
Volum
e 32

N
um

ber 1

Bereaved ParentsUSA
NON-PROFIT ORG

U.S. POSTAGE
PAID

ST. LOUIS, MO
PERMIT #3659

ST. LOUIS CHAPTER
BEREAVED PARENTS U.S.A.
P.O. BOX 410350
ST. LOUIS, MO 63141     
   
RETURN SERVICE REQUESTED
POSTMASTER:  Dated Material
Contained within… please do not delay!

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.
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Back in 2003, I was honored 
to have spoken to everyone at 
the 20th Annual Candlelight 

Service. That was five years into my grief journey. 
And now, five years later, I’m back. I am going to 
revisit words spoken by me in 2003 and then share 
my progress as time pushed forward. I, like you, 
continue to grow everyday, though many, many days 
my growth was not even noticeable and at times it 
felt like I was spiraling out of control. For me, my 
most significant growth came after spiraling. I have 
found that when I look at a five year span of my 
grief, my growth leaps out at me. 

I would first like to thank my 
beautiful wife Michele. 

Without her, I am sure 
that I would not be 
standing before you this 
evening. It is her insight 
to life and love that has 
inspired me to once 
again live.

Also, I want to thank the 
many, many family members 

and friends that stood by 
Michele and I over the years. Michele and I will 
never be our “normal” selves again. So many things 
that were important to us before are no longer 
relevant. So many things that we blew off in life 
before now mean all the difference to us. With all 
of our “abnormal” behavior, you stood by us.  
Welcome to the 25th Annual Bereaved Parents of 
the USA Candlelight Service. We hope that you 
find comfort in sharing the love of your child. I 
wish that I could say that it is my pleasure to be 
here tonight, but I would rather be home, playing 
with our beautiful son, Harrison. That is impossible 

though because Harrison is no longer here 
physically. That is why I am standing before you this 
evening. That is why I want to share a part of my life 
with you tonight. 
On February 20, 1996, my life changed beyond my 
wildest dreams. Our first child, Harrison, was born; 
it was also our 3rd wedding anniversary. I always 
joked that if I forgot Feb. 20th, I would have both 
people I lived with mad at me, Harrison and my 
wife Michele.
I had no idea how much 2 people could love 
a child until Harrison came into our lives. We 
embraced him and truly enjoyed every day with him. 
Harrison loved Barney, Arthur, boats and sports. 
At 2 years–old, Harrison actually enjoyed watching 
Sportscenter with me. As I channel surfed, he could 
tell me what every sport was that came onto the 
television screen. I knew that he was going to be a 
sports fanatic just like me.
I have always enjoyed horse racing so Kentucky 
Derby Day was a special day for us. I made a point 
of bringing Harrison to Fairmont Park every year to 
watch the spectacle, even when he was 3 months–
old. May of 1998 was no exception. Harrison loved 
Tootsie Rolls and it was a main staple in his diet. 
When he drooled Tootsie Roll Juice in the program 
on #2 Real Quiet, I knew it was a hot tip and I   

“There 
are no 

other races  
like the  

Great Grief 
Race.”



w
w

w
.b

pu
sa

st
l.

or
g w

w
w

.bpusastl.org

Bereaved Parents  USA 

2 15

ARNOLD-IMPERIAL
(3rd Wednesday, 7– 8:30 PM)
Arnold Four Square Church 

1701 Missouri State Rd,  
Arnold, MO 63010 

Facs: Nora Suter ........... 314-486-2016

Grandparents Arnold Imperial Group  

Sibling Arnold Imperial Group  
Fac: Sandy Brungardt ... 314-954-2410

BOWLING GREEN
(3rd Thursday, 7-9 PM) 

Prairie Edge Garden Center,  
18011 Business 161 S.  

