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Bereaved Parents Of The USA 
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. 
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Sibling PageBy:  Robert R. Thompson, M.D. 

The death of a loved one is such a 
devastating experience for the ones left 
behind that we look for comfort and 
ultimately peace; such as it is, wherever we 
can find it.  Unfortunately, those we often 
turn to for words of solace – friends, 
associates and other family members – often 
say things that aren’t comforting and that we 
do not want to hear. 

When our eighteen-year-old son was killed, 
we were fortunate to be comforted by many 
friends who came to the house those first 
few days.  Those who came to the funeral, 
and many in our church, were all there for us 
with few exceptions.  We were greeted with 
and returned tearful hugs to those who 
sought us out.  In our acute grief we 
probably forgot to tell each of them later 
how much their visits and embraces meant 
to us.  We did send a thank-you note to 
nearly all of them, although probably many 
were left out.  Still, during this time, we 
heard words that we didn’t agree with or 
didn’t want to hear.  Expressions meant to 
comfort, but instead made us sad(er).  
Phrases like, “It was God’s will,” or “God 
called him home.”  We had not and did not 
“blame” God for the accident that took our 
son’s life and that of his classmate, and to 
hear God implicated in this way troubled us. 

Later, in our first year of grief, we heard 
other words and expressions that were meant 
to comfort, but instead, caused us to be 
anxious or troubled and contributed to the 
already too heavy burden of living with our 
son’s absence.  Well-meaning friends would 
ask, not how we felt but, “How are you 
handling it?"  Or, “Are you getting through 
it?” as if Paul’s death was some rite of 
passage that had to be navigated, and once 
through it, the journey would end and we 
would “be back to normal!” 

In the fourteen years since our son died, we 
have talked to others who have had similar 
or worse experiences.  Attempts by friends 
to comfort with expressions like, “getting 
over it” or the ghastly term “closure” all 
seemed to suggest that our grief should be 
“time limited” and that somehow we should  
“forget”   (the very thing we did not want to 
do!) and “get on with our lives.”  Every 
bereaved person seems to have heard an 
expression that particularly irritates him or 
her and causes them to wince with renewed 
pain.    In   a   previous   Bereavement article 

 (January/February 2003), Linda Plunkett 
and Eva Fitzgerald detail many helpful 
suggestions for writing a letter of 
condolence for the newly bereaved.  They 
offer some helpful words meant to convey 
comfort and solace rather than be an 
additional burden.   “We extend to you our 
heartfelt sympathy,” “I weep for your loss,” 
“I wish I had words to comfort you in your 
time of grief” and “Words of comfort, 
although they seem futile now in the midst 
of your sorrow, are all we have to give you,” 
are all examples that serve to guide writers 
of sympathy notes.  I would submit that they 
are also expressions of shared pain that can 
be said aloud when greeting mourners. 

The important thing to remember is that no 
matter how awkward and unfortunate some 
words sound to us and, however unhelpful 
they may be to us the mourners, they are all 
offered in a spirit of helpfulness and, except 
in very rare instances, not meant to be 
unkind.  But unless the would-be comforters 
have had personal experience with the death 
of a loved one, they cannot know, and in 
many cases, cannot even imagine, the acute 
pain of loss that the bereaved are feeling.  

They may show up at the house or memorial 
service feeling awkward and suffer from that 
last minute “tongue-tiedness” that we have 
all experienced in some situations.  They 
feel they have to say something and search 
their repertoire of stock expressions that they 
imagine will comfort the hearer, never 
intending that their words may hurt rather 
than help.  However, the important thing is 
that they came and offered their presence, 
which will be more important, then the 
words they say. 

Fortunately, the “hug has become more 
culturally widespread and is more often 
given and returned at times of death.  In 
some cases, an embrace may replace the 
need   for words   altogether.    During our 
deep shock and sorrow on the first day of 
Paul’s  death,  the  visitor  I  remember  most  

vividly could not find his words at all.  
He sat on the couch and tried several 
times to “say something,” but each 
time, tears welled up and he could not 
speak. 

After several failed attempts, he stood 
up, gave each of us an enormous 
embrace and left.  His powerfully felt 
but non-verbal support touched us 
deeply as we felt, rather than heard his 
empathy.  As our society moves away 
from the sterilization of the death 
process, and as bereavement literature 
becomes more abundant, I believe 
public education will follow and 
cultural norms will change.  Whether 
newly bereaved or carrying the burden 
of sadness for many years, we must 
foster that education process.  I have 
heard too many tales of family 
relationships being strained or broken 
and too many instances of having lost 
friendships because of words that were 
said to offer support, but instead were 
taken in offense.  We can get support by 
asking for it and letting friends and 
family know when things they do and 
say are helpful to us and when those 
things are not. 

We can let supporters know that at 
times we appreciate their presence and 
at other times we prefer to be alone.  
We can let them know that in many 
ways their actions are more comforting 
than their words.  Most of all, we can 
give them permission to speak about the 
deceased, and we can do that by being 
willing to share memories of our loved 
one with them.  And finally, we must be 
patient with them and realize that for 
many complicated reasons, when it 
comes to mourning, we are not all in the 
same place at the same time. 

