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Hospitality

he National Gathering graciously, hosted by the Illinois and West Virginia Chapters,
promises wonderful speakers and great workshops to all of the bereaved parents coming to the
event. The St. Louis Chapters have the privilege of taking charge of the “Hospitality Room” at the
Gathering. The Hospitality Room is a place where parents can stop by during the Gathering to grab a soda
or something sweet to eat. It also provides an atmosphere where parents can sit down and talk with other
parents while enjoying a cup of coffee.

Soda, Coffee, Decaf Coffee, Juice, Other types of non-alcoholic drinks, Fruit, Candy,
Baked Goods, Cookies, Cheese /Salami and Crackers,
Snack trays, Pastry trays, etc.

Our needs would be about 35 cases of individual cans or bottled drinks and at least 600 different types
of pre-packaged snack food.
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e are the parents whose children have died. We are
the grandparents who have buried grandchildren.
We are the siblings whose brothers and sisters
no longer walk with us through life. We come together as
Bereaved Parents of the USA to provide a haven where all bereaved
families can meet and share our long and arduous grief journeys.
We attend monthly gatherings whenever we can and for as long
as we believe necessary. We share our fears, confusions, anger,
guilt, frustrations, emptiness and feelings of hopelessness so that
hope can be found anew. As we accept, support, comfort and
encourage each other, we demonstrate to each other that survival
is possible. Together we celebrate the lives of our children, share
the joys and triumphs as well as the love that will never fade.
Together we learn how little it matters where we live, what our
color or our affluence is or what faith we uphold as we confront
the tragedies of our children’s deaths. Together, strengthened
by the bonds we forge at our gatherings, we offer what we
have learned to each other and to every more recently bereaved
family. We are the Bereaved Parents of the USA. We welcome you.

Great Contributors in the past were Anheuser Busch (non-alcoholic), Kraft (pre-packaged cookies
and cheese crackers), Hershey, Sam’s Club, and more...
Individual donations are most welcomed as well.
If you work for or know of a company that would donate any drink or food items it would be
most appreciated if you would contact them about donating then arrange for it to be there on:

Thursday, July 10th

(afternoon or anytime on Friday).

V

olunteer to host the hospitality room on
Friday, July 11th & Saturday, July 12th!

Please call or e-mail Sharon Krejci to coordinate
your donations and or to schedule a time to walk
with other Bereaved Parents
in their Journey.
Sharon’s contact information is,
636-532-0033 or skrejci@swbell.net.
With Love and Memories of our Children,

Sharon Krejci
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To extend our Great St. Louis Hospitality,
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I am a man, God, and I have been taught
that I should be strong, to show no
weakness. My wife needs me to be strong.
I cannot and I must not be weak and lean
on her. It is only with you that I can be
honest, Lord, and even with you, I am
ashamed to admit it, but I wanted to cry.
I can feel the tears securely dammed up
behind eyes that want to burst. There is
a voice in me that shouts, Be strong! Be a
man! Show no weakness! Shed no tears!
But there is another voice inside that
speaks softly and somehow, I feel that
is your voice, Father. Is it you who tells
me that I am also a feeling human being
who can cry if I need to? Is it your voice
that tells me that, maybe, my wife needs
the tenderness of my tears more than
she needs the strength of my muscles?
You are right, Lord, as always. My wife
needs to see my grief. She needs to feel
the dampness of my tears and know
the aching in my heart. Then, just as we
became one to create this life, we became
one in our grief that mourns this death.
I think that I understand now, Lord. It
is in sharing the awful pain of my grief
that I become an even stronger man. It
is in sharing my tears that I share my true
strength. O God, help me to communicate
my deepest and most sensitive feelings
to my wife so we may become whole
together.

Bereaved Parents USA

H appy F ather ’s D ay
F rom Your S on
—Delaine Reingle, Houston, TX

Today is Father’s Day, Daddy,
this is your special day.
I realize this is hard for you,
since your son went away.

