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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 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 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.

Bereaved Parents of the USA  Credo
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Bereaved Parents USA

St. Louis Chapter Newsletter

If you have moved, please notify us of your new address so 
you will continue to receive this publication! 

BPUSA 2011 
National Gathering 

Monumental 
Journey  

of the 
 Heart

July 29-31, 2011

Reston Virginnia’s Chapter, is hosting the 
2011 Gathering; and the event is shaping up 
to be truly monumental!

BPUSA website has details on this year’s speakers, 
they include Darcie Sims, Drs. Gloria and Heidi 
Horsley and Dave Roberts (see his article p14 ). 

The day the Lord created hope was probably the day he created Spring. 
—Bern Williams

WHY ATTEND A GATHERING?
—Sonia Berman, TCF/LA

Bereaved Parents of the USA and The 
Compassionate Friends each hold an annual 
gathering of bereaved parents, grandparents 
and siblings. For those who have never 
attended a gathering of bereaved parents, 
you may wonder why anyone would want to 
perhaps take vacation time to spend three 
days with other bereaved parents. Please let 
me explain because I had those same thoughts 
before I attended my first such gathering in 
Las Vegas in 2005, less than one year after 
Robert was killed. Here is what I found.

F irst, such a gathering is a safe place— not 
just to grieve, but to heal. Just as our chapter 
meetings allow for all emotions, a gathering 
is a safe environment. All emotions are safe 
and accepted. EVERYONE there understands 
you, even though they never met you before. 
And everyone there shares your pain as you 
begin to share theirs as well.

second, there is an immediate kinship 
with others. No one is a stranger. There is no 
ice-breaker needed. It is an instantaneous 
connection. You hear their stories and wonder 
how they are surviving. Your personal loss 
may even pale in comparison. I remember 
listening to a presenter tell about losing 
five members of her family— children and 
grandchildren—in one fatal car accident on 
Christmas Eve. Two years after the accident, 
two other sons each completed suicide within 
four months of each other and there she was-
dressed, not hysterical, actually presenting a 
workshop to help others. I thought: As hard 
as this is for me, if she can go on, I guess I can 
too.

third, you have the opportunity to attend 
workshops on a wide variety continued on 14  
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BOWLING GREEN Group
(3rd Thursday, 7-9 PM) 

Prairie Edge Garden Center,  
18011 Business 161 S.  
Bowling Green, MO  63334
Fac: Bill & Vicki Lagemann 
(573)242-3632

Bowling Green’s Sibling GROUP 
(Meet time same as Bowling Green)

Fac: Wendy Koch (573)822-6123

ST. PETERS /St Charles Group
(1st Thursday, 7:00 PM)

Knights of Columbus Hall 
5701 Hwy N, Cottleville MO
Fac: Mike & Jean Francisco
(636) 947–9403
St. Peters’ SIBLING GROUP
Fac: Nikki Boswell
nichole.boswell@gmail.com 
(Meets same time as St Peters)

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

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

Tri-County Chapter
(2nd Thursday)

First Baptist Church 
402 North Missouri St 
Potosi, MO 63664
Fac: Brenda Wilson (573)438-4559

JEFFERSON COUNTY Group
(1st Thursday, 7 PM)

St Rose Catholic Church,  
Miller & 3rd St 
Desoto, MO
Fac: Ginny Kamp  (636)586-8559 

WEST COUNTY Group
(4th Tuesday, 7 PM)

Shaare Emeth Congregation, 
11645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue)  
St. Louis MO 63141 
Facs: Judy Ruby (314)994–1996
Arlene Thomason (314) 401–2501

 Chapter's 
Business • Facilitators 

Meetings: Jan 8th & Feb 12th

Saturday @ 9:00 AM
BJC Hospital - St. Peters

10 Hospital Drive 
Room A/B

St. Peters, MO 63376
All interested in how 

our chapter operates are 
welcomed! Questions? 

Call: Cindy Morris 
(636) 462–9961

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 by suicide)
Meetings:  
4th Sat at 10:30 a.m.
St Lukes Hospital (141 & 40)
St. Louis, MO  
Linda Ferhmann 
 (314) 853-7925
Survivors of Suicide 
Baue Funeral Home 
620 Jefferson St, St Charles, 
Mo 63301
Meets: 1st & 3rd Monday 
Linda Ferhmann 
 (314) 853-7925

A WArm,  Welcome To NeWcomers
We understand how difficult it 
is to attend your first meeting.  
Feelings can be overwhelming; 
we have all experienced them 
and know how important it is 
to take that first step.
Our stories may be different, 
but we are alike in that we all 
hurt deeply.  We cannot take 
your pain away, but we can offer 
friendship and support.  Bring 
a friend or relative to lean on if 
you wish. 

NORTH COUNTY Group
(3rd Saturday, 9:30 AM) 

Coldwell Banker  
Gundaker Bldg (rear)  
2402 North Hwy 67
Florissant, MO 
Fac: Pat Ryan (314)605–3949 

 Volunteer interpreter for  
hearing impaired, call ahead!

Crestwood Group
(2nd Tuesday of the month, 7:00PM)

Chads Coalition Building
(Formerly Montgomery Bank)
180 Crestwood Plaza.
(9200 Watson Rd.)
St. Louis, Mo. 63126
FAC: Sandy Curran 314-918-5896 
skc4pets@gmail.com

SO. COUNTY Fenton Group
(2nd & 4th Monday, 7 PM) 

Abiding Savior Lutheran Church  
4355 Butler Hill Rd.  
St. Louis, Mo 63128
Fac: Kathy Myers (636)343-5262
 Co: Darla McGuire (636)671-0916

So County Sibling Group
Fac: Stephanie Dunn

 
 

 
 

Hope is like the sun,
which,  

as we journey towards it,
casts the shadow  

of our burden
behind us.

—Elizabeth Kubler-Ross

Getting Through the 
Annual Reminders  
of Your Loss —Carol Luebering, from TCF, TN

Memory writes on every page of the calendar, here a 
birthday, there a holiday, further on a wedding date. 
In the wake of death, those precious days bear a 
bittersweet tinge, a pang that the celebrations they 

mark will never be repeated with someone you have loved. Most of 
those dates are warmed by tender recollections; some are written 
darker than the rest. Whether this is your first turn around the 
calendar, or one of many, since your loss, these dates loom dark on 
the horizon. Tears that you thought were behind you swell again, 
and with them come a terrible loneliness.

Working Your WaY Through 
These days will not be wished 
away, even if your pull the covers 
over your head and wait for the 
sun to set; and perhaps nothing 
you can do will make them easy. 
You can meet these milestones 
head-on and make them into a 
bridge stretching toward a brighter 
tomorrow. Begin by planning 
a departure from your usual activities; take the dreaded day off 
work, if you can. No use in pretending that this day is like any 
other; it isn’t. Don’t let anyone, yourself included accuse you of 
“wallowing” in grief. Taking time to lean into your sorrow is  
facing reality.

reach ouT Choose your company for the day; don’t wait for someone 
to remember. Your grief easily slips out of mind, even within the 
closet circle of family and friends. Start dropping reminders when 
the day’s approach first begins to haunt you. Don’t assume that the 
best company is those with whom you have always spent that day. 
You might be more comfortable with someone who has been in 
your shoes. Claim the offers of “anything I can do” which were so 
generously made when your loss occurred. Be specific; say that you 
want someone to drive you to the cemetery, that you want company 
for shopping or lunch, and that you want a shoulder you can cry on, 
or even that you want someone to help you think of some way to 
mark the day.

Look Back Claim your memories, those bits of history which have 
made you who you are. Someone once observed that “memory is 
the power to gather roses in winter.” Clip your 

Don’t let anyone, 
yourself included 

accuse you of 
“wallowing”  

in grief. 

continued on 7  
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From the web: “Sometimes a dra-
ma comes along that’s subject 
matter affects you right down to 
the core. As a result you dwell 
on the film for days afterwards… 
that is certainly the case with 
‘Rabbit Hole’. It is impossible to 
watch this film and not get emo-
tionally involved… and that is 
mainly thanks to emotive script 
that its screenwriter, David Lind-
say-Abaire (‘Inkheart’, ‘Robots’) 
should be really proud of.” 
—Village Roadshow Publicity www.nydaily-
news.com/topics/John+Cameron+Mitchel

From a friend: “I agree this is a se-
rious movie not easy to watch giv-
en the emotional stress the family 
is under.  That said, I also think it 
is an important film.  We all ex-
perience loss during our lives–be 
it of a parent, close friend, or as 
in this case– our child.  I have no 
training or insight into how one 
deals with such loss.  However, my 
sense is that (1) we each process 
grief differently and (2) it is prac-
tically impossible to appreciate 
how another person goes through 
this kind of change in life.  Rab-
bit Hole is best in its willingness 
to confront both of these issues. 

—Stuart Yoak, St Louis MO.

RABBIT HOLE  
DIREc TOR:JOHn cAmEROn mITcHELL

WRITER: DAvID LInDsAy-ABAIRE

sTARRIng: nIcOLE KIDmAn

At the Movies 
Reviews of...