Sammie
By:  Chelsea Carlson 
TCF, We Need Not Walk Alone, Spring 2004

My name is Chelsea Carlson.  I am 11 years old in the 5th grade.  My sister, Samantha, died in 1998 
from being hurt in a riding accident.  Sammie was 8 years old when she died.  She was not only my 
sister, but also my best friend.  Sammie and I loved to play secret agents and house.  It’s six years 
later, and a part of me feels terrible every day because she died and my life will be completely 
different.  I wish I had more time with her. 

Before Christmas this past year, my classmate’s brother died.  His brother was 8 years old, just like 
my sister.  When I went to school, everybody was saying, “I know exactly how he feels.”  I said, 
“No you don’t, because you haven’t lost a brother or a sister.”  It made me very, very mad to hear 
this.  After I came home from school, I cried, because I was remembering how I felt when my sister 
died.  My mom and dad hugged me and that made me feel better.  I told them that I wanted to help 
my friend.  We talked about ways I could do that. 

I thought it would be a good idea to talk to my class about what they could do or say that would 
help our friend and classmate.  My mom talked with my teacher, and she said she would give me 
some time during the day to talk with my class. I made a list of things that I thought were important 
to share.  I sat on my desk and told them what was said that helped me when Sammie died, like, 
“I’m sorry,” “You can talk to me about it,” “It’s okay to share your memories.” 

I also told them what was said to me that didn’t help at all, like, “I know exactly how you feel,” “I 
don’t want to talk about it,” “Aren’t you over it by now?”  I explained how Sammie died and how I 
felt at the time.  That when I went back to school and no one talked about Sammie it scared me.  I 
thought everyone had forgotten her.  I didn’t want our friend to feel that way.  I wanted my 
classmates to know that it was okay to talk about our friend’s brother.  I passed Sammie’s picture 
around the classroom so my friends could get to know her.  It made me feel like they were 
remembering her even though they had never met her.  That felt great. 

I’ve been sitting next to my friend in class.  He feels a lot better because he knows we can talk 
about his brother anytime.  He knows I really understand.  I gave my friend books to read about 
dealing with death and grief that were given to me.  I’m always talking to him to see how he is 
doing and, personally, I think I’m helping him a lot.  It makes me so happy to help him. 

My sister, Sammie, would be pleased with what I’m doing. 

When Words Aren’t Enough
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What About 
Vacations? Special Notice

The cut off date for the Sept-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.  Please make checks payable 
to BPUSA:
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                (314) 726-5300 
Traci Morlock                (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                (618) 972-0429 
Butch Hartmann                (314) 487-8989 

OLDER PARENTS: 
Bobbie Lantz                (314) 576-0978 

ONLY CHILD: 
Mary Murphy                (314) 822-7448 
Linda Long                (636) 946-7292 

SUICIDE: 
Sandy Curran                         (314) 647-2863 

SINGLE PARENT: 
Mary Murphy                        (314) 822-7448 
Linda Long                (636) 946-7292 

By:  Elaine E. Stillwell 
TCF – Rockville Center, NY 

When your heart is hurting after the loss of a 
loved you, you wonder if you will ever be 
able to “take a vacation” from grief.  There 
are many answers to this questions.  The 
secret is to find the right one for you.  

Vacations for my family were spent mostly 
at home.  Our work schemes rarely 
permitted us time to go away and with three 
children we found traveling to be expensive.  
I have always lived on Long Island (NY) 
and my parents brain washed us to think that 
living on Long Island was a permanent 
vacation.  Do you think they worked for the 
tourist board? 

After my 19 years old daughter, Peggy, and 
my 21 year old son, Denis, died in the same 
automobile accident, I never planned a 
vacation to “get away” from my 
surroundings.  My home was my “nest” and 
the source of great comfort to me.  Not 
everybody feels this. 

Staying with the familiar made me 
comfortable.  Having my support circle 
nearby was important to me.  Enjoying the 
pleasures that I had shared with Peggy and 
Denis kept them close to my heart.  Even 
though tears could accompany these 
pleasures, the tears were healing.  Whether it 
was simply walking along the beach where 
we had many family outings, or sitting by 
the pool where we had spent so many hours 
with the swim team, or watching a soccer 
game which took so much of our time with 
three teams in the family, or noticing their 
favorite colors, flowers, TV programs, or 
foods.  These things helped reinforce their 
presence forever in my mind, never to be 
erased.

Some families agonize whether to go away 
for a vacation after losing a loved one and 
some families can’t get away fast enough!  
So you see how different we all are.  It’s 
tough  for  husbands and wives who disagree 

about vacation plans to find a reasonable 
“compromise” to give relief to their 
individual styles of grieving. 

