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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. 
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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! 
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ARE YOU READY 
TO GIVE BACK?

2014 SUPPORT OPs:  
MANY, VARIED AND NEEDED!

 < Hospitality & Reflection Rooms  
set-up and/or for shifts 

 < Donations like... 
 water, soda, food

 < Donations like... 
Monetary   

 < Workshop Presenter

For more info see page 12 or our website.

          Recent Logos MidWest
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Bowling Green 
(3rd Thursday, 7-9:00 PM) 

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

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

Fac: Wendy Koch  
(573)822-6123

Parents of Murdered Children:
Meetings: 3rd Tues 7:30 PM 
St Alexius Hospital 
 3933 S Broadway 
Mata Weber (618)972-0429        
Butch Hartmann (314)487-8989

LIFE CRISIS CENTER:  
(Survivors of Suicide) 

12755 Olive, Suite 115
 Creve Coeur, MO   63103  
Meetings: Weds 7:00 p.m. 
(314)647-3100

PALS: 
4th Sat at 10:30AM
St Lukes Hospital (141 & 40)
St. Louis, MO  
*Linda Ferhmann 
 (314)853-7925

Survivors of Suicide:
1st & 3rd Monday  
Baue Funeral Home 
620 Jefferson Street  
St. Charles, Mo 63301 
*LF (314) 853-7925

GRASP: 
Sundays at 700 PM
Harris House
8327 Broadway 63111
MaryAnn Lemonds
(314) 330-7586
malemonds@gmail.com

Open Arms* Parents Left Behind:
4355 Butler Hill Rd 
Fac: Kathy Myers 
(636)343-5262  A

D
D

IT
IO

N
A

L 
M

EE
TI

N
G

S

   Times & Places    

Business • Facilitators  
Meetings held @  

9:00 AM 2nd Saturday in  
Feb., April, June, & Sept.   
unless otherwise noted

BJC Hospital St. Peters 

10 Hospital Drive 
Room A/B 
St. Peters, MO 63376

All are welcome! 
Call: Linda Fehrmann 
              (314) 853-7925)

St Peters•St Charles 
(1st Thursday, 7:00 PM)

Knights of Columbus Hall 
5701 Hwy N, St Charles, MO
(Cottleville) 63304
Fac: Mike & Jeanne Francisco
(636)947–9403

Troy, MO 
(2nd Tuesday, 7:00 PM)  

Ingersoll Chapel in Troy
211 Boone Street 
Troy, MO 63379
Fac: Cindy Morris  
(636)462–9961

Tri-County Chapter
(2nd Thursday, 6:30 PM)

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

Jefferson County 
(1st Thursday, 7 PM)

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

West County
(4th Tuesday, 7:00 PM)

Shaare Emeth Congregation, 
11645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue)  
St. Louis MO 63141 
Fac: Jacque Glaeser
jlynn63021@yahoo.com 
co Fac: Arlene Thomason 
(314) 401–2510 

St Louis City 
(2nd Tues. of month, 7:00PM)

St Mary’s High (Cafeteria)
4701 South Grand
St. Louis, Mo. 63111
Fac: Belinda Mitchell
(314) 306-7318 
co Fac: Sandy Curran
(314)518-2302

Daisy  
Snowflakes
—author unknown

The most amazing miracle happened to me today and it 
came from my son Jamie. I was at work and decided to 
go outside and take a little break from all of the chaos 
go- ing on inside of the office. A co-worker went along 

with me as she too needed a break. As we were standing there it had 
started to snow ever so lightly. For some reason I noticed that she had 
a tiny daisy on the side of her t-shirt and thought that it was a piece of 
confetti. As I brushed it off, I discovered that it was a snowflake in the 
shape of a perfect daisy. I couldn’t help but to stand there and stretch 
my arms out and watch the snowflakes land on my coat of black so 
softly and that they were all different sizes of snowflakes that were 
shaped into perfect daises. 

My first and only thought 
was that of my precious, 
beautiful son Jamie was 
trying to communicate 
to me thru something we 
both loved. Daises and 
snowflakes. I believe in the 
deepest part of my heart and 
soul that Jamie was standing 
there with me and letting 
me know in the only way he 
knew how, that he is still here 
with me. I ask Lacey to get 
her phone and take a picture 
of what was happening, but 
unbelievably, neither she nor 
I had a phone with us to get 
a picture of this spectacular 
experience. I asked Lacey 
repeatedly if she was seeing 

what I was seeing and she assured me that she was, but I have 
decided that I didn’t care if she saw what I saw because I was seeing 
what Jamie wanted me to see and that was him letting me know that 
he is forever with me and standing by my side thru this journey. I 
wish my son a beautiful birthday in heaven and to visit me often. 
Thank-you Jamie, forever remembered and loved: Mom 

As 
I  
brushed 
it off, 
I discovered that  
it was a snowflake  
in the shape of  
a perfect  
daisy. 

Like  
a  
bird
singing  
in the 
rain,
let  
grateful 
memories 
survive 
in time of 
sorrow.

 — Robert Louis Stevenson
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Darcie D. Sims 

“Why does it hurt so much? Why is this grief 
so incapacitating? If only the hurt weren’t so 
crushing.” Sounds familiar? All of us have 
known hurts before, but none of our pre- 

vious “ouchies” can compare with the hurt we feel. 
Nothing can touch the pain of burying a child.

Yet most of us have discovered that the sun still 
comes up. We still have to function. We did not die 
when our child did, even though we wished we could 
have, so—we are stuck with this pain, this grief, and 
what do we do with it? Surely we can’t live like  
THIS forever!

There are no magic formulas for surviving grief. 
There are a few recognized patterns for grief, but 
even those are only guidelines. What we do know is 
that the emptiness will never go away. It will become 
tolerable and livable—some day.
TIME—the longest word in our grief. We used to 
measure TIME by the steps of our child: the first 
word, first tooth, first date, first car—now we don’t 
have that measure any more. All we have is TIME, 
and it only seems to make the hurt worse.
So what do we do? Give ourselves  
TIME—to hurt, to grieve, to cry.  
TIME to choke, to scream.  
TIME to be “crazy” and  
TIME to remember.  
Be nice to yourself ! Don’t measure your progress 
through grief against anyone else’s. Be your own 
timekeeper.
Don’t push. Eventually you will find the hours 
and days of grief have turned to minutes and then 

moments—but don’t expect them to go away. We 
will always hurt. You don’t get over grief—it only 
becomes tolerable and livable. Change your focus a 
bit. Instead of dwelling on how much you lost, try 
thinking of how much you had. Try letting good 
memories come over you as easily as the awful ones 
do. We didn’t lose our child—HE [SHE] DIED.  
We don’t lose the love that flowed between  
—it still flows, but differently now.
Does it help to know that if we didn’t love so very 
much, it would not hurt so badly? Grief is the price 
we pay for love. And as much as it hurts, I’m very 
glad I loved. Don’t let death cast ugly shadows, 
but rather warm memories of the loving times you 
shared. Even though death comes,  
Love never goes away! 

Sadly, Darcie  
passed away on February 27, 2014.   
She will be greatly missed by all 
who had the pleasure of hearing her 
speak at Gatherings and those who 
have read her books. 