Two Days We Should Not Worry
—Author unknown, source TCF, South Australia

There are two days in every week about which we 
should not worry, two days which should be kept free 
from fear and apprehension. One of these days is 
Yesterday with all its mistakes and cares,its faults and 
blunders, its aches and pains. Yesterday has passed 
forever beyond our control. All the money in the world 
cannot bring back Yesterday. We cannot undo a single 
act we performed; we cannot erase a single word we 
said. Yesterday is gone forever.

The other day we should not worry about is Tomorrow 
with all its possible adversities, its burdens, its large 
promise and its poor performance; tomorrow is also 
beyond our immediate control.

Tomorrow’s sun will rise, either in splendor or behind 
a mask of clouds, but it will rise. Until it does, we 
have no stake in Tomorrow, for it is yet to be born. 
This leaves only one day, Today. 

Any person can fight the battle of just one day. It is when 
you and I add the burdens of those two awful eternities  
Yesterday and Tomorrow that we break down.It 
is not the experience of Today that drives a person 
mad, it is the remorse or bitterness of something 
which happened Yesterday and the dread of what  
Tomorrow may bring. Let us, therefore, live but one 
day at a time. 

“So don’t worry about tomorrow,  
for tomorrow will bring its own worries.  
Today’s trouble is enough for today.”
—Matthew 6:34 (NIV)

Don’t Think I Do Not Grieve
by Brenda Pentpent

Don’t think I do not feel;  
because you see no tears.  
A river rages deep inside 
of grief, and loss, and fears.

Just because I do not cry now,  
don’t think my heart’s not broken.  
I keep inside the misery of words not to be spoken. 
Sometimes I smile, or crack a joke,  
so you won’t see the pain; or notice  
how my hands will shake, or how I’ve gone insane.
Each time I chance to think of her,  
my heart is ripped asunder. 
The loss I feel is mine alone. 
You will not see my thunder. 

of topics. These workshops 
address all aspects of grief from journaling 
to art therapy; from sibling grief to after-
life communications; from losing your child 
suddenly to losing your child to a prolonged 
illness. There is always something to learn; 
and, the more you learn, the more coping 
skills you develop which will help you grieve 
and get through this devastating nightmare. 
And we all have to grieve in order to live.
Fourth, it is a chance to get in touch with your 
own emotions, thoughts, feelings and needs. 
You meet people who are just starting out on 
that miserable, never-ending road and some 
who have weathered the storm and are a lit-
tle further down the road. Believe it or not, 
just seeing the continuum gives hope and 
peace. A Gathering can be life-changing. It 

continued from 2 
Gatherings

can serve as a tool to show how our children 
can remain a positive part of our lives and 
how it is okay to keep their legacy alive.
I am planning on attending the Bereaved 
Parents of the USA Gathering in St. Louis. 
This will be my third such Gathering and I 
know I have much more to learn and gain by 
attending. The first two helped me a lot in 
putting my feelings in perspective and dis-
covering that everything I was experiencing 
was “normal.” 
Editor’s Note: Sonia is a member of the TCF/
LA Chapter which was a BP Chapter at one 
time also. Many of you may have met her at 
the last two Gatherings. Mort Schrag from 
that chapter has offered several good work-
shops at our Gatherings also. We enjoy a 
great relationship with this Chapter. 



w
w

w
.bpusastl.org

 

B e r e a v e d  P a r e n t s  U S A 
w

w
w

.b
pu

sa
st

l.
or

g

B e r e a v e d  P a r e n t s  U S A 

4 1313

     he feeling of 
worthlessness is 

strong in many 
bereaved parents. I 

believe that the myth 
of Perfect Parenthood 

that is deeply set in us 
is one of the main causes. 

We expect that we will raise 
perfect children, provide them 

with the very best we can afford, 
and most of all, we will see 
that they are safe and secure 
in their lives. Then when the 
unspeakable happens, and 
our child dies, we we feel 
we have failed totally and 
completely. We didn’t see 

the unhappiness in our child 
in time to prevent his suicide. 

We didn’t spot the symptoms 
of her illness in time to prevent 

her death. We let her take the car 
instead of driving her ourselves. We were enjoying 
ourselves somewhere else when he was run down  
by a careless driver. It is our fault. We failed to be a 
perfect parent.
It sounds ridiculous, but unconsciously, below our 
awareness, lies the idea that if we had been doing 
our job as “Good Parents” we could have prevented 
our child’s death. Not one of us has ever said: “I 
expect to be the perfect parent”, but on all sides of 
us it is implied that we should be. The television and 
advertising media are big contributors to this myth. 
The “Father Knows Best” type of television program 
convinces us that we should be Perfect Parents. The 
parents in the TV shows always see that their child 
is depressed and knows the right words to talk him 
out of it. The TV mother always discovers the illness 

Read other helpful articles 
by Margaret at bpusastl.org/poems/articles

THE MYTH OF PERFECT PARENTHOOD

in time for the doctors to cure him. The TV child has 
been taught to drive carefully and if he does get into 
an accident, he comes out of it with fixable injuries.
Advertising tells us the right things to use to raise 
perfect children. If they are not perfect it tells us the 
right things to use to make them that way. It even 
tells us what insurance to buy that will help us pay for 
that perfection. We ourselves, expect to do a better 
job of rearing our children than our parents did. All 
around us, other parents Seem to be doing a better 
job with their children than we are.
We are bombarded from all sides by the idea that 
we should be perfect parents. Even before our child 
died, many of us have felt inadequate as parents at 
times, but when our child dies we see ourselves as 
total failures. Our unconscious mind tells us we 
were not a perfect parent, so therefore our child is 
dead. It tells us we failed. It says we are worthless. 
How unfortunate this is. As human beings we can’t 
be perfect parents. We need to realize that we did 
the best we could have done for our child with the 
emotional, intellectual, and material tools we had. 
Our child’s death, no matter what he died from, was 
not caused by our failure as parents.
We need to be aware that this myth of Perfect 
Parenthood is actively at work in our subconscious 
minds and feeds our feelings of worthlessness. the 
pain of the loss of our child is devastating enough, 
we don’t need to beat ourselves down even further 
by allowing this myth to consume us. For Emily’s 
birthday in April, we again came together. We 
decorated as we would have for a birthday party. 
While we called “Emily’s Birthday Party”, it was 
in reality, a celebration that she had been born and 
had given us so much joy. This time each of us wrote 
notes to Dorothy sharing our feelings about our loss 
and about the gift Dorothy had given us in Emily. 
(Again we cried and comforted each other. Again, we 
affirmed the rightness of openly expressed grief.) 

—Sara Tamburrino, Rolla, 
MO. lovingly lifted from 
BPUSA of Springfield, IL, 
2008.

One of the main topics 
Linda Moffatt addressed was 
the collection and creation of 
memories when a baby dies either 
before or shortly after birth. Linda’s infant 
son Nick died seven years ago. She assured the  
group that you never forget, and that parents should 
not try to.
She stated that her memories have given her much 
comfort as the years have passed. Although there is 
still pain, it has softened and she sees her memories 
of Nick as something very special in her life. She 
had several good ideas for collecting and creating 
memories. 
Items can be kept in a special memory box or 
book. This may be as simple as just a storage box, 
or can be something created and decorated for this 
purpose. Linda has used a trunk, which she has  
decorated beautifully.
Photograph albums can be used to keep pictures, 

certificates, cards, poems, or journals. 
Don’t be afraid to include anything that 

can connect with your pregnancy, 
your baby, and even things that 

happened after his or her death 
- include anything that is 

special to YOU. Pictures 
of the mother while     

pregnant, or an 
ultrasound of the 

baby can be part 
of your memory 

collection. 
    Pictures, footprints, 

ultrasound pictures and others 
can be transferred to a shirt or other 

clothing using transfer medium and a copy 
of the object. (A craft store could help with these 
items.) 
Special jewelry can be purchased or created using the 
child’s birthstone, either from the birth, death, or the 
due date. Charms can be engraved with names and 
dates. Lockets can be worn with pictures. 
Personalized license plates can be ordered with 
names and/or special dates. Linda’s license plates 
read NICK85. She is very proud of these plates and 
they have given her comfort as time passed. 
Linda ended by advising parents not to be limited by 
what other people think is appropriate. Follow your 
own heart in collecting things that are important to 
you. This may be different for every parent. 

Infant & Toddler Page

A summary of  
Linda Moffatt’s 1993 
BPUSA National Gathering  
workshop.

 
Forgiveness is giving up the hope that  

the past could have been better. 
—author unknown

Collecting 
and  
Memories
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Telephone Friends
 Hotline:

Linda Ferhmann                         (314) 878-0890 
Accident, Automobile:

Katie VerHagen ................................... (314) 576-5018

Accident, Non Vehicular:
 is looking for a volunteer

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:
 is looking for a volunteer

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) 918-5896

Single Parent:
Mary Murphy  ......................................(314) 822-7448

mARcHWinds
—Betty Davis, TCF, Marion, Ohio

As the winds blow, often violently, it is as if 
there is an attempt to wake us from our winter 
lethargy. The birds begin to sing, calling 
to us. The dormant trees begin to move in 
the breeze. We see the first buds. Witness 
a crocus peeping through the encrusted 
ground. Regardless of our grief and regrets, 
life goes on, whether we participate or not.