The rule of thumb is:  Do what helps you.  If 
taking a cruise, or flying to a distant sunny 
haven, or visiting a mountain or seaside 
retreat, or just relaxing at a nearby resort 
helps yo gain a moment of peace, do it.  But 
one thing I must caution you about, don’t go 
alone.  There is time to reflect or quietly 
meditate wherever you are, but when you 
are hurting so terribly, it is not wise to be 
alone for long periods of time.  However, it 
is good to have someone to share your 
thoughts with, releasing some of those 
feelings that are haunting you.  Having a 
good listener with you is wonderful 
medicine for you. 

It’s also good to have someone to hug.  
Remember, you need 4 hugs a day for 
survival, 8 hugs a day for maintenance and 
12 hugs a day for growth.  Therefore, make 
sure you vacation with the right person! 

Many grieving families that I have met have 
found solace in a trip “away” from their 
home base.  Sometimes, just the change is 
what they need.  Other times, it’s leaving 
work or that “empty chair” behind.  A little 
sunshine can warm our souls, so the warmer 
climates appeal to us and seem to bring an 
inner cheer.  I know I am a “sunshine” 
person and can accomplish ten times as 
much on a sunny day.  So a sunny vacation 
would be productive for me. 

In my early days of bereavement I found 
that taking a little photo album like a 
“grandma’s brag book” with me, filled with 
my favorite pictures of my Peggy and Denis, 
made it feel as if they were with me. 

Packing that album in every pocketbook 
used, whether the large everyday variety or 
the tiny evening bag, was like a pacifier to 
me.  When a friend of mine told me that she 
dreaded  going   on  vacation   “without   her 

daughter along, “I suggested she take a 
little picture album, crammed full of her 
daughter’s snapshots, with her on the 
trip and she did.  When she returned, 
she called me and happily announced 
that had made a difference to her, 
releasing some of that emptiness she 
had felt.  So take a chance and try 
something different to help your heart.  
You might surprise yourself! 

Other bereaved friends could not bear to 
stay home for major holidays and off 
they flew to far-away vacation spots.  
That worked for them, getting away 
from the hoopla of the holidays and the 
family gatherings that they did not feel 
strong enough yet to attend.  Some of 
these bereaved families said they found 
a respite from their grief while “on 
vacation,” but that coming home was 
the hardest, causing feelings of 
depression when they returned.  So, we 
all have to find the balance that fits our 
lives.  It doesn’t happen overnight.  It’s 
something that requires “trial and error” 
by us to find the blend that lifts our 
spirits.

Vacations can be a time of “renewal” 
for us.  We all know that we need a 
vacation “from grief.”  We just have to 
figure out what kind of vacation our 
own hearts need. 

Good luck! 

What the 
caterpillar
thinks is the 
end of the 
world, the 

butterfly knows 

is only the 
beginning.

“Forever Our Brother” 
Dear little Brother, 

Today we begin a new chapter in our lives.  This is not 
a chapter we want or are happy about.  We begin our 
lives without you.  Or whole lives we looked after you 
and tried to protect you.  Unfortunately, we could not 
be there all the time, and for that we are sorry.  You 
were a big part of our lives and will remain in our 
hearts and on our minds. 

You are and always will be.... 
“Forever our brother” 

We love you RROBB,
Heidi, Shane & Katie

By:  Shane Brown 
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO 

Robb Christopher Brown 
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Transitions Through Grief 

Step Parents Grieve Too 
By:  Jay Brady 
TCF – Greater Omaha, NB

Step Parents Become Isolated From Family
We deal with a unique type of grief.  If both 
natural parents are living and are part of the 
funeral arrangements, we might feel very 
much apart from the planning and the 
gathering of friends and relatives.  We need 
to share this feeling of isolation with 
someone.  We loved the deceased child and 
had our own special relationship with them.  
Much like death, many people feel very 
awkward in situations where a divorced 
couple are together in the same room.  We 
must deal with this as well as our own grief 
and that of our other family members. 

Identifying And Accepting 
Our Right To Grieve
We are not abnormal 
because we need to grieve.  
We have that right just as we 
accepted the right to love and 
care for our stepchildren.  
We need to talk about our 
feelings with family, friends 
and members of TCF.  We 
belong at TCF meetings.  It is 
normal if our spouse questions our 
grief.  When someone is hurting badly, they 
find it difficult to believe anyone else can be 
hurting that bad too.  We must be aware of 
the opportunity to share our grief with our 
spouse and family, but not get into 
ridiculous discussions concerning who is 
grieving the most.  What each family 
member is feeling and when they feel it...IS 
NORMAL FOR THEM. 

We Loved The Child Too
Unfortunately, the Cinderella syndrome of 
stepparents carries over to real life.  Unless a 
person is a stepparent, they sometimes have 
no idea of the bond that can develop 
between a stepparent and child.  Many of us 
made a much more concerted effort to love 
our spouse’s children, than we did to love 
our natural children.  We not only learned to 
love our stepchildren, but also learned to 
understand them and become more objective 
than the natural parents.  Our grief is very 
natural and we certainly have the right to 
grieve.  Just because we weren’t present 
when the child was born doesn’t lessen the 
degree of hurt. 

