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Bereaved Parents of the USA

W

Credo

e 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
BP/USA to provide a haven where all bereaved
families can meet and share our 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

One of the worst feelings that bereaved parents
have after the death of their child, is the terrible
feeling of being all alone in this world, like you are
the only person who has ever suffered the death of
a beloved child.

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.

At these Gatherings you will quickly find out
that you are not alone and that many others have
also lost a beloved child. You will find yourself
surrounded for the weekend by others who do
truly understand you and you will be amazed at the
bonds that you will forge at the Gatherings that
will last a lifetime. Bereaved parent always hate to
see these weekends come to an end because of the
help they have received and the friends they have
made. Most always go home eager to attend the
next year’s Gathering.
These weekends are filled with helpful Speakers,

It is impossible to tell you of how wonderful and
helpful the experience of attending a BP/USA
Gathering is, I can tell you that many from our
Marion County Chapter have attended them over
the years and have gained greatly from them.
We strongly urge any of you who can possibly
attend the Gathering to do so. Check out
www.bereavedparentsusa.org/Gathering.html
for information on the Gathering
and a Registration Form.
– Loving lifted from Marion Co Ocala,
FloridaChapter

Inside:

“Light my Way”.. ................................................ 1–2
“Are You Stuck in Grief?”.. ..................................... 3
St. Louis Bulletin Board........................................ 5
Jason Snyder Sponsorship................................... 6
Love Gifts......................................................... 8– 9
Easter Basket.. ..................................................... 11
Telephone Friends & Calendar........................... 12
Toddler & Infant ................................................. 13
Sibling Page........................................................ 14
Meeting Times and Places ................................. 15

Number 2

E

very summer since 1996 Bereaved Parent
of the USA (BP/USA) has held Annual
Gatherings for bereaved families. They are
hosted by different Chapters of BP/USA and are
held in different cities across the country. These
are weekends filled with hope and healing. This
year’s Gathering will be held in New York, NY
the weekend of July 10-12, 2009. It has been the
goal of BP/USA to keep the costs of these Annual
Gatherings as economical as possible. We work
with the hotels to get the best prices possible on
rooms and meals and strive to keep the registration
cost low.
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Start spreading the news,

Workshops, and Nightly Sharing Sessions. Meal
times together are a great opportunity for you to
meet new friends. There is a Bookstore, where
you can pick up the newest in books written for
bereaved parents. A Butterfly Boutique where you
can make purchases of things like butterfly and
angel items. You will find a Meditation Room for
you to steal away to and spend some private time
with your thoughts and your child. A beautiful
Closing Ceremony that includes a Picture
Presentation of all of the children of those attending
caps off the weekend.

www.bpusa stl .org
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Meeting Times & Places

Start spreading the news,
we’re leaving…
to attend

Friday through Sunday,
July 10th to 12th
If you want to be a part of it,
New York, New York.
If you want to wake up in the city that never sleeps,
and make a brand new start of it…
Call the Crowne Plaza Laguardia Airport Hotel
104-04 Ditmars Blvd., East Elmhurst, NY
Reservations BP/USA
Discounted room rate (Double/Single) $115 w/taxes
$133.88
Call toll free 1-888-233-9527
If you can make it there,
You’ ll make it anywhere,
It’s up to you…
New York, New York!

Partial verses of
New York, New York
Sung by Frank Sinatra, Written by Kander and Ebb

(3rd Wednesday, 7– 8:30 PM)
JEFFERSON COUNTY, SOUTH
Arnold Four Square Church
(1st Thursday, 7 P.M.)
1701 Missouri State Rd,
St Rose Catholic Church,
Arnold, MO 63010
Miller & 3rd St
Facs: Nora Suter......(314) 486-2016
Desoto, MO

BP/USA
2009 Gathering
Reminders:
 Gathering attendees may
register online this year if
they wish.
 Hard-copy registrations are
also accepted.
 Early–registration
discount!
Registration is $25 per
person or $75 per family of
three or more
only if registration made
before June 1, 2009.
 It would be a good idea to
make hotel reservations
early as well. Be sure to
mention that you are attending the BP/USA 2009
Gathering so that the hotel
will give you our special
rate.
Reminders courtesy of,
Shirley C. Ottman,
President
BP/USA Board of Directors