—Bettie-Jeanne Rivard-Darby, TCF

I remember the Compassionate Friends meeting, about 8 
months “after”, in which those who had been there longer 
said that for some of them that the second and third years 
were “even worse than the first”. I remember my sharp 

intake of breath and loud moan as I folded over, banging my 
head on the table. How could anything BE WORSE?
For me, entering into the second year has been a conglomeration 
of worse and of “softer”...of intense and sudden waves of pain 
and loneliness, accompanied by some smiles, laughter and 
gentle visions of “trees and forest”. I am still not enjoying this 
journey at all, but words like “glad”, “enjoy”, “like”, “love” are 
seeping their way back into my vocabulary.
At the recent National Compassionate Friends Conference 
(which Jim and I recommend that every Bereaved Parent, 
Grandparent and Sibling attend - it was more than worth the 
financial strain from our still not returned to work budget and 
we are already planning to attend in July 2011) I was often 
surprised that those ‘further removed” from the first few years 
‘after’, thought of us, 19 months ‘after’, as “Fresh”, “Right at 
the Beginning”, “Still Very New”. From this peer group, we 
learned that most bereaved family members think of “NEWLY 
BEREAVED” as, at least, the first 3 to 5 years….
But remember, there will be no sudden switch that indicates 
that you are “no longer new”. There is no stick to measure the 
depth of your pain and grief. EVERY GRIEF JOURNEY IS 
VERY INDIVIDUAL. There is no comparison to anyone else’s 
grief; nor has anyone the right to judge whether you are “not 
making healthy progress” in your own Grief Journey. (I sadly 
heard that comment from another bereaved parent who seemed 
to feel that ‘their’ grief knowledge was best! )
What I do KNOW as a “Still Newly Bereaved Parent” (but not 
as newly bereaved or numb as I was a year ago), is that there 
ARE CHANGES...in YOU, in your address book, in your 
Grief, in Levels of Pain, in how The Memories Affect you…
And that I am thankful for My Compassionate Friends who are 
holding my hand along this journey.  
Source of article: TCF, Northeast / Rockville Chapter Newsletter

Ask my Mom
—Jo Burr, Nelson Bay Chapter TCF

My Mum, she tells a lot of lies  
she never did before. 
From now until she dies she’ ll tell 
a whole lot more.

Ask my Mum how is she  
and because she can’t explain 
she will tell a little lie… 
because she can’t  
describe the pain.

Ask my Mum how is she,  
she’ ll say,” I’m alright”? 
If that ’s the truth, then tell me, 
why does she cry each night?

Ask my Mum how is she,  
she seems to cope so well 
She didn’t have a choice you see, 
nor the strength to yell.

Ask my Mum how is she 
She’ ll say, “I’m fine, 
I’m well, I’m coping”?

For God’s sake, Mum,  
just tell the truth; just say your 
heart is broken.
She’ll love me all my life;  
I  loved her all of mine 
But if you ask her how is she; she’ ll 
lie and say she’s fine.

I am here, in heaven;  
I cannot hug from here 
If she lies to you, don’t listen 
Hug her, hold her near.

On the day we meet again;  
we’ ll smile, and  
I’ ll be bold I’ ll say, “You’re lucky to 
get in here, Mum, with all the lies you 
told!”    
http://www.bpusacromwellct.org/Poems-of-
Comfort.html 

  
the Beginning
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To experience the loss of an infant is to 
grieve for what never was. After all the 
months of anticipation and preparation, 
the actual birth of a child brings the 

feelings of hope and fulfillment. Should that child be 
stillborn, or die hours, days or even months later, the 
unrealized dreams become a source of pain for the 
parents. No parent ever expects to outlive his child; 
the death of an infant is often the loss of a child 
unknown even to his parents. The expected stages 
of grief (guilt, disbelief, anger, etc.) can have new 
directions for the parents who have lost an infant.

1. SHAME and GUILT 

Especially if the infant was stillborn or had a 
birth defect, the mother may feel she has failed 
as a woman, “Other women have live, normal 
babies, why can’t I?” Should an infant die months 
after birth, parents find it hard to resolve feelings 
that “it was not their fault.”
2. NO MEMORIES 

Parents may only have “souvenirs of an occasion” 
(birth certificate, I.D. bracelet) by which to 
remember their child. If the infant is older, they 
may have pictures and a few belongings, but  

4 1313

Infant 
pageToddler

Sister  with my coworkers. We 
were not talking about anything 
related to my loss but all of a sud-
den, I blurted out, “Oh, my God, 
it’s been two months since my sis-
ter died.” I had to get up and run. 
It’s odd I seem to have this need to 
get up and bolt frequently. I mostly 
control it and move on to some-
thing else, but the urge is still pres-
ent and strong.
There are songs, music, books, and 

a little newsletter published by The 
Compassionate Friends that will 
bring me to uncontrolled grieving. 
I sit and hold my children as I totally 
let go of all the pent-up pain and 
sadness. It’s funny, I have remained 
strong for them and in my weakest 
moments they are all I hold on 
to. Anyway, these “moments of 
truth” come frequently. The closest 
analogy I can think of to explain 
this whole experience is that I am 
like a child whose nose is pressed 

up against the window pane of life 
when all of a sudden, the window 
shatters. I am so busy trying to 
pick up the pieces to protect the 

others and insure 
that no one else 
gets hurt that I do 
not realize until 
much later that my 
arms and hands are 

bleeding heavily. I can finally see 
the devastation and now feel the 
pain. 

they may still feel they hadn’t really gotten to 
know their child.
3. LONELINESS IN GRIEF 

It is hard for friends and relatives to share your 
grief for a child they never knew. If the child is a 
newborn they may give the impression that you 
are grieving unnecessarily over a non person. 
They hope that you can “forget this baby” and 
“have another one.”
4. NEGLECTED FATHERS 

Too often the sympathies of professionals and 
friends are directed mainly to the mother. It is 
important to remember that the father had made 
plans for this baby too.
5. MOTHERS vs. FATHERS

Since the mother has bonded with her child all 
during pregnancy, her grief may be much deeper 
than the father who only came to know this 
child after birth. It may be difficult for a father to 
understand why his wife’s grief is so profound and 
so prolonged. 

article lovingly lifted from www.tcfpheonix.org 
March 1, 2014 

 of a Parent  
Who Has Lost an Infant

—Claire McGaughey & Sue Shelley, 
TCF Infant Group, St. Louis, MOThe Easter and Passover seasons are upon us. They 

are special family times that make it more obvious 
that one is missing. Some parents are struggling 
with what they believe anymore. The pretty new 

dresses and hats don’t seem to matter as much as they did. There 
are more important things on our minds now. We are facing the 
renewal of life all around us-and 
yet the missing child’s life is not 
renewable. We hurt because life is 
going on and his or hers is not.
These are normal reactions for 
some when grief is fresh, for the 
changing of seasons is a poignant 
time for many. Those of us who 
have had the necessary time with 
to convey to those who have 
not that it won’t always be this 
painful. When your grief softens 
(and it will), so will many of the 
hurtful responses. Get out in the 
sunshine, go for a walk, smell 
the fragrance of the flowers and 
allow the warmth of the season to 
permeate your being. It just may 
make your day a little lighter, and 
a lighter day is worth trying for.  

