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The Great Grief Race, We're
Holdin' On Baby
By: Terrill Struttmann
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO
The following is a speech given at the 20th
Annual Candlelight Ceremony 2003.
I would first like to thank my beautiful wife
Michele. Without her, I am sure that I would
not be standing before you this evening. It is
her insight to life and love that has inspired me
to once again live.
Good evening and welcome to the 20th Annual
Bereaved Parents of the USA Candlelight
Service. We hope that you find comfort in
sharing the love of your child. I wish that I
could say that it is my pleasure to be here
tonight, but I would rather be home, playing
with our beautiful son, Harrison. That is
impossible though because Harrison is no
longer here physically. That is why I am
standing before you this evening. That is why
I want to share a part of my life with you
tonight.
On February 20, 1996, my life changed
beyond my wildest dreams. Our first child,
Harrison, was born; it was also our 3rd
wedding anniversary. I always joked that if I
forgot Feb. 20th, I would have both people I
lived with mad at me, Harrison and my wife
Michele.
I had no idea how much 2 people could love a
child until Harrison came into our lives. We
embraced him and truly enjoyed every day
with him. Harrison loved Barney, Arthur,
boats and sports. At 2-years-old, Harrison
actually enjoyed watching Sportscenter with
me. As I channel surfed, he could tell me
what every sport was that came onto the
television screen. I knew that he was going to
be a sports fanatic just like me.
I have always enjoyed horseracing so
Kentucky Derby Day was a special day for us.

I made a point of bringing Harrison to
Fairmont Park every year to watch the
spectacle, even when he was 3-monthsold. May of 1998 was no exception.
Harrison loved Tootsie Rolls and it was a
main staple in his diet. When he drooled
Tootsie Roll Juice in the program on #2
Real Quiet, I knew it was a hot tip and I
had to take advantage of it. Never before
had I chosen a Kentucky Derby winner,
but with Harrison on my side; I knew I
could not lose. As the horses rounded the
last turn and headed for the wire, our horse
had a commanding lead, but Victory
Gallop was closing in fast. I was holding
Harrison and getting very excited. I was
jumping up and down yelling, “Hold on

remember giving Harrison a kiss and
saying, “I love you, I’ll see you tonight
baby.”
Later that evening, Michele took Harrison
and our 3 nieces to his favorite park in
Washington to watch boats on the
Missouri River. We went there hundreds
of times before because Harrison loved
watching the boats. He would sit on a
bench and be enthralled by the boats for
hours.
Continued on Page 2……

