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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 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.

Did you know?

Register NOW!
June 1 is cutoff for
earlybird rate.

Number 3

Hope in the
Heartland

Volume 37

BPUSA’s
Board of Directors hosts

Unusually

Difficult Month

—Bettie-Jeanne Rivard-Darby, TCF Pasco County
Chapter
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F

or the bereaved parent, May is frequently
the cruelest month. The month of May
offers the rest of the world a promise of
another carefree summer, swimming,
family vacations, relaxation, reading, cook‐outs
and picnics, trips to the lake and so much that is
inherent in our culture.
Yet May also brings memories of our children. The
common denominator for mothers (and fathers)
is Mother’s Day. This tradition was wonderful
when our children were alive; now the direct mail
and newspaper advertising, sentimental television
spots, in‐store promotions, cards and letters and
the count‐ down to the day itself are very cruel
reminders of our lost children. Who will remember
us on Mother’s Day?

This will be my fourth Mother’s Day without my
son. I miss him terribly all year long, but May and
December are the worst months for me. First we
have Mother’s Day, then my son’s birthday and
throughout the month I am bombarded with
invitations for high school and college graduations
each one reminding me of what once was. My
son finishing grade school, high school, college,
graduate school. Each was accompanied by a
ceremony. All the ceremonies rush into my mind as
I realize how much of myself is my memories and
those memories are very entwined with my son’s
life. A big part of me died with him that night in
December.
Three years ago I was overwhelmed, sobbing, still
occasionally in deep shock. My mind was mush,
my heart was crushed and I did not have the will
to do much more than quietly weep. It was my first
Mother’s Day without my son, the first birthday
that he wasn’t here, the first Memorial Day

Weekend without him. I was paralyzed. May
would never be joyful for me again. What to do....
what to do. I ask myself this question each April as
we begin the ramp up to the longest month.
This year, I am counting out the last days of April
and wondering how I will handle it. I am not worried
about it; I am just wondering. I have gotten used
to the transformation that has taken place in my
mind, heart and soul. I experienced a slow spiritual
awakening which accompanied a deep, deep sense
of loss over which I have no control. I go with it.

There are questions that we must ask ourselves.
The answers are unique to us. Collectively we know
this is a month to dread; individually we have our
own memories and our own methods of coping.
Collectively we lean on each other for hope, comfort
and support. Individually, we each walk our own
road depending on how many circumstances of life
are in our month of May: Mother’s Day, Memorial
Day, birthdays, death anniversaries, graduations,
weddings, baptisms,
first
communions,
confirmations, How
we
handled
the
beginning of summer,
I experienced
the end of the school
year.....all of these
a slow
can bombard us
spiritual awakening events
in May.

which accompanied
a deep, deep
sense of loss
over which
I have no control.
I go with it.

The memories float
into our minds like a
mist that thickens into
a heavy fog. We are
enveloped in our fog of
memories; the before
death years come to
us in a hodgepodge of
the happiest times and
clash with the reality
of now. These are our memories, our children and
ultimately our choices. And there seems to be little
joy we can take from this month of memories.
Once again, we make the decision. If we are
not ready to acknowledge Mother’s Day, we

Times & Places

Bowling Green

(3rd Thursday, 7-9:00 PM)
Super 8 Motel
1216 E. Champ Clark Dr.
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

St Peters•St Charles

(1st Thursday, 7:00 PM)
Knights of Columbus Hall
5701 Hwy N, St Charles, MO
(Cottleville) 63304

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,
504 S. 3rd St (Miller & 3rd St)
Desoto, MO 63020

Fac: Ginny Kamp
(636)586-8559

(636)947–9403

Sibling Group

(time same as St Peters-St Charles

Fac: Julie Garland (314) 496-9197

Troy, MO

(2nd Tuesday, 7:00 PM)
1302 Boone St.
Troy, MO 63379

Fac: Cindy Morris

(636)462–9961

West County

(4th Tuesday, 7:00 PM)
Shaare Emeth Congregation,
11645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue)
St. Louis MO 63141

Fac: Jacque Glaeser,

(636)394-3122,
jlynn63021@yahoo.com
Co Fac: Arlene Thomason
(314)401–2510

Parents of Murdered Children: PALS:
Meetings: 3 Tues 7:30 PM
St Alexius Hospital
3933 S Broadway, StLMO 63118
Mata Weber (618)972-0429
Butch Hartmann (314)487-8989
rd

LIFE CRISIS CENTER:

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

2nd Saturday in

April, June, &
September

unless otherwise noted

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

All are welcome!
Call: Linda Fehrmann

Fac: Mike & Jeanne Francisco

ADDITIONAL MEETINGS

the

4th Sat at 10:30AM
St Lukes Hospital (141 & 40)
St. Louis, MO 63017
*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

(314) 853-7925)

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

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
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Happy

Fathers’ Mothers’ Days

DAZE

Mother’s and Father’s Day

— Lovingly lifted from TCF, Memephis, TN, May/Jume 2008 Newsletter

F or
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the newly bereaved ,

your FIRST Mother’s Day and

There are as many choices as there are parents who
have lost their children.

Father’s Day is one of the saddest holidays you will
experience. As this day brings precious memories
to you of your child, know that the warmth of their
love will fill your heart once again; their life and
memory will be never ending and nothing can take
your love away. Our children will always be with us,
because they will always be in our hearts.