Those of us 
who have had 
the necessary 
time  
with to convey 
to those who 
have not that 
it won’t always 
be this painful. 

EastEr and PassovEr
Learning to Live 
with A BROKEN 
HEART

Eleven years ago, on July 29th, 
1989, my life changed forever. That 
was the day my beloved Amanda, 
my eighteen year old daughter, 
was killed in a car crash. How has 
hear death affected and altered 
my life?

I have learned that there are no 
guarantees in life. I have learned 
to appreciate and live each day 
as though it was my last. I have 
learned that I can’t make bar-
gains with a higher power. I have 
learned to recognize and separate 
what is really important from the 
trivial and unimportant.

I have learned that to assign blame 
or place guilt cannot change 
events, nor can it help the healing. 
I have learned how to listen and 
be sympathetic to people who are 
hurting. I have learned that hav-
ing a sense of humour does not 
keep me from feeling the pain of 
Amanda’s death.

I have learned that dealing with 
the death of a loved one is health-
ier than not confronting the pain. 
I have learned that, as a result of 
this tragedy and the pain I have 
felt, a new “me” has emerged. I 
have learned to live with the new 
“me”, 

I have learned to live with a broken 
heart. 

[Mel Giniger, LA Chapter, BP USA 
Lovingly reprinted from “Reflec-
tions” TCF of WA Inc.]
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Telephone 
Friends

BPUSA
Linda Fehrmann (314) 853-7925 

Accident, AUtomoBile:
Katie VerHagen  ..............(314) 576-5018

Accident, non VehicUlAr:
Bill Lagemann  ................(573) 242-3632

AdUlt SiBling:
Mark VerHagen .............. (314) 726-5300

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:
Barb Blanton ..................(314)-303-8973

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) 518-2302

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

BPUSA’s 
Board of Directors hosts 

2014’s National Gathering

Hope  
in the 

Heartland  
 Where: St. Louis, MO

When: July 25-27, 2014

Start planning now! 
Watch our web site for information.

If you are ready to volunteer  
with the Gathering,  

please email bpusagather@gmail.com  
and include “Volunteer” in the subject line.

Contact person: Jodi Norman, VP 
 703-910-6277

bpusagather@gmail.com

 
 

—Annette Mennen Baldwin In memory of my son, Todd 
Mennen TCF, Katy, TX

hen I look back over 
my grief journey, I 
marvel at how far I 
have come and yet at 

how poignant and permanent the 
loss of my son will always be for me.  
How can this dichotomy exist within 
one person’s mind?

The horror of the news of my son’s 
death, the shock that slammed my mind 
into numbness, the unremembered 
conversations, the The pain doesn’t end. 
It simply reshapes itself into a quiet, soft 
ache that gives us a gentle, often tearful, 
reminder that our child will always be with us.  
The pain doesn’t end. It simply reshapes itself into a 
quiet, soft ache that gives us a gentle, often tearful, 
reminder that our child will always be with us.  
platitudes that followed the memorial service and 
the first two months of living in a complete fog of 
disbelief are very vivid in my mind. The horror is too 
real to forget. The next six months of melancholy, 
miserable mourning are forever locked in my mind. 
The pure physical pain, the piercing jolts when I 
momentarily thought of something beyond my 
child’s death and was mercilessly slammed back 
into the finality of death’s amputation of my son’s 
smile, laughter and physical presence on this earth 
are etched for eternity in my soul. My mind simply 
couldn’t accept that Todd was gone from this plane. 
The first anniversary of his death was a horrifying 
day worsened by a   very bleak and foreshadowing 
conversation with my son’s widow. Life would be 
much different for my husband and me from this 
point forward. There were no bridges to the past. 
She made that clear. I was inconsolable from the 
impact of her wicked words.

But I made it through the first and second years 
with help from my Compassionate Friends Chapter. 
I could cry and scream about the injustice of my loss 
and all that followed, and each parent understood. 
Eventually I had told my story enough times to 
enough people that I subconsciously accepted Todd’s 
death and all the changes in my life that followed.
At some point in my second year of grief I began 
reaching out to others. Helping others, seeing their 

pain, hearing their tearful 
words, had become cathartic 
for me. The more I helped, the 
more I was helped.
Yes, my son is still with me in 
my heart and in my memories. 
The movies of his life play 
in my mind almost daily. I 
have made new friends. I 
have walked away from old 
acquaintances. I have learned 
to separate the meaningful 
from the meaningless. And 

I have learned that 
I will always feel 
the pain of my son’s 
death, yet I must 
always move forward 
into hope. Each day 
brings more hope  
as I accomplish 
another piece of my 
lifelong grief work.
So the dichotomy 
exists within me. In 
my heart, mind and 
soul my child will live 

forever. The memories of the full measure of each day 
of his life are there to giveme peace and solace. Yet, 
the brutal pain of my son’s death is there, too. Unlike 
any other love in life, a parent’s love is unconditional 
and transcends all. There is a peace in knowing that. 
The pain doesn’t end. It simply reshapes itself into a 
quiet, soft ache that gives us a gentle, often tearful, 
reminder that our child will always be with us.  
And perhaps that is as it should be.  

The pain doesn’t 
end. It simply 
reshapes itself into 
a quiet, soft ache 
that gives us a 
gentle, often tearful, 
reminder that our 
child will always be 
with us.  



      

 

 
w

w
w

.b
pu

sa
st

l.
or

g

 

116

Newsletter Submissions
Cut off date for 

March April is April 28th

Send your submission to:

Newsletter
PO BOX 1115

St. Peters, MO 63376
 bpusastl@gmail.com

If sending payment  
make checks payable to  

  Thankyou!  

art of ’s commitment 
to you is that we are the space where 
our parents and families communicate. 

Printed in your newsletter are articles to 
educate and ones that 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.  

 shares these insights not only for 
your contemplation but also to acknowledge 
our community’s many and rich sources for 
strength and hope. 

St Louis Bulletin Board

 Honor your Child   
Support 
The St. Louis Chapter of BPUSA offers 
three ways to honor your child while 
supporting the good works of .

 <  Make a 
$20.00 donation and your child’s picture will 
grace our Homepage and have a link to your 
child’s vitual memorial.

 <   Simply join a 
group and  your child’s picture will be added 
to 
 “Meet Our Children.”  In addition, make a 
$10.00 donation to submit a one page story 
that links to your child’s picture.

 <  For a donation your child’s 
picture will appear on the Love Gifts page.

For any of above, insure that your child’s 
picture and angel dates are in  
database. If  not,  mail one to our PO Box 
or EMAIL: bpusastl@gmail.com. 

My 
Sister
—Kim Bernal, TCF, Sugar Land-South-
west Houston, TX, In memory of  
Lezlie Dyane Davis, June 7, 1966 to 
October 1, 1997

I am not sure where to start. 
My older sister, Lezlie, died 
on October 1, 1997. It has 
been a little more than 4 

months and I still catch my breath 
and start to tear up when some-
one mentions her name. I am a 
private griever, I guess. When I 
heard the news that she was in the 
ER, I fell to my knees and prayed 
to God. I told him 
I was going to put 
this in His hands 
and that it was up 
to Him now, as if 
it was not earlier. 
“She did not make 
it.”

