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That First Summer Vacation
By: Diana Hammock
TCF – Central Coast, CA
Summer time is here, and with it you may be
planning a vacation. If you have recently
suffered the death of your child, that first
vacation can be very difficult. I would like to
share with you our experience the firs time we
took a vacation after our son Paul
died. I have included some
suggestions to help you
through
your
first
vacation, and to help you
plan around your grief.
Our son Paul died in 1979
from leukemia. He had
been ill for eight years.
The last couple of years
were very hard for us and
we were not able to go on
any vacations because of
his illness. In August of 1980
we decided to go on a big trip to
Hawaii like we had always wanted to do.
We made our plans and we felt at the time that
our grief was far enough along that we could
enjoy ourselves. It was a very difficult
vacation for our whole family. Each of us
seemed unable to have a good time. We
talked a lot about Paul. He was everywhere, in
our thoughts and minds. We all know how
much he would have loved the beauty of
Hawaii, the ocean with its beautiful waves just
right for surfing, and all of the sea life we saw
when we went diving. It was hard to have a
good time, and I soon realized we were all
having problems coping with Paul’s absence.
As I look back and remember our vacation
some six years later, I know that even though
we did not have a great time, our vacation did
serve a purpose in our grief. We were together
as a family in strange surroundings and we
were grieving. We started working very hard
on our grief during that vacation, and I know
now it was a GOOD vacation. If any of you

are planning a vacation, here are some
suggestions that may help.
x Be gentle to yourself. Don’t expect
too much on your first vacation.
Remember, as bereaved parents the first
time we do anything without our kids is
tough, whether it be going to the movies,
shopping or on a vacation.
x

Plan to do some grief work
because you will, planned or
not.
Give yourself
time enough on the
trip so that if you have
a bad day you can just
do what you feel like
doing. Know that your
child will be on your
mind day and night just
as he or she is at home.
Our grief goes with us.

x Plan a vacation that
is restful. You need all the
rest you can get at this time. Plan
to do something your child would have
loved to do, but did not get a chance to.
Do this in his or her memory
x If you plan to visit relatives for the
first time since your child’s death,
remember they mean well even if they
seem insensitive in their remarks. They
have not lost a child and cannot see
through your eyes.
x If you have other children, remember
them. They are also having a hard time
coping on this vacation. Plan some
activities what will be especially for them.
x Be especially careful to communicate
with your spouse. Plan a vacation suitable
for both of your needs. Remember you
are both grieving for the same child but
we all grieve differently and in our own
way.

x If you have been maintaining your
child’s gravesite and feel guilty leaving it
unattended, let a family member or friend
see to it while you are away. You need
not feel guilty, and it could fill a need for
one of you family members or friends,
allowing them to help.
You will have memorable vacation even
though it will be difficult. You will look
back on it as I have done and see it as
another growing experience as you find
your way through the grief work of a
bereaved family.
I hope all of your vacations are nice this
summer. Enjoy them for our kids.
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DECISIONS
By: Howard & Rose Muller
TCF – Burlington, NJ
What to do with the belongings of a
deceased child is one of the most traumatic
decisions a parent will have to make. To
some the thought of disposing of even the
most, minute possessions is unacceptable. It
is almost as if their touching of an object
imbues it with the spirit of the deceased. In
the extreme, even the rearranging of the
child’s room cannot be tolerated. Carried to
a conclusion, the behavior
leads to the creation of a
shrine to the deceased.
Other parents cannot bear to
be reminded of a child’s
death and they remove and
dispose of his or her
clothing
and
other
possessions as soon as
possible. Often the room is
refurbished or rearranged in an effort to
further eliminate unpleasant reminders.
Other parents find their comfort in taking a
position somewhere in between these
extremes.
As with most emotional decisions, there is
no right or wrong way to handle this.
However, based upon our own experience, I
believe it would be wise to withhold any
irrevocable decisions for at least three
months or even longer. The mind already
overloaded with turmoil and trauma of the
loss of a child, is just not capable of making
any decision on such a sensitive issue.
When our son Drew died, we kept the door
to his room closed for almost a year,
entering it only for an occasional cleaning,

or to remove or store some items. The pain
of seeing his clothes and possessions and
knowing he would never be able to use them
again was un-surmountable, and prevented
us from making any decision on what to do.
When the pain subsided enough to plan a
course of action, we decided that we did not
want to maintain a shrine. We decided to
open the room and make it available for use.
We removed and gave away
some of his clothes and
things for which we had the
least emotional attachment.
We packed and consolidated
other things that we felt we
might want to use or give
away later. We cleaned and
painted the room, hung new
curtains and bought a high
riser
that
would
accommodate guests for an overnight stay.
We hung his button collection and some of
his posters on the walls. Probably the most
important decision we made was to keep the
door to the room open.
When we look in the room now and see
Drew’s things, it reminds us of how vibrant
and alive he was, and although we still miss
him terribly, somehow his things provide
and important link between us.
Just
recently, almost 11 years later, we gave
away most of the things we had so lovingly
saved so long ago. Our handling of the
situation best satisfied our needs. You may
need more or less time, but it must be
enough to think things out clearly.

Silence is no certain token
that no secret grief is there;
sorrow which is never spoken
is the heaviest load to bear.
By: Frances Ridley Havergal
“Misunderstood,” stanza 15
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Don’t
Tell Me …
By: Joanetta Hendel
Bereavement Magazine

Don’t tell me that you
understand,
don’t tell me that you
know…
Don’t tell me how I
will survive,
how I will surely
grow.
Don’t tell me this is
just a test,
that I am truly
blessed,
that I am chosen for
this task apart from
all the rest.
Don’t come at me with
answers that can only
come from me…
Don’t tell me how my
grief will pass, that
I will soon be free.
Don’t stand in pious
judgment of the bonds
I must untie…
Don’t tell me how to
suffer, don’t tell me
how to cry.
My life is filled with
selfishness,
my pain is all I see…
But I need you and I
need your love
Unconditionally.
Accept me in my ups
and
downs,
I
need
someone to share…
Just hold my hand and
let me cry and say
“My friend… I care.”