Arnold Imperial Grandparents
Facs: Ginny Kamp (636) 586-8559
& Sibling Groups

Sandy Brungardt....(314) 954-2410

BOWLING GREEN

Co: Debbie Larson

SOUTH COUNTY Fenton

(2nd & 4th Monday, 7 PM)
(3rd Thursday, 7-9 PM)
Abiding Savior Lutheran Church
Prairie Edge Garden Center,
4355 Butler Hill Rd.
18011 Business 161 S.
St. Louis, Mo 63128
Bowling Green, MO 63334
Fac: Cindy Morris...(636) 462-9961 Facs: Kathy Myers.. (636) 343.5262
Bowling Green Sibling GROUP Co: Darla McGuire (636) 671.0916
Fac: Wendy Koch....(573) 822-6123

TROY, MO Group

Troy SIBLING GROUP

NORTH COUNTY Group

(3rd Saturday, 9:30 A.M.)
Coldewell Baker
Gundaker Bldg (rear)
(1st Thursday, 7:30 PM)
2402 North Hwy 67
Knights of Columbus Hall
Fac:
Pat
Ryan.......... (314) 605–3949
5701 Hwy N, Cottleville MO
Fac: Marcia Hoekel.. (636).332-809
*Volunteer interpreter provided for
St. Peters SIBLING GROUP
hearing impaired, please call
Facs: Stacy Magill
Tracy Wallace......... (314) 809–5058 WEST COUNTY Group

ST. PETERS

Tri-County Chapter
(2nd Thursday)
First Baptist Church
402 North Missouri St
Potosi, MO 63664
Fac: Brenda Wilson (573) 438-4559

Questions? Call:

Sharon Krejci
(636) 532-0033

15

WASHINGTON MO Group

(3rd Tues, 7 PM
every other Month)
(2nd Tuesday, 7 PM)
First Baptist Church (use East door)
Ingersoll Chapel in Troy
11E. 14th St. Washington, MO
Fac: Cindy Morris (636) 462–9961
Fac: Betty Werner... (636).390-4422
Facs: Stacy Magill
Tracy Wallace (314) 809–5058

Saturdays @ 9:00 AM
Creve Coeur Gov. Center
room #1
300 N. New Ballas Road
All interested in how
our chapter operates are
welcome

(4th Tues, 7 PM)
Shaare Emeth Congregation,
1645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue)
MO 63141
Fac: Judy Ruby........ (314) 994–1996

ADDITIONAL MEETINGS
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

Bereaved Parents USA

www.bpus as tl.org

If you would like more information about the
2009 BP/USA National Gathering,
Please contact Diana Roscigno for more information:
516-233-4848

Business Meeting: March 21
Facilitators Meet: April 11

ARNOLD-IMPERIAL

Light My Way
2009 BP/USA
Annual National Gathering

BPUSA St Louis Chapter's

www.bpusa stl .org
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Are You Stuck in Grief?
Sibling
Page I
—Angela Purpura, TCF, Long Island NY

Do Not Over–Protect
Me … Let Me,
Be Me
—Colleen, TCF, Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, Canada

The Death of my Sister
—Cathy Schanberger, TCF, Baltimore, MD

With the death of my sister came some
painful realizations: that life really isn’t
always fair or predictable, that sometimes
even my best still isn’t good enough, and
that from that day on, the happy events
in my life would always be tinged with
sadness.
Despite the pain, and loss, death has also
left me with some valuable lessons and
precious gifts. Because of my sister’s
death, I have a greater appreciation of life
and a greater compassion for those who
hurt. I have learned to be a survivor; to
have a successful career and a productive
life in the face of tremendous grief and
loss. I have been gifted with good friends
and special people to help me through
the rough times. But most of all I have
been given the gift of time - time to heal
and time to replace those painful memories of death with the priceless memories
of my sister’s life.

A bereaved mother called just recently and said
what surprised her since their teenage daughter was
killed in a car accident was how relatives clearly had
not learned anything from her daughter’s death. It
didn’t help them appreciate what they have, their
own families, their health, having food on their
tables. They had not learned. Have we? We, the
parents of children whose death brought us to TCF?
Have we learned that it’s what we have left that
counts?
In my role as co–chapter leader of TCF, I have
talked to many bereaved parents over the last four
and half years since my eight year old daughter,
Cassandra, died of a brain stem tumor. Some
bereaved parents refuse to accept a helping hand.
They are negative and any attempt to gently help
them along is rebuffed. They wear their bereaved
parenthood as a rationale to express their rage
toward everyone around them, their spouse, their
surviving families, their coworkers, restaurant
personnel, even shop keepers. We each bring into
our grief our own strengths and weaknesses but
these, too, do not excuse our being stuck. Grief is