Harrison Struttmann
baby; hold on baby.” Our horse finished
first by a nose. Harrison later turned to
me and said, “Hold on baby.” It was one
of those priceless moments.
Little did I know, 3 weeks later, I would
be taking Harrison’s advice to “hold on
baby” as I started my Great Grief Race.
May 30th, 1998 started out like a normal
day. We woke up without a care in the
world. Life was treating us well. I was
working a second job and I had to leave
for work later that afternoon. I distinctly
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Baby
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While Michele, Harrison and our 3 nieces,
Amanda, Alex and Abby were sitting on a
park bench watching the boats; two children
(ages 2 and 3) were left unattended inside a
van with the motor running. Their parents
stood behind the van talking to relatives.
One of the children inside the vehicle shifted
the van into gear. The idle on the van, set
higher than normal, caused the van to jump
the curb stop and race through the park.
Michele heard a loud crash behind her. She
turned, screamed for our nieces to run and
lunged for Harrison. There wasn’t enough
time. Michele tried in vain to save Harrison.
Thankfully, Abby escaped all injury.
Regrettably, the van grazed Alex and
Amanda, but hit Michele and Harrison head
on.
Harrison was flown to Cardinal Glennon and
Michele was flown to St. John’s Mercy in
Creve Coeur. Harrison died later that
evening. As you know, no parent should
have to hold his or her child for the last time.
How can you comprehend the doctor’s
words of, “I’m sorry, but we did everything
we could?”
I was now faced with the overwhelming
grief of losing Harrison and also the
possibility of losing Michele.
She
mercifully survived but has undergone
countless surgeries to repair her body from
the destruction endured from the impact of
the van. She would tell you that her physical
pain pales in comparison to the pain of
losing Harrison.
On that 30th day of May 1998, my life
changed beyond comprehension. I am now
a bereaved parent. My race has begun.
There are no other races like the Great Grief
Race. It is a cruel, agonizing race, because
there is no finish line. It is quite the
opposite of other races because usually you
are prepared and ready for the start. There is
no training for the Great Grief Race. There
is no manual. You are delivered the news in
a unique way and handle the news in a
unique way. Some go immediately into
shock, some cry and do not stop crying for a
long, long time, while others react with more
of a physical release. I ran.
No one wants to believe that they could
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become a bereaved parent. There isn’t any
way parents could understand the true
devastation of losing a child, unless it has
happened to you. Your life has now turned
into an endless nightmare. You wake up day
after day; still disbelieving your child is
gone. The pain is intense and you truly
never “get over it,” although with allot of
love and support from family and friends
you find ways to move through your grief
though you will never finish the Great Grief
Race.
I remember those first seconds, minutes,
hours, days. Sometimes it was a victory just
to get out of bed. The question continuously
ran through my mind, “how am I going to
survive”? It was sometime later that I began
to realize, as I continued on with the Great
Grief Race, that we do have each other for
assistance and support. There are many
wonderful people willing to come into my
life.
At first, I believe from sheer
devastation, I pushed everyone away. Some
stood by me while others got frustrated and
stepped back. As my race continued, I
realized I was not alone and many people
did want to love me, they just did not know
how. My advice to you is to “hold on baby”.
Please, act out of love instead of acting out
of fear.
Although Harrison’s life on earth was cut
very short and everyone was cheated, I still
feel lucky that we were given one of the
most precious gifts in the world…. Harrison.
His laughter was contagious, his smile was
unforgettable and his Tootsie Roll kisses
were the sweetest of all. His love was pure
joy. He has given us a lifetime of memories
in two short years although we would have
preferred a lifetime with him.
In June 1999, one year after Harrison’s
death, my wife and I knew we had to do
something positive to channel our grief. We
didn’t want another family to endure the
nightmare of losing a child, especially under
such preventable circumstances.
We
established a nonprofit organization, Kids In
Cars, to raise public awareness to the
dangers of leaving children alone in or
around vehicles. Kids In Cars is our way of
honoring Harrison. Unfortunately, nothing
can bring Harrison back, but we can make a
difference for other children. Harrison’s
death wasn’t fate, but a preventable tragedy.
I challenge everyone here this evening (I
challenge you) to make a difference on
behalf of your child or loved one. Stand on
the highest mountain and yell, “I love my
child and because of that love, I will make a
difference”!!
Channel your grief into

positive results. If your child died of
cancer, make a difference to help find a
cure.
If your child died in an
automobile accident, raise awareness to
vehicle safety. It can be as simple as
doing a good deed on behalf of your
child or as challenging as starting an
organization. I can honestly say that
Bereaved Parents did not save my life.
My choice to get involved with
Bereaved Parents saved my life. At
first, I was the one that needed the
example that you can survive the death
of your child. Now, I am that example.
Let me say that the Great Grief Race is
not a journey I would bestow upon
anyone. Please realize you can make a
difference. Get involved with your
universe and let your child’s light shine
brightly.
When Michele and I started Kids In
Cars, we had no idea what we were
doing except that we could not let
Harrison’s death go in vain. I always
commented that I would never know if
we would save the life of a child, but in
my heart I knew we would. It wasn’t
until October 1 of this year that I was
given proof that we had indeed saved a
31/2-year-old boy named Owen. Kids
In Cars received a letter from Owen’s
mom and I would like to share with you
a portion from her letter.
“First I would like to express my
sincere condolences regarding your son
Harrison. But this letter is not about
what a tragic loss you have endured but
the astonishing thing you are doing.
Your brochure helped save me from the
same tragedy of losing my son.”
“I know nothing could replace the
emptiness and the profound sadness you
must be feeling, but I just wanted you to
know your brochure is making a huge
impact and is saving lives.”
Sincerely,
Connie from New Haven
I feel we did not get a choice in our
child’s death. But remember we do
have a choice in how we respond to
their death. We did get dealt a lousy
hand and things are absolutely not the
way it should be. Unfortunately, we
cannot change the past, though most if
not all would sacrifice our life for our
child’s. But we can change the future
and allow our children to shine.
Continued on Page 3…..
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No Instructions
By: Charles Pluchinski
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO
On a Thursday evening, after waiting all day, a
nurse comes off the elevator holding your new
son in her arms. For the first time I met my
son. Like any other parent, I am as proud as I
can be. It is the best day of a parent’s life.
Now it dawns on you, you are a parent and
there are no instructions. And hope you don’t
mess up. For the first year you worry over
him, and over every little thing. One thing that
is on your mind is SIDS, so you check in on
him all the time.
You’re nervous. Am I doing the right thing?
Am I messing up? Now comes school. You
worry about school. Is he doing well? Does
he need help? Are his grades good? Is he
making the right friends? Is he happy?
Because he now lives out of state and the only
time you get to see him is in the summer time.
So, when you do get to see him you spend as
much time with him as you can. It’s hard to
love someone long distance, but you do. You
try to let him know that you love him.
Now he’s in college and once again you’re
proud of him. You hope he does well. Now,
after all these years he is out on his own. Life
is hard, and you try to help him the best way