Bowling Green, MO  63334 
Fac: Cindy Morris .........636 462-9961 

Bowling Green SIBLING GROUP
Fac: Wendy Koch ..........573 822-6123

TROY, MO Group
(2nd Tuesday, 7 PM)  

Ingersoll Chapel in Troy 
Fac: Cindy Morris ........ 636 462–9961

       Troy SIBLING GROUP
Fac: Stacy Magill/Tracy Wallace  

314. 809–5058 

ST. PETERS 
(1st Thursday, 7:30 P.M.)
Knights of Columbus Hall 

5701 Hwy N, Cottleville MO 
Fac: Marcia Hoekel .........636.332-809 

      St. Peters SIBLING GROUP
Facs: Stacy Magill 

Tracy Wallace ............... 314 809–5058

Tri-County Chapter
(2nd Thursday,)

First Baptist Church 
402 North Missouri St 

Potosi, MO 63664 
Fac: Brenda Wilson .......573 438-4559

JEFFERSON COUNTY SOUTH 
(1st Thursday, 7 P.M.)

St Rose Catholic Church,  
Miller & 3rd St 

Desoto, MO 
Fac: Ginny Kamp 636 586-8559  

Debbie Larson 

SOUTH COUNTY,  Fenton 
(2nd & 4th Monday, 7 PM) 

Abiding Savior Lutheran Church  
4355 Butler Hill Rd.  
St.Louis, Mo 63128 

Facs: Kathy Myers ......... 636.343.5262 
Co: Darla McGuire 636.671.0916

WASHINGTON Group
(3rd Tues, 7 PM  

every other Month)
First Baptist Church (use East door) 

11E. 14th St. Washington, MO  
Fac: Betty Werner .........  636.390-4422

NORTH COUNTY Group
(3rd Saturday, 9:30 A.M.) 

Coldewell Baker Gundaker Bldg (rear) 
2402 North Hwy 67 

Fac: Pat Ryan ................ 314 605–3949   
*Volunteer interpreter 

 provided for hearing impaired

ST. LOUIS CITY GROUP 
(1st Tuesday, 7 P.M.)

Timothy Lutheran School (lower lever) 
6704 Fyler, 63139 

Facs: June Laschober .....314.647-1758 
jlasch@sbcglobal.net   

Co: Sandy Curran ......... 314-647-2863

WEST COUNTY 
(4th Tues, 7:00 P.M.)

Shaare Emeth Congregation, 
1645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue)  

MO 63141 
Fac: Judy Ruby ..............314. 994–1996

M e e t i n g  T i m e s  &  P l a c e s

PARENTS OF MURDERED 
CHILDREN:
Meetings: 3rd Tues 7:30 p.m.
St Alexius Hospital 
 3933 S Broadway
Mata Weber (618) 972-0429 
Butch Hartmann  
(314) 487-8989
LIFE CRISIS CENTER:  
(Survivors of Suicide) 
2650 Olive St,  
St. Louis, MO  63103  
Meetings: Weds 7:00 p.m. 
(314) 647-3100 
P.A.L.S. (Parents affected by the 
loss of a child through suicide)
Meetings: 2nd Tues 7:00 p.m. 
4th Sat at 10:30 a.m.
St Lukes Hospital (141 & 40)
St. Louis, MO  
(314) 853-7925

BP/USA St. Louis Chapter
P.O. Box 410350,  

St. Louis, MO  63141 
 (314) 878-0890

St. Louis Chapter Newsletter
EDITORS:Christine Bousman   

(314) 428-1228  
scottjchristinen@aol.com  

Jamie Ryan  
jamieryan_mo@hotmail.com
BP/USA National Hqtrs

P.O. Box 95,  
Park Forest, IL  60466 

 (708)748-7866  
www.bereavedparentsusa.org

BP/USA StL  
BUSINESS MEEtINGS  

Jan 10th & Feb 14th   
@ 9:00 am

Creve Coeur Gov. Center
300 N. New Ballas Road,  #1 

All interested in how our 
chapter operates are welcome. 