hard work: however, we can
choose not to work at
it. We can choose to be
alive and yet not live.
We have a choice.
We can spend our
remaining years complaining to the world around us
and seeking out others who do likewise, or choose to
use our loss as a tool by which to grow.
If you think you felt “better” last year or the year
before, perhaps you have stopped working at your
grief. To feel life is less painful you need to realize
that grief is an ongoing job. If your phone rings less
often, could it be that even your friends at TCF are
finding that you never have anything positive to say,
so to protect themselves, they, too, stay away?
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Is it that meetings are not helpful to you, or that
you won’t let them be a source of help? Is it that
time doesn’t heal or that you refuse to use the time
constructively? Consider accepting a helping hand.
You might be surprised. Or better yet, offer to help
someone else. It could help you to focus your energy
away from yourself and you might find you, too, can
be a source of strength to others. It could give you
the incentive to no longer be stuck.
Does being less unhappy really mean a betrayal of
our children? Surely we know we will never be the
same. However, being unstuck does not mean we
have forgotten our children.
Our love lives on. What can each of us do in
memory of our children?

—Naomi Holzman, TCF Volusia/Flagler, FL
In between winter and in between Spring, your death has left me feeling in between.
In between this world and in between the next since you died. Nothing’s the same.
I no longer feel like I belong, yet I haven’t wings for Heaven
though I have no heart for earth.
So, I’m somewhere with March– I’m somewhere in between.

Bereaved Parents USA

www.bpus as tl.org

When you are consumed with grief,
don’t forget about me.
Let me be me.
I grieve, too, but different from you.
I miss my brother/sister too.
Let me be me.
Tell me I can’t fix your pain. Don’t tell me I wouldn’t
understand. Please don’t overwhelm me with your
grief.
Let me be me.
Tell me often that you love me for being me. Ask me
about my goals and dreams for the future.
Let me be me.
Don’t break my spirit with your grief.
Let me be me.
Let me follow my dreams. Now they will include some
of my sister’s /brother’s dreams.
Let me be me.
Don’t over-protect me.
Let me be me.
Please don’t fill every spare moment I have with basketball, baseball, soccer, music, or dance classes, just so you
can fill your spare time and fall exhausted
into bed ad night.
I need free time to explore who I am.
Let me be me.
Don’t forget to continue to teach me
to celebrate life.
I need to know that through all this pain there is hope…
for my future.
Let me be me. As young as I am, please don’t over-protect me. Love me, guide me, teach me.
LET ME BE ME.

s it a few years down the road and life still has
no meaning? You’re still severely depressed.
You heard “it” gets better with time but you
keep asking, “When?” Meetings are supposed to
help so you’ve been going only to find they, too, have
not provided the answer. Could it be you are stuck
in your grief and don’t want to feel any differently
than you do? Bereaved parents have a choice of
making the best of the terrible situation or the worst
of a terrible situation.

www.bpusa stl .org
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Yoga
this Morning
D
C
eath of an only hild

Kim Perlmutter, 1st published on www.thegriefblog.com

I am still struggling this morning to shake
the reality of the real world. Its unscripted
and unexpected comments from innocent
bystanders shake my wobbly legs on this
chillier Feb morning as I am undressing
for yoga class… it is not even 7 AM!

It is impossible for me to not feel worse
when this woman adds she “is tired from
being woken up so many times during the
night from her kids sleeping next to her
disturbing her sleep.” I wanted to cry instantly and say quietly my son is dead. He
died in a blink. Yes— she would not believe this woman sitting here said this, yet
it is tragically the truth. I wanted to ask
her what she is doing at the gym at 7 AM?
Why would she prefer to be anywhere but

Yes— I want to try to escape my painful
reality and yes, I come at 7 AM to avoid
the brain making this parallel — if Joseph
was alive I would be getting him ready for
his school day before going to exercise
class or whatever would be that journey if
he was here in 1st grade.
How did this come to my morning when
I am really trying to be in the real world
and not focus on my dead son and my
dead dreams and my dead old life path?
How do I not tell her who I am next time
our paths cross? How do I not have to
expect to handle that her normal is not
easy or my reality and makes me even
more aware of what is gone? How do I
trust this is exactly where I am supposed
to be after 27 months?
How do I prepare myself if I go out into
the real world again today that more
unexpected visuals or overheard random
comments will not fill my ears and head
with more to digest and try to not focus
on and remind me of my loss again and
again and push off the desire to cave in to
the pain and not reinvent myself or focus
on being positive and make the
world a better place for others because my
little boy is dead?
I need to know how to handle this without
wearing a T–shirt that has his picture on
my body and a message on my back that
says HE DIED IN A BLINK.
This bereavement is the non visual
handicap that no one can see
unless we wear
our broken heart
on our sleeves…
I truly want to
give up
trying…

Infant & Toddler
Page

What I Miss
The Most Is You
I miss your smile,
I miss your laugh, I miss your cry.
I miss changing your diapers.
I miss washing your cups.