Today should be a happy day for fathers
both far and near,
but for you it’s not that way,
because not everyone is here.
Along with the joy you feel,
because you are a Dad,
comes the hurt you have for
the son you once had.
The rest of us kids realize
that Wade is on your mind.
The card looks so strange,
without his name signed.
We all miss him a lot,
and we really hurt for you.

Even though he is gone now,
his Dad is still you.
Although he can’t tell you,
the rest of us can.

Happy Father’s Day, Daddy.
We do understand.

—Linda J Camper, Colorado

“How is your mom doing?”
Is the basic question asked.

Sibling

Page

Angel

Sometimes an inquiry
—Patricia Kelley, Richmond, VA
about Dad,
I saw you, while I was sleeping
but so sadly seldom do they ask
last night.
the siblings; they must be so sad.
I was a little baby, and you
True the depth of our loss
were holding me in your arms.
brings agony and pain.
But the children, the dear chil- You whispered in my ear
that you would always
dren really do hurt again and
take care of me.
again.
They lost a brother or a sis, their
pain is just as real.
Frustration, anger and fear.
They, too, go through such hell.
Who is there to comfort them,
To give a word of care?
Everyone is more concerned
about the parent’s welfare.
While the siblings
drown in their hurt and pain,
no one to hold them near
to let them know
they’re not to blame.
To uplift and ease their minds
from fear.

You kept that promise.
You held me when
I broke my leg.

15
—Chetyl Larson, Pikes Peak

We grew up together big sister,
little brother. I took care of you
until you were old enough to
care for yourself. Though you
didn’t say it, I knew you loved
me.

You stayed with me when I was
We played in the sunlight, you
sick at the hospital.
and I. Remember the games of
You held my hand when I had
mother-may-I and hide and
to cross the street.
seek?
You always used your goofy grin Sure we had our fights as all
to cheer me up when I was sad. siblings do. But through it all
You carried me on your back
that night in the mountains.
The next day you were gone.
Every night I see you in my
dreams, and I know you are
keeping your promise.

You are still my guardian angel
and I am still your baby sister.
I love you.
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—Norman Hagley, Omaha, NE

Lonely
Hurting
Children

we never lost our love for each
other.

Now you’re gone. I’ll never
see you again, except in the
memories of those sunny days.
You will forever be sixteen far
too young to die. You had your
whole life to live. I’ll always
grieve, but I must go on.
Still, without you, I play alone
in the shadows.

B e re a ve d Parents USA
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You Cannot Direct
the Wind, but You
can Adjust the
Sails
By Marge Frankenberg, Arlington Heights, IL

I

saw the above quote on a poster in our church,
and it occurred to me that grief work is just
that– adjusting your sails. When a child dies, our
lives are changed forever - the wind changes direction.
When the direction of our life is so tragically changed
we have two choices. We can deal with our grief and
adjust our sails, or we can deny our grief and drift
helplessly and hopelessly out to sea.
In the beginning stages of grief we merely “reef our
sails” and go with the tide. That is not a bad idea. At
that time we are in a state of shock and not capable of
sound decisions. We need quite a bit of time to ride
out the storm. But when the initial storm of intense
pain begins to subside, we need to adjust our sails for
our own survival.

You, and only you, can make the decisions regarding
the rest of your life. You may find fulfillment in
reaching out to help others become more active in your
church or temple. Maybe you’ll want to take as big a
step as getting a job or returning to school. You may
make only subtle changes in your priorities. But if you
have made the decision to have a direction instead of
drifting, get started now! You may have several false
starts before you are really on course again. That’s
okay. Don’t give up! The healing is in the trying. If
you don’t give up, eventually you’ll once again have
“smooth sailing.”
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Look! That leaf has gone astray
that tree is different from any I see
the leaves go up instead
of on the ground with me.
Up they float, so light and breezy
like a gentle hand lifting them easy
I watch them sway to and fro
with such awe I see them go