Bereaved Parents USA

Special Notice
By: Pat Retzloff
TCF – Oshkosh, Wisconsin
When our son was killed, I remember thinking
through the haze of pain that this most
horrifying of life experiences would somehow
bring us closer. Sharing the loss of a child
created and loved by both of us for twenty
years would surely deepen the bond between
us. I was in for a surprise.
We clung almost blindly to each other until the
shock began to give way to ugly reality. As
we each moved to our individual
pattern
of
grieving,
differences began to emerge.
I felt like a time bomb about
to explode.
I needed
desperately to talk about
our son. My husband
refused to verbalize his
feelings and became
angry at my overtures. I
stopped
trying
to
communicate.
This was beyond my comprehension. Where
was my helpmate, my best friend? I felt
rejected, unloved and terribly alone. Anger
overwhelmed me as I bitterly realized that I
wasn’t going to be able to share my grieving
with the person who meant the most to me in
the world. I knew that many marriages fail
after the death of a child. Dear God, how
could we possibly survive an additional
tragedy?
We attended a few Compassionate Friends
meetings, and then I continued alone. The
gentle acceptance of others who had lost
children permitted me to talk or cry without
guilt. Our problem was definitely not unique;
many other parents expressed similar
frustrations. So many couples experience
marital difficulties after the death of a child
that it is now considered the norm. We
weren’t going crazy; and just because our
grieving styles were different didn’t mean that
our whole marriage would fall apart. My

anger began to dissipate as I slowly faced
the fact that I had been placing unrealistic
expectations on my husband. Hurting at
least as much as I, he simply could not
meet my needs for support.
Much later, the knowledge that support
had been there all along from my
friends—if I had only asked for it—
saddened me. I had to admit that I simply
had been too proud to reveal myself as a
suffering person in need of help. I will be
forever grateful to Compassionate Friends
for being there with loving, open
arms.
We began to have some honest
discussions, agreeing that we
needed
each
other’s
nurturing in order to survive
and find meaning in life.
We learned to respect each
other’s feelings. We tried
to please each other in little
ways: a hug, a special meal,
anything that expressed caring. Patience
with each other smoothed over many
rough moments.
Time spent alone
together was very healing. It took a
conscious decision from both of us to try
harder. Some days, we didn’t have any
energy left when grief was particularly
painful. It wasn’t always easy, as we
couldn’t talk about our son for a long time.
As I look back. I see that ignorance of
grief and the impact it can have on a
marriage was the basis for our problems.
But in retrospect, how could we possibly
have been prepared for the onslaught of
paralyzing emotions that overwhelmed us?
Anguish of this intensity can reveal a
spouse you’ve never seen before. Deeply
wounded, both of you will be inevitably
changed from the experience of losing a
child. Back then; understanding these
simple facts would have immeasurably
helped us.

People are like stained glass windows. They sparkle
and shine when the sun is out, but when the darkness
sets in, their true beauty is revealed only if there is a
light from within.
By: Elizabeth Kubler-Ross
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The cut off date for the Sep-Oct issue
of the newsletter will be Aug 10th.
If you would like to have your child’s
picture in the next issue, please send
your donation/love gift and a picture of
your child directly to the newsletter
editor with a self addressed stamped
envelope:
Sabra Penrod
26218 Bubbling Brook Drive
Foristell, MO 63348

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
Traci Morlock

(314) 726-5300
(636) 332-1311

CANCER:
Dan & Mary Ann Smith

(636) 942-9115

GRANDPARENT:
Margaret Gerner

(636) 978-2368

HANDICAPPED CHILD:
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
Butch Hartmann

(618) 972-0429
(314) 487-8989

OLDER PARENTS:
Bobbie Lantz

(314) 576-0978

ONLY CHILD:
Mary Murphy
Linda Long

(314) 822-7448
(636) 946-7292

SUICIDE:
Sandy Curran

(314) 647-2863

SINGLE PARENT:
Mary Murphy
Linda Long

(314) 822-7448
(636) 946-7292
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The Gap
By: Michael Crelinsten
TCF – Victoria, BC
Submitted By: Mary Murphy
A rare medical anomaly, in a heart-rending
wrench of our innermost spirit, stole her
from us in barely a moment. Recently, I was
at the beach near our home with what
remains of my soul, my son, Ethan. Our
new puppy romped with us. Beautiful
weather, fresh salt air, gentle clear water and
sea lions barking in the distance. Perfect.
Walking back, I saw a sharp, rusted metal
rod and thought to get it out of the way. As
I tossed it aside, it caught my thumb and cut
me. Perfect. Every moment of peace we
have, cuts. Everything that is, hones what is
not.
The gap between those who have lost
children and those who have not is
profoundly difficult to bridge. No one,
whose children are well and intact, can
be expected to understand what parents
who have lost children have
absorbed, what they bear. Our
daughter now comes to us through
every blade of grass, every crack in
the sidewalk, every bowl of breakfast cereal,
every kid on a scooter. We seek contact
with her atoms, her hairbrush, her
toothbrush, her clothing. We reach for what
was integrally woven into the fabric of our
lives, now torn and shredded. What we had
wanted, when she so suddenly took ill, was
for her to be treated. We wanted her to be
annoyed that her head had been shaved for
surgery. We would have shaved ours and
then watched her smile as we recovered
together, whatever the nature of that
recovery. “Recover” is no longer a part of
our vocabulary. Now we simply walk
through the noise and debris of our personal
ground zero. A black hole has been blown
through our souls and, indeed, it often does
not allow the light to escape. It is a difficult
place. For us to enter there is to be cut
deeply, and torn anew, each time we go
there, by the jagged edges of our loss. Yet
we return, again and again, for that is where
she now resides. This will be so for years to
come and it will change us, profoundly. At
some point in the distant future, the edges of
that hole will have tempered and softened
but the empty space will remain…a life
sentence.
It is not unlike a dog who, suddenly hit by a
car, survives. The impact is devastating and
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leaves the animal in shock, confusion, and
despair. In the time the animal recovers
adequately to spend the remainder if it’s life
on three legs. It is not that he is unable,
eventually, to function or even to laugh and
play. The reality, however, is that on three
legs from here on, every step he takes, every
action, virtually every breath reminds him of
what he has lost. We are that animal.
Our community of friends will change
through this. There is no avoiding it. We
grieve for our daughter, in part, through
talking about her and our feelings for having
lost her. Some go there with us; others
cannot
and, through their denial add
a
further measure, however
unwittingly,
to
an
already heavy burden.
This was not a sprained
ankle
or
major
surgery that we
suffered.
Assuming
that
we
may
be
feeling
“better” six
months later is
simply “to not get
it.” The excruciating and isolating reality
that bereaved parents feel is hermetically
sealed from the nature of any other human
experience. Thus it is a trap, those whose
compassion and insight we most need are
those for whom we abhor the experience that
would allow them that sensitivity and
capacity. And, yet, somehow, there are
those, each in their own fashion, who have
found a way to reach us and stay, to our
immeasurable comfort.
They have
understood, again each in their own way,
that Alexis remains our daughter through our
memory of her. Her memory is sustained
through speaking about her and our feelings
about her death. Deny this and you deny her
life. Deny her life and you have no place in
ours. That’s the equation. How different
people have responded to our loss, or not,
transcends a range of attitudes and personal
histories. It is teaching us much about
human capacity and experience, albeit at a
searing price. Parents’ memories of a lost
child sustain that life. It should be the other
way around
We recognize that we have removed to an
emotional place where it is often very
difficult to reach us. Our attempts to be
normal are painful and the day to day carries
a silent, screaming anguish that accompanies