Allowing Our Spouse Time With Their 
Former Mate
We   must   rise  above    petty  jealousy  and 

accept that the child’s natural parents may 
be drawn together when their child dies.  
Each natural parent will be suffering guilt 
that may include, “Our child would still be 
alive if our marriage had survived.”  This 
feeling may last for several months, 
particularly if the death was a suicide or 
accident.  Discussions with other divorced 
parents at TCF can help diminish this 
feeling, but it is natural and can affect us and 
our marriage...IF WE LET IT.  We are not 
the best qualified, nor are we emotionally 
capable to counsel our spouse.  Hopefully, a 
trained counselor or member of the clergy 
can be of assistance.  As difficult as it may 

be we not only should understand 
the need for the natural 

parents to spend time 
together, but by encouraging this 
reunion, we may strengthen our 
marriage and eliminate 
problems that might have 
developed at a future time.  
Understanding is vital as we 

deal with our own grief and 
that of our family.  The 
need for the natural 
parents to reminisce 
about the past is natural 

and healthy.  We should 
not consider this rejection by our spouse and 
other stepchildren.  It is difficult to again 
feel isolated from our family, but we can’t 
allow hurt pride to surface.  The degree of 
guilt our spouse is feeling will have a direct 
bearing on the need for contact with the 
other natural parent, and the degree of 
isolation we may encounter.  We must also 
be prepared to help our spouse if they are 
rejected by their former spouse.  OUR 
GOAL SHOULD BE...BE A PART OF 
THE HEALING, NOT AN ADDITINAL 
PROBLEM.

Dealing With Surviving Children
Whether we feel capable or not, whether we 
feel up to it or not, the other children may 
turn to us, for guidance, support and love, 
more than (to) their natural parents.  We 
must remember that adults and children 
grieve differently and at different times just 
as mothers and fathers do.  If the surviving 
children are worried about their natural 
parent’s grief, they need to discuss this 
concern.  We should be prepared.  We also 
must help to make the surviving children 
feel important by taking an interest in their 
everyday activities.  While we are 
wondering if our life can possibly go on 
after  losing  a  child...lives  of the  surviving  

children do continue, and they get back 
to normal activities and relationships 
much faster than we can.  While 
grieving for our dead child, we can’t 
allow the surviving children to feel 
guilty because they are still alive.  OUR 
ROLE AS A PARENT MAY 
INCREASE DRAMATICALLY. 

Permission
To Be Crazy 

By:  Elaine E. Stillwell, M.A., M.S. 
Excerpt from the booklet – Healing 
After Your Child’s Death.

It’s OK to do strange things, 
anything that gives your 
heart a sense of peace, as 
long as you don’t hurt 
someone.  Whether you’re 
running down the beach, 
standing in the shower, or 
riding in your car screaming 
at the top of your lungs, 
releasing balloons with 
notes attached, talking to an 
empty chair, wearing their 
clothes, baking a cake for 
their birthday, signing their 
name on cards, decorating 
their grave with things they 
loved, or collecting angels 
in their memory – it’s OK.  
No excuses are necessary.  
You have learned to do what 
your heart needs, and that is 
a big step. 

By:  Cheryl Wilms 
Cedar Rapids, IA 

“I don’t know how you’ve survived.  It would 
kill me to lose my child.”  Oh, to have a nickel 
for every time I heard that statement!  I’d 
spend every one of those nickels for an 
answer, for you see, I don’t know how I’ve 
survived.  Part of me didn’t survive, dreams I 
held close to my heart suddenly became 
memories along with my son. 

Since that moment of his death I am a different 
person.  I even have a different label.  I am one 
of the bereaved.  Along with the 
overwhelming grief of no longer having my 
son to hold and care for, I faced the daunting 
task of adjusting to this new role I was forced 
to take on.  The transition from active parent 
to bereaved parent is as full of challenges as 
becoming a new parent, only more difficult 
because it lacks that element of joy. 

Up to this point, the transition has come in 
four different phases:  First was the question:  
How do I live without him?  He was nearly 
my whole life...his needs came before mine.  
Joy came from satisfying his need of 
nourishment for his body and mind and soul.  
Food and love and attention were easy to give 
to him.  When he died, I lost my purpose...he 
no longer needed anything from me.  And so 
began the daily struggle to find a purpose...the 
struggle to keep living.  Each day, after the 
initial despair of waking and realizing anew 
that he was still dead, I worked hard just to get 
up, to find some activity to keep me occupied.  
After all, I was still here—my task must not be 
finished. 

Then came the second transition with the 
question:  How do I accept he won’t ever be 
coming back?  Once again, the search for 
purpose became my major occupation.  The 
answer, in my particular situation, came in the 
form of another pregnancy.  I was not trying to 
replace my son—I knew I could never do that-
--I was trying to be a mom with all the 
challenges and joys of raising a child, which of 
course, meant a living, breathing, demanding 
child.  My son’s death also carried the high 
price  of  lost   innocence;   no  longer  could  I 

believe that “it couldn’t happen to me.”  It 
had happened to me, and the truth that life 
holds no guarantees would not be ignored. 