These are the 
words that I heard 
my father say 
through a cloud of 
tears and pain. While holding my 
mother, he explained that she was 
gone. My immediate reaction was 
to cry. I really did not know what 
this would mean. I am slowly find-
ing out just what it does. What do 
we do now? I wanted to take im-
mediate action, calling relatives, 
the minister, and helping in a time 
when my parents needed someone 
to lean on. I was bound and deter-
mined to be the strong one for a 
while. And I was.

As we made funeral arrangements 
and memorials plans, I, like the 
rest of them, sat in silence as the 
tears and pain flowed from my 
eyes. It hurt. But I was determined 
to remain strong for my children 
and for my family who seemed 
to be crumbling right before my 
very eyes. A very difficult thing to 
do for a little girl who thinks her 
daddy is the strongest person she 
has ever known.
I dreaded the viewing at the funer-
al home. I did not want to go to the 
funeral home and see her like that, 
not even one last time. My parents 
insisted it would be a good thing for 
all of us. As the time approached, 
I was more and more frustrated 

at the pros-
pect of falling 
apart upon 
seeing her. 
However, as 
we entered 
the funeral 
home and 
went into the 
room where 
her body lay 
at rest, some-
thing hap-

pened. I could not shed a tear. It 
was as if my brain and body (and 
soul, for that matter) went on au-
topilot. I sat quietly on the first 
row watching my father fall to his 
knees and sob.
My mother could not speak. My 
baby sister holding on to them 
both, in tears. I was on the outside 
looking in on the strangest and yet 
saddest heartbreaking moment of 
my life. But that’s just it: I was on 
the outside looking in. I was the 

strong one, but not by choice. I 
did not consciously decide to lock 
out my feelings and, yet, the entire 
episode was painful. I can’t explain 
my reaction. I went through the 
memorial service with minimal 
tears. I greeted those wishing to 
personally offer condolences be-
cause I know my family was strug-
gling with having to look them in 
the eyes and share their pain along 
with their own. But then I saw my 
friend, Julie. Julie has survived 
through the same experience 
I am going through. The key word 
is survived. As I hugged her, my 
strength lapsed and I started to 
cry, sort of uncontrollably. This 
was good. Julie told me that 
“things are never going to get bet-
ter.” I thought to myself, what a 
terrible thing to say to someone 
in my circumstance, but she was 
right. Her honesty now is appre-
ciated. She was right. Things will 
never get better, we just learn to 
handle and cope. I am grateful for 
her kindness and friendship. We 
belong to a club that I hope no one 
will ever have to join. We have lost 
a piece of ourselves and our fam-
ily will never be the same. This is a 
permanent state.
I still cry. I am able to get through 
a conversation using her name 
without crying, well, at least some-
times. But there are times, I call 
them “moments of truth,” that I 
am starting to experience. The first 
occurred on December 1, 1997. I 
was sitting having lunch    

Sibling
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As always for 
up to date information 
on  other BPUSAStL  

events visit: www.
bpusastl.org
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Children of BPUSAStL’s 
        Board Members & Facilatators 

Michael A. Maixner 
 son of  

Bob Maixner 

Jennifer Francisco  
daughter of  

 Jeanne & Mike 
 Francisco

Donnie Lagemann  
son of   

Bill & Vicki  
Lagemann  

Jeff Ryan 
son of Pat Ryan 

Brett Alan Blanton 
son of  

Ron & Barb Blanton

Joel Fehrmann 
son of  

Linda Fehrmann

Michael Yackly 
son of  
Victoria Kellison

Daniel Kohler 
son of   
Arlene Thomason

Jeffrey Morris  
son of Cindy Morris

Leah  Eisenberg  
daughter of   
Jamie Ryan

Ryan Arnold  
son of   
Donna Arnold

Brian Ruby  
son of Judy Ruby

Michael & Kristen 
Curran 
son &  
daughter in–law  
of Sandy Curran

Joe DeMarco 
son of 

Theresa DeMarco

Arthur & Emily Gerner 
son & grandchild of 

Margaret Gerner

Mickey Jason Hale 
son of 

Jacque Glaeser

Shandra Robertson 
daughter of 

Belinda Mitchell

April Child from 8 enjoy became intensely 
painful. It became an impossible task to attend 
church services or go out for brunch. Seeing families 
enjoying their togeth- erness pierced my heart with 
an endless ache. My tear-filled eyes burned at the 
thought of being surrounded by “intact” families. 
Feelings of anger and resentment overwhelmed my 
heart. On the inside I wanted to lash out at all those 
mothers and fathers who were surrounded by all of 
their children and those sisters and brothers who 
had no clue what it would be like to lose a sibling. 
As the day drew to a close I felt tremendous 
relief that it was over. Exhausted, I would lay 
silently with my head on my pillow as quiet 
tears lulled me to sleep.
It seems impossible that it has been nine 
birthdays and nine Mothers’ Days since Anna 
died. In my heart it was only yesterday. I can 
still see her smile and hear her laugh. I can feel the 
warmth of a quick hug as she heads out the door. 
With each passing year comes a new reality of what 
it means to be a bereaved parent, of what it means to 
find a new normal for our lives. The pain continues 
to occasionally catch me off guard, but it is softer 
now. The tears still come, but less frequently. Warm 
memories bring joyful moments to the emptiness. I 
smile quietly to myself, reassured that Anna lives on 
in our hearts and lives, as well as in the hearts and 
lives of those around us. Once again each April we 

celebrate the day of her birth, for her life has been 
a gift of unimaginable joy. Our traditional Mother’s 
day rituals have changed to new ones. There is more 
laughter now, fewer painful tears. I rejoice that I can 
celebrate that I am Debbie’s Mom, and now Scott’s 

mother-in-law, as well! Life 
is good.

The winter has 
been long and 

cold, as has 
been the winter 
of our grief. 
Springtime 
has arrived. 
The sunshine 
and blue sky, 

the purple 
crocus and yellow 

daffodils pushing 
through the warming 

earth bring hope of 
renewal and reassurance that life continues. 
Although there is an irreparable hole in my soul and 
an emptiness in my heart that will never leave, I am 
forever grateful that Anna lived with us for 23 years. 
I am eternally thankful that I am and I always will 
be Anna’s Mom. May the warmth and brilliance of 
springtime fill your hearts with times of peace and 
hope and love. 

LIFE turns out best for those who make  
                   the best of the way life turns out.
—Art Linkletter, former TV personality Father of two children who died

"Time heals" many people say. It may.  
It may help to dull your pain. But the medicine of time 
taken by itself, is not sure. Time is neutral.  
What helps is what you do with time.
—Rabbi Earl A. Grollman



 

 

8 In Memory of
Mickey Jason Hale

Son of 
Jacque Glaeser

My  
April Child
—Paula Funk ~ TCF, Petoskey, MI

“In the midst of winter I found within 
myself an invincible summer.” 
 —Albert Camus

When our daughters were growing 
up the arrival of springtime was 
a favorite time of the year, filled 
with anticipation of the coming of 

special days of family fun. The freshness of the air, 
the brilliant colors of springtime trees and flowers, 
and the song of the birds returned from their winter 
retreat resounded the message of hope and that life 
was good. We had survived another cold, snowy 
Michigan winter and were soon to be rewarded 
with blue sky, sunshine and temperatures well above 
freezing!