This can be a season of renewal. We can 
symbolically plant a flower, a tree, or a bush, 
and nurture it as we loved our child. As the 
plant flourishes and adds beauty to our lives, 
we can experience a sense of creation just as 
our child added meaning to our lives.

It’s time to sort out the good memories when 
we do our spring cleaning. Discard the anger, 
regret, disappointment and sorrow. Shake it 
out and throw it away. Hold on to all that is 
“good. Cherish it forever. 

It’s time- to make a constructive effort to 
restore ourselves. We hope the gales of 
the March winds will awaken you-to-a-new 
beginning. May the “winter of our discontent” 
disappear. We wish for you to live in the 
future with your happy memories. 

SHARED THOUGHTS 
ON CARING FOR 
FRIENDS & FAMILY 
RELATIONSHIPS
—Marie Hofmockel, TCF Valley Forge

requently, the change of seasons 
adds to our depression. In the 

spring, we look forward to the 
new plant life popping up all around 

us, bearing the fact its dormant life was 
only temporary.

Often, when the evidence of spring does not lift our 
spirits as it has in the past, it iterates to the low level 
our depression has descended. We begin to question 
why our beloved children and siblings can not return 
to us. It can even make us feel we are less important 
than the nature we view.
When we are in the pit of depression, we can not see 
beyond our loss. It is important to have someone who 
will not immediately encourage us to see a doctor to 
prescribe anti-depressant drugs, so they can shift the 
responsibility of helping us to someone else. We need 
someone who is willing to listen to our rambling and 
repetitive talking about our loss, and will not pass 
judgment, even though they do not understand us. 
But hopefully, they will gently encourage positive 
thinking. We need to be accepted for what little 
we can give in return. When we lean on those who 
help us, it is essential to let them know we are doing 
the best we can in our very abnormal situation, and 
appreciate their allowing us to talk about that which 
is very healing in our grief.
Relationships with our family members, are also 
important. Our remaining children need to know 
they are as equally important, and loved as much as 
our deceased. By putting our dead child on a high 
pedestal, the remaining siblings can feel they are not 

as precious to us. It is best to be verbal, and not assume 
they understand our feelings. It is very normal for 
siblings to find more comfort in sharing with friends, 
or other siblings, rather than parents. It is too much 
for them to take on their parent’s grief, and it hurts 
too much to see parents cry. They have had both the 
terrible loss of a sibling and a stable parent (as they 
knew them), and they too, are fragile.
The marriage is under tremendous strain. Both are so 
overwhelmed with grief, and don’t have the strength to 
support the other. It is like leaning on a bent twig. If we 
harbor little grievances, all sorts of held in resentment 
may surface, exploding into serious problems. Most 
sexual relations habits will change, and frequently, in 
opposite directions. It is important to try and resolve 
continued absence of sexual relationships. This takes 
communicating with one another. A spouse can not 
fully understand or solve their mate’s grief, but we must 
accept each other’s style of grieving. The accusation 
of blaming a mate for the death is probably the most 

damaging of all. 
If this continues 
to smolder, it 
may be helpful 
to include a 
third party, such 
as a psychiatrist, 
pastor, or some 
form of grief 
counselor. No 
bereaved parent 
can handle 

being accused of their child’s death. We must attempt 
a resolution, we can’t afford to lose our marriage 
along with our child. Sometimes an experienced 
grief specialist can help clear our vision. It is very 
normal to blame someone for the death. But, most 
often in a family situation, the death could not have 
been prevented, or the party being accused was 
acting to the best of their ability. We must forgive, for 
they also loved the deceased, and are hurting badly.   
God Bless, Marie 

Peanuts and Charlie Brown
“I have a new philosophy. I am only 
going to dread one day at a time.”

Laughter 
is God’s gift to us 
 to help ease the pains  
of life’s tough times. 
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 Hotline  
314.878.0890

6

PageSibling 

Corrections
Please notify  

us of  
ommissions 
& or needed 
corrections!

Newsletter Submissions
Cut off date for 

May • June 
June 2nd

Send your submission to:
Newsletter

PO BOX 1115
St. Peters, MO 63376

If sending picturer include 
a self addressed  

stamped envelope
and make checks payable to 

    
Thankyou!

 Honor your Child  
Be a…Web Sponsor. Make a $20 donation to 

 and your child’s picture will be displayed 
on our home page for 1 month.  You can also write the 
scrolling message above your child’s picture (25 words 

or fewer).  Sponsorship is on a first come first serve 
basis.

Create a…Web Memorial at the “Meet 
Our Children” section.  The cost is a one-time $25 

donation.  Your child’s name will appear below your 
group.  Their name will be the link to their  web page 

containing their picture and an optional one page 
story.

Interested?  Make checks  payable to BPUSASTL 
and mail to  

BPUSASTL, Website, P.O. Box 1115, St. Peters, 
MO 63376.   When sending in your donation, please 
specify whether you want to be a web sponsor or to add 

your child to the web memorial.

—Laura Wexler, (Ms Wexler’s article was lovenly lifted 
from 2008, Bereaved Parents of Springfield, IL.

At first “I’m still here” was the mantra I 
chanted inside my head, chiding myself 
for sadness, urging myself that, unlike 
Rachel, I was still living and must not be 

sad, must not miss a moment of time or anything 
else precious. Months later, unable to contain my 
grief, I said I’m still here as if I were the only one of 
my tribe to escape slaughter and wandering plains 
alone. I wanted to die. Not because I hate life, but 
because I wanted to see Rachel.

Many times my parents, washed in grief looked at me 
through saIt water, saying, “You’re still here. You’re 
all we have left.” Those words weighed heavily upon 
me, made me feel too loved, too lucky. And they 
made Rachel feel too gone. But just as many times 
I wanted to shake my parents out of depression and 
back into life before Rachel’s death, saying, “I’m still 
here. Don’t you leave me too.”
For almost a year after Rachel died, I didn’t say her 
name out loud. The sound of the R and the A and 
the ending L felt foreign on my tongue. Later, when 
I joined a support group, the facilitator noted that I 
never said Rachel’s name. It just hurt too much. And 
if I’d had my choice, I would have asked my parents 
not to say Rachel’s name either. Any instance we now 
used her name was unhappy. 
Talking about family or home or anything in my past 
was terrifying for me. Sometimes, as I told a story or 
recounted a memory, I said “we” instead of “U’ Pretty 
soon, thought, I got the hang of checking everything 
over in my head before I opened my mouth. The 
thing is, -though, if you tell a lie enough times, you 
start to forget the truth you’re trying to cover up in 
the first place. I started to feel my memory blurring 
and that frightened me. Memory was my only link 
to Rachel. 
I ask myself why I have such trouble talking about 
Rachel’s death or even her life, and come up with a 

I really believe no one 
understands my particular 
pain, the things I’ve lost, 
tangible and intangible, 
since Rachel’s death… 

couple of things. I really believe no one understands 
my particular pain, the things I’ve lost, tangible and 
intangible, since Rachel’s death… The only person 
that knows exactly how I feel is dead. 
It’s hard to worry about your own grief when your 
parents are not parental anymore. My mother, who 
probably told me when to take my first breath and 
how long it would last, abruptly withdrew from being 
an overbearing presence in my life. She never left me 
completely, but there were enough times when she’d 
look down at her feet and say quietly... “Laura, I just 
can’t take this right now. I’m lucky if I can get up in 
the morning.” Just as I wanted my old self, my old 
world ‘back, I wanted a mother I could fight with. 
My father sits as the head of the table, head bent 
to his chest, and pulls his glasses off to sob freely... 
This idea that you should be able to protect and 

comfort and be there 
for your parents 
even more than for 
yourself is particular 
to people on the 
brink of adulthood. 
Like me. In other 
words, if I were 12 
or 13, few people 
would expect me to 
assume a parental 
role. But as I was 

18, it was apparently okay for people to continually 
ask, “How are your parents doing? Are you helping 
them as much as you can?” I felt guilty enough about 
being alive. And then to have people insinuate 
that my main function in life thereafter was to 
be a comfort for my parents made me feel worse. 
Because I honestly didn’t see that my parents were 
remarkably comforted by me. They were sad when I  
was there and when I wasn’t. And I couldn’t do a 
thing about it. 
Laura Wexler, writer & assistant editor for “George” Magazine, 
was 17 when her sister Rachel, 18, was killed in a freak boating 
accident at a summer camp. Laura wrote “I’m Still Here” four 
years later. Baltimore, MD.

Part of BPUSA-StL’s commitment is to be a space where our 
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 they 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.  

