s deaths. Together, strengthened by the bonds
we forge at our gatherings, we offer what we have learned to each other
and to every more recently bereaved family. We are the Bereaved Parents
of the USA. We welcome you.

JANUARY ~ FEBRUARY 2005

My name is Betty Werner and I became a
Bereaved Parent on November 2, 1993 when
my son Todd died as the result of a motor
vehicle accident. When I suddenly became a
bereaved parent I realized no one is ever
prepared for this grief journey. Each of us
travels the grief journey individually, and it is
essential we discover what works for us. I
hope tonight I can help you believe you can
laugh, smile and live again. When my son
died I never believed I would see a beautiful
sunrise, appreciate a puppy or hear my
daughter laugh the way she did when Todd
was alive.
On Halloween night, the phone rang and when
I realized this was a serious phone call I woke
up—to realize the dream was over and the
nightmare had begun. It was a very long time
before I realized I would not wake from this
nightmare. Todd had received his EMT
license that very week, he loved being a first
responder, those wonderful people who try to
heal the body the way bereaved parents’
groups try to help us heal our hearts. Todd
wanted to be a life flight nurse. He got his
ride in the Life Flight helicopter, but the end
result was different than his dream. As we
spent those days at SLU I heard words like:
Massive head trauma
Brain swelling
We did everything we could
Organ donation
I heard these things but I did not process them.
I heard his grandmother wail, “Please take me
instead, please, please.” And I did my own
bargaining: “Please take me not my 18 year
old who just danced at his sister’s birthday
party and who loved life, loved people, and
loved helping people.”

I felt like I was drowning, trying to
understand what was going on. Todd was
not a saint, we had our moments just as all
families do, but I thought I would grow
old under the watchful eye of my kids.
Nothing prepared me for the moment the
doctor said, “when do you want to declare
him?” Todd was an organ donor so he
was declared dead at 8 a.m. on November
2 and we went home to prepare for the
ordeal…never knowing it only begins with

Thursday we’re going to a meeting in St.
Louis” and I said “ sure go”. She insisted
that I would attend my first Bereaved
Parents meeting because she no longer
knew what to do for me and she wanted
me back in life. I told her to leave me
alone.
So for the next three months she drove me
to the meetings here at the temple and I
was too numb to talk. So Bonnie told
them my name and my story and we both
realized how intense these meetings were.
I did not want to go because it made
Todd’s death real. I did not want it to be
real. After the meeting where I spoke for
the first time, I got the courage to tell
Continued on page 2…..

Todd Werner
the “arrangements and funeral.” I don’t
remember anything about that winter other
than it was gray. My brain was
overwhelmed by the desire for my son’s
return and concern for my daughter’s well
being. Our only surviving child was a
junior in high school and what a horrible
time for her brother and mother to
abandon her.
That comforting blanket of shock keeps
you in a distant fog allowing your brain to
slowly process the fact that your child is
not coming home. I would beg to wake up
from this nightmare.
About five months after Todd’s death a
good friend said, “ be ready at six
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