you can. He’s older now and you try to
give him good advice, and hope he learns
from your mistakes. You can only hope it
is getting through to him. You let him
know how proud you are of him, and how
much you love him. Then one day you are
sitting at home and the phone rings. You
answer it. It’s your son’s Mother and she
is crying. And she tells you your son is
dead.
At this point your life seems like it has
come to an end. All that you have worked
for all your life is gone. You can’t believe
it. Nothing makes any sense. There is no
book of instructions to prepare you for
this. You have lost everything. Your
heart is broken. You are lost. God please
help me! Children do not come with
instructions. There is no way of telling if
you are doing everything right. You can
only hope that what you are doing is right,
and love them as much and as hard as you
can. Early Sunday afternoon of March 23,
2003, my son of 28 years had enough.
Desperate and all alone, Phil took a rope
and hanged himself in his bedroom of his
house. There are no instructions on how
to deal with this either.
In Loving Memory of my son Phillip.

The Great Grief Race, We’re Holdin’ On Baby
…..Continued from Page 2
Though nothing can justify the loss of our
children, at least we can look back and know
that we survive the grief and it did not smother
our child’s legacy.

see …” I challenge everyone here this
evening to open their eyes and live!
I wish you Peace.

Special Notice
The cut off date for the Mar-Apr issue
of the newsletter will be Feb 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

On November 6th, 2001, I am proud and
ecstatic to say we were blessed with our
second son, Peyton Harrison. I am always
reminded that it should not be this way.
Peyton should have his older brother on earth,
but I am also thankful to have Peyton in my
life. I have witnessed and I believe life is
sweet. It is not the way I would have planned
things, but I realize how useful it is to focus on
what is special in my life. Harrison will never
be here in a physical sense, but I feel his
presence everyday. Peyton has opened my
eyes to the sheer beauty a child offers a parent.
I live for Michele, I live for Peyton, I live for
Harrison, and I live for myself.

JEFFERSON COUNTY CONTACT:
Michele Horrell
(636) 931-6552

I want to share a quote with you from John
Lennon. John Lennon said, “Living is easy
with eyes closed, misunderstanding all you
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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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"10 Years After - Already?"
By: Carol Welch
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO

your support. Our family was very
touched by the number of young people
that attended Sean’s funeral. It warmed
our hearts to know that you took the
time to remember Sean. We send a
special thanks to Shawn Peterson for his
wisdom and his kindness. Thanks so
much to Erin for asking to include Sean
tonight and thanks to all of you for
taking these few moments to remember
him.

In June I saw one of Sean's classmates at a
local store. She mentioned that the Class
wanted to represent the two classmates that
were no longer with us. She told me the
other mom was writing something and asked
me if I would like to write something. After I
realized that she was talking about his 10year class reunion, I told her that I would be
delighted to write something. It's hard to
believe Sean has been out of school for 10
years already and of course there's the
denial of it being nearly 10 years since his
death. The following is what I wrote from
him:

Congrats Class of ’93 ~ Hi – This
is Sean Anderson from somewhere –
out there.