I am Still Here

GFA is 
September 24, 

2011
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—Abigail A. Fuller, the mother 
of Scout, who died of cancer 

on July 7, 2007

For a parent who has lost a 
child, feeling gratitude, much 
less intentionally fostering it 
in oneself, might seem like 
the last thing on your mind 
(and heart). We have every 
right to be mad “at’ the’ world 
and “even to be mad at God. 
We have been robbed, blind-
sided, made the butt of a 
cruel cosmic joke because the 
thing we feared the most has 
happened. 
But, astonishingly, within 
days of Scout’s leaving this 
world, I found myself cultivat-
ing gratitude. At first it was 
unintentional. I began writ-
ing in my grief journal lists 
of things that were uniquely 
her: what she wanted to eat, 
funny things she said, excit-
ing events in her life. I had a 
great fear of forgetting her-
forgetting her essence, her 
soul, who she really was-and 
so set out to record the de-
tails of her life. Even if it pro-
longed my agony, I was deter-
mined to remember her with 
every ounce of my being. But 
I noticed something. I noticed 
immediately that writing 
about her brought me joy: it 
made me feel grateful for her 
life. I felt grateful for being 
part of that life. 
Those states of gratitude did 
not last long in the begin-
ning. But when I felt them, I 
was transformed. I felt light, 
I felt in touch with the di-

vine. And I felt much closer 
to Scout when I was feeling 
grateful than when I was deep 
in despair. Indeed, I began to 
notice within myself a fierce 
determination to keep front 
and center the joy that was 
Scout’s life, not the despair 
that she was physically gone. 
Like a blade of grass pushing 
through a crack in a sidewalk, 

I felt inside an irrepressible 
force for life, for affirming 
life, her life.
It has been easy to be grate-
ful for the comfort of fam-
ily and friends. My sisters 
and parents came together 
to grieve and support me in 
my grief in a way I would not 
have thought possible before. 
We are so very grateful for 
each other, and we all know 
it. I was astonished by the 
number of people from our 
church, our community, my 
workplace who reached out 
in one way or another. I felt 
profoundly grateful for every 
card, e-mail, meal brought 
to our house, gift left on our 
doorstep.
Gradually, as I regained some 
control over my life, I saw that 
I could make a practice of cul-

tivating gratitude. I had nev-
er been a disciplined thank-
you note writer, but I became 
one, because I so wanted to 
express the gratitude that I 
felt for the support I received. 
I vowed to give thanks every 
day for Scout.
Early on in this grief  
process, I realized that 
alongside the unbearable  
reality that Scout is physi-
cally gone, there is an-
other reality, equally true: 
that she was here, that she 
lived a wonderful eight 
years. When I focus on that  
reality, I feel unbounded grat-
itude. 

7

continued from 2 

10 I felt inside  
an irrepressible 
force for life,  
for affirming life,  
her life.

cultivating gratitude
bouquet; get out the scrapbook and 

the old birthday cards; line up the gifts and souvenirs 
you cherish. Call to mind all the joys and struggles 
which shaped this interrupted relationship. Write 
a new obituary, one which contains all the personal 
details you wouldn’t have entrusted to the newspaper 
even had there been room. Include a 
physical description; the color of 
eyes and hair, the way their 
nose crinkled, the shape 
of their hands. Add 
the qualities which 
were important to 
you. Admit your 
regrets. If you are 
haunted by a bit of 
unfinished business, 
and unresolved 
quarrel cut short by 
death, words of love 
and appreciation left 
unspoken, say what you need 
to say in some formal way by 
writing a letter or by expressing your feelings 
to a valued friend. Mourn the dead dreams; the hope 
of seeing a child grown, celebrating a milestone. Claim 
your grief. Give yourself permission to cry as much as 
you need to. Relive once more the illness or accident 
which precipitated your loss. Recapture the feelings 
which swept over you at the time of death. Recall, too, 
the signs of care which surrounded you in those 
difficult first days. Reread the cards and notes, the 
visitors’ book. Feel again the warm hugs; the gentle 
pressure of others hands in yours, the sight of friends 
gathered to grieve and to pray with you. Survey        
your journey through the calendar so far, with all its 
ups and downs. Take stock of how far you have come, 
of the unexpected strengths you have found within 
yourself. Congratulate yourself for coming as far as 
you have, for getting out of bed on the days when 
that seemed impossible, for learning to manage the 
everyday stuff of life without someone who once was 
part of life’s daily structure. 

Look ForWard Close at least one small door on 
the past. Make a conscious act of  forgiveness to 
someone; the love who abandoned 

you, the killer, the doctor who didn’t diagnose 
soon enough, yourself. Clean a closet, even if all 

you can do is rearrange it. Create a new holiday ritual. 
Go out for Thanksgiving dinner instead of fixing the 
turkey yourself. Replace the big tree with a small one 
trimmed with bows instead of getting out ornaments. 
Mark a birthday by giving just one thing which 

belonged to the person you mourn to someone 
who will cherish it. Celebrate today’s joys. 

Count the blessings you have, especially 
the people who grace your life with 

love. Ask yourself which of those 
relationships need attention, to 
whom you need to express your 
affection while there is still time. 
Mark your calendar to make a 
friendly phone call or extend and 

invitation. Plan just one thing for 
the future. Think big, if you can; a 

change of job, a special vacation trip, 
redecorating the house. Or think small. 

Promise yourself lunch with a friend next 
week; get a book you 
have wanted to read 
from the library; 
rearrange the living 
room furniture. 
Dream of being 
whole and happy; 
imagine yourself 
facing life with 
confidence.

Take Heart  However unimaginable such wholeness 
may seem, it is the end toward which grief ’s journey 
leads. Time, they say, heals all wounds. There is some 
truth in that; leave a broken bone alone and it will 
mend. But only a fool hopes that time alone will make 
an unset bone straight and strong. In the same way, 
time alone heals grief without bringing wholeness. 
The turns through the calendar mark the passage 
of time; one year, two years, ten. But time works its 
magic only when it is used well. Face the truth of 
your sorrow and the truth of the healing which has 
already begun; and believe it; those of you who are 
now weeping will one day laugh again. 

Face the truth of your sorrow 
and the truth of the healing 
which has already begun; and 
believe it; those of you who 
are now weeping will one day 
laugh again.

continued from 7 
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What Is A Love Gift?
It is so good. It is a donation made in your child’s memory 
to . We are a self-supporting organization that runs 
entirely with a volunteer staff. For that reason, fundraising 
efforts and donations like Love Gifts, Golfing for Angels,  
Web Sponsorship, Web Memorials, and other events pay all of 
our expenses.
If you ‘d like to have your child’s photo printed and  do not 
have a picture on file, please send a photo along with a  
self addressed stamped envelope to:  

, Lovegift, PO BOX 1115, St. Louis, MO 63376
Make checks payable to .
—Thank you!

8

In Memory of
Derek Ballmann

Love, Mom
—Brenda Ballwin

9

None of us could pass the truck 
because a solid yellow line 
divided, for the most part, the 
two-lane highway.  Since it 
appeared that I was not going 
to be able to pass, I decided 
to just settle back and enjoy 

the scenery, enjoy the present 
moment.

During the next three to four miles 
of my ride, here is what transpired and 

how I feel it relates to our grief journeys:
n The car directly in front of me attempted to pass the 

Wal-Mart truck, realized that he couldn’t and got back behind it.  
During my early grief, there were days that I wanted 
to get around my pain or just simply avoid it. When 
I attempted to do that, it just made my emotional 
pain worse. I learned that the only way to deal with 
my pain was to ride it out, until it became tolerable. 
Also, the driver recognized his limitations in that 
situation. At any time during our grief journeys, we 
need to recognize that there are certain situations 
that we may not be able to handle. Recognizing our 
limitations is a key ingredient in learning to take 
care of ourselves during our lifelong journeys.
n n As I continued to enjoy the scenery around me and the 
present moment, the truck suddenly pulled onto the shoulder 
of the road and let us all pass.  I appreciated his thoughtfulness, 
particularly in this day and age where chivalry is sometimes an 
afterthought.  

His action reminded me of two very important 
lessons that I have learned since Jeannine’s death. 
The first relates to the importance of dealing with our 
own pain by doing something nice for others.  Using 
our pain to help others is a key component of service 
work.  The second lesson relates to the importance 
of taking care of the present and letting the universe 
take care of the rest.  When I have been able to 
accomplish this, I have been able to find joy, meaning 
and develop a greater appreciation for those around 
me.  Being present-minded has also allowed me to 
appreciate the connectedness that I still have with 
Jeannine and her continuing influence in redefining 
who I am. 

Sharing Pain 
is a Gateway to Hope
—David J.Roberts, LMSW, CASAC is a bereaved parent, 
of Jeannine Marie, 18 when she died of  cancer. Jeannine's 
dad will speak at BPUSA  2011 “Monumental Journey of 
the Heart”  Article retrieved from www.opentohope.com. 
Website of Dr's Horseleys' The Open to Hope Foundation

I have used many analogies and metaphors to 
describe my grief journey in the seven years 
since my daughter Jeannine died.  During my 
early grief, I frequently described feeling, on a 

good day, like I had been consistently pummeled with 
a baseball bat. On an excruciating day, it felt like two 
baseball bats were simultaneously pummeling me.  As 
my journey has progressed, my analogies are not so much  
related to the pain of Jeannine’s death, but rather on 
what her death has taught me.

Late last week, I was driving 
to a baseball game. As 
soon as I pulled onto the 
highway, I found myself 
behind a very slow moving  
Wal-Mart truck.  I have never 
been a patient driver, and 
most of the time experience 
extreme frustration when I 
am behind a slow moving 
vehicle.  There were also two 
other cars in front of me. 

“As my journey 
has progressed, 
my analogies 
are not so much 
related to the 
pain of Jeannine’s 
death, but rather 
on what her death 
has taught me.”