The third transition is redefining who I 
was in the face of my son’s death is rather 
ongoing:  How do I live in the face of 
others’ expectations I cannot meet?
Many people expect the grieving period to 
be brief, no longer than two or three 
weeks—after all life is for the living, 
right?  The easy answer is to ignore those 
expectations and simply do what is right 
for me.  The problem is that bereaved 
parents don’t generally have role models 
for how to function as a bereaved parent, 
and we grasp around for help, for clues, 
for anything that will help ease the 
intensity of our pain.  When my 
grandfather died, no one told me to get a 
new grandfather.  When my best friend’s 
dad died, no one told her to find another 
dad.  Why would so many think that I 
would be fine once I had another child?  
My living children fill my time, but 
everywhere I look, I see the hole left by 
what might have been if my first son had 
not died. 

People   who   expected   me   to  return  to 

 “normal” have been disappointed, 
bewildered and annoyed that I continue to 
make references to my first son.  
Memories of deceased parents aren’t met 
with the rolling of eyes or changing of the 
subject the way mention of a deceased 
child is.  My son’s death took my future—
each day is a loss, a loss of someone 
whose care was my primary responsibility 
and defining purpose at this stage of my 
life.  I can no longer be the person I was, a 
person untouched by the ripping pain of 
losing the presence of a child I loved more 
than my own life, of letting go of the 
hopes and dreams I had for him, of 
watching my visions of a future as his 
mother fade. 

The last of the four transitions is also 
ongoing.  How do I find my way back to 
living fully?  Every day, each of us 
decides how to spend our time—each 
hour, each minute.  Do I spend those 
moments grieving?  Not all of them.  With 
each day that goes by I find fewer 
moments of grief and more moments of 
either joyful or mundane activity.  Of 
course, some moments are filled with a 
flood of grief nearly as intense as the 
rending of my heart when he was taken 
from my arms that last time.  But joy has 
returned—painfully slow increments—to 
our house, to my life. 

How have I survived?  I don’t know.  
What choice did I have?  Each transition 
has been work, hard work, sorting through 
what it means and learning to function in 
the face of these circumstances not of my 
choosing.  My work has served me well; 
my role as a bereaved parent is no longer 
the first way I define who I am, but it is 
ever-present in my life and cannot be 
separated from all that I am...for the rest of 
my life. 

Infant/Toddler Page
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......Continued from Page 5 

sometimes find myself honking the horn a 
little too frequently.  HONE! HONK! 
HONK!  The very sound of an automobile 
horn shatters the calmness and seems to 
reflect the discord within my own life.  It 
sounds GOOD, like a siren that tells 
everyone to “get out of my way!  I’m hurt 
and I need some help, some understanding, 
some patience.” 

As we pound the wheel in frustration that 
comes out as anger it really reflects our 
helplessness.  We wave at other drivers with 
our fingers, sending messages of support and 
concern, telling them what we think of the 
WHOLE NASTY SCENE. 

We may cry or shout or sing or curse inside 
our car, because it appears to be the only 
place where we are safe from having to be 
what others need us to be.  I don’t have to be 
FINE in the privacy of my windowed car.  I 
can be whatever I want to be, and no one 
will notice.  As long as I don’t look out the 
windows, I won’t have to notice the stares of 
my fellow travelers.  I can hide here in the 
safety of my vehicle – until I turn the key. 

Cars carry us everywhere except where the 
hurting part of us wants to go.  A car can’t 
take me “there,” but sometimes I find myself 

just driving -- not sure where I’m going, but 
knowing exactly where I want to go.  Many 
drivers appear to be in a daze, some of them 
are grieving, too, and some probably should 
never have been allowed to drive in the first 
place.  It’s just hard to tell which is which 
and who is who.  Are all erratic drivers 
grieving?  Probably not, but many are trying 
to get to work, school or home in addition to 
trying to find that safe place where 
memories don’t hurt and tears aren’t bitter. 

Please be patient with us the next time you 
pass one of us on the highway.  We might be 
going too slow to suit your pain or too fast 
for you grief, but we are all in search of 
something, or some place. 

My car is probably as close to paradise and a 
safe haven and island of calm that I will ever 
get.  And that in itself is a thought worth 
grieving.  I’ll be OK as long as I can’t find 
the key I seem to have misplaced.  So, I’ll 
just sit here awhile, pretending I’m on my 
way to someplace called peace. 

Stock up on tissues and you might want to 
modify your car a bit for the journey through 
grief.  Maybe we need to put the wind-shield 
wipers on the inside ...   

July’s Child 
By:  Sally Migliaccio 
In Memory Of her daughter, Tracey 
TCF – Babylon newsletter, Summer 
1998 

The fireworks race toward 
Heaven,
brilliant colors in the sky. 
Their splendor ends in seconds 
on this evening in July.

“Her birthday is this Saturday,” 
I whisper with a sigh... 
She was born this month, 
she loved this month, 
and she chose this month to die. 