us, sometimes from moment to moment.
Were we to give it its own voice we fear
we would become truly unreachable,
and so we remain “strong” for a host of
reasons even as the strength saps our
energy and drains our will. Were we to
act out our true feelings we would be
impossible to be with. We resent
having to act normal, yet we dare not do
otherwise. People who understand this
dynamic are our gold standard.
Working our way through this over the
years will change us as does every
experience…and extreme experience
changes one extremely. We know we
will have recovered when, as we have
read, it is no longer so painful to be
normal. We do not know who we will
be at that point or who will still be with
us.
There will come a time, quite some
number of years down the road, when
the balance between the desperate
awareness of what we have lost when
our daughter died will be somewhat
balanced by the warm and joyful
memories of what we had with her
when she lived. I neither long for nor
cringe from that time. It will simply
come. We will recognize it, though
now it is beyond us.
So, yes, our beloved daughter is
gone…a light in our lives gone out
leaving blackness for us, left behind, to
stumble through.
And, while we
understand and deeply feel the meaning
of our phrase “Now we are lit by her
only from within,” we hope,
desperately, that she is wherever the
light is. We are trying to understand
what this means, as we seek our own
way, for the remainder of our lives, to
some kind of light. We love our son
and are trying to breathe.
We have read that the gap is so difficult
that, often, bereaved parents must
attempt to reach out to friends and
relatives or risk losing them. This is our
attempt. For those untarnished by such
events, who wish to know in some way
what they, thankfully, do not know,
read this. It may provide a window that
is helpful for both sides of the gap.
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Lessons From
A Child’s Death
By: Sharon E. Barnes
TCF – Solano, CO
Americans have not learned to deal with death.
We’ve moved our cemeteries away from
churchyards, so we won’t have to cope with
the idea of mortality as we worship, baptize
and celebrate life. Nobody says, “Aunt Suzy
died”. Instead, we talk about “losing” Aunt
Suzy as if we had taken her to the grocery
store and forgotten her in the canned vegetable
aisle.
But perhaps our strangest custom is
sanctifying survivors. This can be especially
true for parents who have experienced the
death of a child.
My husband and I were only twentysomething when Steven died. An especially
beautiful seven-year-old, our eldest son died
from an epileptic seizure after suffering a fiveyear degenerative central nervous system
disorder. Friends, relatives and acquaintances
were supportive through his illness and death,
but later, when they insisted on attributing
some special grace to us, it made me
uncomfortable.
There are many people who cling to the notion
that God or the fates inflict punishment
through grief on those who have sinned; but
our crowd took the opposite approach and
singled us out as recipients of some special
favor. How often we heard some version of,
“God must have thought you were very special
to think you could handle this.” I bit my
tongue to avoid responding, “I’d rather not be
so special, if it’s all the same to God.”
Many years after Steven’s death, I still do not
see our experience as a sign of punishment or
favor. While Christian faith provided one
means to working through the grief process. I
see no evidence that God tried our faith, or
taught us life’s meaning through Steven’s
death. Nor do I believe the Deity looked down
one day and said, “Ah, there’s an exceptional
couple I think I’ll see how much pain and
trauma they can endure.” While we have not
reached Nirvana, nor gained Solomon’s
wisdom, we have learned what a child’s death
can and cannot do.

to the needs of others in similar situations.
A compassionate hospital chaplain helped
my husband at our son’s death. A minister
himself, my husband later became a
hospital chaplain.
His first-hand
experience with death makes him
especially effective with patients and
families.
IT WILL NOT MAKE YOU LESS
FEARFUL ABOUT THE HEALTH AND
WELL-BEING OF YOUR OTHER
CHILDREN. In fact, just the opposite
may occur. You may want to wrap your
remaining children in cotton batting and
place them on a shelf out of harm’s way.
But your appreciation of their unique
personalities and the quality of your
relationships may be sharpened. With his
brown eyes and dimples, our middle child
is an endearing reminder of Steven,
However, we know our charming Andrew
is very much his own person. Observing
and participating in the normal
development of our other children is
heightened because Steven’s life and death
were not normal.

IT
WILL
NOT
MAKE
YOU
UNDERSTAND LIFE AND YOUR
PLACE IN THE SCHEME OF THINGS.
The answers to life’s questions will not be
revealed to you through grief. In fact, you
may have more questions than you’ve ever
had. But it may make you search your
own personal philosophy and discover
what you really believe. For some, this
process hurts too much. Introspection,
therapy and religious scrutiny are painful,
but parents who make the soul pilgrimage
discover inexplicable comfort.
Poets and philosophers from Menander to
Wordsworth tell us the good die young.
Parents take scant comfort in these adages
and understand that the primary tragedy of
a child’s death is that it is not in the
natural order of things. While our human,
orderly natures demand an explanation for
the inexplicable, we struggle to learn
whatever lessons we can from an untimely
bereavement.