In Memory of

Dylan Murphy
Oct 8, 1984–August 2, 1991

—Mary Murphy

With Thoughts of Donna 
Loving Mom of

Ryan Arnold
–Jamie Ryan
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What Is A Love Gift?
It is so good. It is a donation made in your child’s memory 
to . We are a self-supporting organization that runs 
entirely with a volunteer staff. For that reason, fundraising 
efforts and donations like Love Gifts, Golfing for Angels,  
Web Sponsorship, Web Memorials, and other events pay all of 
our expenses.
If you ‘d like to have your child’s photo printed and  do not 
have a picture on file, please send a photo along with a  
self addressed stamped envelope to:  

, Lovegift, PO BOX 1115, St. Louis, MO 63376
Make checks payable to .
—Thank you!
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None of us could pass the truck 
because a solid yellow line 
divided, for the most part, the 
two-lane highway.  Since it 
appeared that I was not going 
to be able to pass, I decided 
to just settle back and enjoy 

the scenery, enjoy the present 
moment.

During the next three to four miles 
of my ride, here is what transpired and 

how I feel it relates to our grief journeys:
n The car directly in front of me attempted to pass the 

Wal-Mart truck, realized that he couldn’t and got back behind it.  
During my early grief, there were days that I wanted 
to get around my pain or just simply avoid it. When 
I attempted to do that, it just made my emotional 
pain worse. I learned that the only way to deal with 
my pain was to ride it out, until it became tolerable. 
Also, the driver recognized his limitations in that 
situation. At any time during our grief journeys, we 
need to recognize that there are certain situations 
that we may not be able to handle. Recognizing our 
limitations is a key ingredient in learning to take 
care of ourselves during our lifelong journeys.
n n As I continued to enjoy the scenery around me and the 
present moment, the truck suddenly pulled onto the shoulder 
of the road and let us all pass.  I appreciated his thoughtfulness, 
particularly in this day and age where chivalry is sometimes an 
afterthought.  

His action reminded me of two very important 
lessons that I have learned since Jeannine’s death. 
The first relates to the importance of dealing with our 
own pain by doing something nice for others.  Using 
our pain to help others is a key component of service 
work.  The second lesson relates to the importance 
of taking care of the present and letting the universe 
take care of the rest.  When I have been able to 
accomplish this, I have been able to find joy, meaning 
and develop a greater appreciation for those around 
me.  Being present-minded has also allowed me to 
appreciate the connectedness that I still have with 
Jeannine and her continuing influence in redefining 
who I am. 

Sharing Pain 
is a Gateway to Hope
—David J.Roberts, LMSW, CASAC is a bereaved parent, 
of Jeannine Marie, 18 when she died of  cancer. Jeannine's 
dad will speak at BPUSA  2011 “Monumental Journey of 
the Heart”  Article retrieved from www.opentohope.com. 
Website of Dr's Horseleys' The Open to Hope Foundation

I have used many analogies and metaphors to 
describe my grief journey in the seven years 
since my daughter Jeannine died.  During my 
early grief, I frequently described feeling, on a 

good day, like I had been consistently pummeled with 
a baseball bat. On an excruciating day, it felt like two 
baseball bats were simultaneously pummeling me.  As 
my journey has progressed, my analogies are not so much  
related to the pain of Jeannine’s death, but rather on 
what her death has taught me.

Late last week, I was driving 
to a baseball game. As 
soon as I pulled onto the 
highway, I found myself 
behind a very slow moving  
Wal-Mart truck.  I have never 
been a patient driver, and 
most of the time experience 
extreme frustration when I 
am behind a slow moving 
vehicle.  There were also two 
other cars in front of me. 

“As my journey 
has progressed, 
my analogies 
are not so much 
related to the 
pain of Jeannine’s 
death, but rather 
on what her death 
has taught me.”

In Memory of

Dylan Murphy
Oct 8, 1984–August 2, 1991

—Mary Murphy

With Thoughts of Donna 
Loving Mom of

Ryan Arnold
–Jamie Ryan
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—Abigail A. Fuller, the mother 
of Scout, who died of cancer 

on July 7, 2007

For a parent who has lost a 
child, feeling gratitude, much 
less intentionally fostering it 
in oneself, might seem like 
the last thing on your mind 
(and heart). We have every 
right to be mad “at’ the’ world 
and “even to be mad at God. 
We have been robbed, blind-
sided, made the butt of a 
cruel cosmic joke because the 
thing we feared the most has 
happened. 
But, astonishingly, within 
days of Scout’s leaving this 
world, I found myself cultivat-
ing gratitude. At first it was 
unintentional. I began writ-
ing in my grief journal lists 
of things that were uniquely 
her: what she wanted to eat, 
funny things she said, excit-
ing events in her life. I had a 
great fear of forgetting her-
forgetting her essence, her 
soul, who she really was-and 
so set out to record the de-
tails of her life. Even if it pro-
longed my agony, I was deter-
mined to remember her with 
every ounce of my being. But 
I noticed something. I noticed 
immediately that writing 
about her brought me joy: it 
made me feel grateful for her 
life. I felt grateful for being 
part of that life. 
Those states of gratitude did 
not last long in the begin-
ning. But when I felt them, I 
was transformed. I felt light, 
I felt in touch with the di-

vine. And I felt much closer 
to Scout when I was feeling 
grateful than when I was deep 
in despair. Indeed, I began to 
notice within myself a fierce 
determination to keep front 
and center the joy that was 
Scout’s life, not the despair 
that she was physically gone. 
Like a blade of grass pushing 
through a crack in a sidewalk, 

I felt inside an irrepressible 
force for life, for affirming 
life, her life.
It has been easy to be grate-
ful for the comfort of fam-
ily and friends. My sisters 
and parents came together 
to grieve and support me in 
my grief in a way I would not 
have thought possible before. 
We are so very grateful for 
each other, and we all know 
it. I was astonished by the 
number of people from our 
church, our community, my 
workplace who reached out 
in one way or another. I felt 
profoundly grateful for every 
card, e-mail, meal brought 
to our house, gift left on our 
doorstep.
Gradually, as I regained some 
control over my life, I saw that 
I could make a practice of cul-

tivating gratitude. I had nev-
er been a disciplined thank-
you note writer, but I became 
one, because I so wanted to 
express the gratitude that I 
felt for the support I received. 
I vowed to give thanks every 
day for Scout.
Early on in this grief  
process, I realized that 
alongside the unbearable  
reality that Scout is physi-
cally gone, there is an-
other reality, equally true: 
that she was here, that she 
lived a wonderful eight 
years. When I focus on that  
reality, I feel unbounded grat-
itude. 

7

continued from 2 

10 I felt inside  
an irrepressible 
force for life,  
for affirming life,  
her life.

cultivating gratitude
bouquet; get out the scrapbook and 

the old birthday cards; line up the gifts and souvenirs 
you cherish. Call to mind all the joys and struggles 
which shaped this interrupted relationship. Write 
a new obituary, one which contains all the personal 
details you wouldn’t have entrusted to the newspaper 
even had there been room. Include a 
physical description; the color of 
eyes and hair, the way their 
nose crinkled, the shape 
of their hands. Add 
the qualities which 
were important to 
you. Admit your 
regrets. If you are 
haunted by a bit of 
unfinished business, 
and unresolved 
quarrel cut short by 
death, words of love 
and appreciation left 
unspoken, say what you need 
to say in some formal way by 
writing a letter or by expressing your feelings 
to a valued friend. Mourn the dead dreams; the hope 
of seeing a child grown, celebrating a milestone. Claim 
your grief. Give yourself permission to cry as much as 
you need to. Relive once more the illness or accident 
which precipitated your loss. Recapture the feelings 
which swept over you at the time of death. Recall, too, 
the signs of care which surrounded you in those 
difficult first days. Reread the cards and notes, the 
visitors’ book. Feel again the warm hugs; the gentle 
pressure of others hands in yours, the sight of friends 
gathered to grieve and to pray with you. Survey        
your journey through the calendar so far, with all its 
ups and downs. Take stock of how far you have come, 
of the unexpected strengths you have found within 
yourself. Congratulate yourself for coming as far as 
you have, for getting out of bed on the days when 
that seemed impossible, for learning to manage the 
everyday stuff of life without someone who once was 
part of life’s daily structure. 

Look ForWard Close at least one small door on 
the past. Make a conscious act of  forgiveness to 
someone; the love who abandoned 

you, the killer, the doctor who didn’t diagnose 
soon enough, yourself. Clean a closet, even if all 

you can do is rearrange it. Create a new holiday ritual. 
Go out for Thanksgiving dinner instead of fixing the 
turkey yourself. Replace the big tree with a small one 
trimmed with bows instead of getting out ornaments. 
Mark a birthday by giving just one thing which 

belonged to the person you mourn to someone 
who will cherish it. Celebrate today’s joys. 

Count the blessings you have, especially 
the people who grace your life with 

love. Ask yourself which of those 
relationships need attention, to 
whom you need to express your 
affection while there is still time. 
Mark your calendar to make a 
friendly phone call or extend and 

invitation. Plan just one thing for 
the future. Think big, if you can; a 

change of job, a special vacation trip, 
redecorating the house. Or think small. 