—Chuck Armstrong TCF, CO

W

suffering aggravates my own,
which makes me angry at her for
spoiling my attempts at coping.
Maybe I should issue a household
edict that “Richy’s name or the
subject of his death are OFF LIMITS
around me.” That should fix it!
Except that my wife still looks at
me, and I know
what’s on her
mind. Also, I
keep thinking
about it ‐ and
wish I had a
better outlet for myself. Certainly
not work, or sports, or—God
forbid—a shrink (think of my
image); I need someone who’s been
there. My wife suggests we try The
Compassionate Friends—maybe
so! After the first time, I know it’s
not for me. After all, where are all
the men? Obviously, they don’t
need it, right?

hy does that phrase
have so much meaning
now? It used to be pretty
simple. When I could find the
time (not as often as I would have
liked), my lap was a neat place
to hold my young son for a few
moments of special time together.
Now—no son! Different use of
the lap! Problems in Daddy’s lap.
(Thank God a 7‐year‐old daughter
is there too, sometimes!) Being
male becomes a more difficult task.
How can I properly help those
who are dependent on me—or
can I admit to myself and others
that this is one thing Daddy can’t
fix, like my son’s broken toys? Is it
“manly” to cry in public? Or do I
care about “manly” now? It seems
like so much garbage when my
Anyway, I go to TCF a few more
future has a hole in it.
times as it is one of the few
I feel depressed too. My wife’s unselfish things I do supportively

shouldn’t do it. If we are facing other days in
May that will tear at our hearts, we must plan for it.
Some of us prefer to be alone and isolated. Others
of us prefer to be with friends or family. Some of
us go to the cemetery, others go to the park. Some
read, watch movies, sit on the deck or simply rest.
Others take a weekend trip which puts them into a
different state of reality.

Consider

your options.
Be
 honest with yourself.
Don’t

be pushed into
anything.
Take

control.
for my wife, and my being there
helps her. And when she’s better,
I’m better. PRESTO! We’re both
getting stronger again and still
together and communicating.

Also, I listen to some of the other
TCF members, and the message
I get is that their “men,” by and
large, are denying themselves
the privilege of grieving, and are
destroying their own marriages
by forcing their wives to grieve
quietly or not at all around them.
That’s not manly—it’s dumb, in
my book, and self‐destructive too.
So some men don’t like groups—
okay. But my solution is actually
having results (for real), and I’m
not suppressing the problem.
My family and I will be scarred
but not walking wounded. My
particular masculine viewpoint is
nothing special, except that I’m
willing to share it in this newsletter.

We each move forward toward hope at a different
rate and in a different way. This is not about meeting
the expectations of others; this is a personal journey
toward peace and hope. It is your journey.

I will always miss my son. I will always feel deep
sorrow at his uncompleted life. But I know that
he would want me to move forward, move back
into the sunshine that is life on this earth. I’m
working on it. Be patient with me. This is the
most difficult road I have ever walked, but I am
in motion, mov‐ ing mostly forward and seeking
something akin to peace, hope and tranquility.
I will always be a work in progress.

I will
Love You,

My Child
—Author Unknown

A

s long as I can dream,
as long as I can think,
as long as I have a memory…
I will love you.
As long as I have eyes to see
and ears to hear and lips to speak…
I will love you.
And as long as I have a heart to feel,
a soul stirring within me,
an imagination to hold you…
I will love you.
And as long as I have a breath
to speak your name…
I will love you.

Somewhere in Between
My head tells me I am here, but my heart is there with Shane.
Why is death so final? Why can’t it be a dream?
And we could be together,
somewhere in between.
— GoldieFitte,TCF,LouisvilleKY
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The After Loss Credo
—Resourced at www.tcfatlanta.org/Summer2006. 3/1/2014.

“The After Loss Credo” is condensed from AfterLoss, A Recovering Companion
for Those Who Are Grieving by Barbara LesStrong. Special thanks to Hallbrook
Polite Jr., TCF, Atlanta for sharing.

I need to talk about my loss. I may often feel

4

the need to tell you what happened – or to
ask you why it happened. I may frequently
need for you to listen while I explain what
this loss means to me. Each time I discuss
my loss, I am helping myself face the reality
of the death of my loved one.

I need to know that you care about me. I need to feel your touch,

your hugs. I need you just to be with me. And I need to be with you.
I need for you to believe in me and in my ability to get through this
grief in my own way – and in my own time.

Please don’t judge me now. Or think that I’m behaving strangely.

Remember I’m grieving. I may be in shock. I may feel afraid. I may
feel deep rage. I may even feel guilty. But above all, I hurt. I am
experiencing a pain unlike any I’ve ever felt before.
Don’t be concerned if you think I’m getting better and then suddenly
I seem to slip backward again.

Grief makes me behave this way at times.
And please don’t tell me you know just how I feel or that it’s
time for me to get on with my life. I am probably already saying

this to myself. I just need for you to be patient now and to try to
understand.

Finally, allow me the time I need to grieve and to recover. I want to

get on with my life – but I know that first I must walk through the
dark shadows of my grief. And, although it is almost impossible for
me to believe this now, I know that one day my grief will end.

Most of all, thank you for being my friend. Thank you for caring,

for helping, for understanding. Thank you for praying for me. And
remember, In the days or years ahead – after your loss – when you
need me as I have needed you, I will understand, and then I will
come and be with you.

Toddler page

UTAH Share’s
Parent Sharing:
Remember

I’m grieving.

I may be in
shock.
I may feel afraid.
I may feel
deep rage.
I may even feel
guilty.
But
above all
I hurt.
I am
experiencing
a pain unlike

any I’ve ever
felt before.

Each month through our Utah Share Facebook group,
we ask parents who have lost a child a question that relates to
their child and what it is like to be the parent to an angel. This month, we
asked parents:

Infant

Many people say they are never the same after the death of their baby.
 Has your baby’s death changed the way you feel about life in general, or the way
you feel about yourself ?
 Did you change career paths, or take on some other task or project that you had
not considered before?
 Did the life and death of your child give you the hope and courage to do
something you had always wanted to do?
 Did the changes to your life help you cope with your baby’s death?