Editors Note: I would like to add a Book Review section to our
newsletter and I need your help. There are many good books written
on grief and I know some of our families that receive this newsletter
have read some of them. If you have read a book and found it helpful,
please contact me and send me the Title, Author, where the book can
be purchased, and a brief description of what the book is about. You
can reach me on the St. Louis BPUSA website www.bpusastl.org
under newsletter editor, or you can contact me by email
saboots@worldnet.att.net. For those of you who do not have a
computer or Internet access, you can mail to the following:
Sabra Penrod
26218 Bubbling Brook Dr.
Foristell, MO 63348

IT WILL NOT MAKE YOU KINDER,
MORE LOVING, OR ALTRUISTIC. You
will not compete with Sister Teresa or Billy
Graham. But it may make you more sensitive
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Searching
By: Sue Holtkamp, Ph.D
Chatanooga, Tennessee
Dr. Holtkamp, a widow and a bereaved
parent, has interviewed and counseled donor
families for over ten years.
She has
conducted research and written extensively
on the subject of the psychosocial aspects of
donations.
Mary didn’t want to attend the concert.
Struggling to maintain her emotions, she
gathered her courage, chose a dress that
looked suitable and made a half-hearted
attempt to “do” something with her hair. It
all seemed so pointless; she felt like some
disjointed mannequin preparing for a party
intended for real people.
Sighing, Mary knew there was no
choice; she had to go. But she
didn’t have to like it. She would
just go through the motions.
“Going through the motions, what
a funny way to describe it, “ she
mused.
When she entered the concert hall, Mary
began scanning the room – pausing as her
eyes came to rest on the back of a very
blonde head. Her heart jumped. The wearer
of that hair was just the right height…just
the right build.
“Maybe…just maybe.”
Mary found herself staring. She wondered if
she dared to get closer. Perhaps then she
could hear the young woman’s voice, or
better yet the sound of her laughter. How
wonderful to hear her laughter one more
time.
Then the head turned to face Mary. It was
not Anna Grace. “Of course it isn’t,” Mary
reminded herself silently. “It couldn’t be.”
Anna Grace had died eight months before,
yet every time Mary was in a crowd, she
found herself scanning the room, half
believing, half hoping, that somewhere from
that crowd her daughter would emerge, and
there would be some plausible explanation
for the cruel joke life had become all those
months ago.
“Searching behavior” is the term that
professionals use to describe the way we
persist in looking for our loved ones after
they have died. It makes sense to look for
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that which is lost...even when we know it
has been lost forever. That searching takes
many forms and often leads in strange and
curious directions. The more curious aspect
of this searching is how long it lasts.
Parents, in particular, report “seeing” their
child at some function many years after that
child’s death. Not really “seeing,” merely
glimpsing them here and there – a sound or
an inflection in someone’s voice that catches
one’s ear and trigger hope for the
impossible. Curiously, the child has always
remained the same; only the parents have
grown older.
A restlessness often accompanies our search
for those who are “lost.”
Parts of our lives, like
giant jigsaw pieces, are
missing. The puzzle is
spoiled.
Many donor families
have indicated that they
also feel that puzzle pieces are missing
because their child was an organ donor, and
parts of that child continue to sustain or
enhance the lives of others, scattered across
the country. Their searching behaviors take
on a unique quality as they struggle with a
driving need to contact or meet the recipients
of their loved one’s organs.
Mary has a different perspective. “I am glad
that Anna’s death brought about some good;
but I have never thought of Anna Grace as a
“liver” or a “heart” or a “kidney.” In fact,
who Anna Grace really was had nothing to
do with her body parts. I needed to grieve
my daughter, not her organs.”

I still whirl about to check out a young
person with beautiful blonde hair, but I
was never tempted to find the recipients
of her final act of generosity.
I
celebrate my daughter’s life; I mourn
her death, and simply wish the
recipients well … whoever and
wherever they may be.”
Searching is very much a part of grief;
how we search is up to us.

In
Dreams
For Niall John Corr
My precious son

Come, my son, in dreams to me,
tell of things I’ve yet to see,
of the beauty, love and joy.
Come, my son, in dreams to me,
tell me of eternity,
of cherubs, angels on the wing,
harps and heavenly choirs that
sing.
Come, my son, in dreams of
peace,
that my troubled thoughts may
cease,
come, dry my tears; come, ease
my pain,
Until the day we meet again.

“It’s been several years since her death, and

No Vacation
There is no vacation from your absence.
Every morning I awake.
I am a bereaved parent.
Every noon I feel the hole in my heart.
Every Evening my arms are empty.
My life is busy now, but not quite full.
My heart is mended, but not quite healed.
For the rest of my life very moment
will be lived without you.
There is no vacation from your absence.
By: Kathy Boyette
TCF – MS Gulf Coast, MS
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ADDITIONAL MEETINGS`
THIRD TUESDAY:
Parents/Murdered Children
7:30 p.m.
American Cancer Society Bldg.
4201 Lindell Blvd
Mata Weber
(618) 972-0429
Butch Hartmann
(314) 487-8989
LIFE CRISIS CENTER (Survivors of Suicide)
1423 S. Big Bend
St. Louis, MO 63117
(314) 647-3100
Meetings every Wednesday at 7:00 p.m.
P.A.L.S. (Parents whose life has been affected
by the loss of a child through suicide)
1423 S. Big Bend
St. Louis, MO 63117
Meetings – Second Tuesday at 7:00 p.m. & the
4th Saturday at 10:30 a.m.
(314) 647-3100

BUSINESS
MEETINGS
The following is a list of future Business
Meetings of Bereaved Parents of the USA:
Saturday Sep 11, 2004

Nov 13,2004
All business meetings start at 9:00 a.m.
at the Creve Coeur Government Center,
300 N. New Ballas Road,
(Meeting
Room #1), located just north of Temple
Shaare Emeth.
We ask that two
representatives from each group try to
be present to report on their individual
groups, and to take back information
received at the meeting, to the group
meetings. Anyone interested in the
business of running our chapter is
welcome to attend. Any questions, Call
Carol Welch (636) 561-2438 or email at