Promise yourself lunch with a friend next 
week; get a book you 
have wanted to read 
from the library; 
rearrange the living 
room furniture. 
Dream of being 
whole and happy; 
imagine yourself 
facing life with 
confidence.

Take Heart  However unimaginable such wholeness 
may seem, it is the end toward which grief ’s journey 
leads. Time, they say, heals all wounds. There is some 
truth in that; leave a broken bone alone and it will 
mend. But only a fool hopes that time alone will make 
an unset bone straight and strong. In the same way, 
time alone heals grief without bringing wholeness. 
The turns through the calendar mark the passage 
of time; one year, two years, ten. But time works its 
magic only when it is used well. Face the truth of 
your sorrow and the truth of the healing which has 
already begun; and believe it; those of you who are 
now weeping will one day laugh again. 

Face the truth of your sorrow 
and the truth of the healing 
which has already begun; and 
believe it; those of you who 
are now weeping will one day 
laugh again.

continued from 7 
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 Hotline  
314.878.0890

6

PageSibling 

Corrections
Please notify  

us of  
ommissions 
& or needed 
corrections!

Newsletter Submissions
Cut off date for 

May • June 
June 2nd

Send your submission to:
Newsletter

PO BOX 1115
St. Peters, MO 63376

If sending picturer include 
a self addressed  

stamped envelope
and make checks payable to 

    
Thankyou!

 Honor your Child  
Be a…Web Sponsor. Make a $20 donation to 

 and your child’s picture will be displayed 
on our home page for 1 month.  You can also write the 
scrolling message above your child’s picture (25 words 

or fewer).  Sponsorship is on a first come first serve 
basis.

Create a…Web Memorial at the “Meet 
Our Children” section.  The cost is a one-time $25 

donation.  Your child’s name will appear below your 
group.  Their name will be the link to their  web page 

containing their picture and an optional one page 
story.

Interested?  Make checks  payable to BPUSASTL 
and mail to  

BPUSASTL, Website, P.O. Box 1115, St. Peters, 
MO 63376.   When sending in your donation, please 
specify whether you want to be a web sponsor or to add 

your child to the web memorial.

—Laura Wexler, (Ms Wexler’s article was lovenly lifted 
from 2008, Bereaved Parents of Springfield, IL.

At first “I’m still here” was the mantra I 
chanted inside my head, chiding myself 
for sadness, urging myself that, unlike 
Rachel, I was still living and must not be 

sad, must not miss a moment of time or anything 
else precious. Months later, unable to contain my 
grief, I said I’m still here as if I were the only one of 
my tribe to escape slaughter and wandering plains 
alone. I wanted to die. Not because I hate life, but 
because I wanted to see Rachel.

Many times my parents, washed in grief looked at me 
through saIt water, saying, “You’re still here. You’re 
all we have left.” Those words weighed heavily upon 
me, made me feel too loved, too lucky. And they 
made Rachel feel too gone. But just as many times 
I wanted to shake my parents out of depression and 
back into life before Rachel’s death, saying, “I’m still 
here. Don’t you leave me too.”
For almost a year after Rachel died, I didn’t say her 
name out loud. The sound of the R and the A and 
the ending L felt foreign on my tongue. Later, when 
I joined a support group, the facilitator noted that I 
never said Rachel’s name. It just hurt too much. And 
if I’d had my choice, I would have asked my parents 
not to say Rachel’s name either. Any instance we now 
used her name was unhappy. 
Talking about family or home or anything in my past 
was terrifying for me. Sometimes, as I told a story or 
recounted a memory, I said “we” instead of “U’ Pretty 
soon, thought, I got the hang of checking everything 
over in my head before I opened my mouth. The 
thing is, -though, if you tell a lie enough times, you 
start to forget the truth you’re trying to cover up in 
the first place. I started to feel my memory blurring 
and that frightened me. Memory was my only link 
to Rachel. 
I ask myself why I have such trouble talking about 
Rachel’s death or even her life, and come up with a 

I really believe no one 
understands my particular 
pain, the things I’ve lost, 
tangible and intangible, 
since Rachel’s death… 

couple of things. I really believe no one understands 
my particular pain, the things I’ve lost, tangible and 
intangible, since Rachel’s death… The only person 
that knows exactly how I feel is dead. 
It’s hard to worry about your own grief when your 
parents are not parental anymore. My mother, who 
probably told me when to take my first breath and 
how long it would last, abruptly withdrew from being 
an overbearing presence in my life. She never left me 
completely, but there were enough times when she’d 
look down at her feet and say quietly... “Laura, I just 
can’t take this right now. I’m lucky if I can get up in 
the morning.” Just as I wanted my old self, my old 
world ‘back, I wanted a mother I could fight with. 
My father sits as the head of the table, head bent 
to his chest, and pulls his glasses off to sob freely... 
This idea that you should be able to protect and 

comfort and be there 
for your parents 
even more than for 
yourself is particular 
to people on the 
brink of adulthood. 
Like me. In other 
words, if I were 12 
or 13, few people 
would expect me to 
assume a parental 
role. But as I was 

18, it was apparently okay for people to continually 
ask, “How are your parents doing? Are you helping 
them as much as you can?” I felt guilty enough about 
being alive. And then to have people insinuate 
that my main function in life thereafter was to 
be a comfort for my parents made me feel worse. 
Because I honestly didn’t see that my parents were 
remarkably comforted by me. They were sad when I  
was there and when I wasn’t. And I couldn’t do a 
thing about it. 
Laura Wexler, writer & assistant editor for “George” Magazine, 
was 17 when her sister Rachel, 18, was killed in a freak boating 
accident at a summer camp. Laura wrote “I’m Still Here” four 
years later. Baltimore, MD.

Part of BPUSA-StL’s commitment is to be a space where our 
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 they 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.  

I am Still Here

GFA is 
September 24, 

2011
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Telephone Friends
 Hotline:

Linda Ferhmann                         (314) 878-0890 
Accident, Automobile:

Katie VerHagen ................................... (314) 576-5018

Accident, Non Vehicular:
 is looking for a volunteer

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:
 is looking for a volunteer

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) 918-5896

Single Parent:
Mary Murphy  ......................................(314) 822-7448

mARcHWinds
—Betty Davis, TCF, Marion, Ohio

As the winds blow, often violently, it is as if 
there is an attempt to wake us from our winter 
lethargy. The birds begin to sing, calling 
to us. The dormant trees begin to move in 
the breeze. We see the first buds. Witness 
a crocus peeping through the encrusted 
ground. Regardless of our grief and regrets, 
life goes on, whether we participate or not.

This can be a season of renewal. We can 
symbolically plant a flower, a tree, or a bush, 
and nurture it as we loved our child. As the 
plant flourishes and adds beauty to our lives, 
we can experience a sense of creation just as 
our child added meaning to our lives.

It’s time to sort out the good memories when 
we do our spring cleaning. Discard the anger, 
regret, disappointment and sorrow. Shake it 
out and throw it away. Hold on to all that is 
“good. Cherish it forever. 

It’s time- to make a constructive effort to 
restore ourselves. We hope the gales of 
the March winds will awaken you-to-a-new 
beginning. May the “winter of our discontent” 
disappear. We wish for you to live in the 
future with your happy memories. 

SHARED THOUGHTS 
ON CARING FOR 
FRIENDS & FAMILY 
RELATIONSHIPS
—Marie Hofmockel, TCF Valley Forge

requently, the change of seasons 
adds to our depression. In the 

spring, we look forward to the 
new plant life popping up all around 

us, bearing the fact its dormant life was 
only temporary.

Often, when the evidence of spring does not lift our 
spirits as it has in the past, it iterates to the low level 
our depression has descended. We begin to question 
why our beloved children and siblings can not return 
to us. It can even make us feel we are less important 
than the nature we view.
When we are in the pit of depression, we can not see 
beyond our loss. It is important to have someone who 
will not immediately encourage us to see a doctor to 
prescribe anti-depressant drugs, so they can shift the 
responsibility of helping us to someone else. We need 
someone who is willing to listen to our rambling and 
repetitive talking about our loss, and will not pass 
judgment, even though they do not understand us. 
But hopefully, they will gently encourage positive 
thinking. We need to be accepted for what little 
we can give in return. When we lean on those who 
help us, it is essential to let them know we are doing 
the best we can in our very abnormal situation, and 
appreciate their allowing us to talk about that which 
is very healing in our grief.
Relationships with our family members, are also 
important. Our remaining children need to know 
they are as equally important, and loved as much as 
our deceased. By putting our dead child on a high 
pedestal, the remaining siblings can feel they are not 

as precious to us. It is best to be verbal, and not assume 
they understand our feelings. It is very normal for 
siblings to find more comfort in sharing with friends, 
or other siblings, rather than parents. It is too much 
for them to take on their parent’s grief, and it hurts 
too much to see parents cry. They have had both the 
terrible loss of a sibling and a stable parent (as they 
knew them), and they too, are fragile.
The marriage is under tremendous strain. Both are so 
overwhelmed with grief, and don’t have the strength to 
support the other. It is like leaning on a bent twig. If we 
harbor little grievances, all sorts of held in resentment 
may surface, exploding into serious problems. Most 
sexual relations habits will change, and frequently, in 
opposite directions. It is important to try and resolve 
continued absence of sexual relationships. This takes 
communicating with one another. A spouse can not 
fully understand or solve their mate’s grief, but we must 
accept each other’s style of grieving. The accusation 
of blaming a mate for the death is probably the most 

damaging of all. 
If this continues 
to smolder, it 
may be helpful 
to include a 
third party, such 
as a psychiatrist, 
pastor, or some 
form of grief 
counselor. No 
bereaved parent 
can handle 

being accused of their child’s death. We must attempt 
a resolution, we can’t afford to lose our marriage 
along with our child. Sometimes an experienced 
grief specialist can help clear our vision. It is very 
normal to blame someone for the death. But, most 
often in a family situation, the death could not have 
been prevented, or the party being accused was 
acting to the best of their ability. We must forgive, for 
they also loved the deceased, and are hurting badly.   
God Bless, Marie 

Peanuts and Charlie Brown
“I have a new philosophy. I am only 
going to dread one day at a time.”