But what I miss the most is you.

I miss your first day at kindergarten,
I miss all the school plays you
would have been in.

I miss the hugs after getting out of school.
I miss helping you with homework.
But what I miss the most is you.

I miss seeing you on your wedding day.
I miss you getting your first car.

I miss taking you and your prom date’s picture.
I miss your graduation day
from high school and college.
I miss your first child being born.
But what I miss the most is you.

I miss Mother’s Days, Father’s Days,
Thanksgivings, Birthdays, and Christmas’.
But what I miss the most is you.

—Teresa McCullum, Tulsa, OK
Dedicated to Michael Edward McCullum
4/1/94-4/10/97

The death of a baby is like a stone cast
into the stillness of a quiet pool;
the concentric ripples of despair sweep
out in all directions,
affecting many, many people.
—De Frain, 1991
13

To My Granddaughter

—Joyce Johnson, Northshore, Boston TCF

Thanks to one of God’s special nurses,
Marie, I got to see you, hold you, and
touch you. The minute she placed you in
my arms. I felt an overwhelming feeling
of love, and I knew somehow, someway,
you felt it, too. As I sat there looking at
your beautiful little face and tiny body, I
hoped and prayed you would open your
eyes and let out a cry. But none ever
came. I knew that God had made you one
of his little angels in Heaven. As I handed
you back to Marie, I kissed you on the
cheek and wept. But I thank God with all
my heart and soul, and
his
special nurse, for the
short time we had
together.
Someday we
will meet again
in Heaven!
I love you
Nichoel!
Love,
Grandma

Bereaved Parents USA

www.bpus as tl.org

As I peel the layers of outerwear off my
own body, remove my shoes and start
to go into the “cave” , next to me is this
woman— happy spirit, normal from appearances— she is smiling broadly. She
has no idea my only son is dead. She is
one of these faces I see in the morning in
this yoga cave where I retreat to breathe
and challenge myself and try to stay present with life, doing positive things, starting my day in a positive way by coming to
be present and push myself to stand on
one leg and wobble and practice how to
balance and use this metaphor in my real
day to day life… and instantly shares how
hard it was to get out of her warm bed
this morning with 2 children cuddling up
around her.

home making breakfast and sending her
children off with hugs and love? What is
she doing here?

www.bpusa stl .org
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CALENDAR

St. Louis Bulletin Board
Connect to
other bereaved
parents and
honor your
child,
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Friday—Sunday • July 10th – 12th

2009 Golfing for Angels
Saturday, October 3rd

BP/USA St. Louis Chapter
P.O. Box 410350,
St. Louis, MO 63141
(314) 878-0890

•

St. Louis Chapter Newsletter
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Jamie Ryan • jamieryan_mo@hotmail.com

•

BP/USA National Hqtrs
P.O. Box 95,
Park Forest, IL 60466
(708)748-7866
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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

BPUSA/STL will feature your child for 1
month on our home page. You may include
a scrolling message, (25 words or fewer) and a
picture.

or create a Web Memorial at the web’s

“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.

(Cut off date for the May• June issue is April 15th)

To include your child’s photo send your
donation/love gift/
brief sentiment & photo to:
Jamie Ryan
6309 Washington Ave
St. Louis, MO 63130

(Include a self addressed stamped envelope,
and make checks payable to BPUSA)

Golfing for Angels 09

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.
Saturday, Oct. 3rd

Grandparent:

Margaret Gerner.................................. (636) 978-2368
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Death is not
extinguishing the
light;
it is putting out the
lamp because
dawn has come.
—Rabindranath Tagore

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

“Our grief always brings a gift.
It’s the gift of greater sensitivity and
compassion for others.
We learn to rise above
our own grief by reaching out
and lessening the grief of others.”

www.bpus as tl.org

Part of BPUSA StL’s commitment is to
provide space in our newsletter in which parents
and families can 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.