ST. PETERS/ST. CHARLES COUNTY (FIRST THURSDAY, 7:30 P.M.)
Knights of Columbus Hall
2334 McMenamy Road
Facilitators:
Norm Wasser
(314) 429-6526 norm1955@sbcglobal.net
Dave & Marcia Hoekel (636) 332-8097 Thoekel@aol.com
JUL 11 – Sudden death, Illness, Suicide etc – small groups
AUG 5 – Ask-it-Basket & discussion of National Gathering (July 9-11)
SEP 2 – Guest Speaker – Father Joe Kempf (Tentative)

SIBLINGS/FRIENDS ST. PETERS/ST. CHARLES COUNTY (FIRST
THURSDAY, 7:30 P.M.)
Meetings are at the same time and location as the St. Charles/St. Peters meeting
Facilitator: Sarah Ryan (314) 605-3949
siblinggroup@bpusastl.org
MAY 6- Ramblings of a grieving sibling (bring anything you have written)
JUL 11 – To be Announced
AUG 5 – To be Announced
SEP 2 – To be Announced
SOUTH COUNTY (SECOND THURSDAY, 7:00 P.M.) Please note new time
Holy Trinity Church
Union & Reevis Barracks Road at I-55
Facilitator: Jane Nelson
314-664-0515 southgroup@bpusastl.org
JUL 8 – Picture Night
AUG 12 – The day my child died
SEP 9 - My child's passion, what they wanted out of life
WASHINGTON, MO (THIRD TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M.)
Washington Ambulance Building
515 Washington Ave. (behind Rothschilds)
Contact: Betty Werner (636) 239-1520 washingtongroup@bpusastl.org
JUL 20 – Open Discussion
AUG 20 – Open Discussion
SEP 21 – Open Discussion
NORTH COUNTY (THIRD SATURDAY, 9:30 A.M.) PLEASE NOTE NEW TIME
Gundaker Building
2402 North Hwy 67 (rear of building)
Facilitator: Vicki Pannebecker (314) 831-2625
northgroup@bpusastl.org
NOTE: Volunteer interpreter provided for the deaf or hearing impaired
JUL 17 – Sibling Panel & buttons
AUG 21 – unusual Dreams And Happenings
SEP 18 – Seeing grief as a disability
ST. LOUIS CITY GROUP (FOURTH TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M.)
Timothy Lutheran School (Lower Level)
6704 Fyler (corner of Ivanhoe and Fyler)
Facilitator: Sandy Curran (314) 647-2863 citygroup@bpusastl.org
JUL 27 – How Many Children Do You Have?
AUG 24 – a song That Reminds Me Of My Child
SEP 28 – Triggers Of Our Grief
WEST COUNTY (FOURTH TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M. Please note the new day & time)
Congregation Shaare Emeth
11645 Ladue Rd. (corner of Ballas & Ladue).
Facilitators: Judy Ruby (314) 994-1996
westgroup@bpusastl.org
Jeannette Daugherty (636) 225-2417
JUL 27 – Meet my child
AUG 24 – What did I do right as a parent? How could I have been better?
SEP 28 – Keeping my child’s memory alive.

chaptercontact@bpusastl.org
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Love Gifts
(Donations Received)

In Memory Of
Eric Stephen Jost
05/28/1979 ~ 08/22/1995
Miss You! Love Mom
From: Caron Jost

In Memory Of
In Memory Of
Gregory Scott Stone
09/30/1955 ~ 11/24/1992
Love Mom & Dad

Daniel J. Davis
07/05/1981 ~ 08/22/2003
Happy Birthday Danny
From: The Davis/Crawford
Family

From: Milton & Imogene Stone

In Memory Of
Joshua Denverd Karrick
Our Angel Love Mom & Dad

In Memory Of

From: Dan & Joann Karrick

Sean C. Anderson
Love Mom & Dad
From: Steve & Carol Welch

To All Families We Have
Served Who Have Lost A
Child
From: Baumann Colonial
Chapel

In Memory Of
Melissa Dillon Gnade
Love Mom & Dad
From: Terry Dillon

Love Gift
From: Carol Powers

What Is A Love Gift?
A “Love Gift” is a donation made in your child’s memory. Bereaved Parents of the USA is a totally self-supporting and our
chapter runs entirely by volunteers. Our expenses are paid totally by our own fund raising efforts and by your donations
“Love Gifts.” If you send in a donation/ love gift and would like to have your child’s picture on this page, please send a
picture with a self addressed stamped envelope to Sabra Penrod, 26218 Bubbling Brook Dr., Foristell, MO 63348. Thank You
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Love Gifts
(Donations Received)

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Todd Werner

Sharon Przybylski

Love Mom
From: Betty Werner

In Memory Of

Love Dad
From: Mr. Przybylski

Jennifer Ameli Daugherty

In Memory Of

Love Mom & Dad
From: James & Jeannette Daugherty

Maria Elena Nudell
Love Mom
From: Marilynn Cocogliato

In Memory Of
Elizabeth Pund
From: Elaine Provinse

In Memory Of
Kimberly Ann Batsch
Love Mom
From: Barbara Batsch

In Memory Of
Mike Cunningham
Love Mom & Dad
From: John & Susan Cunningham

In Memory Of
Stacy Elizabeth
Gildehaus
Love Mom & Dad
From: Dale & Beth Gildehaus
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In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Christopher Messinger

Steve Carron

Love Mom

Love Mom & Dad

From: Rita Messinger

From: Fred & Sharon Carron
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Love Gifts
(Donations Received)

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Thomas Ian Lupardus

Jessica Leigh Pollock

Love Mom

07/30/1983 ~ May 24, 2003
Happy 21st Birthday
Our love always
Dad, Mom & Justin

From: Barbara Moyer

From: Richard & Nancy Pollock

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Sandy Nathan
Haveisen

Nathan Edward
Haveisen

Love Mom & Dad

Love Mom & Dad

From: David & Maryellen
Haveisen

From: David & Maryellen
Haveisen

Don Patrick Pool

Richard Wayne Pool

If Tears Could Build A Stairway, And Memories A Lane,
I’d Walk Right Up To Heaven And Bring
You Home Again.
Missing You Every Day Richard & Don
Love Mom, Dad Don Pool, Step-Dad Bob, Sister’s &
Brothers.
From: Alberta Lyons
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There’s No Law Against Grieving
… Even For Men
By: Wayne Loder,
TCF – Lakes Area
Two years have now passed but I still
remember that day like it was yesterday.
If you are reading this, then you have probably
lived that day too. It may have been slightly
different … but still the same.
Even though there was a bunch of relatives
and friends in the waiting room with me, it
was like I was completely alone. I had been
called to the hospital less than an hour before.
There had been a car accident. My wife was
injured but not in danger. But no one would
tell me anything about my 8 year old
Stephanie or 5 year old Stephen who were
riding in the car with her.