Questions? Call: Sharon Krejci  
(636) 532-0033 
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had to take advantage of it.  
Never before had I chosen a 
Kentucky Derby winner, but with 
Harrison on my side; I knew 
I could not lose. As the horses 
rounded the last turn and headed 
for the wire, Real Quiet had a 
commanding lead, but Victory 
Gallop was closing in fast. I was 
holding Harrison and getting very 
excited. I was jumping up and down 
yelling,  “Hold on baby; hold on 
baby.” Our horse finished first by a 
nose. Harrison later turned to me 
and said, “Hold on baby.” It was one 
of those priceless moments.
Little did I know, 3 weeks later, I 
would be taking Harrison’s advice 
to “hold on baby” as I started my 
Great Grief Race. 
May 30th, 1998 started out like a 
normal day. We woke up without a 
care in the world. Life was treating 
us well. I was working a second 
job and I had to leave for work 
later that afternoon. I distinctly 
remember giving Harrison a kiss 
and saying, “I love you, I’ll see you 
tonight baby.” 
Later that evening, Michele took 
Harrison and our 3 nieces to his 
favorite park in Washington to 
watch boats on the Missouri River. 
We went there numerous times 
before because Harrison loved 
watching the boats. He would sit 
on a bench and be enthralled by the 
boats for hours. 
While Michele, Harrison and 
our 3 nieces, Amanda, Alex and 
Abby were sitting on a park bench 
watching the boats; two children 
(ages 2 and 3) were left alone inside 
a van with the motor running. 
Their parents stood behind the van 
talking to relatives.  One of the 
children inside the vehicle shifted 
the van into gear. 
Michele heard a loud crash behind 

her. She turned, screamed for 
our nieces to run and lunged for 
Harrison. There wasn’t enough 
time. Michele tried in vain to save 
Harrison. Thankfully, Abby escaped 
all injury. Regrettably, the van 
grazed Alex and Amanda, but hit 
Michele and Harrison head on. 
Harrison was flown to Cardinal 
Glennon and Michele was flown 
to St. John’s Mercy in Creve Coeur. 
Harrison died later that evening. As 
you know, no parent should have 
to hold his or her child for the last 
time. How can you comprehend the 
doctor’s words of, “I’m sorry, but we 
did everything we could?”
I was now faced with the 
overwhelming grief of losing 
Harrison and also the possibility 
of losing Michele. She mercifully 
survived but has undergone 
countless surgeries to repair her 
body from the destruction endured 
from the impact of the van. She will 
tell you that her physical pain pales 
in comparison to the pain of losing 
Harrison.  
On that 30th day of May, 
1998, my life changed beyond 
comprehension. I am now a 
bereaved parent. My race has begun. 
There are no other races like the 
Great Grief Race. It is a cruel, 
agonizing race, because there is no 
finish line. It is quite the opposite 
of other races because usually you 
are prepared and ready for the start. 
There is no training for the Great 
Grief Race. There is no manual. 
You are delivered the news in a 
unique way and handle the news in 
a unique way. Some go immediately 
into shock, some cry and do not 
stop crying for a long, long time, 
while others react with more of a 
physical release. I ran. 
No one wants to believe that they 
could become a bereaved parent. 
There isn’t any way parents could 

understand the true devastation 
of losing a child, unless it has 
happened to you. Your life has now 
turned into what seems to be an 
endless nightmare. You wake up 

day after day; still disbelieving your 
child is gone. The pain is intense 
and you truly never “get over it,” 
although with allot of love and 
support from family and friends 
you find ways to move through your 
grief though you will never finish 
the Great Grief Race.
I remember those first seconds, 
minutes, hours, days. Sometimes 
it was a victory just to get out of 
bed. The question continuously 
ran through my mind, “how am I 
going to survive”? It was sometime 
later that I began to realize, as I 
continued on with the Great Grief 
Race, that we do have each other 
for assistance and support. There 
are many wonderful people willing 
to come into my life. At first, I 
believe from sheer devastation, I 
pushed everyone away. Some stood 
by me while others got frustrated 
and stepped back. As my race    
 continued, I realized I was not 
alone and many people did want 
to love me, they just did not know 
how. My advice to you is to   