Laughter 
is God’s gift to us 
 to help ease the pains  
of life’s tough times. 
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     he feeling of 
worthlessness is 

strong in many 
bereaved parents. I 

believe that the myth 
of Perfect Parenthood 

that is deeply set in us 
is one of the main causes. 

We expect that we will raise 
perfect children, provide them 

with the very best we can afford, 
and most of all, we will see 
that they are safe and secure 
in their lives. Then when the 
unspeakable happens, and 
our child dies, we we feel 
we have failed totally and 
completely. We didn’t see 

the unhappiness in our child 
in time to prevent his suicide. 

We didn’t spot the symptoms 
of her illness in time to prevent 

her death. We let her take the car 
instead of driving her ourselves. We were enjoying 
ourselves somewhere else when he was run down  
by a careless driver. It is our fault. We failed to be a 
perfect parent.
It sounds ridiculous, but unconsciously, below our 
awareness, lies the idea that if we had been doing 
our job as “Good Parents” we could have prevented 
our child’s death. Not one of us has ever said: “I 
expect to be the perfect parent”, but on all sides of 
us it is implied that we should be. The television and 
advertising media are big contributors to this myth. 
The “Father Knows Best” type of television program 
convinces us that we should be Perfect Parents. The 
parents in the TV shows always see that their child 
is depressed and knows the right words to talk him 
out of it. The TV mother always discovers the illness 

Read other helpful articles 
by Margaret at bpusastl.org/poems/articles

THE MYTH OF PERFECT PARENTHOOD

in time for the doctors to cure him. The TV child has 
been taught to drive carefully and if he does get into 
an accident, he comes out of it with fixable injuries.
Advertising tells us the right things to use to raise 
perfect children. If they are not perfect it tells us the 
right things to use to make them that way. It even 
tells us what insurance to buy that will help us pay for 
that perfection. We ourselves, expect to do a better 
job of rearing our children than our parents did. All 
around us, other parents Seem to be doing a better 
job with their children than we are.
We are bombarded from all sides by the idea that 
we should be perfect parents. Even before our child 
died, many of us have felt inadequate as parents at 
times, but when our child dies we see ourselves as 
total failures. Our unconscious mind tells us we 
were not a perfect parent, so therefore our child is 
dead. It tells us we failed. It says we are worthless. 
How unfortunate this is. As human beings we can’t 
be perfect parents. We need to realize that we did 
the best we could have done for our child with the 
emotional, intellectual, and material tools we had. 
Our child’s death, no matter what he died from, was 
not caused by our failure as parents.
We need to be aware that this myth of Perfect 
Parenthood is actively at work in our subconscious 
minds and feeds our feelings of worthlessness. the 
pain of the loss of our child is devastating enough, 
we don’t need to beat ourselves down even further 
by allowing this myth to consume us. For Emily’s 
birthday in April, we again came together. We 
decorated as we would have for a birthday party. 
While we called “Emily’s Birthday Party”, it was 
in reality, a celebration that she had been born and 
had given us so much joy. This time each of us wrote 
notes to Dorothy sharing our feelings about our loss 
and about the gift Dorothy had given us in Emily. 
(Again we cried and comforted each other. Again, we 
affirmed the rightness of openly expressed grief.) 

—Sara Tamburrino, Rolla, 
MO. lovingly lifted from 
BPUSA of Springfield, IL, 
2008.

One of the main topics 
Linda Moffatt addressed was 
the collection and creation of 
memories when a baby dies either 
before or shortly after birth. Linda’s infant 
son Nick died seven years ago. She assured the  
group that you never forget, and that parents should 
not try to.
She stated that her memories have given her much 
comfort as the years have passed. Although there is 
still pain, it has softened and she sees her memories 
of Nick as something very special in her life. She 
had several good ideas for collecting and creating 
memories. 
Items can be kept in a special memory box or 
book. This may be as simple as just a storage box, 
or can be something created and decorated for this 
purpose. Linda has used a trunk, which she has  
decorated beautifully.
Photograph albums can be used to keep pictures, 

certificates, cards, poems, or journals. 
Don’t be afraid to include anything that 

can connect with your pregnancy, 
your baby, and even things that 

happened after his or her death 
- include anything that is 

special to YOU. Pictures 
of the mother while     

pregnant, or an 
ultrasound of the 

baby can be part 
of your memory 

collection. 
    Pictures, footprints, 

ultrasound pictures and others 
can be transferred to a shirt or other 

clothing using transfer medium and a copy 
of the object. (A craft store could help with these 
items.) 
Special jewelry can be purchased or created using the 
child’s birthstone, either from the birth, death, or the 
due date. Charms can be engraved with names and 
dates. Lockets can be worn with pictures. 
Personalized license plates can be ordered with 
names and/or special dates. Linda’s license plates 
read NICK85. She is very proud of these plates and 
they have given her comfort as time passed. 
Linda ended by advising parents not to be limited by 
what other people think is appropriate. Follow your 
own heart in collecting things that are important to 
you. This may be different for every parent. 

Infant & Toddler Page

A summary of  
Linda Moffatt’s 1993 
BPUSA National Gathering  
workshop.

 
Forgiveness is giving up the hope that  

the past could have been better. 
—author unknown

Collecting 
and  
Memories
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From the web: “Sometimes a dra-
ma comes along that’s subject 
matter affects you right down to 
the core. As a result you dwell 
on the film for days afterwards… 
that is certainly the case with 
‘Rabbit Hole’. It is impossible to 
watch this film and not get emo-
tionally involved… and that is 
mainly thanks to emotive script 
that its screenwriter, David Lind-
say-Abaire (‘Inkheart’, ‘Robots’) 
should be really proud of.” 
—Village Roadshow Publicity www.nydaily-
news.com/topics/John+Cameron+Mitchel

From a friend: “I agree this is a se-
rious movie not easy to watch giv-
en the emotional stress the family 
is under.  That said, I also think it 
is an important film.  We all ex-
perience loss during our lives–be 
it of a parent, close friend, or as 
in this case– our child.  I have no 
training or insight into how one 
deals with such loss.  However, my 
sense is that (1) we each process 
grief differently and (2) it is prac-
tically impossible to appreciate 
how another person goes through 
this kind of change in life.  Rab-
bit Hole is best in its willingness 
to confront both of these issues. 

—Stuart Yoak, St Louis MO.

RABBIT HOLE  
DIREc TOR:JOHn cAmEROn mITcHELL

WRITER: DAvID LInDsAy-ABAIRE

sTARRIng: nIcOLE KIDmAn

At the Movies 
Reviews of...

Two Days We Should Not Worry
—Author unknown, source TCF, South Australia

There are two days in every week about which we 
should not worry, two days which should be kept free 
from fear and apprehension. One of these days is 
Yesterday with all its mistakes and cares,its faults and 
blunders, its aches and pains. Yesterday has passed 
forever beyond our control. All the money in the world 
cannot bring back Yesterday. We cannot undo a single 
act we performed; we cannot erase a single word we 
said. Yesterday is gone forever.

The other day we should not worry about is Tomorrow 
with all its possible adversities, its burdens, its large 
promise and its poor performance; tomorrow is also 
beyond our immediate control.

Tomorrow’s sun will rise, either in splendor or behind 
a mask of clouds, but it will rise. Until it does, we 
have no stake in Tomorrow, for it is yet to be born. 
This leaves only one day, Today. 

Any person can fight the battle of just one day. It is when 
you and I add the burdens of those two awful eternities  
Yesterday and Tomorrow that we break down.It 
is not the experience of Today that drives a person 
mad, it is the remorse or bitterness of something 
which happened Yesterday and the dread of what  
Tomorrow may bring. Let us, therefore, live but one 
day at a time. 

“So don’t worry about tomorrow,  
for tomorrow will bring its own worries.  
Today’s trouble is enough for today.”
—Matthew 6:34 (NIV)

Don’t Think I Do Not Grieve
by Brenda Pentpent

Don’t think I do not feel;  
because you see no tears.  
A river rages deep inside 
of grief, and loss, and fears.