Telephone Friends

as a Web Sponsor A $20 donation to

Newsletter Submissions

— Dr. Robert Schuller

Suicide:

Sandy Curran...................................... (314) 647-2863

Single Parent:

Mary Murphy ..................................... (314) 822-7448

Bereaved Parents USA
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Joe’s Easter Basket

—Janet Keller, TCF South Dade, FL

A

s I got out my Easter decorations, it
took me back to happier years when my
kids were small, and the Easter Bunny
was still real. Joe was the youngest of our four
children and when he died, I felt as though it
was time to put the Easter baskets away. I asked
my other kids if they minded if we skipped
the baskets from now on. They agreed, they
were too old for the Easter Bunny, but it was
impossible for me to put away Joe’s. When I

6

“…my dilemma was
what to do with the Easter
basket? As I looked at the
Easter basket, I decided then

My surprise in the bottom of his basket I found
the box from that crazy toothbrush. I cried,
then I had to laugh remembering the fun I had
picking on him. I wondered to myself. Why he
hadn’t thrown the box away? Why was it tucked
down under the grass? It was as if he wanted me
to find it and to have just one more chuckle over
that silly toothbrush!
Yes, his toothbrush is still in the bathroom, as
I reminded myself - my other lads have moved
out, and yet their toothbrushes remain - so why
not Joe’s?
Everybody wonders what to do with the
Christmas stocking, my dilemma was what to
do with the Easter basket? As I looked at the
Easter basket, I decided then and there to use it.
I now use it to decorate my kitchen table. I also
use it to take snacks along to a gathering. A nice
seasonal touch and a small quiet reminder of my
wonderful son.

11

Happy Easter, Joe!

and there to use it. “
got Joe’s basket out the first year after his death,
it still had a few jelly beans in it and a small
surprise for me.

March 27, 1986— June 1, 2006
You are in our hearts forever.
We love and miss you,
Christy, Eli and Emma

For Easter that year I bought him a spiral
handled toothbrush. I remember buying it at
the store and laughing to myself about how Joe
would react when he found this silly toothbrush
hidden in his basket. I knew he would say, “I
knew I would win.” And he did.

M emory

—Wilfred A Peterson, Toms River, NJ

Is a form of immortality.
Those you remember never die.
They continue to walk
and talk with you.
Their influence is with you always.

Bereaved Parents USA

www.bpus as tl.org

Jason Snyder

The year before, Joe had seen a commercial on
television for a new spiral handled toothbrush.
He bugged the daylights out of me to buy him
one. I was very stubborn, telling him they
weren’t worth the money. I used the excuse
that he was a big kid and should be using an
adult sized toothbrush. The battle went on each
time he was with me at the store, or he saw the
commercial on television. It was fun to ruffle
his feathers and heckle him. He took it so well.

Love Gifts • donations received

Love Gifts • donations received
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In Memory of

Arran Ragon

November 26, 1985– March 1, 2007

In Memory of

Love always,

John C. Long IV

November 10, 1963– April 25, 1992

It’s been 17 years since you left us, you
touched the hearst of many and now
Bill has joined you and our love for you
will go on forever.
Love always, Mom

Mom, Dad, Kavin, Keith, Wendy,
Carissa, Tyler, Kaleb & Ragon
—Bill & Kaye Ragon

In Memory of

Rosie Umhoefer

I hope your wish came true.
Our big wish now is to someday
be with you.
Love, Mom & Dad
—Larry & Roseann Umhoefer

—Shirley Baumann

In Memory of

April 19, 1987 – Sept. 07, 2005
—Jerry & Jeannette Smith

What Is A Love Gift?

It is a donation made in your child’s memory to BP/USA. We are self-supporting

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!

Brian Klocke

April 19, 1980 — September 30, 2004

“I read someone’s words that
the soul is not more than the body and
that the body is not more than the soul.
Oh how wrong that is.
You may be physically away from us
but I feel your soul all around.”
Happy Birthday Son,
Mom, Dad, Rob, Jessica
& your baby Alyssa.
—BPUSA

Tyler DeWayne Smith

organization. Our St Louis Chapter runs entirely with volunteer staffers. For that
reason fund raising efforts and donations like “Love Gifts” and “Golfing for Angels”
pay all our expenses.