Birthdays in our family were a time of celebration 
together. Each year Larry, Anna, Debbie and I, and 
perhaps a friend or two, would celebrate Anna’s 
April birthday by dining at her favorite Mexican 
restaurant. There would be lots of silliness and     cont pg 10 

 laughter. During her teenage years, Anna would 
always forewarn us not to have the staff come to our 
table to sing their crazy birthday song. Of course, 
since we always insisted that our role as parents was 
to embarrass our children, her threats and warnings 
could not stop our tomfoolery. I believe she secretly 
enjoyed the atten- tion.
As Mother’s Day approached, we looked forward 
again to spending the day together as a family. We 
would attend church, go out for my favorite brunch, 
have lots of conversation, fill our bellies to the max, 

laugh until we 
cried, be silly, make 
memories... That 
was before... 
Then the 
unthinkable 
happened. My 
April child died. 
How could those 
special days of love 
and togetherness, 
laughter and fun 
become among 
the most-dreaded 
days a mother must 
face? How could 

those days that we had once anticipated with joy and 
excitement bring such unbelievable heartache and 
confusion, loneliness and tears?
During those first few years we were simply lost. 
This was new, undesired, and certainly not requested, 
territory that we had been forced to enter. What were 
we supposed to do? How were we supposed to act? I 
just wanted to run away on her birthday. For several 
years we did just that. With hearts filled with the 
numbness of fresh grief, our restructured family of 
three would hop in the car and head out-of-town. We 
would spend the day busying ourselves with whatever 
it took to survive. We would laugh half-heartedly, 
share memories, or cry together as we struggled to 
discover our new identity as a family without Anna’s 
physical presence.
As always, only a few short weeks following Anna’s 
birthday Mother’s Day would arrive right on schedule. 
The traditions we had come to love and 

It seems 
impossible 
that it has been 
nine birthdays  
and nine  
Mothers’ Days  
since Anna died.

  

In Memory of
Charles Eugene Robertson

Grandfather of
Andrew Bryan Krejci

– Pat & Tom Castro

In Memory of
Ron Blanton

Father of  
Brett Alan Blanton

—Jamie Ryan & David Whiteman
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Shandra Robertson 
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Belinda Mitchell

April Child from 8 enjoy became intensely 
painful. It became an impossible task to attend 
church services or go out for brunch. Seeing families 
enjoying their togeth- erness pierced my heart with 
an endless ache. My tear-filled eyes burned at the 
thought of being surrounded by “intact” families. 
Feelings of anger and resentment overwhelmed my 
heart. On the inside I wanted to lash out at all those 
mothers and fathers who were surrounded by all of 
their children and those sisters and brothers who 
had no clue what it would be like to lose a sibling. 
As the day drew to a close I felt tremendous 
relief that it was over. Exhausted, I would lay 
silently with my head on my pillow as quiet 
tears lulled me to sleep.
It seems impossible that it has been nine 
birthdays and nine Mothers’ Days since Anna 
died. In my heart it was only yesterday. I can 
still see her smile and hear her laugh. I can feel the 
warmth of a quick hug as she heads out the door. 
With each passing year comes a new reality of what 
it means to be a bereaved parent, of what it means to 
find a new normal for our lives. The pain continues 
to occasionally catch me off guard, but it is softer 
now. The tears still come, but less frequently. Warm 
memories bring joyful moments to the emptiness. I 
smile quietly to myself, reassured that Anna lives on 
in our hearts and lives, as well as in the hearts and 
lives of those around us. Once again each April we 

celebrate the day of her birth, for her life has been 
a gift of unimaginable joy. Our traditional Mother’s 
day rituals have changed to new ones. There is more 
laughter now, fewer painful tears. I rejoice that I can 
celebrate that I am Debbie’s Mom, and now Scott’s 

mother-in-law, as well! Life 
is good.

The winter has 
been long and 

cold, as has 
been the winter 
of our grief. 
Springtime 
has arrived. 
The sunshine 
and blue sky, 

the purple 
crocus and yellow 

daffodils pushing 
through the warming 

earth bring hope of 
renewal and reassurance that life continues. 
Although there is an irreparable hole in my soul and 
an emptiness in my heart that will never leave, I am 
forever grateful that Anna lived with us for 23 years. 
I am eternally thankful that I am and I always will 
be Anna’s Mom. May the warmth and brilliance of 
springtime fill your hearts with times of peace and 
hope and love. 

LIFE turns out best for those who make  
                   the best of the way life turns out.
—Art Linkletter, former TV personality Father of two children who died

"Time heals" many people say. It may.  
It may help to dull your pain. But the medicine of time 
taken by itself, is not sure. Time is neutral.  
What helps is what you do with time.
—Rabbi Earl A. Grollman
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Newsletter Submissions
Cut off date for 

March April is April 28th

Send your submission to:

Newsletter
PO BOX 1115

St. Peters, MO 63376
 bpusastl@gmail.com

If sending payment  
make checks payable to  

  Thankyou!  

art of ’s commitment 
to you is that we are the space where 
our parents and families communicate. 

Printed in your newsletter are articles to 
educate and ones that 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.  

 shares these insights not only for 
your contemplation but also to acknowledge 
our community’s many and rich sources for 
strength and hope. 

St Louis Bulletin Board

 Honor your Child   
Support 
The St. Louis Chapter of BPUSA offers 
three ways to honor your child while 
supporting the good works of .

 <  Make a 
$20.00 donation and your child’s picture will 
grace our Homepage and have a link to your 
child’s vitual memorial.

 <   Simply join a 
group and  your child’s picture will be added 
to 
 “Meet Our Children.”  In addition, make a 
$10.00 donation to submit a one page story 
that links to your child’s picture.

 <  For a donation your child’s 
picture will appear on the Love Gifts page.

For any of above, insure that your child’s 
picture and angel dates are in  
database. If  not,  mail one to our PO Box 
or EMAIL: bpusastl@gmail.com. 

My 
Sister
—Kim Bernal, TCF, Sugar Land-South-
west Houston, TX, In memory of  
Lezlie Dyane Davis, June 7, 1966 to 
October 1, 1997

I am not sure where to start. 
My older sister, Lezlie, died 
on October 1, 1997. It has 
been a little more than 4 

months and I still catch my breath 
and start to tear up when some-
one mentions her name. I am a 
private griever, I guess. When I 
heard the news that she was in the 
ER, I fell to my knees and prayed 
to God. I told him 
I was going to put 
this in His hands 
and that it was up 
to Him now, as if 
it was not earlier. 
“She did not make 
it.”

These are the 
words that I heard 
my father say 
through a cloud of 
tears and pain. While holding my 
mother, he explained that she was 
gone. My immediate reaction was 
to cry. I really did not know what 
this would mean. I am slowly find-
ing out just what it does. What do 
we do now? I wanted to take im-
mediate action, calling relatives, 
the minister, and helping in a time 
when my parents needed someone 
to lean on. I was bound and deter-
mined to be the strong one for a 
while. And I was.