Just because I do not cry now,  
don’t think my heart’s not broken.  
I keep inside the misery of words not to be spoken. 
Sometimes I smile, or crack a joke,  
so you won’t see the pain; or notice  
how my hands will shake, or how I’ve gone insane.
Each time I chance to think of her,  
my heart is ripped asunder. 
The loss I feel is mine alone. 
You will not see my thunder. 

of topics. These workshops 
address all aspects of grief from journaling 
to art therapy; from sibling grief to after-
life communications; from losing your child 
suddenly to losing your child to a prolonged 
illness. There is always something to learn; 
and, the more you learn, the more coping 
skills you develop which will help you grieve 
and get through this devastating nightmare. 
And we all have to grieve in order to live.
Fourth, it is a chance to get in touch with your 
own emotions, thoughts, feelings and needs. 
You meet people who are just starting out on 
that miserable, never-ending road and some 
who have weathered the storm and are a lit-
tle further down the road. Believe it or not, 
just seeing the continuum gives hope and 
peace. A Gathering can be life-changing. It 

continued from 2 
Gatherings

can serve as a tool to show how our children 
can remain a positive part of our lives and 
how it is okay to keep their legacy alive.
I am planning on attending the Bereaved 
Parents of the USA Gathering in St. Louis. 
This will be my third such Gathering and I 
know I have much more to learn and gain by 
attending. The first two helped me a lot in 
putting my feelings in perspective and dis-
covering that everything I was experiencing 
was “normal.” 
Editor’s Note: Sonia is a member of the TCF/
LA Chapter which was a BP Chapter at one 
time also. Many of you may have met her at 
the last two Gatherings. Mort Schrag from 
that chapter has offered several good work-
shops at our Gatherings also. We enjoy a 
great relationship with this Chapter. 
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BOWLING GREEN Group
(3rd Thursday, 7-9 PM) 

Prairie Edge Garden Center,  
18011 Business 161 S.  
Bowling Green, MO  63334
Fac: Bill & Vicki Lagemann 
(573)242-3632

Bowling Green’s Sibling GROUP 
(Meet time same as Bowling Green)

Fac: Wendy Koch (573)822-6123

ST. PETERS /St Charles Group
(1st Thursday, 7:00 PM)

Knights of Columbus Hall 
5701 Hwy N, Cottleville MO
Fac: Mike & Jean Francisco
(636) 947–9403
St. Peters’ SIBLING GROUP
Fac: Nikki Boswell
nichole.boswell@gmail.com 
(Meets same time as St Peters)

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

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

Tri-County Chapter
(2nd Thursday)

First Baptist Church 
402 North Missouri St 
Potosi, MO 63664
Fac: Brenda Wilson (573)438-4559

JEFFERSON COUNTY Group
(1st Thursday, 7 PM)

St Rose Catholic Church,  
Miller & 3rd St 
Desoto, MO
Fac: Ginny Kamp  (636)586-8559 

WEST COUNTY Group
(4th Tuesday, 7 PM)

Shaare Emeth Congregation, 
11645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue)  
St. Louis MO 63141 
Facs: Judy Ruby (314)994–1996
Arlene Thomason (314) 401–2501

 Chapter's 
Business • Facilitators 

Meetings: Jan 8th & Feb 12th

Saturday @ 9:00 AM
BJC Hospital - St. Peters

10 Hospital Drive 
Room A/B

St. Peters, MO 63376
All interested in how 

our chapter operates are 
welcomed! Questions? 

Call: Cindy Morris 
(636) 462–9961

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 by suicide)
Meetings:  
4th Sat at 10:30 a.m.
St Lukes Hospital (141 & 40)
St. Louis, MO  
Linda Ferhmann 
 (314) 853-7925
Survivors of Suicide 
Baue Funeral Home 
620 Jefferson St, St Charles, 
Mo 63301
Meets: 1st & 3rd Monday 
Linda Ferhmann 
 (314) 853-7925

A WArm,  Welcome To NeWcomers
We understand how difficult it 
is to attend your first meeting.  
Feelings can be overwhelming; 
we have all experienced them 
and know how important it is 
to take that first step.
Our stories may be different, 
but we are alike in that we all 
hurt deeply.  We cannot take 
your pain away, but we can offer 
friendship and support.  Bring 
a friend or relative to lean on if 
you wish. 

NORTH COUNTY Group
(3rd Saturday, 9:30 AM) 

Coldwell Banker  
Gundaker Bldg (rear)  
2402 North Hwy 67
Florissant, MO 
Fac: Pat Ryan (314)605–3949 

 Volunteer interpreter for  
hearing impaired, call ahead!

Crestwood Group
(2nd Tuesday of the month, 7:00PM)

Chads Coalition Building
(Formerly Montgomery Bank)
180 Crestwood Plaza.
(9200 Watson Rd.)
St. Louis, Mo. 63126
FAC: Sandy Curran 314-918-5896 
skc4pets@gmail.com

SO. COUNTY Fenton Group
(2nd & 4th Monday, 7 PM) 

Abiding Savior Lutheran Church  
4355 Butler Hill Rd.  
St. Louis, Mo 63128
Fac: Kathy Myers (636)343-5262
 Co: Darla McGuire (636)671-0916

So County Sibling Group
Fac: Stephanie Dunn

 
 

 
 

Hope is like the sun,
which,  

as we journey towards it,
casts the shadow  

of our burden
behind us.

—Elizabeth Kubler-Ross

Getting Through the 
Annual Reminders  
of Your Loss —Carol Luebering, from TCF, TN

Memory writes on every page of the calendar, here a 
birthday, there a holiday, further on a wedding date. 
In the wake of death, those precious days bear a 
bittersweet tinge, a pang that the celebrations they 

mark will never be repeated with someone you have loved. Most of 
those dates are warmed by tender recollections; some are written 
darker than the rest. Whether this is your first turn around the 
calendar, or one of many, since your loss, these dates loom dark on 
the horizon. Tears that you thought were behind you swell again, 
and with them come a terrible loneliness.

Working Your WaY Through 
These days will not be wished 
away, even if your pull the covers 
over your head and wait for the 
sun to set; and perhaps nothing 
you can do will make them easy. 
You can meet these milestones 
head-on and make them into a 
bridge stretching toward a brighter 
tomorrow. Begin by planning 
a departure from your usual activities; take the dreaded day off 
work, if you can. No use in pretending that this day is like any 
other; it isn’t. Don’t let anyone, yourself included accuse you of 
“wallowing” in grief. Taking time to lean into your sorrow is  
facing reality.

reach ouT Choose your company for the day; don’t wait for someone 
to remember. Your grief easily slips out of mind, even within the 
closet circle of family and friends. Start dropping reminders when 
the day’s approach first begins to haunt you. Don’t assume that the 
best company is those with whom you have always spent that day. 
You might be more comfortable with someone who has been in 
your shoes. Claim the offers of “anything I can do” which were so 
generously made when your loss occurred. Be specific; say that you 
want someone to drive you to the cemetery, that you want company 
for shopping or lunch, and that you want a shoulder you can cry on, 
or even that you want someone to help you think of some way to 
mark the day.

Look Back Claim your memories, those bits of history which have 
made you who you are. Someone once observed that “memory is 
the power to gather roses in winter.” Clip your 

Don’t let anyone, 
yourself included 

accuse you of 
“wallowing”  

in grief. 

continued on 7  
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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 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 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.

Bereaved Parents of the USA  Credo
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Bereaved Parents USA

St. Louis Chapter Newsletter

If you have moved, please notify us of your new address so 
you will continue to receive this publication! 

BPUSA 2011 
National Gathering 

Monumental 
Journey  

of the 
 Heart

July 29-31, 2011

Reston Virginnia’s Chapter, is hosting the 
2011 Gathering; and the event is shaping up 
to be truly monumental!

BPUSA website has details on this year’s speakers, 
they include Darcie Sims, Drs. Gloria and Heidi 
Horsley and Dave Roberts (see his article p14 ). 

The day the Lord created hope was probably the day he created Spring. 
—Bern Williams

WHY ATTEND A GATHERING?
—Sonia Berman, TCF/LA

Bereaved Parents of the USA and The 
Compassionate Friends each hold an annual 
gathering of bereaved parents, grandparents 
and siblings. For those who have never 
attended a gathering of bereaved parents, 
you may wonder why anyone would want to 
perhaps take vacation time to spend three 
days with other bereaved parents. Please let 
me explain because I had those same thoughts 
before I attended my first such gathering in 
Las Vegas in 2005, less than one year after 
Robert was killed. Here is what I found.

F irst, such a gathering is a safe place— not 
just to grieve, but to heal. Just as our chapter 
meetings allow for all emotions, a gathering 
is a safe environment. All emotions are safe 
and accepted. EVERYONE there understands 
you, even though they never met you before. 
And everyone there shares your pain as you 
begin to share theirs as well.

second, there is an immediate kinship 
with others. No one is a stranger. There is no 
ice-breaker needed. It is an instantaneous 
connection. You hear their stories and wonder 
how they are surviving. Your personal loss 
may even pale in comparison. I remember 
listening to a presenter tell about losing 
five members of her family— children and 
grandchildren—in one fatal car accident on 
Christmas Eve. Two years after the accident, 
two other sons each completed suicide within 
four months of each other and there she was-
dressed, not hysterical, actually presenting a 
workshop to help others. I thought: As hard 
as this is for me, if she can go on, I guess I can 
too.

third, you have the opportunity to attend 
workshops on a wide variety continued on 14  
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