Follows is one parent’s (Heather M,) response;
It has been 5 years since my son’s stillbirth. I feel I am more humble, charitable, and genuinely concerned
about others. Hearing similar stories today concerns me. I really feel like a better person because of my
son’s death. Now on career paths. However, I am raising a special needs daughter (rainbow baby). I feel
like I can handle this better because of my stillbirth. I can deal with hearing loss, death of a child is the
true challenge. I feel more empowered about my life than I did before. As mentioned, I am at peace with
my son’s loss.
Please don’t think this means I do not grieve and miss him (I do this often), but I am proud to be an
Angel Mom! I love him so much and I know this because I will always miss him. I feel like I can conquer
anything, because I have buried a child
http://www.utahshare.org/newsletter/Utah Share publishes a bi-monthly newsletter

The Shadows of the Night
I sit alone in the shadows of the night looking up at the stars that shine
so bright. I think of you somewhere far up above,
I remember all the laughter, happiness, and love.
The full moon shines bright in the sky, staring at the full face, I start to
cry. From the face of the moon above the tree
I see your face staring back at me.
Then it starts to rain and the sky turns gray,
remember what happened two years ago in May.
It continued to rain the whole night through,
I think that the rain meant that you were crying too.
—Lisa Johnson, TCF, Baltimore, MD
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Telephone Friends

Get Over the Death of a Child;

BPUSA

We Integrate It

Linda Fehrmann (314) 853-7925

Accident, Automobile:

W

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

Accident, Non Vehicular:
Bill Lagemann .................(573) 242-3632

Adult Sibling:
12

Mark VerHagen............... (314) 726-5300

Drugs or Alcohol:
Patrick Dodd....................(314) 575-4178

G raduation T ime

Grandparent:

— Peggy Gibson, TCF Nashville, TN

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

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

Illness, Short Term:

I

t's June and graduation time again. Your child
would have been among those wearing the
cap and gown, walking down the aisle to the
ever stirring "Pomp and Circumstance." Now
there is a vacant spot in the line.

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

Should you attend?

Illinois Contact:

Can you stand the pain?

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

Will people think you are strange?
As always you must follow your heart. So, go if
you'd like to and don't hide your tears. It's quite
all right to miss your own child while celebrating
the achievements of others.
Just remember: That your instincts are the most
important ones; that no one else can make this
decision for you, and that it doesn't really matter
what other people think.
It was your child who died. This is your pain and
you have the right to feel it and deal with it in
your own way - and may a bit more
healing take place in the doing.

—Margaret Gerner

e don’t “get over” the death of our child, we
integrate it. Webster says to integrate means
to “take into a whole, to unify.” We make the
experience of our child’s death an integral part of
the whole of our lives. When I was a kid I loved to
swing. There was a park not
too far from our home, and
whenever I could, I’d go there
and swing for hours. At this
moment I can almost feel
the exhilaration of swinging
in the air. I can visualize how
the sky looked through the
tree on the upward flight, the
thrill of the downward arc
and the sight of how far off
the ground I was when the
swing took me high on the
other side. I never “got over” the thrill of swinging.
I integrated it. Today, the sight of a swing brings
back this part of my childhood. There have been
other experiences in my life, both happy and sad,
that are brought back to me by similar experience.
This is what it means to integrate our child’s death
into our lives. Though the joy of swinging as a small
child will never be as great as it was when I was

ten, the sight of a swing will always affect me. And
though the pain of my son’s death is not as great
after these many years, for the rest of my life many
things will remind me that he died. Before our child
died, when we heard of the death of a child, we felt
sorry for a time, but we were affected very little by it
because we had no personal experience with a child’s
death to add to this knowledge. But now, when we
hear of a child’s death, we are immediately brought
back to the pain we felt. We do not remain in that
pain for any length of time, but because we had this
experience in our past, it is part of the whole of our
experiences. We are more affected by
it than a person who has not had that
experience. I think when people talk
of “getting over” our child’s death,
they mean getting over the outward
manifestations of grief. Certainly if
we have worked through our grief, in
the years after our child has died, we
will not cry constantly, we will not
have the need to express our anger
or guilt, we will be able to function
as we did before he/she died, but we
will not be “over” the feeling that our
family is no longer complete.
These, and many other thoughts, will stay with us
as long as we live. They become a part of the whole
of us. The experience of our child’s death and the
years of grief that follow will be integrated with our
other experiences, and just as every other experience
we have had will affect our feelings, thoughts and
behavior, so will the death of our child.

in·te·grate
[in-ti-greyt] Show IPA verb (used with object), in·te·grat·ed, in·te·grat·ing.

.
.
.
.
.

to bring together or incorporate (parts) into a whole.
to make up, combine, or complete to produce a whole or a larger unit, as parts do.
to unite or combine.
to give or cause to give equal opportunity and consideration to (a racial, religious, or ethnic group or a
member of such a group): to integrate minority groups in the school system.
to combine (educational facilities, classes, and the like, previously segregated by race) into one unified
system; desegregate.
http://dictionary.reference.com/browse/integrate
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St Louis Bulletin Board
As always for
up to date information
on other BPUSAStL
events visit: www.

bpusastl.org
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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.

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.

<<

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.

five years since he was a minor at
the time of the accident and never
even had his license. He was upset
about the verdict, even though he
avoided any kind of incarceration.
Three innocent children were killed
And now to the part of how this all as a result of his partying and his
choice to drive a car
happened. The boy driving the car
recklessly, even
came to our house a couple of weeks
though he was
after Meggan died to apologize for
not legally
what he had done. He admitted
old
he had been drinking, and said he
had not told the girls he had been
drink- ing. He reassured us that
the girls had nothing to do with the
party. The
meeting
was
very
She
awkward; I
loved
had never
met
him
butterflies, so
until that
whenever my
day. Here
sat the killer
kids see a butterfly
of my sister,
enough
they will say
wanting our
to drive.
forgiveness
there is
I grew up in the
so he could
Auntie
Chicago area, but five
ease his conyears ago we moved to
science.
Meggan.
Wisconsin, where my
He wanted
husband grew up. Many
forgiveness,
people I’ve come in
and my dad
attempted to give it to him. He contact with look at drinking and
went on living his life after our driving as if it is no big deal. Yet I
encounter, but our lives were frozen have also met some amazing people
by that tragedy on November 9. whose lives have been impacted by
In the end, he was charged with drinking and driv- ing. I learned
three counts of reckless homicide, that many others who live here
given five years’ probation, and share my concern with drinking
was sup- posed to do 2,000 hours and driving. People need to think
of commu- nity service. He never before they get into a car and drive
completed the community service while intoxicated.
hours because he said it was too We will never stop talking about
difficult so it was dis- missed. He Meggan. We have brought her
also couldn’t get his li- cense for to life for our children. She loved
been prevented.
My dad redirected his angst by
participat- ing in a committee that
was formed to create tougher laws
for parents who let their kids have
underage drinking parties.
cont from pg 12

Newsletter Submissions
Cut off date for

July August is June 19th
Send your submission to:
Newsletter
PO BOX 1115
St. Peters, MO 63376

bpusastl@gmail.com

If sending payment
make checks payable to

Thankyou!

butterflies, so whenever my kids
see a butterfly they will say there is
Auntie Meggan. She wasn’t alive
to be my maid of honor when I got
married. She never got the chance
to go to Notre Dame College as
she had dreamed of doing. I don’t
have her to call when I am having a
bad day and just need my sister. We
are fond of the phrase “carpe diem”
because we want to seize every day,
since that is how Meggan lived her
life. I believe she continues to live
her life through my speaking and
the sharing of her story.