Colors so bright with much hue
red and yellow, green and blue
purple and white, orange and silver
gold and pink, sparkling on a river
A great hand reaches down
the beautiful leaves fall in the palm
up it goes oh so gently
like a mother rocking her baby

I notice on these beautiful leaves
different sizes of all of these
some very small, tiny as could be
some very frail, some old as the tree

As I walk closer to this wondrous tree
some leaves I see falling, calm as a sea
before they hit the dark cold ground
a gentle wind comes &
they’re upward bound
Curiosity finally gets the best of me
I walk right up to the tree
names on the leaves is what I see
no, not my child! It cannot be!

A calm washes over my troubled mind
through clouded tears I find
my child smiling down at me
on his face is peace & serenity
I slowly open my swollen eyes
my pillow damp from the tears I cried
it’s not a dream, that I see
a beautiful leaf laying next to me
Your beautiful child is in my care

is what I see written there
I keep this leaf for all to see
remember my child as you do me
—jane nelson, St Louis, MO

Could You
Help Me
Cause
I’m Lost?
—Jack Bahm

My path through life
back long ago
was generally known
and clear.
But one day
the darkness fell …
just how did I get here?
Through pain
and my confusion
I have wandered
at great cost…
with no idea of where to go;
could you help me cause
I’m lost?
I function, yes, I even seem
to know where I am going.
But loneliness and life itself
has lately started showing.
So I’m afraid and often cry
as my journey
has been tossed.
I can’t depend upon
myself…
could you help me cause
I’m lost?

Submissions

(The cut off date for the May–June issue is April. 10th)

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

(Please send a self addressed stamped envelope)
Please make checks payable to BPUSA
To submit a poem or story email :
Christine Bousman scottjchristinen@aol.com

Telephone Friends
Accident, Automobile:

Katie VerHagen.................................. (314) 576-5018
Steve Welch........................................ (636) 561-2438

Accident, Non Vehicular:

Maureen & Chuck McDermott......... (636) 227-6931

Adult Sibling:

Mark VerHagen................................. (314) 726-5300
Traci Morlock.................................... (636) 332-1311

Drugs or Alcohol:

Patrick Dodd...................................... (314) 575-4178

Grandparent:

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

Child with Disability:

Lois Brockmeyer................................ (314) 843-8391

Illness, Short Term:

Jean & Art Taylor............................... (314) 725-2412

Illinois Contact:

Linda Moffatt.................................... (618) 243-6558

Jefferson County Contact:

Michele Horrell.................................. (636) 931-6552

Murder:

Mata Weber....................................... (618) 972-0429
Butch Hartmann................................ (314) 487-8989

Only Child:

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

Suicide:

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

Single Parent:

Mary Murphy ................................... (314) 822-7448
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Look at That Tree So Far Away
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–Cathy Heider, Algona, IA
What a busy month is May!
There are graduations to attend,
and maybe some weddings, too.
We sweep out the last of the
cobwebs from our spring cleaning.
The sounds of field work remind
us that it is planting time, and we
push our tiny seeds into the garden, then wait for rain.

Still, in such a hectic month, the
one day that seems to stand out the
most is Mother’s Day. As little
children, we looked forward to
the day, holding our handmade
cards and presents behind our
backs, ready to surprise Mom
with our treasures.

We feel torn when Mother’s Day
comes around. We are thankful
and happy for the children we have
had, and thank God for our living
children. Still, there will always
be an empty spot in our hearts on
Mother’s Day for the child who is
no longer with us.
Lately, though, several childless
women I know have been in my
thoughts, as I know they, too,
struggle on Mother’s Day. They
only know of the pain of empty
arms that have never been filled.
They, too, are in our “circle”. They
feel the pain of loss, only it is the
loss of what they never had. This s
a gentle reminder to us that there
are many people who
feel a little sad on
Mother’s Day,
who feel

Then we became mothers
ourselves, and made the
ultimate sacrifice … letting
go of a child. We buried a
child who had

Bereaved Parents USA

deprived, who feel left out.