As we made funeral arrangements 
and memorials plans, I, like the 
rest of them, sat in silence as the 
tears and pain flowed from my 
eyes. It hurt. But I was determined 
to remain strong for my children 
and for my family who seemed 
to be crumbling right before my 
very eyes. A very difficult thing to 
do for a little girl who thinks her 
daddy is the strongest person she 
has ever known.
I dreaded the viewing at the funer-
al home. I did not want to go to the 
funeral home and see her like that, 
not even one last time. My parents 
insisted it would be a good thing for 
all of us. As the time approached, 
I was more and more frustrated 

at the pros-
pect of falling 
apart upon 
seeing her. 
However, as 
we entered 
the funeral 
home and 
went into the 
room where 
her body lay 
at rest, some-
thing hap-

pened. I could not shed a tear. It 
was as if my brain and body (and 
soul, for that matter) went on au-
topilot. I sat quietly on the first 
row watching my father fall to his 
knees and sob.
My mother could not speak. My 
baby sister holding on to them 
both, in tears. I was on the outside 
looking in on the strangest and yet 
saddest heartbreaking moment of 
my life. But that’s just it: I was on 
the outside looking in. I was the 

strong one, but not by choice. I 
did not consciously decide to lock 
out my feelings and, yet, the entire 
episode was painful. I can’t explain 
my reaction. I went through the 
memorial service with minimal 
tears. I greeted those wishing to 
personally offer condolences be-
cause I know my family was strug-
gling with having to look them in 
the eyes and share their pain along 
with their own. But then I saw my 
friend, Julie. Julie has survived 
through the same experience 
I am going through. The key word 
is survived. As I hugged her, my 
strength lapsed and I started to 
cry, sort of uncontrollably. This 
was good. Julie told me that 
“things are never going to get bet-
ter.” I thought to myself, what a 
terrible thing to say to someone 
in my circumstance, but she was 
right. Her honesty now is appre-
ciated. She was right. Things will 
never get better, we just learn to 
handle and cope. I am grateful for 
her kindness and friendship. We 
belong to a club that I hope no one 
will ever have to join. We have lost 
a piece of ourselves and our fam-
ily will never be the same. This is a 
permanent state.
I still cry. I am able to get through 
a conversation using her name 
without crying, well, at least some-
times. But there are times, I call 
them “moments of truth,” that I 
am starting to experience. The first 
occurred on December 1, 1997. I 
was sitting having lunch    
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on  other BPUSAStL  

events visit: www.
bpusastl.org
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Telephone 
Friends

BPUSA
Linda Fehrmann (314) 853-7925 

Accident, AUtomoBile:
Katie VerHagen  ..............(314) 576-5018

Accident, non VehicUlAr:
Bill Lagemann  ................(573) 242-3632

AdUlt SiBling:
Mark VerHagen .............. (314) 726-5300

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:
Barb Blanton ..................(314)-303-8973

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) 518-2302

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

BPUSA’s 
Board of Directors hosts 

2014’s National Gathering

Hope  
in the 

Heartland  
 Where: St. Louis, MO

When: July 25-27, 2014

Start planning now! 
Watch our web site for information.

If you are ready to volunteer  
with the Gathering,  

please email bpusagather@gmail.com  
and include “Volunteer” in the subject line.

Contact person: Jodi Norman, VP 
 703-910-6277

bpusagather@gmail.com

 
 

—Annette Mennen Baldwin In memory of my son, Todd 
Mennen TCF, Katy, TX

hen I look back over 
my grief journey, I 
marvel at how far I 
have come and yet at 

how poignant and permanent the 
loss of my son will always be for me.  
How can this dichotomy exist within 
one person’s mind?

The horror of the news of my son’s 
death, the shock that slammed my mind 
into numbness, the unremembered 
conversations, the The pain doesn’t end. 
It simply reshapes itself into a quiet, soft 
ache that gives us a gentle, often tearful, 
reminder that our child will always be with us.  
The pain doesn’t end. It simply reshapes itself into a 
quiet, soft ache that gives us a gentle, often tearful, 
reminder that our child will always be with us.  
platitudes that followed the memorial service and 
the first two months of living in a complete fog of 
disbelief are very vivid in my mind. The horror is too 
real to forget. The next six months of melancholy, 
miserable mourning are forever locked in my mind. 
The pure physical pain, the piercing jolts when I 
momentarily thought of something beyond my 
child’s death and was mercilessly slammed back 
into the finality of death’s amputation of my son’s 
smile, laughter and physical presence on this earth 
are etched for eternity in my soul. My mind simply 
couldn’t accept that Todd was gone from this plane. 
The first anniversary of his death was a horrifying 
day worsened by a   very bleak and foreshadowing 
conversation with my son’s widow. Life would be 
much different for my husband and me from this 
point forward. There were no bridges to the past. 
She made that clear. I was inconsolable from the 
impact of her wicked words.

But I made it through the first and second years 
with help from my Compassionate Friends Chapter. 
I could cry and scream about the injustice of my loss 
and all that followed, and each parent understood. 
Eventually I had told my story enough times to 
enough people that I subconsciously accepted Todd’s 
death and all the changes in my life that followed.
At some point in my second year of grief I began 
reaching out to others. Helping others, seeing their 

pain, hearing their tearful 
words, had become cathartic 
for me. The more I helped, the 
more I was helped.
Yes, my son is still with me in 
my heart and in my memories. 
The movies of his life play 
in my mind almost daily. I 
have made new friends. I 
have walked away from old 
acquaintances. I have learned 
to separate the meaningful 
from the meaningless. And 

I have learned that 
I will always feel 
the pain of my son’s 
death, yet I must 
always move forward 
into hope. Each day 
brings more hope  
as I accomplish 
another piece of my 
lifelong grief work.
So the dichotomy 
exists within me. In 
my heart, mind and 
soul my child will live 

forever. The memories of the full measure of each day 
of his life are there to giveme peace and solace. Yet, 
the brutal pain of my son’s death is there, too. Unlike 
any other love in life, a parent’s love is unconditional 
and transcends all. There is a peace in knowing that. 
The pain doesn’t end. It simply reshapes itself into a 
quiet, soft ache that gives us a gentle, often tearful, 
reminder that our child will always be with us.  
And perhaps that is as it should be.  

The pain doesn’t 
end. It simply 
reshapes itself into 
a quiet, soft ache 
that gives us a 
gentle, often tearful, 
reminder that our 
child will always be 
with us.  
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To experience the loss of an infant is to 
grieve for what never was. After all the 
months of anticipation and preparation, 
the actual birth of a child brings the 

feelings of hope and fulfillment. Should that child be 
stillborn, or die hours, days or even months later, the 
unrealized dreams become a source of pain for the 
parents. No parent ever expects to outlive his child; 
the death of an infant is often the loss of a child 
unknown even to his parents. The expected stages 
of grief (guilt, disbelief, anger, etc.) can have new 
directions for the parents who have lost an infant.