Jen Pontow lives in Combined Locks, Wisconsin with her
husband, Chad, and their children, Jack, Meggan, and
Ally. She works in IT at Zurich North Amer- ica fulltime and has a photography business, butterflyframes.net,
as well as volunteering her time speaking to DUI offenders
and teenagers about the consequences of drinking and
driving. She is affiliated with the Northwest Suburban
Illinois chapter of TCF in Northbrook.

Guilt is
perhaps the
most painful
companion to
death.

—-Elisabeth Kubler-Ross
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agreed. The driver and the girl
who owned the car sat in the front
while Meg, Kate, and Emily sat in
the back. They drove around just
a couple of blocks, but on the way
back they hit a patch of wet leaves
while driving too fast. The car left
the road, bounced off a fire hydrant,
—Jenny Pontow
and hit a tree broadside, splitting
My uncle’s car was sitting in our the car in half. Kate and Emily
driveway when I came home from died instantly. Meggan was seen at
a night out, and I got a sick feeling the accident walking around prior
in my stomach. I walked up the to collapsing. The driver and front
drive- way, and my uncle asked me passenger survived with minor
to get in the car; my dad was with injuries.
him. There had been a car crash, My sister had a large amount of
they said. As we drove away, I swelling on her brain and needed
asked what happened, and learned multiple surgeries to relieve the
my sister Meggan was in it.
pressure. The outpouring of
As we drove, it was very quiet. I support we received from family
could tell by how they were acting and friends was incredible.
that something bad had happened. However, our community was
When we arrived at the hospital, torn by what had happened. That
my uncle took us to where my first week after the crash our hope
mom and aunt were sitting. My for Meggan’s recovery remained
mom was crying, and I lost it strong, but the swelling was not
as soon as I saw her.As we were going down. I remember the
waiting for Meggan’s first surgery, moment we were told that Meggan
they wheeled her past us, and I was not going to recover. After
couldn’t believe what I saw in front several attempts to relieve presof me. She looked like a mon- ster. sure on her brain, she was declared
Nearly every bone in her face had brain-dead. A higher authority had
been broken. My poor, helpless decided that her life was not hers to
sister just lay there, unresponsive. decide. She could no longer survive
I remember screaming as they without the machines that kept her
alive. And so the hardest decision
wheeled her away.
my parents have ever faced was
What we learned later was that
made: her life support was turned
while my sister had been at her
off, and she was gone. November
friend Kate’s house, Kate’s brother
17, 1991, is the day she died. It’s
had friends over in the basement.
the day my fam- ily became part
While the party was going on,
of a community of families that
one of the boys, a 15-year-old who
have lost someone who was far too
attended the same school, came up
young to die.
to where the girls were and asked if
they wanted to go for a ride in his Meggan’s wake was attended by
friend’s Camaro. Innocently, they over 1,000 people. We stood at

Sibling Page

A Ride That
Changed Our Lives

10

the front of our church from 3:00
to 10:00 p.m. The compassion that
we saw from our friends and family
was amazing. I tried to distract
myself to avoid dealing with the
grief that was building inside me by
working on photo collages for the
wake and a tape of Meg’s favorite
music. The heartbreak of watching
my parents bury their youngest
child was devas- tating to me.

Everyone in my family dealt
with the grief in a different way. I
internal- ized mine more, and I
think this was because I was living
with my parents at home. I don’t
think anyone should ever have to
watch their parents bury their child.
I saw them at their weak- est point
in life as they continued to live
and love their family and friends.
However, it took some time for the
living and loving to happen. My
brother Jim returned to Harvard
to finish his master’s degree, and

has since been ordained a Jesuit
priest. My brother Scott went back
to Northern Illinois University
and is now the asso- ciate principal
at the high school we all attended.
My mom had a very hard time
after Meggan died, but she had
just had her child murdered in a
way that could have cont pg 11

C

hildren of BPUSAStL’s

Board Members & Facilatators

7

EDITOR’S NOTE: Follows is background information on how one
family is living after a child’s death. I found it on their web page after
I’d learned their foundation is funding the attendence of one bereaved
parent to the BPUSA National Gathering and one to TCF’s Gathering.

A message from Tony’s Mom:
—http://thetonybrownfoundation.org/about

8

I

lost my youngest son on July 11, 2009. Tony was 24 years old at the time and 4 1/2 years later, I am still
searching, learning, growing and finding my way through this new life. I became involved with support
groups and last year had the privilege of attending my first BP USA Gathering in California. What a
beautiful experience. It was like being wrapped in love, support and Tony’s memory for the weekend. I
learned so much from not only the presenters and workshops, but from my new friends who truly understood
what I was going through. I believe that gratitude and hope play a very important role in out journey. I could
not be happier than to be able to pay it forward and provide this opportunity to share and learn alongside fellow
bereaved parents. I wish you peace, hope, and love as you walk your path.