This Mother’s Day, remember
your child. And try to remember
those who are childless. Those who
never held their child in their arms,
or shared their dreams with a son

We buried a child
who had become as
much a part of us as
our own arm or leg.

or daughter. They, too, have had
to learn how to live without a part
of their lives they so dearly desire.
Their wishes and dreams have been
severed from reality, just as much as
the loss of our child has severed a
part of us and our dreams.
This Mother’s Day, we should all
“mother” each other,
and the day will be better and
brighter. Give a hug and a smile to
those in need.
Happy mothering.

Gilda
Radner:
“I wanted a perfect

ending. Now I’ve
learned, the hard way,
that some poems
don’t rhyme,
and some stories
don’t have a clear
beginning, middle,
and end. Life is about
not knowing, having
to change, taking the
moment and making
the best of it, without
knowing what’s going
to happen next.
Delicious ambiguity.”

A Father’s
Thoughts
I
—Don Ray, Jamestown, NY

t is now nearly fifteen and a
half years since our son Philip
lived his short life. During
the holidays, we traveled to Pennsylvania, and while there stopped
by Philip’s grave. Jane voiced the
question, “Why, after all this time
does it still hurt so?” Part of the
reason, we who have had children
die know, is that we have lost a
chunk of our future.

Jane and I have also been aware
that we have so little of Philip’s
life. He was born prematurely and
died three days later of respiratory
complications. We have no
pictures, not even a toy or blanket,
nor article of clothing that would
have been his. His early birth
preceded showers and other
preparations. The most prominent
object of our memories is the
stone that marks his grave.
TCF has provided for me needed
encouragement to get in touch
with Philip’s life. Because of
the discomfort if causes in
conversations, we don’t often
talk about Philip to others. We
usually only mention our two
living sons when talk turns to
children. I received a form to
be completed with biographical
data about myself and family.
There were spaces for my parent’s
names. On the appropriate line
I wrote my father’s name and in
parenthesis “deceased”. A little
further on the form were lines for
our children’s names - three lines.
I hesitated a moment as I always
do, and then on the top line wrote
“Philip Donald (deceased)”. I

Infant &
Toddler Page

felt sadness and tears as I often
do when faced with listing our
children. But there was also a
good feeling as I affirmed that,
though, dead like my father, Philip
too had lived - however briefly.
He had created life and has left
his impact on us. He lived.
For a few very special moments, I
flashed back to those moments we
stood outside the hospital nursery.
I remembered how we talked
about his courage and fight as he
struggled against insurmountable
odds, and the handsome features
of his tiny body. I remembered
how our love and prayers
penetrated the glass of the nursery
window to him. And in those
special moments of memory, I

realized that while it had been all
too short, we had a relationship
with Philip and has left his mark
on our lives. And after all this
time, there were tears
of joy mixed with the sorrow, an
there was a touch of peace.

I still do not know the why of his
death, but for me at last his life
is no longer locked behind the
gravestone. I still wish he had
lived, even that we could have held
him - touched him - in those brief
hours of his life, that we had a
picture to aid our memories. But
the memories I have of his life are
precious, and I feel love and pride
for Philip even as I do for Joel and
Matt. And with that feeling, a
little more of the grief heals.

B e re a ve d Parents USA
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become as much a part of us as our
own arm or leg. It was as if a part
of ourselves had been amputated,
and we had to learn how to live
without that part of us.

13

St. Louis Bulletin Board
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The
Sounds
of
Silence
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—Mel Winer, Pennsylvania

We have become both better and
worse in the six years since Andy
died of cancer at the age of 22. We
are better because we are able to get
on with our lives and even enjoy
ourselves occasionally. We have
gotten worse because, as the years
go be, we feel his loss more deeply.
We feel his loss every time we
participate in a celebration marking
some milestone of our friends and
relatives or their children. We feel
the loss because in any celebrations
of our own, one person will always
be absent and not there to celebrate
with us or to enjoy his own
milestones. The pain of his absence
is always present at these events.