Waves of grief overcame me as I looked at
Stephen’s sweet face, laying there as if
asleep. And the realization that I would
never hear his laugh. I would never see
him smile. I would never feel his kiss
again.
After a few minutes a nurse came back
and told me I would have to go because
my daughter was being loaded into the
helicopter and I should give her some
words of encouragement, even though she
might not be able to hear me.
I did that and I was driven to Children’s
Hospital where Stephanie died later that
night. The grief that I felt was so intense.
The shock was incredible. This couldn’t
be happening. Both of my children were
dead.

I had been led to a waiting room hope for
word from the emergency room doctor. The
minutes seemed like hours. Then the doctor
came in. Stephanie was in critical condition
and would be flown to children’s hospital. But
they were unable to revive my precious
Stephen.

I only half remember being led back to my
wife where I broke the news to her.
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And this upbringing stuck with me. If I’m
in a store and Bette Midler’s song “God is
Watching Us From A Distance”
(Stephen’s favorite tune to sing) comes on,

The only thing bad about men grieving is
that society looks down on us because we
are not “strong”. After losing both my
children, I really don’t care what society
thinks. Less than one percent of them
have had a child die … and that one
percent understands my feelings. The rest
of them don’t. And, God willing, they
never will.

But that wasn’t the way it happened this time!

Finally we reached the emergency room at the
end of what seemed like the longest corridor in
the world. The door swung open and I spotted
my son lying on a table at the far end of the
room. I was helped to him and then left alone.

I was fortunate that I grew up in a family
where it was okay to let my feelings show.
If I was beaten up by the school bully, my
father and mother let me know it was okay
to cry. When the first person I was really
close to died, my grandmother, no one told
me it wasn’t all right to grieve.

I’ve given myself permission to cry, right
then and there. If I read a poem that
touches me, I’ve given myself permission
to let it all out. And if I hear about the
death of another child, I’ve given myself
permission to feel my grief all over again.

The words echoed over and over in my brain.
“Your son has died.” The shock and the grief
struck me at the same time. I had expected
them to come in and tell me the kids were
injured but would be just fine thanks to the
excellent efforts of everyone involved. After
all, that’s the way it always happens on
“Rescue 911”.

A moment later when I had been led into the
corridor, someone asked me if I wanted to see
my son.
I don’t even remember my
response…just walking down the hallway, a
nurse on each side holding my arms. All I
could take were half steps. My legs had no
strength. Through the tears I could see all the
nurses and hospital personnel stop everything
they were doing and stare at us. Apparently
they hadn’t seen a grieving father before.

wife and their remaining family. How
many bereaved mothers have told me that
“He holds it all in. He never cries. He
never talks about our dead child.” They
want me to meet their husband because
maybe I can get him to understand it’s
okay to open up and feel grief.

I remember the newspaper reporter who
showed up at my house the next day. I
had gone home to get some clean clothes
and take a shower. On my way into the
house she approached me. We sat on the
porch and both cried and grieved as I
related to her the story of the wonderful
life I had spent with my children. This
reporter never once stared at me with that
critical look that I have seen from others.
If translated into word, it would be “Men
don’t cry.”

If you are a man and having a hard time
allowing yourself to grieve, look at your
inner being. Are you better because you
haven’t grieved? Or are you worse? Have
your feelings of frustration from not
grieving affected your relationship with
your spouse or your remaining children?
Our deceased children would, no doubt,
want us to accomplish something
meaningful with our lives. They would
want us to go on living.

So often men are not allowed by society to
grieve. They have to be strong for their
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ST. LOUIS BULLETIN BOARD
Add A Memorial On The BPUSA
Website
www.bpusastl.org
There are two ways to honor your child.
1. Web Sponsor – The web sponsor makes a $20
donation to BPUSA-St. Louis and your child’s
picture is displayed on the home page of the
BPUSA-STL website for 1 month. You can
also write the scrolling message above your
child’s picture (25 words or less). To be a
sponsor is on a first come first serve basis.
2. Web Memorial - is at the “Meet Our Children”
sections of the website. The cost is a one-time
$25 donation. Your child’s name will be
added below the group name you would like to
be associated with. If you click on the child’s
name, then it will bring you to their web page
where your child’s picture and story (optional
and one page limit) will be presented.

Taste Of Heaven
St. Louis Style
Cookbooks are still available.
To get copies of our cookbook
please send $15.00 per copy
and $3.50 shipping and
handling per book, to our P.O.
Box number listed on page 6
of this newsletter or visit our
website at www.bpusastl.org
for an order form.

Please contact Terrill Struttmann (through the
website) to have your child added to our website.
When sending in your donation, please specify that
you want to be a web sponsor or to add your child to
the web memorial.

Thank You!
Newsletter Volunteers
We would like to thank the
following people for
volunteering their time to
make it possible for all of us
to receive the newsletter.
They are the volunteers that
fold and sort the newsletters
for mailing

May/June volunteers
Judy Ruby, Jeannette
Daugherty & Dianne Carlile.
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Infant/Toddler Page
The Same – But Different
By: Linda Moffatt
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO
Have you ever seen that commercial with the
little girl and the Ritz Bits crackers? The
announcer is trying to get her to say whether
Ritz Bits are the same as regular Ritz crackers
or different.
The little girl tries various explanations. First,
she tells him how they are alive. “So they’re
the same?” he asks. “No silly,” she answers,
“one’s little and one’s big.” “So they’re
different,” he says. She rolls her eyes.
Finally, in frustration, she says, “Don’t you get
it?” What is obvious to her—but difficult to
explain—is that they’re the same, but
different.