- See more at: http://thetonybrownfoundation.org/scholarship/2014-bereaved-parents-gatheringscholarship#sthash.9Fnxls3x.dpuf

Who is Tony Brown?
—http://thetonybrownfoundation.org/about

T

ony died at the young age of 24 on July 11,
2009 from complications during a hospital
procedure. Being the youngest child of three
brothers, he had a lot of “keeping up” to
do. Tony, however, proved at a very young age that his
brothers would have to keep up with him. Tony loved all
sports, but especially extreme. He started skateboarding
at a very young age and even built a half pipe for the back
yard. Injuries were no stranger to Tony. Broken bones
were always in his life. Football, lacrosse, skateboarding,
snowboarding, wake boarding, dirt bikes, and bmx
kept him busy and out of trouble. As he grew older, a
video camera became part of his hobbies. He loved to
capture his friends practicing tricks. He discovered his
dream; to work in the film industry with extreme sports.
Unfortunately, fate would have it that Tony would die
just a month short of graduating from Full Sail School
in Florida. His future was full of hopes and dreams with
a goal to film the sports he loved, have a family and live a
—http://thetonybrownfoundation.org/about#sthash.3jUwawLP.dpuf
full

—Sascha Wagner

I

t sounds so easy. A soft, warm w o r d —
time to run barefoot,
time to leave windows open all night.
Summertime. Somehow it seems, doesn’t it,
that it’s especially meant for children. Children on
beaches, children on swings, children in
large pools, children in tiny tubs.
We who do not have all of our children
with us may feel the summertime in two
ways. One is to remember shared events
and adventures-there were so many. Long
rides in a hot car, a nap in the back seat.
The famous question, “Are we there yet?”
Everything from a heat rash to ice cream
cones and sand castles.
For us, another way to feel summertime
is the special emptiness brought about
by children who are no longer on this
earth. They used to trot along on hikes in
the hills; they used to gather wood for an
evening fire. Now summer brings us again
the melancholy awareness of their absence.
Have you ever walked on some unfamiliar
path, surprised about not having been
there with the children?

Even when there’s nothing to remember, we are
reminded of the children’s absence. We have been
diminished by death. Some of us may still have
living children. Other parents have no children
left. They have lost an only child, perhaps. Or all of
their children died. And here we are, grateful for
the warmth of summer mornings, aware of the ripe
beauty of nature, trying to deal with our children’s
absence with all the grace of which we are capable.
Often we do not want to burden others with our
grief. Or we may be convinced that others dont wish
to share our distress. We have learned, after all, that
the world around us is not always able to understand
how we feel.

Besides, we were taught to be brave. Many of us
will do everything we can to appear “normal” after
our loss. But we were also taught to be honest. And
when you feel the hurt, when you seem almost to be
lost in the shadows of this golden summertime, don’t
hide your sorrow. The grief of your spirit can perhaps
be kept a secret on the outside. Yet, your deepest
feelings, unexpressed, can burn into your existence
with harmful force.

You can be both brave and honest. You know that it’s
brave to share grief, be it old grief or new grief. And
revealing that sorrow
is also honest. Of
course, nothing can
wipe away much of
your pain, but sharing
grief is helpful. You
will know that after
you have expressed
the painful sorrow
you once kept hidden,
and you find yourself,
finally, smiling at
the memories and
the blessings of past
summertimes.
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agreed. The driver and the girl
who owned the car sat in the front
while Meg, Kate, and Emily sat in
the back. They drove around just
a couple of blocks, but on the way
back they hit a patch of wet leaves
while driving too fast. The car left
the road, bounced off a fire hydrant,
—Jenny Pontow
and hit a tree broadside, splitting
My uncle’s car was sitting in our the car in half. Kate and Emily
driveway when I came home from died instantly. Meggan was seen at
a night out, and I got a sick feeling the accident walking around prior
in my stomach. I walked up the to collapsing. The driver and front
drive- way, and my uncle asked me passenger survived with minor
to get in the car; my dad was with injuries.
him. There had been a car crash, My sister had a large amount of
they said. As we drove away, I swelling on her brain and needed
asked what happened, and learned multiple surgeries to relieve the
my sister Meggan was in it.
pressure. The outpouring of
As we drove, it was very quiet. I support we received from family
could tell by how they were acting and friends was incredible.
that something bad had happened. However, our community was
When we arrived at the hospital, torn by what had happened. That
my uncle took us to where my first week after the crash our hope
mom and aunt were sitting. My for Meggan’s recovery remained
mom was crying, and I lost it strong, but the swelling was not
as soon as I saw her.As we were going down. I remember the
waiting for Meggan’s first surgery, moment we were told that Meggan
they wheeled her past us, and I was not going to recover. After
couldn’t believe what I saw in front several attempts to relieve presof me. She looked like a mon- ster. sure on her brain, she was declared
Nearly every bone in her face had brain-dead. A higher authority had
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to 10:00 p.m. The compassion that
we saw from our friends and family
was amazing. I tried to distract
myself to avoid dealing with the
grief that was building inside me by
working on photo collages for the
wake and a tape of Meg’s favorite
music. The heartbreak of watching
my parents bury their youngest
child was devas- tating to me.

Everyone in my family dealt
with the grief in a different way. I
internal- ized mine more, and I
think this was because I was living
with my parents at home. I don’t
think anyone should ever have to
watch their parents bury their child.
I saw them at their weak- est point
in life as they continued to live
and love their family and friends.
However, it took some time for the
living and loving to happen. My
brother Jim returned to Harvard
to finish his master’s degree, and

has since been ordained a Jesuit
priest. My brother Scott went back
to Northern Illinois University
and is now the asso- ciate principal
at the high school we all attended.
My mom had a very hard time
after Meggan died, but she had
just had her child murdered in a
way that could have cont pg 11
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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.

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.

<<

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.

five years since he was a minor at
the time of the accident and never
even had his license. He was upset
about the verdict, even though he
avoided any kind of incarceration.
Three innocent children were killed
And now to the part of how this all as a result of his partying and his
choice to drive a car
happened. The boy driving the car
recklessly, even
came to our house a couple of weeks
though he was
after Meggan died to apologize for
not legally
what he had done. He admitted
old
he had been drinking, and said he
had not told the girls he had been
drink- ing. He reassured us that
the girls had nothing to do with the
party. The
meeting
was
very
She
awkward; I
loved
had never
met
him
butterflies, so
until that
whenever my
day. Here
sat the killer
kids see a butterfly
of my sister,
enough
they will say
wanting our
to drive.
forgiveness
there is
I grew up in the
so he could
Auntie
Chicago area, but five
ease his conyears ago we moved to
science.
Meggan.
Wisconsin, where my
He wanted
husband grew up. Many
forgiveness,
people I’ve come in
and my dad
attempted to give it to him. He contact with look at drinking and
went on living his life after our driving as if it is no big deal. Yet I
encounter, but our lives were frozen have also met some amazing people
by that tragedy on November 9. whose lives have been impacted by
In the end, he was charged with drinking and driv- ing. I learned
three counts of reckless homicide, that many others who live here
given five years’ probation, and share my concern with drinking
was sup- posed to do 2,000 hours and driving. People need to think
of commu- nity service. He never before they get into a car and drive
completed the community service while intoxicated.
hours because he said it was too We will never stop talking about
difficult so it was dis- missed. He Meggan. We have brought her
also couldn’t get his li- cense for to life for our children. She loved
been prevented.
My dad redirected his angst by
participat- ing in a committee that
was formed to create tougher laws
for parents who let their kids have
underage drinking parties.
cont from pg 12
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Thankyou!