Sean will always be our son and we will
always love and remember him. Just as
with our living children, Sean is never
very far away from us ~ for you see ~
he IS Always In Our Hearts.
Always remembering Sean ~ Carol &
Steve Welch
Poster Displayed at Class Reunion

Erin Swantner asked my mom to write
something in my behalf and to bring a
picture. If I know my mom, she probably
went over board. I really can’t believe it’s
been 10 years since graduation. I know that
you have all been busy continuing your
education, pursuing careers, and beginning
families. Some have accomplished all three.

National Gathering. Over 400 parents from
across the US came together for 3 days to
attend seminars, share stories and simply
love each other.

Just because I’m not physically there doesn’t
mean that my legacy isn’t being established.
My legacy is ~ my family. My folks have
made it their job to make sure that I am not
forgotten, that my name is still spoken.
Even though I’m not there, you would be
very surprised to know some of the places
that I do show up.

And of course I can always be found at
Wentzville Eternal Peace Cemetery not far
from Erin’s baby sister Sarah.

At the Angel of Hope in Blanchette
Memorial Park, in St. Charles, MO ~ there is
a brick inscribed with my name and a song
title “He Sleeps with Angels too Soon.”
Every year in December my name is read
(along with 400 plus other kids names) at a
Candlelight vigil at Temple Shaare Emeth.
Two years ago my mom created a 465
picture slideshow and now when our names
are read ~ our pictures are shown. Over
1000 people from St. Louis and out lying
areas attend every year. Last year my mom
gave the keynote speech about what else ~
ME.
My mom is the Bereaved Parents of the
USA St. Louis Chapter Chairperson and this
year she and dad helped sponsor the BPUSA

4

I also have my own web page on the
BPUSA St. Louis website under the “Meet
Our Children” segment.

Speaking of babies ~ not only do I have a
beautiful blonde 10 year old niece and
godchild ~ Chelsea ~ that I did get to meet;
there is a new little person with my name. I
am so proud that my new niece is my
namesake and now my legacy truly does
continue. Her name is Sean Isabel Anderson
Morlock.
My message – life is precious, embrace
every day. Take time to hug harder, love
longer, saver nature and protect all of God’s
gifts. And above all; make a difference,
create your legacy.
Peace ~ C-YA
Sean Christian Anderson
From Sean’s Mom & Dad ~
Again, Congratulations Class of ‘93
(Personal Message from Sean’s family)

A Bit Of Humor
By: Mary Ehman
TCF – Valley Forge Chapter
In the midst of sadness, if a little bit of
humor breaks through, it is like a breath
of fresh air. Laughter can release
tension, just as tears do.
This is a true story that happened in our
chapter. One of the couples in our
group also goes to a psychologist. The
psychologist asked what our meetings
are like and if we set up guidelines of
things that were “normal” etc.
Now, as you know, one thing we keep
stressing is that we do not want to be
judgmental of one another. So, the
husband answered, in the spirit of
kindness, not criticism, “It is a unique
group. There doesn’t seem to be a
“right” or “wrong” way. I honestly
think if someone showed up with a
chicken on their head, the reaction
would be, ‘if it makes them feel better,
it’s okay’.”
Well, I agree, we do not sit in judgment,
however, in all honesty I must admit I
believe there WOULD be one question
and concern --- namely, is the chicken
house-broken?

This will be the first time that we have had
the opportunity to thank many of you for
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Love Gifts
(Donations Received)

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Renzy Cross
02/28/1982 ~ 10/25/1984
Forever Missed
From: Mike & Sabra Penrod

Aaron Awalt
From Mary Lou Awalt

In Memory Of
Dustin Phillip Terwilliger
Miss and Love you - Mom

In Memory Of
Ryan William Gardner
Love Mom & Dad

In Memory Of
Donna Awalt
From: Mary Lou Awalt

In Memory Of
Phillip Edward Geisler
Love Dad, Mom, Brother,
Son, Wife & Sister

In Memory Of
Scott Wuertz
Love Mom & Dad

Bereaved Parents USA

In Memory Of
In Memory Of
Erin Ewing

Dena Moyer
From: The Nager Family

Love Mom
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Love Gifts
(Donations Received)

In Memory Of
In Loving Memory Of

Michael L. Meyer
From: Ann, David & Steven
Meyer

Lindsay Marie Dodd

In Memory Of

11/15/1981 ~ 06/23/2003
Love Dan & Mom
From: Patrick & Barbara Dodd

John C. Long IV
11/10/1963 ~ 04/25/1992
You will be loved and remembered
forever. Love Mom & Bill on
your 40th Birthday
From Bill & Shirley Baumann