Like the bright and beautiful 
fireworks
glowing briefly in the dark, 
they are gone too soon 
and so was she... 
Having been and left her mark. 

A glorious incandescent life, 
a catalyst, a spark... 
her being gently lit my path, 
and softened all things stark. 

The July birth, 
the July death 
of my happy summer child 
marks a life too brief that ended 
without rancor, without guile.

Like the fireworks that leave 
images 
on unprotected eyes. 
Her lustrous life engraved my 
heart
with love that never dies.

I need a place to HIDE.  I need a place where 
no one can find me or hear me or see me or 
touch me or reach me – or worry about me. 

I need some place far away where I can go 
when the rest of the world gets crazier than I 
am.  I need a SAFE HAVEN ... a resting stop 
along the way, an island. 

I need a place where I can cry, scream, eat a 
whole box of Oreos or wallow in melted 
chocolate if I want to.  I need a place where no 
one cares if I wear white shoes before Easter, 
don’t fit in a “One Size Fits All” bikini or keep 
my bunny slippers on ALL DAY.  I need a 
hole where I can hide – a place where I can 
crawl when my feet won’t carry me anymore. 

There would be no alarm clocks, telephones, 
bills, calories or pain in my place.  The only 
sounds would be the ones I want to hear: 
waves crashing or lapping on the beach 
(depending upon my mood), the breeze 
rustling through trees that don’t need pruning, 
the gentleness of a ceiling fan that doesn’t 
need dusting.  It would smell good, too.  
Maybe cinnamon or almond or wild flowers 
would greet my senses; maybe the dampness 
of a summer rain shower would float by or the 
fresh scent of newly mown grass. 

This hiding place would have no mailbox, 
front door or washing machine.  There would 
be no “TO DO” list, and the only thing in the 
Rule Book would be a smudge where someone 
erased all the other rules.  It would be a perfect 
place...if only I could get there. 

I want – no, today, I NEED – a hiding place.  
When the emotions get mixed up and start to 
leak  out  the  corners  of  my  eyes and dribble 

down my cheeks, I need a hiding place.  I 
don’t want anyone to know I’m ________ 
(you fill in the blank), but sometimes I just 
don’t have the energy to hold up the mask 
any more, and my secret is out.  Where 
can you go when the memories rush back 
and the tears flood out, making pools on 
the desk in front of you?  Where can you 
go when the anger reaches way past the 
SEEPING POINT and threatens to burst 
out of every pore?  Where can you go 
when the guilt seems to glow from every 
fiber of your being? 

Isn’t there a private place where anger can 
be met and released without fear of 
reprisal?  Isn’t there a private club or 
corner or space where pain can be 
thrashed about until it loses its power or 
where guilt can be wrestled with until we 
are completely empty?  Where can we go 
when the world crashed down upon us in 
the middle of a completely ordinary day?  
Where can we go when the words and the 
tears rush out, completely out of control?  
Where is this SAFE PLACE? 

IN YOUR CAR!  Unless you carpool (and 
after you become “bereaved” you 
probably noticed a decrease in the number 
of passengers anyway), the car appears to 
be the handiest safe place for those of us 
who still suffer moments of pain, anger, 
guilt or any of the other emotional aspects 
of grief. 

Your car is usually available unless you 
have succumbed to the grief response of 
losing your mind and can’t remember 
where you parked your car.  We can 
usually get to the car quickly, and once 

inside it is OUR SPACE.  Sometimes just 
sitting there with the smell of leftover 
pizza, old sneakers and stale perfume is 
enough.  By rolling up the windows and 
turning on the air conditioner and the 
radio, we can escape even the sounds of 
“OUGHT.”  If you scrunch down low 
enough in the seat, maybe no one will 
even see you sitting there in your car, and 
for a few moments, you can truly escape 
the call of responsibility and “SHOULD.”  
If no one sees you sitting there, you aren’t; 
and you might gain a few moments of 
solitude before someone remembers the 
car and comes searching for you.... 

Sometimes, the hard feelings come over us 
as we are cruising down the highway.  
Sometimes, the bad feelings sweep over us 
as we turn down “that road” or pass by 
“that place.”  Maybe it’s a song on the 
radio that starts the tears flowing or 
perhaps a billboard sends our heart 
backward through memory.  Maybe it’s 
the car ahead of us that is to blame.  
Perhaps it’s the same color or model. 

Maybe it’s the driver who looks so 
familiar.  Maybe it’s his driving (or 
hers?!) that sends us into hysteria, 
remembering our first driving lesson or 
our first kiss or whatever beckons just 
beyond consciousness. 

We often use our car as an escape, getting 
in and driving off in hopes of finding 
some place where hurt can’t find us ... 
only to discover that even the car may not 
be a place free of memories.  Just when 
we think we might have discovered a safe 
haven, the car becomes another reminder 
of all the things we don’t have any more.  
And then, we cry ... even in paradise. 