The silence of our home is a
different kind of quiet. By now, if
Andy had lived he probably would
have been out on his own. We
would have been empty nesters
anyway. But when a home becomes
empty because of the death of
a child, it is a different kind of
empty nest. Our daughter, Lesley,
is married and out on her own, the
way it should be. But Andy is gone
for a different reason. So the silence
of our empty nest is now the silence
of knowing we raised two children
and who are both out leading their
own lives. Instead it is the silence
of a home that is empty because
one child is gone forever– of having
to deal with the reality that phone
calls come from only one child, not
two; that only one child stops by
for a visit, not two. There is a silence
in our home that often seems to
pervade every space. It is a sad
silence, not the temporary quiet
of a happy home.

And then, there is the silence of
relative and friends when we talk
about Andy– not his death but the
things he did while alive. It is as
if Andy has become a forbidden
topic because he died, as if his
death wiped out the twenty-two
years he did live. It occurs when a
relative whispers that our son died
when someone asks how old he
When Andy died, the pain of his
is– like his life was a big secret. It
loss was sharp, acute screaming pain occurs when people suddenly get a
that tore a hole inside of us. Now,
funny look on their faces and don’t
the pain is a silent, steady pain. The know what to say next when you
hole is now covered by a scar, but
mention something about Andy.
it is still there. It doesn’t scream
It occurs when you get the feeling
that people want to
Bereaved Parents USA

avoid you because you remind them
of a horror that could happen to
anyone. It is a silence that reminds
you that your emotions and feelings
are different from those of others,
and that you will always have to live
with the sound of silence resulting
from your son’s death.

A Mirage

1

st

		

BPUSA/StL

Golf Fund-raiser
Oct. 11th is the date!

For more info visit:

www.gcofwentzville.com/page/303-12858.htm

5

Volunteer Needed!
—

T

he sounds of silence are
everywhere– it is the silent
pain of the loss of our son,
Andy, it is the silence of our home
because one of our children is gone,
and it is the silence of the sudden
quiet that comes over people when
we mention Andy.

out loud anymore, but instead just
remains as a steady, never ending
ache and sadness– a silent pain.
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Reconceived Senses
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rrington, PA

How long have you been standing
there in the shadows,
so close to me that, if I reach out,
I can touch your hand?
A surge of happiness envelopes me
because you are in my presence again.
Now I see you sitting at a window
with a cascade of moonbeams
stroking your hair.
Your face is pale but a
faint smile covers it.
I want to rise and approach you–
reach out and touch you–
but I am transfixed in my chair and
mesmerized by the aura
that surrounds you.
One brief moment of
majestic ecstasy is mine.
A lifetime, rolled into a millisecond.
Was it real; were you there–
or but a mirage,
only a dream to scold my selfish,
aching heart for asking too much?

GrantWriter
It is BP/USA– St. Louis Chapter’s mission

to continue to bring our parents the
Newsletter and our Annual Holiday
Candlelight. We know these two services

bring so much peace to all of us and yet are
very costly to the organization. The annual
donation for the Newsletter and the Love
gifts, although very helpful, do not cover
these expenses. At this time, we are looking
at all of our options to ensure these service
continue. One of our preferences would be to
have a company underwrite the Newsletter
and another company to underwrite
Candlelight. We are requesting a volunteer
who has experience in grant writing to assist
us in this mission. The annual cost of the
Newsletter is $6,000. The cost of our Holiday
Candlelight is $3,500. If you or know of
anyone who can assist us in this undertaking,
please contact Sharon Krejci at 636-5320033 or skrejci@swbell.net.
Hugs from Our Children,
Sharon

We need volunteers in the
hospitality room on
Fri., July 11th & Sat., July 12th!
Please call or e-mail Sharon Krejci
to schedule a time to walk with other
Bereaved Parents in their Journey.
Sharon’s contact information is
636-532-0033 or skrejci@swbell.net.