In Memory Of
Jeanie Zoda

In Memory Of

From: Jerry Manion

Carol Temple Gray
From: Synobia Gray

In Memory Of
Neil R. Bhambri
From: Michelle Bhambri

In Memory Of
Lynn Marie Dust
From: Arlene Weidinger

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Michael Austin

Justin Austin

“My Little Hero”
From Peggy Austin

“My Little Hero”
From: Peggy Austin

In Memory Of
Ryan J. Barnes
From: Mom & Dad

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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In Memory Of
In Memory Of

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Brad Davis

Bill Steiner

Jill Elizabeth Scott

From: Marilyn Davis

From: Cathy Evans (Mom)

From: Joan Scott

In Memory Of
Sharon Przybylski
From: Joseph Przybylski

In Memory Of

Mark Allen
From: Mom, Lisa &
Courtney

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Jeffrey Stufflebeam

Christine
Nockels Gish

From: Jeanie Stufflebeam

Bradford C. Nickerson
From: Patricia S. Freeman

In Memory Of
Joel Fehrmann
From: Linda Fehrmann

In Memory Of
In Memory Of

Jennifer Eschmann

Steven L. Hendrickson

In Memory Of

From: Janet Hendrickson

In Memory Of

Wayne Smith

Brian Christopher Trunko
From: Christy Trunko

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Ricky Lee Douthit
Miss you!
From: Mom

Melissa Dillon Gnade

Bereaved Parents USA

From: Terry Dillon &
Family

From: Bob & Sylvia
Eschmann

From: Dan & Mary
Ann Smith

In Memory Of
Mike Steck
From: Brenda Wallingsford

In Memory Of
Jeremy Steck
From: Brenda
Wallingsford
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Love Gifts
(Donations Received)

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Brian Ruby

Sean Christian Anderson
11/11/1974 - 01/19/1994
Still remembering, missing and
loving you - 10 years after.
Love, Mom, Dad, Chris, Paul,
Traci, Chelsea and lil Sean
From: Carol & Steve Welch

From: Scott & Judy
Ruby & Family

In Memory Of
Matthew Nitenson
Love and Miss you
From: Delores Gannon
(Mom)

In Memory Of
Trisha Ann Blue

In Memory Of

From: Grandpa &
Grandma

Ryan Alan Stephenson
From: Jerry, Christine, Scott
& Karyn Stephenson
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In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Kevin Ferguson

Todd Patrylo

From: Ferguson Family

From: Carol & Todd Patrylo

In Memory Of
Jeffrey Joseph
Lloyd
Love Mom & Dad
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Infant/Toddler Page
“ Do Not Say I Did Not Know Him.”
By: Lyn Paczolt
TCF – Marion County, FL
I know you try to help me with your words…but there are times when your soft words cut like a knife.
You say, “at least you did not have him long enough to get to know him: losing him would hurt more than.”
“Impossible,” my heart cries out to you!
It could never hurt any more or less than what I am feeling and hurting now. I knew this child from the moment he was conceived; I
dreamt of and longed for this child. I knew this child before his first kick and when he moved, my heart moved, and I rejoiced.
I knew my son as I gazed into his forever-sleeping eyes, and touched his still wet hair.
I knew his soul as I counted his tiny fingers and perfect toes, and traced the sole of his foot and the palm of his hand with my finger.
I knew my son, too, as I caressed his downy cheeks and touched his nose and the furrow of his brow.
I gazed at his tiny little ears that would never hear the songs of this world and touched the tummy that would never know hunger or
pain.
Do not tell me I did not know my son. I know him better than myself and better than this world and the God who would take him from
me.
You have gone on before us, darling. Wait for us, sweet Zackery and we will hold you once more; sweet is the knowledge that we
know you as dearly as you know us, our son. Our hearts and souls are one! Forever one!