Then the tears begin to trickle down the 
cheek, blurring vision and causing a slight 
wavering to our steering.  How many 
times have we missed the exit because 
tears blocked the sign?  We grip the wheel 
and grow white knuckled in the attempt to 
halt the speeding memories from 
overtaking us.  There are lots of people out 
on the highways crying, and for many of 
us, it has nothing to do with the price of 
gas.

Sometimes it’s not tears that overwhelm 
me behind the wheel.  Sometimes, anger 
wells up inside me – especially if I’m late 
or lost or tired.  I grow impatient with the 
drivers ahead of me in a traffic jam and  

Continued on page 12 ... 

“Hiding Places...
Safe Places” 

By:  Darcie D. Sims 
Bereavement Magazine 

Colorado Springs, Colorado 

“Hiding Places ... Safe Places” 

Lord, grant me
the grace to
seek a rainbow –
But, most of all, grant me
the courage to go into the
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MEETING TIMES AND PLACES 
BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA 

St. Louis Chapter 
P.O. Box 410350 

St. Louis, MO  63141 
(314) 878-0890

St. Louis Chapter Newsletter 
EDITOR - SABRA PENROD 
   (636) 463-1580 

newslettereditor@bpusastl.org

BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA 
National Headquarters 

P.O. Box 95 

Park Forest, IL 60466
(708)748-7866

www.bereavedparentsusa.org 

ADDITIONAL MEETINGS`

THIRD TUESDAY: 
Parents/Murdered Children          7:30 p.m.
American Cancer Society Bldg.
3830 Washington Ave (Central West End) 
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 Affected by Loss of a child 
from suicide) 
St. Lukes Hospital (141 & 40) 
St. Louis, MO 63117      
Meetings – Second Tuesday at 7:00 p.m. & the 
4th Saturday at 10:30 a.m.        (314) 853-7925

BUSINESS MEETINGS 

The following is a list of future Business 
Meetings of Bereaved Parents of the 
USA: 
Saturday     Sep 10, 2005
                    
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

welchafela@charter.net

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 7 -  Married, Single, Step-parents. How we grieve differently. 
AUG 4 - Small Groups 
SEP 1 – Sources Of Support & Understanding 

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
JUL 7 – To be Announced 
AUG 4 -  To be Announced 
SEP  1 – 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            1-866-859-8182      southgroup@bpusastl.org
JUL 14 – Bring a Poem or Write One 
AUG 11 – What I Miss Most 
Sept 8 – First School Days 

WASHINGTON, MO (THIRD TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M.) 
Washington Ambulance Building 
515 Washington Ave. (behind Rothschilds) 
Contact:  Karen Flagg   (636) 583-2467  washingtongroup@bpusastl.org
JUL 19 – Adult Sibling/Friends Support Night – Parents Support Meeting at same address 
AUG 16 – Grief/Finding Faith – Group Leaders Input Night also. 
SEP 20 – Why Me/Why My Child 

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 16 – To be Announced 
AUG 20 – To be Announced 
SEP 17 – To be Announced 

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 26 – Are we bitter or better? 
AUG 23 – What Books Have Helped Us? 
SEP 27 – If I didn’t have.......It would be hard to....... 

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 26 – Family Vacations 
AUG 23 – Dreams & Unusual Happenings 
SEP 27 – Picture Night 

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. 

Please contact Vicky Pannebecker (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. 

Love Gifts
Continued

In Memory Of
Eric R. Dixon (Nephew)

from:  Delores DeBlauw 

In Memory Of
Danny & Jeanine 

Hammer 
from:  Patricia Hammer 

In Memory Of
Randi Perkins 
from:  Donna Perkins 

In Memory Of
Maria Elena 

From:  Benjamin Cocogliato 

In Memory Of
Emily Anne Douglas 

from:  Veronica Douglas 

In Memory Of
Danny Flagg 
from:  Karen Flagg 

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
Marilyn Davis 
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Love Gifts
(Donations Received) 

Love Gifts
(Donations Received) 

In Memory Of
Nathan Haueisen 

from:  Mary Haueisen 

In Memory Of
Daniel J. Greeley 

07/05/1980 ~ 01/23/1996 
Happy Birthday 

Love Forever – Mom, 
Dad & Douglas 

From:  Dave & Gail Greeley 

In Memory Of
Matthew C. 
Leuthauser

07/30/1984 ~ 10/01/2004 
Happy 21st Birthday 

We love you and miss 
you every day.  You will 

never be forgotten 
Love Mom & Dad 
from:  Randy & Karen 

Leuthauser

In Memory Of
Amanda Jayne Schmidt 

01/13/1991 ~ 07/12/2003 
“May the winds of love blow 
softly and whisper so you’ll 

hear
We will always love and miss
you and wish that you were 

here”
Love from:  Your family & 

Friends
from:  Aaron & Carman Sido 

In Memory Of
Jason M. Sears 

08/26/1978 ~ 08/25/2003 
Our hearts will never be 

whole.  We love you and miss
you more each day. 
Love Mom & Dad 

from:  Denny & Kathie Sears 

In Memory Of
Emma Spies 

07/10/02 ~ 10/23/2003 
Happy 3rd Brithday! 