…I still feel 
lucky that we 
were given 
one of the most 
precious gifts 
in the world…
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“hold on baby”.
Although Harrison’s life on earth 
was cut very short and everyone was 
cheated, I still feel lucky that we 
were given one of the most precious 
gifts in the world… Harrison. His 
laughter was contagious, his smile 
was unforgettable and his Tootsie 
Roll kisses were the sweetest of all. 
His love was pure joy. He has given 
us a lifetime of memories in two 
short years although we would have 
preferred a lifetime with him. 
In June 1999, one year after 
Harrison’s death, my wife and I 
knew we had to do something 
positive to channel our grief. 
We didn’t want another family 
to endure the nightmare of 
losing a child, especially under 
such preventable circumstances. 
We established a nonprofit 
organization, Kids In Cars, later 
named Harrison’s Hope, to raise 
public awareness to the dangers 
of leaving children alone in and 
around cars. Harrison’s Hope is 
our way of honoring Harrison. 
Unfortunately, nothing can bring 
Harrison back, but we can make 
a difference for other children. 
Harrison’s death wasn’t fate, but a 
preventable tragedy. 
I challenge everyone here this 
evening (I challenge you) to make 
a difference on behalf of your 
child or loved one. Stand on the 
highest mountain and yell, “I love 
my child and because of that love, 
I will make a difference”!! Channel 
your grief into positive results. If 
your child died of cancer, make a 
difference to help find a cure. If 
your child died in an automobile 
accident, raise awareness to vehicle 
safety. It can be as simple as doing 
a good deed on behalf of your child 
or as challenging as starting an 
organization. I can honestly say that 
Bereaved Parents did not save my 

life. My choice to get involved with 
Bereaved Parents saved my life. At 
first, I was the one that needed the 
example that you can survive the 
death of your child. Now, I am that 
example. Let me say that the Great 
Grief Race is not a journey I would 
bestow upon anyone. Please realize 
you can make a difference. Allow 
your child’s light to shine brightly.    
I know we did not get a choice in 
our child’s death. But remember 
we do have a choice in how we 
respond to their death. We did get 
dealt a devastatingly lousy hand and 
things are absolutely not the way it 
should be. Unfortunately, we cannot 
change the past, though most if not 
all would sacrifice our own life for 
our child’s. But we can change the 
future and allow our children to 
shine. Though nothing can justify 
the loss of our children, at least we 
can look back and know that we 
can survive the grief and it does not 
have to smother our child’s legacy.

On November 6th, 2001, I am 
proud and delighted to say we 
were blessed with our second son, 
Peyton Harrison Struttmann. I am 
always reminded that it should not 
be this way. Peyton should have 
his older brother on earth, but I 
am also thankful to have Peyton 
in my life. Peyton and Harrison 
do look similar in a lot of pictures, 
but that is where the similarities 
end. Harrison was 

the laid back, easy going child 
while Peyton is the Frank Sinatra 
of children, Peyton will do it “his 
way”. For that I am grateful. Peyton 
is such an intelligent little boy 
filled with such creativeness and 
love that he just needs to share. For 
that I am grateful. I have witnessed 
and I believe life is sweet. It is 
not the way I would have planned 
things, but I realize how useful it 
is to focus on what is special in 
my life. Harrison will never be 
here in a physical sense, but I feel 
his presence everyday. Peyton has 
opened my eyes to the sheer beauty 
a child offers a parent. I live for 
Michele, I live for Peyton, I live for 
Harrison, and I live for myself. 
I want to share a quote with you 
from John Lennon. John Lennon 
said, “Living is easy with eyes 
closed, misunderstanding all you see 
…” I challenge everyone here this 
evening to open their eyes and live!
Those were words spoken by me 5 
years ago. I want to share with you 
things that have changed in my life 
over the last five years and things 
that have not changed. 
One thing that has not changed 
is the longing I have for Harrison. 
There will always be a hole in my 
heart for that little boy. I miss him 
now as I missed him a minute after 
he was gone as I missed him five 
years ago as I miss him now. 
One of the obvious things for me 
that has changed over the past 
five years is my spiritual journey. I 
never stopped searching and I kept 
asking the hard questions  that were 
deep down inside. Many questions 
have remained unanswered, but 
the searching gives me hope.  A  
glimmer of hope that I did not have 
five years ago. 
It was five years ago this month that 
Michele and I walked through  

Please Don’t Discount Sibling Grief
—Jane Machado, Tuland CA

I have come to think of sibling grief as “Discount Grief.” Why? Because siblings appear to be an emotional 
bargain in most people’s eyes. People worry so much about the bereaved parents that they invest very little 
attention in the grieving sibling.