Honor your Child

Be a…Web Sponsor for a $20 donation to

BPUSA/STL your child will be featured on our
home page for 1 month. Includes a scrolling
message and your child’s picture (25 words or
fewer).

Create a…Web Memorial at the

“Meet Our Children” section. The cost is a $25
donation. Your child’s name will appear below
your group as a link to their page.

Interested, contact: Barb Blanton at our

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

B e re a ve d Parents USA

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

BUSINESS MEETINGS

		

Upcoming Meetings of BP/ USA are:

June 14th 9:00am

St. Louis Chapter Newsletter

EDITORS–Christine Bousman (314) 428-1228
scottjchristinen@aol.com/ Jamie Ryan (314) 361–3470

BEREAVED PARENTS/USA
National Headquarters
P.O. Box 95
Park Forest, IL 60466
(708)748-7866
www.bereavedparentsusa.org

W

Creve Coeur Government Center
300 N. New Ballas Road,
Meeting Rm #1
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BP/USASt. Louis Chapter

e ask that a representative from each group be present to report on their individual groups, and to take
back information received at the meeting.

All interested in how our chapter operates are welcome. Questions?

Call Sharon Krejci (636) 532-0033

Meeting Times & Places
Bowling Green (3rd Tuesday, 7-9pm)

Prairie Edge Garden Center, 18011 Business 161 S. ,
Bowling Green, MO 63334
Facilitator: Cindy Morris ..................636.462-9961
cmotweety@yahoo.com
Dates: May 20th & June 17th
Bowling Green Sibling Group–same as above
Facilitator Wendy Koch 573.822-6123

TROY, MO (2nd Tuesday, 7 P.M.)

Ingersoll Chapel in Troy, Troy, MO 63379
Facilitator: Cindy Morris .......................... 636. 462–9961
Dates: May 13th & June 10th
Troy SIBLING GROUP–same as above
Facilitators: Stacy Magill/Tracy Wallace
314. 809–5058 Co: Sarah Heintz . ..... 636.236.2543
Terre Rosciglione ............................... 636.949.7802

ST. PETERS (1st Thursday, 7:30 P.M.)

Knights of Columbus Hall
5701 Hwy N, Cottleville MO
Facilitators: Marcia Hoekel................ 636. 332-8097
Thoekel@aol.com
st
Dates: May 1 Alumni Night
June 5th Potluck/ Book Review

ST. PETERS SIBLING GROUP–same as above

Facilitators: Stacy Magill
Tracy Wallace........................ 314. 809–5058

Jefferson County South (1st Thursday, 7 P.M.)
St Rose Catholic Church, Miller & 3 St., Desoto, MO
rd

Facilitators: Ginny Kamp ....................636. 586-8559
Debbie Larson
th
1st. & June 5Parents
Dates:May
Bereaved
USA
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SOUTH COUNTY (2nd Thursday, 7 P.M.)

Holy Trinity Church–
Union & Reevis Barracks Rd, MO. 63125
Facilitator: Maye Nelson . .................. 314. 378–3147
		
Dates: May 15th & June 12th

WASHINGTON (3rd Tues, 7pm every other Month)

First Baptist Church (use East door)
11E. 14th St. Washington, MO
Facilitator: Betty Werner...................... 636.390-4422
. ..................................... starmom752@yahoo.com
		
Dates: May 20th

NORTH COUNTY (3rd Saturday, 9:30 A.M.)
Coldewell Banker Gundaker Bldg (rear)
2402 North Hwy 67, 63033
Facilitator: Pat Ryan ................................... 314. 605–3949
*Volunteer interpreter provided
for hearing impaired
Dates: May 17th & June 21st