A Forever Baby
By: Elena Baker
TCF – Pottstown, PA
At quiet times, when there is just me, I find myself dreaming and planning for the three of us. Then I am brought back to reality and
realize that for now there are just two of us. I wonder what am I to do with all the hopes, plans, and dreams I had for you, for the
family we would have been.
I wonder about you. I try to picture you in my mind. When I do, my eyes sting, my throat gets tight, and I know all I want is to have
and hold you. Then I am brought back to reality and realize now I can only hold you in my mind and heart.
I have many feelings inside, some I share, others I hide, but they are mine. They are okay. They are about you. At times I wonder
why instead of being a baby in our lives and the world, you were chosen to be a FOREVER baby in a life and world of eternity. It is
hard for me to understand why. In fact, I don’t
At times life seems difficult and even unfair, and pulling through seems like an impossible task. But when we do, our sense of
accomplishment is great. It gives us hope and courage to go on with life. I am finding hope, courage, and strength in God to carry on
and to try to handle whatever lies ahead. I will never forget the precious and powerful way you entered and left my life in only a
moment of time. I love you even though you could not stay.

Bereaved Parents USA
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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

www.bereavedparentsusa.org
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

Jan 10, 2004
Mar 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:
Linda Long
(636) 946-7292 stpetersgroup@bpusastl.org
Norm Wasser
(314) 429-6526 norm1955@sbcglobal.net
JAN 1 – Positive Growth – Topic Planning Meeting starts at 6:30 p.m.
FEB 5 – Ask It Basket
MAR 4 – Changing Seasons – Small Group Discussions
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
JAN 1 – To Be Announced
FEB 5 – To Be Announced
MAR 4 – 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
JAN 8 – Our Child’s Humor
FEB 12 – Bring A Poem or write a poem or letter to your child.
MAR 12 – What lies ahead now that my child is gone?
WASHINGTON, MO (THIRD TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M.)
Washington Ambulance Building
515 Washington Ave. (behind Rothschilds)
Facilitators: Rosemary Hornbuckle (636) 583-0661 washingtongroup@bpusastl.org
JAN 20 – To Be Announced
FEB 17 – To Be Announced
MAR 16 – To Be Announced
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
JAN 17 – Better or Better? Grief Resolutions for the New Year
FEB 21 – Grief And The Matters Of The Heart
MAR 20 – Realistic Expectations
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
JAN 27 – To Be Announced
FEB 24 – To Be Announced
MAR 23 – To Be Announced
WEST COUNTY (FOURTH THURSDAY, 7:00 P.M. Please note the new time)
Congregation Shaare Emeth
11645 Ladue Rd. (corner of Ballas & Ladue).
Facilitator: Lucy Reinhart
(314) 771-1977
westgroup@bpusastl.org
JAN 22 – The Day My Child Was Born – Bring baby picture of your child, if you wish
FEB 26 – Be bitter, or get better
MAR 25 - Ask It Basket
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Ten Years Later
pregnant. While I was pregnant with the
baby, I was worried, as most expectant
mothers are, that something might go
wrong. We made frequent visits to the
doctor because I have high blood pressure.
One night towards the end of my
pregnancy, I felt a sense of calm come
over me. I talked to
Sean was our comedian. He
my brother and
kept our family in stitches
thanked him for
always. He was only 19 years
watching over this
old and was so handsome.
baby and making it
How could this be happening?
okay.
I was no
Of all of my memories, the day
longer as afraid as I
of Sean’s death is one that
had been at the
stands out so vividly. His
beginning. On April
death affected not just our
17, 2003, my life
family, but everyone who had
was again changed
ever known him.
Over a
forever. I gave birth
matter of weeks, we heard
to another beautiful
from people that we had not
girl.
She is the
heard from in years. Then as
happiest baby. She
quickly as they all came to us
smiles a lot, makes
in our time of need, a lot of
funny faces, and
Sean C. Anderson
them were gone. Our house was
does things to make me
so silent.
laugh.
She is my
comedian. She is precious.
My daughter, Chelsea, was only 13 months old
when Sean died. If it wasn’t for her I would
Throughout the last 10 years, things have
have surely lost my mind. I knew my
happened in my life that I never thought
daughter needed her mommy. When Chelsea
would happen. I finished college without
was not even born yet, Sean loved her so
my brother there. I married without my
much.
One morning, while I was still
brother there. I bought a house without
pregnant, I awoke to find that I was bleeding.
my brother there. I had a second child
I was terrified. My parents were on vacation
without my brother there. But really, I
and I knew I was about to lose my baby. I
know Sean is always there. He is in my
called my mom in Pennsylvania and she told
thoughts and, as my oldest daughter would
me to go to the hospital. I woke my then 17say, in my heart. She told me that once
year-old brother and we rushed to the hospital.
when she was only two. “Uncle Sean will
He took care of everything. He told me what
always be in my heart!” I know Sean
to tell the doctors and then registered me in the
watches over me, and my family always.
hospital. My baby was fine and when my
Now as for my youngest daughter, she is
grandmother arrived, my brother looked at me
the second child I never thought I’d have.
and said, “Can I go home now?” Typical 17
She is the little girl who will never know
year old! Once I gave birth, Sean, as well as
what a wonderful uncle she had. And her
most of my family, was at the hospital to see
name is Sean.
the baby when she was just a few minutes old.
Sean babysat for me a lot. I felt as though he
Peace as always!
almost felt like she was his baby, too. I never
Traci Morlock
thought about it until recently, but he was
BPUSA/ St. Louis
giving Chelsea the love that he would never be
able to give the children he would never have.
On January 24, 1994, my life forever changed.
My younger brother, Sean, was killed in a car
accident. How would I go on with my life? I
thought at that moment at 10:30 in the
morning, while I stood looking at the Missouri
State Trooper, that I might die too. My mom’s
baby, her boo-boo, was gone forever.