When a baby is expected, we are told by
everyone, including the media, that the
birth of a baby is the most blessed of all
life’s events, that this new person, who is
different from all persons ever born, will
change our lives forever.
And yet when this most blessed and
unique person dies, everybody acts like
it’s nothing. “Better luck next time.” “It’s
better he died before you got to know
him.” “You’ll have more babies.”
These are some of the things that make
grieving for an infant child complicated—
different. There is no permission given to
even feel bad, because “you can’t have
feelings for someone you didn’t know.”

That’s how grief is for parents who lose an
infant—the same as other bereaved parents,
but different. The shock, disbelief, horror,
anger is the same. The pain in the chest is the
same. The void is the same. The ache and
longing and despair hurt just as much, for just
as long. The difference is nobody believes any
of that.
When Nicholas was diagnosed (shortly after
birth) with a heart defect, he was given only a
short time to live. We wanted to bring him
home from the hospital, and we met some
resistance from family and friends.
Many thought that bringing Nicholas home
was a terrible idea. “Oh my, you’ll get
attached to him, and it will be much harder on
you when he dies,” was the common thread of
their thoughts.
I don’t know how they thought we had
avoided attachment to this point—he was our
child, he looked just like our other children, he
was our son! (Can you envision a world
where people have to be talked into taking
their new baby home? “Don’t worry, you’ll
like him once you get him home and get
attached to him.”)
People honestly think you can carry a child
through pregnancy (to whatever stage the
pregnancy ends), give birth to your child, hold
him or her, and have no feelings about your
child or yourselves as parents unless the child
is alive & healthy.
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remember.
Do I wish Nicholas died at birth instead of
living six weeks? Of course not. It
simply defies logic to think that any parent
would want less time with their child
instead of more.
People will say that grief over the death of
an infant is nothing more than the loss of
hopes and dreams for the future. That is
certainly a part of it, as it is for any
bereaved parent. (The fact that my brother
lived 49 years doesn’t stop my mother
from wishing to see him with his
grandchildren.)
But we also miss that unique individual
who was our first-born or second child, or
only daughter or whatever. Even if I’d
had another baby, Nicholas would still be
my only child starting Kindergarten this
year. He was his own person with his own
place in our family.
When we speak of the death of a child,
age has no place in the discussion of grief.
Don’t you get it? It’s the same.

So parents who lose a baby will generally
try to hide their feelings of grief from
others for fear of ridicule, disapproval or
stern lectures about how lucky they are—
to have other children or the ability to
have new (and obviously improved)
babies. On a tragedy scale, losing a baby
ranks pretty low.
For people who will still say that it is
“harder” to lose an older child, I say that
these are people who are not currently
pregnant or don’t have an infant, and that
they have forgotten. They’ve forgotten
the excitement, anxiety, fear and-ultimately—the miracle of birth. They’ve
forgotten the purity of love, the wonder
and amazement at the first glimpse of this
brand new person, and the vow that every
parent makes at that moment: “I’ll never
let anyone or anything hurt you—ever!”
Let them hold their own newborn in their
arms once again, and they would

So long as
we live
they, too,
shall live,
for they
are now a
part of us,
as we
remember
them.
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Dogs, Memories And Time
By: Dixie Lee Bradley
Mother Of Cody David Bradley
BPUSA – Southwestern, WY
The burbling snore cuts through the sound of
the movie I am watching on TV and I glance
down at the dog with a look that is both
exasperated and fond. Elspeth – Cody’s dog
– spends a lot of time sleeping these days.
She has become old in the three years since
he died. She no longer has the sleek look
she had when he was here to take her
running in the hills and along the river. Her
once black chin is liberally sprinkled with
white. The dog who leaped to
her feet when she sensed you
might be going outside now
arises with a slow, lurching
heave because of arthritis.
So many memories are tied to
this black Lab/border collie.
Cody always wanted a big dog
and I insisted on a medium-sized
animal. The last big one we had
learned to scale our 6-foot privacy fence to
run free and had to be taken to the pound
with a suggestion that he be given to people
who lived in the country. My son’s heart
was broken. Then, one day his best friend
called to say that his border collie had
puppies and offered one to him. There were
six; each one looking like it had a different
father. The ones with obvious German
Shepherd and Eskimo Husky blood in them
were firmly turned down by me. Cody
picked the runt of the litter, a small,
wiggling black female with a white ruff
down her chest. He kept a secret – his friend
told him that the father was a black Lab – so
I wouldn’t know this was going to be a big
dog. That soon became evident with her
rapid growth.
Her name, Elspeth, came from reading Cody
had done. He loved science fiction novels
by R. A. Salvatore, which were based on
knighthood themes and had old English
names for the characters.
He fancied
himself as a knight and this was a fine name
for a knight’s lady. The two played together
and he often took her around the
neighborhood with a bright pink leash and
collar we bought for her. There was a
sunken park a few blocks down the street
with a creek running through it, and the Lab
became evident when she bolted for the
water every chance she got. As Cody grew
older, they spent less time roaming the hills
because he was off doing things with his
friends. When he went fishing, however, he
usually took Elspeth along although she
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roamed away and had to be chased down
because she wouldn’t return on her own.
Friends often spent the night during the
summer and they slept out on the big 13-foot
trampoline with Elspeth snuggled down
between them.
Good day, good memories. Sometimes
when the dog sleeps, she makes excited
sounds and her feet and legs are moving. Is
she remembering the times when she and
Cody were out in the country running and
playing? When he died, I think she knew
that he was not coming back. After the
services were over, after
everyone else had gone, I
often sat in my chair and
wept. Elspeth would run
over and lay her head on
my knee, her big brown
eyes looking at me with a
longing expression as I
said my son’s name over
and over. As I moved
aimlessly from room to
room, she would follow. She had always
slept in Cody’s room on a cushion at the end
of his bed. Now she climbed on the bed,
perhaps seeking the scent of him. I couldn’t
reproach her and finally moved her cushion
on top. But age has caught up with her and
now I have placed her bed back on the floor
so she doesn’t have to make the grunting
effort to get up there.
I too am aging and slowed down these days.
The face in the mirror reflects wrinkles,
which were not there before, and my eyes
always look sad. I have colored my hair
strawberry blond to hide the white. Would
Cody like it, I wonder? He used to call me
“Forgetful Jones” after a character in
Sesame Street – he probably would be
amazed to watch me fumble for names and
words these days. Stress does that. Perhaps
the biggest difference, however, is this
silent, lonely house.
Cody’s energetic
presence is gone and the noise and
excitement which followed him. Tall youth
no longer file in to go to his bedroom to
listen to rock and roll, or take the stereo
outside while they play exuberant games on
the trampoline. When the phone rings it’s
usually a sales call – the days are gone when
it rang endlessly for him.