My personal “favorite” comforting line said to siblings is “you be sure and take care of your parents’. I 
wanted to know who was supposed to take care of me... I knew I couldn’t.
The grief of a sibling may differ from that of a parent, but it ought not be discounted. People need to 
realize that while it is obviously painful for parents to have lost a child, it is also painful for the sibling, 
who has not only lost a sister or brother, but an irreplaceable friend.
While dealing with this double loss, he or she must confront yet another factor: The loss of a brother 
or sister is frequently the surviving sibling’s first experience with the death of any young person. Young 
people feel they will live forever. A strong dose of mortality in the form of a sibling is very hard to 
take.
The feelings of the siblings are also often discounted when decisions are being made.... on things 
ranging from funeral plans to flower selections. Parents need to listen to surviving siblings who usually 
know a lot about the tastes and preferences of the deceased.
Drawing on the knowledge that surviving siblings have about supposedly trivial things... such as 
favorite clothes or music... can serve two purposes when planning funeral or memorial services. First, 
their input helps ensure that the deceased receives the type of service he or she would have liked. 
Second, their inclusion in the planning lets them know they are still an important part of the family.
I realize that people are unaware that they are discounting sibling grief. But then, that’s why I’m 
writing this... so people will know.

I know we did not get 
a choice in our child’s 
death.  
But remember we do 
have a choice in how 
we respond to their 
death. 

Becoming An 
only child
—Kirsten Ruhnke, BPUSA St Louis 2006

I found the realization of being an only child 
difficult. One day I had a sister and the next day 
I still had a sister, but she was a memory. I found 

it very difficult when people’s brothers and sisters 
came to fetch them from school, or took them out for 
coffee, and I still do. I miss Nat a great deal and do not 
go  through the day without thinking about her. I have 
just been overseas with my best friend, Kate, and had a 
wonderful time. 
I now sit in my upstairs room surrounded by photos 
and memories– good memories. I miss her, and I will 
always love and cherish her. I now spend a lot of time 

with my friends. I have a great circle of friends and 
go out a lot, trying to live life to the fullest. After Nat 
died, I had to grow up a lot to be able to survive. I 
have become a lot more sensitive and emotional. I still 
have days when I can stop crying and am unable to do 
much, but I think both me and my parents have come a 
long way.
Natalie looked exquisite on the evening of her Matric 
dance. She wore a stunning black satin and lace dress 
that she had designed herself. Her blond hair shone 
around her angelic face like a gold halo. Her green eyes 
glistened like emeralds. She even realized herself, how 
beautiful she looked. I will never forget the last time I 
saw my beloved sister, Natalie. She drove off in a black 
stretch limousine. She was standing up, through the 
sunroof, with a glass of champagne in one hand, and 
the world in the other. 
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Page

 the doors of Windsor Crossing. I am eternally 
grateful for the many wonderful people we have met 
here that has helped us, worked hard with us and have 
not given up on us. 
The first time we brought Peyton with us to Windsor 
Crossing is a moment I will never forget. It was a 
difficult challenge for us to leave him with perfect 
strangers. At the time, our socializing was at a 
minimum and Peyton was only left with a select few!! 
Though it was extremely difficult, we forged ahead. 
We checked him in at the child care center (Called 
Windsor Kids) and was handed two stickers. Each 
sticker contained Peyton’s name. One sticker went 
on his back and the other was ours to verify we were 
Peytons parents after the service. I set Peyton down, 
thinking he would make this even more difficult on 
us than it already was. To my surprise, he immediately 
walked up to a little boy, sat down next to him and 
began playing. As we approached Peyton to tell him 
we loved him and we would see him after the service, 

Michele and I looked down and saw the sticker on 
the back of the little boy that Peyton ran to. His name 
was Harrison. To me, Harrison was whispering, “Hold 
on baby” and letting us know that we made the right 
decision to keep searching. I am here this evening to 
whisper to you to keep searching. I cannot tell you 
what you are searching for and I am sure it is unique 
to everyone here this evening, but my advice is to find 
that glimmer of Hope and cling to it. I know that 
Peace can be found by everyone, though it may seem 
impossible. My advice is to keep searching.
Tonight I want to share with you words sung by a band 
called Mercy Me. My hope and belief is that I will see 
Harrison again. Until then, I cling to the words from 
Mercy Me.