1. SHAME and GUILT 

Especially if the infant was stillborn or had a 
birth defect, the mother may feel she has failed 
as a woman, “Other women have live, normal 
babies, why can’t I?” Should an infant die months 
after birth, parents find it hard to resolve feelings 
that “it was not their fault.”
2. NO MEMORIES 

Parents may only have “souvenirs of an occasion” 
(birth certificate, I.D. bracelet) by which to 
remember their child. If the infant is older, they 
may have pictures and a few belongings, but  

4 1313

Infant 
pageToddler

Sister  with my coworkers. We 
were not talking about anything 
related to my loss but all of a sud-
den, I blurted out, “Oh, my God, 
it’s been two months since my sis-
ter died.” I had to get up and run. 
It’s odd I seem to have this need to 
get up and bolt frequently. I mostly 
control it and move on to some-
thing else, but the urge is still pres-
ent and strong.
There are songs, music, books, and 

a little newsletter published by The 
Compassionate Friends that will 
bring me to uncontrolled grieving. 
I sit and hold my children as I totally 
let go of all the pent-up pain and 
sadness. It’s funny, I have remained 
strong for them and in my weakest 
moments they are all I hold on 
to. Anyway, these “moments of 
truth” come frequently. The closest 
analogy I can think of to explain 
this whole experience is that I am 
like a child whose nose is pressed 

up against the window pane of life 
when all of a sudden, the window 
shatters. I am so busy trying to 
pick up the pieces to protect the 

others and insure 
that no one else 
gets hurt that I do 
not realize until 
much later that my 
arms and hands are 

bleeding heavily. I can finally see 
the devastation and now feel the 
pain. 

they may still feel they hadn’t really gotten to 
know their child.
3. LONELINESS IN GRIEF 

It is hard for friends and relatives to share your 
grief for a child they never knew. If the child is a 
newborn they may give the impression that you 
are grieving unnecessarily over a non person. 
They hope that you can “forget this baby” and 
“have another one.”
4. NEGLECTED FATHERS 

Too often the sympathies of professionals and 
friends are directed mainly to the mother. It is 
important to remember that the father had made 
plans for this baby too.
5. MOTHERS vs. FATHERS

Since the mother has bonded with her child all 
during pregnancy, her grief may be much deeper 
than the father who only came to know this 
child after birth. It may be difficult for a father to 
understand why his wife’s grief is so profound and 
so prolonged. 

article lovingly lifted from www.tcfpheonix.org 
March 1, 2014 

 of a Parent  
Who Has Lost an Infant

—Claire McGaughey & Sue Shelley, 
TCF Infant Group, St. Louis, MOThe Easter and Passover seasons are upon us. They 

are special family times that make it more obvious 
that one is missing. Some parents are struggling 
with what they believe anymore. The pretty new 

dresses and hats don’t seem to matter as much as they did. There 
are more important things on our minds now. We are facing the 
renewal of life all around us-and 
yet the missing child’s life is not 
renewable. We hurt because life is 
going on and his or hers is not.
These are normal reactions for 
some when grief is fresh, for the 
changing of seasons is a poignant 
time for many. Those of us who 
have had the necessary time with 
to convey to those who have 
not that it won’t always be this 
painful. When your grief softens 
(and it will), so will many of the 
hurtful responses. Get out in the 
sunshine, go for a walk, smell 
the fragrance of the flowers and 
allow the warmth of the season to 
permeate your being. It just may 
make your day a little lighter, and 
a lighter day is worth trying for.  

Those of us 
who have had 
the necessary 
time  
with to convey 
to those who 
have not that 
it won’t always 
be this painful. 

EastEr and PassovEr
Learning to Live 
with A BROKEN 
HEART

Eleven years ago, on July 29th, 
1989, my life changed forever. That 
was the day my beloved Amanda, 
my eighteen year old daughter, 
was killed in a car crash. How has 
hear death affected and altered 
my life?

I have learned that there are no 
guarantees in life. I have learned 
to appreciate and live each day 
as though it was my last. I have 
learned that I can’t make bar-
gains with a higher power. I have 
learned to recognize and separate 
what is really important from the 
trivial and unimportant.

I have learned that to assign blame 
or place guilt cannot change 
events, nor can it help the healing. 
I have learned how to listen and 
be sympathetic to people who are 
hurting. I have learned that hav-
ing a sense of humour does not 
keep me from feeling the pain of 
Amanda’s death.

I have learned that dealing with 
the death of a loved one is health-
ier than not confronting the pain. 
I have learned that, as a result of 
this tragedy and the pain I have 
felt, a new “me” has emerged. I 
have learned to live with the new 
“me”, 

I have learned to live with a broken 
heart. 

[Mel Giniger, LA Chapter, BP USA 
Lovingly reprinted from “Reflec-
tions” TCF of WA Inc.]
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Darcie D. Sims 

“Why does it hurt so much? Why is this grief 
so incapacitating? If only the hurt weren’t so 
crushing.” Sounds familiar? All of us have 
known hurts before, but none of our pre- 

vious “ouchies” can compare with the hurt we feel. 
Nothing can touch the pain of burying a child.

Yet most of us have discovered that the sun still 
comes up. We still have to function. We did not die 
when our child did, even though we wished we could 
have, so—we are stuck with this pain, this grief, and 
what do we do with it? Surely we can’t live like  
THIS forever!

There are no magic formulas for surviving grief. 
There are a few recognized patterns for grief, but 
even those are only guidelines. What we do know is 
that the emptiness will never go away. It will become 
tolerable and livable—some day.
TIME—the longest word in our grief. We used to 
measure TIME by the steps of our child: the first 
word, first tooth, first date, first car—now we don’t 
have that measure any more. All we have is TIME, 
and it only seems to make the hurt worse.
So what do we do? Give ourselves  
TIME—to hurt, to grieve, to cry.  
TIME to choke, to scream.  
TIME to be “crazy” and  
TIME to remember.  
Be nice to yourself ! Don’t measure your progress 
through grief against anyone else’s. Be your own 
timekeeper.
Don’t push. Eventually you will find the hours 
and days of grief have turned to minutes and then 

moments—but don’t expect them to go away. We 
will always hurt. You don’t get over grief—it only 
becomes tolerable and livable. Change your focus a 
bit. Instead of dwelling on how much you lost, try 
thinking of how much you had. Try letting good 
memories come over you as easily as the awful ones 
do. We didn’t lose our child—HE [SHE] DIED.  
We don’t lose the love that flowed between  
—it still flows, but differently now.
Does it help to know that if we didn’t love so very 
much, it would not hurt so badly? Grief is the price 
we pay for love. And as much as it hurts, I’m very 
glad I loved. Don’t let death cast ugly shadows, 
but rather warm memories of the loving times you 
shared. Even though death comes,  
Love never goes away! 

Sadly, Darcie  
passed away on February 27, 2014.   
She will be greatly missed by all 
who had the pleasure of hearing her 
speak at Gatherings and those who 
have read her books. 