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

Timothy Lutheran School (lower lever)
6704 Fyler, 63139
Facilitators: June Laschober.............. 314. 647-1758
jlasch@sbcglobal.net Co: Sandy Curran
Dates: May 6th & June 3rd

ADDITIONAL MEETINGS
Parents of Murdered Children:
Meetings: 3rd Tuesday at 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
(314) 647-3100
Meetings every Wednesday at 7:00 p.m.
P.A.L.S. (Parents affected by the loss of a
child through suicide)
Meetings: 2nd Tuesday at 7:00 p.m.
4th Saturday at 10:30 a.m.
St Lukes Hospital (141 & 40)
St. Louis, MO
(314) 853-7925

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

Shaare Emeth Congregation,
1645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue) MO 63141
Facilitators: Judy Ruby . ..................... 314. 994–1996
Dates:May 27th & June 24th

B e re a ve d Parents USA

In Memory of

Vinny LoRusso

—Sharon & Charles Varagona

In Memory of

8

Nicholas Toscano

I don’t need a date to know you have
been gone for 5 years
I feel it in my heart
—Mark & Arlene Haas

In Memory of

Kevin J. Austin

June 15, 1960–September 7, 2004

We love you, we miss you,
will see you again
Mom & Bob

—Barb & Bob Callanan

9

In Memory of

Isaiah “Ike” Harrison

December 25, 1982– November 11, 2006

We miss you so much
Dad, Mom & Sis

In Memory of

—The Harrisons

Jason Matthew Snyder

In Memory of

Brandon Taylor

—Robert & Delores DeBlauw

In Memory of

June 3, 1986–September 4, 2004

— Pat Patterson

—Lonnie & Joan Synder

What Is A Love Gift?

Vernon Eugene Lipsey
Happy heavenly birthday Vernon from your loving family
Not a moment has passed that your not thought of
Not a moment has passed your not missed and loved
Your birthday we celebrate we send you balloons
We all sing the birthday song–and we always will
This your 22nd birthday we are sending you lots of hugs and kisses
All wrapped up with our love-wishing you were here with us
In our hearts and our memories you always are

We know your love stays with us
We keep you in our hearts–
Remembering the love and
missing you dearly.
Love, Mom & Dad Lonny & Laura

In Memory of

Chris Messinger
—Rita Messinger

In Memory of

Leah Ryan Eisenberg
you=(Grace + Love3) fun
—Jamie Ryan & David & Max

It is a donation made in your child’s memory to Bereaved
Parents of the USA.
BP/USA is self-supporting; our St Louis Chapter runs entirely
with volunteer staffers. All expenses are paid through fund
raising efforts and by your donations such as “Love Gifts.”
If you send in a donation/ love gift and would like to have your
child’s picture on this page, include a picture along with a self
addressed stamped envelope to:
Jamie Ryan, 6309 Washington Ave, St Louis, MO 63130.
—Thank you!
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June 10

July • Aug 08’ Newsletter submission cutoff

June 14

BPUSA StL Business meeting more info see page 5

July 11–13

2008 Annual Gathering

10

7

October 11

1st BPUSA StL Golf Fund Raiser more info see Bulletin Board

Memorial Day
For each grave where a
soldier lies at his rest
For each prayer that is
said today out of love
For each sigh of remembering
someone who died
Let us also give thought to
the mothers and fathers
the brothers and sisters
the friends
and the lovers whom
death left behind.
—Sasha

Bereaved Parents USA
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CALENDAR

There are only two ways
to live your life.
One is as though nothing
is a miracle.
The other is as though
everything is a miracle.
—Albert Einstein

Security is mostly a superstition.
It does not exist in nature,
nor do the children of men as a whole
experience it.
Avoiding danger is no safer in the long
run than outright exposure.
Life is either a daring adventure,
or nothing.
—Helen Keller
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