“I can only imagine, what it will be like, 
when I walk, by your side.

I can only imagine. 
Thank you, God bless you and I wish you Peace.”   

Thank You  
Mommy & Daddy

Thank-you  
Mommy and Daddy  for bringing me here.  

Please know I’m around, I’ll always be near.  
And when the sun shines, I’m the warmth you embrace.  

I’m the wind in your hair, I’m the smile on your face.  
I’m the salt in your tears but please, please don’t cry. 

I know it’s not easy but promise you’ll try.  
And thank you for my brothers Jacob and Avery, 

and of course I’ll never forget our dog Kaley… 
And all of my aunts and uncles and cousins and such. 

And my grammas and papas, I love them so much.  
So to find me nearby, just reach to your heart.  

It’s where I have been always, right from the start. 
But most of all thank you, 

for being my parents Courtney and Bryan… 
You’re my angels on Earth… 

Love, your baby, Ryan…

Love,  Alice 2007

Editors Note: “Thank-You Mommy and Daddy” was written for  
Courtney Martin, Ryan’s mom, she submitted it to share with 
other BPUSAStL parents. Thank you Courtney, it is beautiful! 
But we’ll point out that we all still have days when we can’t stop 
crying! It is natural and in fact research shows that our tears are 
beneficial.

—Nancy Mower, Honolulu, Hawaii
I will grieve as much as and for 
as long as I feel like grieving, 
and I will not let others put a 
timetable on my grief.
I will grieve in whatever way 
I feel like grieving, and I will 
ignore those who try to tell me 
what I should or should not 
be feeling and how I should or 
should not be behaving.
I will cry whenever and 
wherever I feel like crying. I 
will not hold back my tears just 
because someone else feels I 
should be brave or getting better 
or healing by now.
I will talk about my child as 
often as I want to, and I will 
not let others turn me off just 
because they can’t deal with 
their own feelings.
I will not expect family and 
friends to know how I feel, 
understanding that one who has 
not lost a child cannot possibly 
know how it feels.
I will not blame myself for  













my child’s death, and I will 
constantly remind myself that 
I did the best job of parenting 
I could possibly have done. 
But when feelings of guilt are 
overwhelming, I will remind 
myself that this is a normal part 
of the grief process and it will 
pass.
I will not be ashamed or afraid 
to seek professional help if I feel 
it is necessary.
I will commune with my child at 
least once a day in whatever way 
feels comfortable and natural to 
me, and I won't feel compelled 
to explain this communication 
to others or to justify or even 
discuss it with them.
I will know that I am not losing 
my mind and I will remind 
myself that loss of memory, 
feelings of disorientation, 
lack of energy, and a sense of 
vulnerability are all normal parts 
of the grief process.
I know that I will heal, even 
though it will take a long time.









I will let myself heal and not feel 
guilty about feeling better.
I will remind myself that the 
grief process is circuitous that is, 
I will not make steady upward 
progress.
And when I find myself slipping 
back into the old moods of 
despair and depression, I will tell 
myself that slipping backward 
is also a normal part of the grief 
process and these moods, too, 
will pass.
I will try to be happy about 
something for some part of 
every day, knowing that at first, 
I may have to force myself to 
think cheerful thoughts so 
eventually they can become a 
habit.
I will reach out at times and try 
to help someone else, knowing 
that helping others will help me.
Even though my child has died, 
I will opt for life, knowing that 
is what my child would want me 
to do.

       













Resolutions for the Bereaved Parent 

A life that 

touches the 

hearts of 

others goes 

on forever! 

—anonymus 
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CALENDAR
Cutoff for March • April Newsletter

February 16th

2009 BP/USA Annual National Gathering
“Light My Way”

Friday—Sunday •  July 10th – 12th 

FOR UP TO DATE GATHERING INFO VISIT:
12 5

St. Louis Bulletin Board

Part of BPUSA-StL’s commitment is to provide space for 
parents and families to communicate. Printed in your 
newsletter are private expressions of writers. We offer their 
writings only for your reflection. Sometimes observing 
nature or establishing routines signal solace to the writer. 
Often writers turn to religion or spirituality for comfort 
and guidance.  
BPUSA-StL shares these insights not only for your 
contemplation but also to acknowledge our community’s 
many, rich sources for strength and hope. 