—Bettie-Jeanne Rivard-Darby, TCF

I remember the Compassionate Friends meeting, about 8 
months “after”, in which those who had been there longer 
said that for some of them that the second and third years 
were “even worse than the first”. I remember my sharp 

intake of breath and loud moan as I folded over, banging my 
head on the table. How could anything BE WORSE?
For me, entering into the second year has been a conglomeration 
of worse and of “softer”...of intense and sudden waves of pain 
and loneliness, accompanied by some smiles, laughter and 
gentle visions of “trees and forest”. I am still not enjoying this 
journey at all, but words like “glad”, “enjoy”, “like”, “love” are 
seeping their way back into my vocabulary.
At the recent National Compassionate Friends Conference 
(which Jim and I recommend that every Bereaved Parent, 
Grandparent and Sibling attend - it was more than worth the 
financial strain from our still not returned to work budget and 
we are already planning to attend in July 2011) I was often 
surprised that those ‘further removed” from the first few years 
‘after’, thought of us, 19 months ‘after’, as “Fresh”, “Right at 
the Beginning”, “Still Very New”. From this peer group, we 
learned that most bereaved family members think of “NEWLY 
BEREAVED” as, at least, the first 3 to 5 years….
But remember, there will be no sudden switch that indicates 
that you are “no longer new”. There is no stick to measure the 
depth of your pain and grief. EVERY GRIEF JOURNEY IS 
VERY INDIVIDUAL. There is no comparison to anyone else’s 
grief; nor has anyone the right to judge whether you are “not 
making healthy progress” in your own Grief Journey. (I sadly 
heard that comment from another bereaved parent who seemed 
to feel that ‘their’ grief knowledge was best! )
What I do KNOW as a “Still Newly Bereaved Parent” (but not 
as newly bereaved or numb as I was a year ago), is that there 
ARE CHANGES...in YOU, in your address book, in your 
Grief, in Levels of Pain, in how The Memories Affect you…
And that I am thankful for My Compassionate Friends who are 
holding my hand along this journey.  
Source of article: TCF, Northeast / Rockville Chapter Newsletter

Ask my Mom
—Jo Burr, Nelson Bay Chapter TCF

My Mum, she tells a lot of lies  
she never did before. 
From now until she dies she’ ll tell 
a whole lot more.

Ask my Mum how is she  
and because she can’t explain 
she will tell a little lie… 
because she can’t  
describe the pain.

Ask my Mum how is she,  
she’ ll say,” I’m alright”? 
If that ’s the truth, then tell me, 
why does she cry each night?

Ask my Mum how is she,  
she seems to cope so well 
She didn’t have a choice you see, 
nor the strength to yell.

Ask my Mum how is she 
She’ ll say, “I’m fine, 
I’m well, I’m coping”?

For God’s sake, Mum,  
just tell the truth; just say your 
heart is broken.
She’ll love me all my life;  
I  loved her all of mine 
But if you ask her how is she; she’ ll 
lie and say she’s fine.

I am here, in heaven;  
I cannot hug from here 
If she lies to you, don’t listen 
Hug her, hold her near.

On the day we meet again;  
we’ ll smile, and  
I’ ll be bold I’ ll say, “You’re lucky to 
get in here, Mum, with all the lies you 
told!”    
http://www.bpusacromwellct.org/Poems-of-
Comfort.html 
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Bowling Green 
(3rd Thursday, 7-9:00 PM) 

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

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

Fac: Wendy Koch  
(573)822-6123

Parents of Murdered Children:
Meetings: 3rd Tues 7:30 PM 
St Alexius Hospital 
 3933 S Broadway 
Mata Weber (618)972-0429        
Butch Hartmann (314)487-8989

LIFE CRISIS CENTER:  
(Survivors of Suicide) 

12755 Olive, Suite 115
 Creve Coeur, MO   63103  
Meetings: Weds 7:00 p.m. 
(314)647-3100

PALS: 
4th Sat at 10:30AM
St Lukes Hospital (141 & 40)
St. Louis, MO  
*Linda Ferhmann 
 (314)853-7925

Survivors of Suicide:
1st & 3rd Monday  
Baue Funeral Home 
620 Jefferson Street  
St. Charles, Mo 63301 
*LF (314) 853-7925

GRASP: 
Sundays at 700 PM
Harris House
8327 Broadway 63111
MaryAnn Lemonds
(314) 330-7586
malemonds@gmail.com

Open Arms* Parents Left Behind:
4355 Butler Hill Rd 
Fac: Kathy Myers 
(636)343-5262  A
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   Times & Places    

Business • Facilitators  
Meetings held @  

9:00 AM 2nd Saturday in  
Feb., April, June, & Sept.   
unless otherwise noted

BJC Hospital St. Peters 

10 Hospital Drive 
Room A/B 
St. Peters, MO 63376

All are welcome! 
Call: Linda Fehrmann 
              (314) 853-7925)

St Peters•St Charles 
(1st Thursday, 7:00 PM)

Knights of Columbus Hall 
5701 Hwy N, St Charles, MO
(Cottleville) 63304
Fac: Mike & Jeanne Francisco
(636)947–9403

Troy, MO 
(2nd Tuesday, 7:00 PM)  

Ingersoll Chapel in Troy
211 Boone Street 
Troy, MO 63379
Fac: Cindy Morris  
(636)462–9961

Tri-County Chapter
(2nd Thursday, 6:30 PM)

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

Jefferson County 
(1st Thursday, 7 PM)

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

West County
(4th Tuesday, 7:00 PM)

Shaare Emeth Congregation, 
11645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue)  
St. Louis MO 63141 
Fac: Jacque Glaeser
jlynn63021@yahoo.com 
co Fac: Arlene Thomason 
(314) 401–2510 

St Louis City 
(2nd Tues. of month, 7:00PM)

St Mary’s High (Cafeteria)
4701 South Grand
St. Louis, Mo. 63111
Fac: Belinda Mitchell
(314) 306-7318 
co Fac: Sandy Curran
(314)518-2302

Daisy  
Snowflakes
—author unknown

The most amazing miracle happened to me today and it 
came from my son Jamie. I was at work and decided to 
go outside and take a little break from all of the chaos 
go- ing on inside of the office. A co-worker went along 

with me as she too needed a break. As we were standing there it had 
started to snow ever so lightly. For some reason I noticed that she had 
a tiny daisy on the side of her t-shirt and thought that it was a piece of 
confetti. As I brushed it off, I discovered that it was a snowflake in the 
shape of a perfect daisy. I couldn’t help but to stand there and stretch 
my arms out and watch the snowflakes land on my coat of black so 
softly and that they were all different sizes of snowflakes that were 
shaped into perfect daises. 

My first and only thought 
was that of my precious, 
beautiful son Jamie was 
trying to communicate 
to me thru something we 
both loved. Daises and 
snowflakes. I believe in the 
deepest part of my heart and 
soul that Jamie was standing 
there with me and letting 
me know in the only way he 
knew how, that he is still here 
with me. I ask Lacey to get 
her phone and take a picture 
of what was happening, but 
unbelievably, neither she nor 
I had a phone with us to get 
a picture of this spectacular 
experience. I asked Lacey 
repeatedly if she was seeing 

what I was seeing and she assured me that she was, but I have 
decided that I didn’t care if she saw what I saw because I was seeing 
what Jamie wanted me to see and that was him letting me know that 
he is forever with me and standing by my side thru this journey. I 
wish my son a beautiful birthday in heaven and to visit me often. 
Thank-you Jamie, forever remembered and loved: Mom 

As 
I  
brushed 
it off, 
I discovered that  
it was a snowflake  
in the shape of  
a perfect  
daisy. 

Like  
a  
bird
singing  
in the 
rain,
let  
grateful 
memories 
survive 
in time of 
sorrow.

 — Robert Louis Stevenson
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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. 
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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! 
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ARE YOU READY 
TO GIVE BACK?

2014 SUPPORT OPs:  
MANY, VARIED AND NEEDED!

 < Hospitality & Reflection Rooms  
set-up and/or for shifts 

 < Donations like... 
 water, soda, food

 < Donations like... 
Monetary   

 < Workshop Presenter

For more info see page 12 or our website.

          Recent Logos MidWest
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