searing pain I had during that first
horrible year, grief still returns and
devours me at times. May is a hard
month. It was the last time he would
live at home. It was the month when
his happiness was shattered by the
betrayal of the girl he loved and the
friend he liked. It was the month when
his anger and defiance caused me to
take the tough love gesture of forcing
him to move out. It was the beginning
of the countdown for him-he was gone
only six weeks later. Life goes on for
Elspeth and me, but it will never be the
same. I look at this beloved dog and
wonder how much longer I will have
her. She is his last surviving pet and I
don’t want to let go of her. We miss
you, Cody, and we dream of the bright
days when you were here.

Now I Know
By: Alice Kerr
TCF – Lover Bucks, PA

I never knew, when you lost your
child
What you were going through.
I wasn’t there, I stayed away,
I just deserted you.
I didn’t know the words to say,
I didn’t know the things to do.
I think your pain so frightened me,
I didn’t know how to comfort you.
Then one day my child died.
You were the first one there.
You quietly stayed by my side,
Listed, and held me as I cried.
You didn’t leave.
You didn’t go,
The lesson I learned is…
Now I know.

Three years. It doesn’t sound long but it has
been a lifetime since I saw my beloved
child. The distance between the time he was
alive and the present keep growing and
growing. How I want to make it stop!
Although I am not in the physical, soul-
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Sibling Page
A Brother’s Death
By: Barbara Lazear Ascher
TCF – Rolla, MO

year; orphans three. Grief doesn’t read
schedules.

diagnosed, he heard the final click of the
door as it closed on possibility.

When we first learned of Bobby’s illness it
seemed incomprehensible that this could be
happening to our baby brother. My sister and
I began a journey into paralysis. There were
days when it seemed we had to concentrate on
putting one foot in front of the other if we
were to walk at all. If we traveled more than a
couple of blocks, we were exhausted for the
rest of the day.

One morning three weeks after Bobby
died, I arose feeling happy and energetic.
Well, now, I thought, I guess we’ve taken
care of that. Wrong. The next morning I
was awakened by a wail I thought was
coming from the storm outside until I
realized it was coming from me.

A friend of mine said of her son when he
died at 30, “he was just beginning to look
out at the world and make maps.” So was
my brother. And then there was no place
to go.

We were hungry, we weren’t hungry. We
made chocolate chips cookies and chocolate
brownies and didn’t eat them. We opened and
closed the refrigerator door, and looking for
something that might cushion the pain,
fill the chasm that was opening from
within.
Now I realize that this was the beginning
of grief, which starts in the stomach,
yawning like the gaping mouth in
Munch’s painting. “The Scream.” But
what did we know of grief? We were
younger; our beloved had not yet died.
I began to understand that grieving is
like walking. The urge is there, but you
need a guiding hand, you need someone
to teach you how.
I went to speak with a wise and trusted
minister at my church who warned, that
there were bad time ahead. The death of a
sibling, he said grievous in itself, is also a
startling reminder of our own mortality. I
suppose it’s not dissimilar to the time in
youth when we first learned of our
origins and began to understand, if they made
me, then they can make another. After that we
became the nervous sentinels of our territory.
When a sibling dies, the absolute certainty of
death replaces the cherished illusion that
maybe we’ll be the exceptions. When a
sibling dies, death tugs at our own shirttails.
There’s no unclasping its persistent grip.
“You too,” it says. “Yes, even you.”
When you are new to grief,
there’s no second-guessing it.
way with you. Don’t be
statistics you read: Widows

you learn that
It will have its
fooled by the
have one bad
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Grief will fool you with its disguises.
Some days you insist that you’re fine,
you’re angry at the friend who said the
wrong thing. One day I wept into the
lettuce and peaches at our local market
when an acquaintance approached to scold
me for my stand in an old battle. Of
course, we both assumed that she was
responsible for my tears.
You learn that you can cry and stop and
laugh and even follow a taxi driver’s
commands to “Have a nice day,” and
then cry again. You learn that there is
no such thing as crying forever.
Three months ago I was certain
that I would never be happy again.
I was wrong.
Grief is like the wind. When
it’s blowing hard, you adjust
your sails and run before it.
If it blows too hard, you
stay
in
the
harbor,
close
the hatches and
don’t
take
calls.
When it’s gentle, you go sailing, have a
picnic, take a swim.
You go wherever it takes you. There are
no bulwarks to withstand it. Should you
erect one, it will eventually tire of the
game and blow the walls in.
We cannot know another’s grief, as deeply
personal as love and pain. I cannot
measure my own against the sorrow of my
brother’s friends who must wonder every
day which among them will be next…I
shy away from the magnitude of my
brother’s own grief when, upon being

The following poem was written by Ryan
Auch, 13, son of Bob and Joan Auch. He
wrote it for school, in memory of his
brother, Ronny, who died at the age of 18,
on 11/15/87. It shows, not only his love
for his brother, but a lot of talent. Thanks,
Ryan for sharing it with us.

My Best Friend
The fishing seasons coming,
but no more fishing for me,
because my best friend’s not here,
to share his hooks with me.
We went fishing nearly everyday.
Never hooked a thing.
But, oh, what fun we had,
talking about the one that got away.
The garage holds all the fishing gear,
but, I’ve no desire to fish.
It’s not the same without him here.
Oh! If I could have one wish.
My wish would be,
to bring my brother back to me,
so we could fish along the shore.
We’d have fun together, and laugh once
more.
All that’s left are memories,
for me to think about.
I won’t say good-bye; I’ll see you again.
But, I’ll miss you forever, MY BEST
FRIEND.
By: Ryan Auch/1989
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CREDO
We are the parents whose children have died. We are the grandparents
who have buried grandchildren. We are the siblings whose brothers and
sisters no longer walk with us through life. We come together as
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.