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 ................................ (314) 726-5300
Traci Morlock ................................... (636) 332-1311
Drugs or Alcohol:
Patrick Dodd ..................................... (314) 575-4178

Grandparent:
Margaret Gerner ............................... (636) 978-2368

Child with Disability:
Lois Brockmeyer ............................... (314) 843-8391

Illness, Short Term:
Jean & Art Taylor .............................. (314) 725-2412
Illinois Contact:
Linda Moffatt ................................... (618) 243-6558
Jefferson County Contact:
Sandy Brungardt ...............................  (314 954–2410 

Murder:
Mata Weber ...................................... (618) 972-0429
Butch Hartmann ............................... (314) 487-8989
Only Child:
Mary Murphy.................................... (314) 822-7448
Suicide:
Sandy Curran ...................................  (314) 647-2863
Single Parent:
Mary Murphy ................................... (314) 822-7448

Submissions
(The cut off date for the March• April  issue is Feb 15th) 

To include your child’s photo send your  
donation/love gift & photo to:

Jamie Ryan
6309 Washington Ave

St. Louis, MO 63130
(Please send a self addressed stamped envelope)

Please make checks payable to BPUSA

To submit a poem or story email :  
Christine Bousman scottjchristinen@aol.com

ENDOWMENT
—Sascha

Hope gives us vision for regaining the tenderness of memories.
Hope carries us through to survival and healing.

Hope offers us courage for acceptance and overcoming.
Hope gives us new spirit and new laughter.

Hope is among the greatest gifts to be found in time of sorrow.
But hope cannot restore what is lost to death,
Hope can only go forward and make us new.

Give space to hope in your life.
And then it happens that your heart recalls some distant joy, a gladness from the past.
A slender light at first, then larger, braver until your mind returns to hope and peace.

Let memories be beauty in your life, like song and roses in the wintersun.
 

Telephone Friends

Honor your child   Be a…Web Sponsor for a $20 donation 
to BPUSA/STL your child will be featured on 
our home page for 1 month. Includes a scrolling 
message and picture (25 words or fewer).  Create a…Web Memorial at the 

 “Meet Our Children” section.  The cost is a $25 
donation.  Your child’s name will appear below 
your group as a link to their page. Interested? contact: Barb Blanton at our 

website or barb_blanton@yahoo.com. With 
your donation, specify whether you want to  
sponsor or to add to the web memorial.

Correction: The beautiful article, 

“What it is Like” appearing in our  

Nov Dec 08 issue was written by  

Glenda Skuletich of Annapolis, MD.
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—John O’Donohue 

On the day when 
the weight deadens 
on your shoulders 
and you stumble, 
may the clay dance 
to balance you.

And when your eyes 
freeze behind 
the grey window 
and the ghost of loss 
gets in to you, 
may a flock of colours, 
indigo, red, green, 
and azure blue 
come to awaken in you 
a meadow of delight.

When the canvas frays 
in the currach of thought 
and a stain of ocean 
blackens beneath you, 
may there come across the waters 
a path of yellow moonlight 
to bring you safely home.

May the nourishment of  
the earth be yours, 
may the clarity of light be yours, 
may the fluency of the ocean be yours, 
may the protection of  
the ancestors be yours.

And so may a slow 
wind work these words 
of love around you, 
an invisible cloak 
to mind your life.

Editors Note: Poem from ECHOES Of 
MEMORy by poet John Donahue 1954—2008
Currach:  A type of Irish boat made with a wood 
frame on which animal hides were stretched. 

There’s a  
Valentine Waiting 

for You
—Mary Cleckley

There’s a Valentine waiting for you,  
that’s different from all the others.

It’s there every month at our meetings.
Of heartbroken fathers and mothers.

Its envelope is made of caring.
The glue of understanding seals it tight.