butterflies, so whenever my kids
see a butterfly they will say there is
Auntie Meggan. She wasn’t alive
to be my maid of honor when I got
married. She never got the chance
to go to Notre Dame College as
she had dreamed of doing. I don’t
have her to call when I am having a
bad day and just need my sister. We
are fond of the phrase “carpe diem”
because we want to seize every day,
since that is how Meggan lived her
life. I believe she continues to live
her life through my speaking and
the sharing of her story.

Jen Pontow lives in Combined Locks, Wisconsin with her
husband, Chad, and their children, Jack, Meggan, and
Ally. She works in IT at Zurich North Amer- ica fulltime and has a photography business, butterflyframes.net,
as well as volunteering her time speaking to DUI offenders
and teenagers about the consequences of drinking and
driving. She is affiliated with the Northwest Suburban
Illinois chapter of TCF in Northbrook.

Guilt is
perhaps the
most painful
companion to
death.

—-Elisabeth Kubler-Ross
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Telephone Friends

Get Over the Death of a Child;

BPUSA

We Integrate It

Linda Fehrmann (314) 853-7925

Accident, Automobile:

W

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

Accident, Non Vehicular:
Bill Lagemann .................(573) 242-3632

Adult Sibling:
12

Mark VerHagen............... (314) 726-5300

Drugs or Alcohol:
Patrick Dodd....................(314) 575-4178

G raduation T ime

Grandparent:

— Peggy Gibson, TCF Nashville, TN

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

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

Illness, Short Term:

I

t's June and graduation time again. Your child
would have been among those wearing the
cap and gown, walking down the aisle to the
ever stirring "Pomp and Circumstance." Now
there is a vacant spot in the line.

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

Should you attend?

Illinois Contact:

Can you stand the pain?

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

Will people think you are strange?
As always you must follow your heart. So, go if
you'd like to and don't hide your tears. It's quite
all right to miss your own child while celebrating
the achievements of others.
Just remember: That your instincts are the most
important ones; that no one else can make this
decision for you, and that it doesn't really matter
what other people think.
It was your child who died. This is your pain and
you have the right to feel it and deal with it in
your own way - and may a bit more
healing take place in the doing.

—Margaret Gerner

e don’t “get over” the death of our child, we
integrate it. Webster says to integrate means
to “take into a whole, to unify.” We make the
experience of our child’s death an integral part of
the whole of our lives. When I was a kid I loved to
swing. There was a park not
too far from our home, and
whenever I could, I’d go there
and swing for hours. At this
moment I can almost feel
the exhilaration of swinging
in the air. I can visualize how
the sky looked through the
tree on the upward flight, the
thrill of the downward arc
and the sight of how far off
the ground I was when the
swing took me high on the
other side. I never “got over” the thrill of swinging.
I integrated it. Today, the sight of a swing brings
back this part of my childhood. There have been
other experiences in my life, both happy and sad,
that are brought back to me by similar experience.
This is what it means to integrate our child’s death
into our lives. Though the joy of swinging as a small
child will never be as great as it was when I was

ten, the sight of a swing will always affect me. And
though the pain of my son’s death is not as great
after these many years, for the rest of my life many
things will remind me that he died. Before our child
died, when we heard of the death of a child, we felt
sorry for a time, but we were affected very little by it
because we had no personal experience with a child’s
death to add to this knowledge. But now, when we
hear of a child’s death, we are immediately brought
back to the pain we felt. We do not remain in that
pain for any length of time, but because we had this
experience in our past, it is part of the whole of our
experiences. We are more affected by
it than a person who has not had that
experience. I think when people talk
of “getting over” our child’s death,
they mean getting over the outward
manifestations of grief. Certainly if
we have worked through our grief, in
the years after our child has died, we
will not cry constantly, we will not
have the need to express our anger
or guilt, we will be able to function
as we did before he/she died, but we
will not be “over” the feeling that our
family is no longer complete.
These, and many other thoughts, will stay with us
as long as we live. They become a part of the whole
of us. The experience of our child’s death and the
years of grief that follow will be integrated with our
other experiences, and just as every other experience
we have had will affect our feelings, thoughts and
behavior, so will the death of our child.

in·te·grate
[in-ti-greyt] Show IPA verb (used with object), in·te·grat·ed, in·te·grat·ing.

.
.
.
.
.

to bring together or incorporate (parts) into a whole.
to make up, combine, or complete to produce a whole or a larger unit, as parts do.
to unite or combine.
to give or cause to give equal opportunity and consideration to (a racial, religious, or ethnic group or a
member of such a group): to integrate minority groups in the school system.
to combine (educational facilities, classes, and the like, previously segregated by race) into one unified
system; desegregate.
http://dictionary.reference.com/browse/integrate
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The After Loss Credo
—Resourced at www.tcfatlanta.org/Summer2006. 3/1/2014.

“The After Loss Credo” is condensed from AfterLoss, A Recovering Companion
for Those Who Are Grieving by Barbara LesStrong. Special thanks to Hallbrook
Polite Jr., TCF, Atlanta for sharing.

I need to talk about my loss. I may often feel

4

the need to tell you what happened – or to
ask you why it happened. I may frequently
need for you to listen while I explain what
this loss means to me. Each time I discuss
my loss, I am helping myself face the reality
of the death of my loved one.

I need to know that you care about me. I need to feel your touch,

your hugs. I need you just to be with me. And I need to be with you.
I need for you to believe in me and in my ability to get through this
grief in my own way – and in my own time.