In Memory of

In Memory of

Daniel M. Kohler
May 14, 1971–May 23, 2005

—Arlene & Buddy Thomason

7
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The Good Fight

–Mary Cleckley, Atlanta, GA

–Pat Kruzela, TCF Atlanta, Georgia

B

efore our son’s death turned our lives upside
down, I cannot recall spending any time in
cemeteries. One or two elderly relatives, who
have lived out their span, are in cemeteries now, and
their loss is felt at holiday gatherings. As a child,
our Sunday School class once took a tour of the PreRevolutionary War cemetery behind the historic
old church I attended. I remember being shocked at
the number of tiny markers for the very young, who,
our teacher said, were so susceptible to diseases in
those colonial days. We were simply told people had
large families then because they knew illness would
take some of their children. We were never exposed
to the notion that this was a tragedy to these real
people of so long ago.

Others
“made it”,
so can I.

If you are like me…
I don’t want anybody to quibble with
me about whether my son’s birthday
is or was November 20 th,
because;

Spring
Holidays
—Lionel and Sandy Chaiken, T.C.F. Potomac, MD

A Birthday Table
—Frankie Wilford, Texas

No rustling tissue paper
scattered ribbons or burst balloons
no shouts of Happy Birthday
break the silence in this room.
Nonetheless, a birthday has rolled
again
though the beloved children
who reveled in the cheer
no longer blow the candles out
at the turning of the year.
Loving hands may bring
a photograph of that precious life to
share
and place it on the birthday table
with utmost tenderness and care.
For though the world may not recall
the laughter or the joy
we treasure every memory
of our birthday girls and boys.

Many special days soon are coming our way called
Easter, Passover, Mother’s and Father’s Day.
How do we react when non-bereaved people ask,
“How was your holiday?” as the weekend passed.
We nod, we smile, we say “Okay, just fine.”
But you and I know it’s just a good line.
No holidays are happy, for our sweet child has gone
our family togetherness plan is definitely all wrong.
So what do we do, how do we pay homage to those
who celebrate that day?
Our voices stay quiet, and our stories are sad.
We just have to get through the days that are bad.
Eventually we do come up with plans A and B
spending time with kind people who really do see.
We’re desperately trying to give it our best.
Our mourning style differs from all of the rest.
As survivors we reinvent our careers and our goals
patching new ideas with our bodies and souls.
We look for quiet places, safe harbor, retreat
sometimes we reach out, sometimes take a back seat.
But somehow through it all Springtime will renew
a strong sense of hope that we will get through.
With the blooming of flowers, the greening of trees
our strength returns and the harsh pain does ease.
Let our feeling, continue to grieve
soon you will see life’s tapestry reweave.

A) it is,
B ) it was, and
C ) it always will be
And, as to whether I have or had
two children…
because;
A) I do,
B) I did, and
C) I always will have.
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I Hope

—Tony Cartledge

I hope they have horses in heaven,
and saddles and bridles and trails.

I hope they have puppies and kittens,
and baseballs and hammers and nails.
I hope they eat ice cream in Heaven,
pizza and fish sticks and fries.

I hope there is green grass and sunshine
and crickets and bright butterflies.
I hope children are children in Heaven.
Hope they laugh and they sing
and they run,
for my daughter is somewhere in
Heaven barefoot
and looking for fun.

Bereaved Parents USA

www.bpus as tl.org

Many years
later, when my
grandmother was
in her 80’s, she told
me that the child
born before her
had died at the age
of three. At the
age of thirteen,
Grandmother
was stunned to
find her mother caressing this child’s clothing and
weeping in the attic of their home in the rolling hills
of Kentucky. I was a parent then and I thought,
“Well, of course Grandmother’s mother was sad,
but she had other children.” I didn’t know, did I?
Who among us did? Now when I go to see my son’s
marker, I examine the other headstones carefully.
Did everyone in the family live to be an acceptable
age? When I find one that clearly indicates the
death of a child, I study the parent’s markers closely.
How long did they have to live without their child?
Sometimes the number of years takes my breath
away. I am to learn from this. Others “made it,”
so can I. Without the Compassionate Friends I
wouldn’t have had a clue as to how they made it, and
I probably would have given up the effort.

I read the inscriptions on these older markers to see
if they provide any clues as to what helped those
before me carry on. I found one that summed it up.
It read: “Living, you made it easier to live; dead, you
make it easier to die.” So we are to endure. We do
know what it is to live, but now we have added the
dimensions of courage, love, and steadfastness. And
though we no longer hope for our own death as a
release from the pain, we, unlike more “other people”
will not fear it when we’ve finished “fighting the
good fight”.