This non-judgmental group 
 who’ve been there, 

help to take away your fear and fright.
So, come join with us together,  

read your living message printed clear.
In not only this month’s valentine,  

but all those  
throughout  

the year.
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What Is A Love Gift?
It is a donation made in your child’s memory to BP/USA. We are self-supporting and 
our St Louis Chapter runs entirely with volunteer staffers. Fund raising efforts and 
donations like “Love Gifts” pay all our expenses. 
If you ‘d like to have your child’s photo printed and BP/USA StL doesn’t have a picture on 
file please send a photo along with a self addressed stamped envelope to: 
Jamie Ryan, 6309 Washington Ave, St Louis, MO 63130 —Thank you!

In Memory of
Harrison Struttmann

—Terrill & Michel Struttmann

In Memory of
Madden Meyer
—Ryan & Lauren Meyer

In Memory of
Nicole Danielle Hendricks

Love
Beverly & Dan Hendricks

In Memory of
Amanda Schmidt

Love
Wendy & Robert Schmidt

In Memory of
Jayson Logsdon

Love
Laura & James Logsdon

In Memory of
Natalie Allmond

Love
Sharon Allmond

In Memory of
Brian Trunko

Love
Christy Trunko

In Memory of
Christine Nockels Gish

Love, Mom & Dad
—The Nockels

In Memory of
Eric Michael Hillberg

Love
Haniny Hillberg

In Memory of
Jill Elizabeth Scott

Love
James & Joan Scott

In Memory of
Ryan Michael Arnold

—Gerald & Barbara Martin

In Memory of
 Jason Westermayer

 —Fred & Mary Westermayer

In Memory of
 Jeff Westemayer
 —Fred & Mary Westermayer

In Memory of
Fred J. Westermayer Jr. 

 —Fred & Mary Westermayer

In Memory of
Lynn Marie Dust

—Weidinger

In Memory of
Ryan Paul Martin

August 10, 2006— October 31, 2007
Love and miss you,  

Daddy, Mommy, Jacob &Avery
—The Martins

In Memory of
Rosie Umhoefer

Remember the Christmas Eve, 
when you shed your t-shirt and 

jeans. We were all knocked off our 
feet. Years ago, but like yesterday 
 it seems. We love and miss you so, 

Dad &Mom
—Larry & Rosann Umhoefer



love gifts, donations received
lov

e g
ift

s, 
do

na
tio

ns
 re

ce
iv

ed

10 7

In Memory of
Daniel Mark Kohler

—Arlene & Buddy Thomason

In Memory of
Lenny Wright
—Randy & Kari Ulrich 

In Memory of
Natalie Louise Astorino

—Sal & Barb Astorino
In Memory of

Kara Michelle Milligan
—Michelle Milligan

In Memory of
Ryan Arnold

—Diane Snodgrass

In Memory of
Harrison Struttmann

—Tony & Connie
In Memory of

Michael Joseph Siegler
—Marilyn Siegler

In Memory of
Michael Utterback
—Byron & MaryKay Utterback

In Memory of
Billie Jean Jackson

—Catherine Jackson

In Memory of
Danielle N. Rivera

Love, Debbie & Mike

In Memory of
Kelly Noreen Ellis–Johnson

—Carol Ellis

In Memory of
Isaiah (Ike) Harrison

—Jack & Roberta Harrison

In Memory of
Andrew Schwach
Dec.11,1969- Dec.13,2005
—Gene & Susan Schwach

In Honor of 
BPUSA StL

Anonymous

In Memory of
Erin Marie Ewing

—Jean Ewing
—Sal & Barb Astorino

In Memory of
Daniel Golterman

Love, Mom
—Sharon Houston In Memory of

Dustin P. Terwilliger
—Jackie Benedick

In Memory of
Natalie Louise Astorino

—Sara Cunningham

In Memory of
Natalie Gayle Mehlman

In Memory of
Jeanne Marie  

Paszkiewicz Sorofman
—Gene & Joan Paszkiewicz

In Memory of
Jason & Joshua Forness

—Eileen & Greg Hay

In Memory of
Ronell Devon McAllister

—Pat & Gary Whitted

In Memory of
Zachary Nesthus 

Sharp Poore
—Betty Sharp

In Memory of
Paul Najee Daniels

—Walter & Gladys Daniels
In Memory of

J.P. Rosciglione
—Patty Jo & Lowell Harmon

In Memory of
Eric Paul Hampton

 —Kathy Hampton

In Memory of
Andrew Bryan Krejci

—Sharon Krejci