Please don’t judge me now. Or think that I’m behaving strangely.

Remember I’m grieving. I may be in shock. I may feel afraid. I may
feel deep rage. I may even feel guilty. But above all, I hurt. I am
experiencing a pain unlike any I’ve ever felt before.
Don’t be concerned if you think I’m getting better and then suddenly
I seem to slip backward again.

Grief makes me behave this way at times.
And please don’t tell me you know just how I feel or that it’s
time for me to get on with my life. I am probably already saying

this to myself. I just need for you to be patient now and to try to
understand.

Finally, allow me the time I need to grieve and to recover. I want to

get on with my life – but I know that first I must walk through the
dark shadows of my grief. And, although it is almost impossible for
me to believe this now, I know that one day my grief will end.

Most of all, thank you for being my friend. Thank you for caring,

for helping, for understanding. Thank you for praying for me. And
remember, In the days or years ahead – after your loss – when you
need me as I have needed you, I will understand, and then I will
come and be with you.

Toddler page

UTAH Share’s
Parent Sharing:
Remember

I’m grieving.

I may be in
shock.
I may feel afraid.
I may feel
deep rage.
I may even feel
guilty.
But
above all
I hurt.
I am
experiencing
a pain unlike

any I’ve ever
felt before.

Each month through our Utah Share Facebook group,
we ask parents who have lost a child a question that relates to
their child and what it is like to be the parent to an angel. This month, we
asked parents:

Infant

Many people say they are never the same after the death of their baby.
 Has your baby’s death changed the way you feel about life in general, or the way
you feel about yourself ?
 Did you change career paths, or take on some other task or project that you had
not considered before?
 Did the life and death of your child give you the hope and courage to do
something you had always wanted to do?
 Did the changes to your life help you cope with your baby’s death?

Follows is one parent’s (Heather M,) response;
It has been 5 years since my son’s stillbirth. I feel I am more humble, charitable, and genuinely concerned
about others. Hearing similar stories today concerns me. I really feel like a better person because of my
son’s death. Now on career paths. However, I am raising a special needs daughter (rainbow baby). I feel
like I can handle this better because of my stillbirth. I can deal with hearing loss, death of a child is the
true challenge. I feel more empowered about my life than I did before. As mentioned, I am at peace with
my son’s loss.
Please don’t think this means I do not grieve and miss him (I do this often), but I am proud to be an
Angel Mom! I love him so much and I know this because I will always miss him. I feel like I can conquer
anything, because I have buried a child
http://www.utahshare.org/newsletter/Utah Share publishes a bi-monthly newsletter

The Shadows of the Night
I sit alone in the shadows of the night looking up at the stars that shine
so bright. I think of you somewhere far up above,
I remember all the laughter, happiness, and love.
The full moon shines bright in the sky, staring at the full face, I start to
cry. From the face of the moon above the tree
I see your face staring back at me.
Then it starts to rain and the sky turns gray,
remember what happened two years ago in May.
It continued to rain the whole night through,
I think that the rain meant that you were crying too.
—Lisa Johnson, TCF, Baltimore, MD
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Happy

Fathers’ Mothers’ Days

DAZE

Mother’s and Father’s Day

— Lovingly lifted from TCF, Memephis, TN, May/Jume 2008 Newsletter

F or
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the newly bereaved ,

your FIRST Mother’s Day and

There are as many choices as there are parents who
have lost their children.

Father’s Day is one of the saddest holidays you will
experience. As this day brings precious memories
to you of your child, know that the warmth of their
love will fill your heart once again; their life and
memory will be never ending and nothing can take
your love away. Our children will always be with us,
because they will always be in our hearts.

—Chuck Armstrong TCF, CO

W

suffering aggravates my own,
which makes me angry at her for
spoiling my attempts at coping.
Maybe I should issue a household
edict that “Richy’s name or the
subject of his death are OFF LIMITS
around me.” That should fix it!
Except that my wife still looks at
me, and I know
what’s on her
mind. Also, I
keep thinking
about it ‐ and
wish I had a
better outlet for myself. Certainly
not work, or sports, or—God
forbid—a shrink (think of my
image); I need someone who’s been
there. My wife suggests we try The
Compassionate Friends—maybe
so! After the first time, I know it’s
not for me. After all, where are all
the men? Obviously, they don’t
need it, right?

hy does that phrase
have so much meaning
now? It used to be pretty
simple. When I could find the
time (not as often as I would have
liked), my lap was a neat place
to hold my young son for a few
moments of special time together.
Now—no son! Different use of
the lap! Problems in Daddy’s lap.
(Thank God a 7‐year‐old daughter
is there too, sometimes!) Being
male becomes a more difficult task.
How can I properly help those
who are dependent on me—or
can I admit to myself and others
that this is one thing Daddy can’t
fix, like my son’s broken toys? Is it
“manly” to cry in public? Or do I
care about “manly” now? It seems
like so much garbage when my
Anyway, I go to TCF a few more
future has a hole in it.
times as it is one of the few
I feel depressed too. My wife’s unselfish things I do supportively

shouldn’t do it. If we are facing other days in
May that will tear at our hearts, we must plan for it.
Some of us prefer to be alone and isolated. Others
of us prefer to be with friends or family. Some of
us go to the cemetery, others go to the park. Some
read, watch movies, sit on the deck or simply rest.
Others take a weekend trip which puts them into a
different state of reality.

Consider

your options.
Be
 honest with yourself.
Don’t

be pushed into
anything.
Take

control.
for my wife, and my being there
helps her. And when she’s better,
I’m better. PRESTO! We’re both
getting stronger again and still
together and communicating.

Also, I listen to some of the other
TCF members, and the message
I get is that their “men,” by and
large, are denying themselves
the privilege of grieving, and are
destroying their own marriages
by forcing their wives to grieve
quietly or not at all around them.
That’s not manly—it’s dumb, in
my book, and self‐destructive too.
So some men don’t like groups—
okay. But my solution is actually
having results (for real), and I’m
not suppressing the problem.
My family and I will be scarred
but not walking wounded. My
particular masculine viewpoint is
nothing special, except that I’m
willing to share it in this newsletter.