We love you & miss you very 
much! 

Love, Mommy, Daddy & Lil 
brother Grant 

From:  Jennifer & Dennis M. Spies Jr. 

In Memory Of
Natalie Mehlman 

from:  Julie Forb 

In Memory Of
Bobby L. Newton 

Love Mom 
from:  Silver Crawford 

In Memory Of
Michael Meier 

from:  Melinda Fiordimundo 

In Memory Of
Angela McDaniel 

from:  Ruth Langston

In Memory Of
Meaghan Gates 

from: Bert Gates

In Memory Of
Stephen Hippe 

from:  Mary Ellen Kriger

In Memory Of
Lisa Marie Brengle 

Tighe & John Robert 
Brengle

from:  Joan Brengle 

In Memory Of
Jessica Blair 

Beloved Daughter 
from: Sherry Nurmela 

In Memory Of
Derek Ballmann 
from:  Brenda Ballmann 

In Memory Of
Kasey Ann Boyer 

from:  Zoe Boyer 

In Memory Of
Robert Andrew 

Angelbeck
from:  M. Ruth Angelbeck 

In Memory Of
Stacy Gildehaus 
from:  Elizabeth Gildehaus 

In Memory Of
Eric Stephen Jost 

from:  Caron Jost 

In Memory Of
Our Beloved 

Alecia Juana Perales 
Grandpa & Grandma 

Maness
from:  Richard Maness

In Memory Of
Mark T. Allen & 
Angela Geannie 

Allen
from: Marcia Harston

In Memory Of
Nicholas DeMond 

from:  Ed & Christina DeMond 

In Memory Of
Brian Ruetsche 

from:  Ann Englehart-Hanrahan 

In Memory Of
Dan Alfred 

from:  Shirlee Alfred 

In Memory Of
Brian Turnbough 
from:  Paulette Turnbough 

In Memory Of
Paul Busby 

from:  Connie Thoene 

In Memory Of
Kevein Andrew “Cubby” 

Houska
from:  Gwen Houska 

In Memory Of
Mike Cunningham 

from:  Susan Cunningham 

In Memory Of
Our Son 

Ryan Brown 
from:  Virginia & Ken Brown 

In Memory Of
Roger Neal Herrington 

from:  Regina Herrington

In Memory Of
Nicholas G. Toscano 

from:  Arlene Haas 

In Memory Of
Robert William Woods 

(Bob)
from:  Virginia Miller 
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Love Gifts
(Donations Received)

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 

Love Gifts
(Donations Received)

In Memory Of 
Jorge Tumialan 

Happy Birthday 
Jorge we love you Mami & Papi 

from: Luis Tumialan 

In Memory Of
Jill Elizabeth 

Scott
from:  Joan Scott 

In Memory Of
Gregory Daniel 

Smith
from:  Susan & Daniel Smith 

In Memory Of
Bill Steiner 

Love Mom 
from:  Cathy Evans 

In Memory Of
Jacqueline M. 

Schindler
09/20/1977 ~ 06/06/2000 
Five years already since 
you left us, but we never 
stop missing you!  Now 
you have Dad and Bear 

with you.   Someday, we 
will all be together again! 
Love, Mom & Adriana, Paul & 
Alyssa, Missey, Dan, Sam & 

Bella Grandmom 

In Memory Of
Keith Gordon 

Ellis
from:  Carol Ellis 

In Memory Of
Greg Fix 

from:  Marla Fix 

In Memory Of
James Kevin Foley 

from:  Mary Foley 

In Memory Of
Andrew Krejci 

We Miss You Andrew!!! 
Mom & Dad

from:  Sharon Krejci 

In Memory Of
Joey Loyet 

from:  Susan Loyet 

In Memory Of
Amy Marie Lizzi 

from:  Mary Carlstedt 

In Memory Of
Dennis Long 
from:  Linda Long 

In Memory Of
Matt Knoerte 

“You are loved, missed & 
remembered always” – 

Mom In Memory Of
Brant L. Corder 

from:  Joanne Corder

In Memory Of
James T. Cave 

(Jimmie)
from:  Sharon Cave 

In Memory Of
Brad Davis 

10 yrs without you – miss 
your smile – Always in our 

hearts.
from:  Marilyn Davis 

In Memory Of
Brian Ruby 
from:  Judy Ruby 

In Memory Of
Rodney Scott Rankins 

from:  Jane Bock 

In Memory Of
Ronnie Zykan 

from:  Mary Zykan 

In Memory Of
Todd Werner 
from:  Betty Werner 

In Memory Of
Brian Wasser 
from:  Norm Wasser 

In Memory Of
Sunny Jean Znagara 

from:  Sandy Zangara 

In Memory Of
Sydney Marie Mylenbusch 

from:  Diana Moore 

In Memory Of
Christopher M. Flier-Bryne 

from:  Ruthanne Kaufman Byrne 

In Memory Of
Brenda Stites 

from:  Cunningham-Millard-
Cantriel Funeral Home 

In Memory Of
Craig Doss 
from:  Judith Doss 