We each move forward toward hope at a different
rate and in a different way. This is not about meeting
the expectations of others; this is a personal journey
toward peace and hope. It is your journey.

I will always miss my son. I will always feel deep
sorrow at his uncompleted life. But I know that
he would want me to move forward, move back
into the sunshine that is life on this earth. I’m
working on it. Be patient with me. This is the
most difficult road I have ever walked, but I am
in motion, mov‐ ing mostly forward and seeking
something akin to peace, hope and tranquility.
I will always be a work in progress.

I will
Love You,

My Child
—Author Unknown

A

s long as I can dream,
as long as I can think,
as long as I have a memory…
I will love you.
As long as I have eyes to see
and ears to hear and lips to speak…
I will love you.
And as long as I have a heart to feel,
a soul stirring within me,
an imagination to hold you…
I will love you.
And as long as I have a breath
to speak your name…
I will love you.

Somewhere in Between
My head tells me I am here, but my heart is there with Shane.
Why is death so final? Why can’t it be a dream?
And we could be together,
somewhere in between.
— GoldieFitte,TCF,LouisvilleKY

3

Unusually

Difficult Month

—Bettie-Jeanne Rivard-Darby, TCF Pasco County
Chapter

2

F

or the bereaved parent, May is frequently
the cruelest month. The month of May
offers the rest of the world a promise of
another carefree summer, swimming,
family vacations, relaxation, reading, cook‐outs
and picnics, trips to the lake and so much that is
inherent in our culture.
Yet May also brings memories of our children. The
common denominator for mothers (and fathers)
is Mother’s Day. This tradition was wonderful
when our children were alive; now the direct mail
and newspaper advertising, sentimental television
spots, in‐store promotions, cards and letters and
the count‐ down to the day itself are very cruel
reminders of our lost children. Who will remember
us on Mother’s Day?

This will be my fourth Mother’s Day without my
son. I miss him terribly all year long, but May and
December are the worst months for me. First we
have Mother’s Day, then my son’s birthday and
throughout the month I am bombarded with
invitations for high school and college graduations
each one reminding me of what once was. My
son finishing grade school, high school, college,
graduate school. Each was accompanied by a
ceremony. All the ceremonies rush into my mind as
I realize how much of myself is my memories and
those memories are very entwined with my son’s
life. A big part of me died with him that night in
December.
Three years ago I was overwhelmed, sobbing, still
occasionally in deep shock. My mind was mush,
my heart was crushed and I did not have the will
to do much more than quietly weep. It was my first
Mother’s Day without my son, the first birthday
that he wasn’t here, the first Memorial Day

Weekend without him. I was paralyzed. May
would never be joyful for me again. What to do....
what to do. I ask myself this question each April as
we begin the ramp up to the longest month.
This year, I am counting out the last days of April
and wondering how I will handle it. I am not worried
about it; I am just wondering. I have gotten used
to the transformation that has taken place in my
mind, heart and soul. I experienced a slow spiritual
awakening which accompanied a deep, deep sense
of loss over which I have no control. I go with it.

There are questions that we must ask ourselves.
The answers are unique to us. Collectively we know
this is a month to dread; individually we have our
own memories and our own methods of coping.
Collectively we lean on each other for hope, comfort
and support. Individually, we each walk our own
road depending on how many circumstances of life
are in our month of May: Mother’s Day, Memorial
Day, birthdays, death anniversaries, graduations,
weddings, baptisms,
first
communions,
confirmations, How
we
handled
the
beginning of summer,
I experienced
the end of the school
year.....all of these
a slow
can bombard us
spiritual awakening events
in May.

which accompanied
a deep, deep
sense of loss
over which
I have no control.
I go with it.

The memories float
into our minds like a
mist that thickens into
a heavy fog. We are
enveloped in our fog of
memories; the before
death years come to
us in a hodgepodge of
the happiest times and
clash with the reality
of now. These are our memories, our children and
ultimately our choices. And there seems to be little
joy we can take from this month of memories.
Once again, we make the decision. If we are
not ready to acknowledge Mother’s Day, we

Times & Places

Bowling Green

(3rd Thursday, 7-9:00 PM)
Super 8 Motel
1216 E. Champ Clark Dr.
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

St Peters•St Charles

(1st Thursday, 7:00 PM)
Knights of Columbus Hall
5701 Hwy N, St Charles, MO
(Cottleville) 63304

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,
504 S. 3rd St (Miller & 3rd St)
Desoto, MO 63020

Fac: Ginny Kamp
(636)586-8559

(636)947–9403

Sibling Group

(time same as St Peters-St Charles

Fac: Julie Garland (314) 496-9197

Troy, MO

(2nd Tuesday, 7:00 PM)
1302 Boone St.
Troy, MO 63379

Fac: Cindy Morris

(636)462–9961

West County

(4th Tuesday, 7:00 PM)
Shaare Emeth Congregation,
11645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue)
St. Louis MO 63141

Fac: Jacque Glaeser,

(636)394-3122,
jlynn63021@yahoo.com
Co Fac: Arlene Thomason
(314)401–2510

Parents of Murdered Children: PALS:
Meetings: 3 Tues 7:30 PM
St Alexius Hospital
3933 S Broadway, StLMO 63118
Mata Weber (618)972-0429
Butch Hartmann (314)487-8989
rd

LIFE CRISIS CENTER:

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

2nd Saturday in

April, June, &
September

unless otherwise noted

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

All are welcome!
Call: Linda Fehrmann

Fac: Mike & Jeanne Francisco

ADDITIONAL MEETINGS

the

4th Sat at 10:30AM
St Lukes Hospital (141 & 40)
St. Louis, MO 63017
*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

(314) 853-7925)

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

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

Bereaved Parents of the USA

W

Credo

is pleased to announce
that for first time, they
have sponsored a grieving parent’s
attendance to the

2014
BPUSA National Gathering
To learn more about

Tony Brown and the Foundation
please see page 8 and/or

http://thetonybrownfoundation.org

bpusagather@gmail.com
or

http://www.bereavedparentsusa.org/
Gathering-online.html
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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 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.

Did you know?

Register NOW!
June 1 is cutoff for
earlybird rate.
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BPUSA’s
Board of Directors hosts