WHY?
By: Trey Martin
TCF – Hardin County, OH
When my sister died, I asked what every
surviving sibling most likely asks himself;
Why? For quite a while, this question
gave me something to strive for, a purpose
to fight for. But what I soon realized was
that there was no use in asking. That
question is irrelevant; the point is moot. It
no longer matters why she died. The fact
remains that she died, and there is nothing
I can do to change that, including finding
the answer to why. There is no such
answer.
If perchance God would speak to me,
would that change anything? If he would
say, “Trey, I took your sister because I
want her up here in Heaven,” what would
that mean to me? I still lost her. I would
still question God’s decision.
What it comes down to, however, and
although it is hard, we who have lost a
sibling must accept the fact that they are
now gone. Put aside the fact of why or
how they died, and remember they once
lived and will always be alive in your
memory and heart. Bypass the question of
why they died and instead concentrate on
how we should now live. Remember, they
would have wanted it that way.

“We have suffered, But we have
survived;
We are hurting, but we are
enduring.”
By: Ben Van Vechten

In August of 2002, I found out that I was
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Both Sides
By: Tom Wyatt
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO
Written December 5, 2003
There are parents out there this year that are
having that “first” year. And….as they say,
“It ain’t pretty.” Some of those unlucky
souls were able to show generosity beyond
bounds by helping some one else live. They
are the folks that donated their children’s
organs for transplant. I know what it’s like
to have to make that decision. But, now,
having received a kidney transplant on
March 15th of 2003, I can, as to paraphrase
Judy Collins, “look at life from both sides
now”.
My wife and I made the decision to donate
our son’s organs at 7:10 p.m. on March 5th,
1991. Johnny, our 4 yr old son, the
youngest of our boys, was backed over by a
tow truck at 4:50 p.m. that day. He was hit
as he walked with my wife, Ruth and our
oldest son, Blake. Blake was 6 at the time.
A nurse from the hospital where they took
John’s body called and asked the question.
She called Johnny by name and told me that
they would be gentle when they performed
the removal procedure.
What she said
meant a lot to me. We gave our permission
and as a result one child received his liver
and some one else received one of his
kidneys. That’s all that they were able to
use. It made us feel good to know that we
helped.
This year as I find myself looking to
Christmas I find myself at odds with what
I’m feeling. On one hand it’s the happiest
Christmas for me since Johnny died. On the
other hand I haven’t been in this much pain
since Johnny died. Confused? So was I
until this morning. Today I got a little
insight courtesy of a cry that I haven’t cried
probably in 6 years. It’s a cry that is a total
submission to that first pain. By “first pain”
I mean the pain that you feel the first time
that you realize and I mean actually realize
that your child is dead. It’s personal in
characteristics but universal in depth. But,
when I stopped crying and calmed down I
had a moment of clarity. It all made since
this presence of both unbelievable joy and
the hellish depth of pain that I’m feeling. I
had lost the hope of a bright future about 2
years ago as dialysis wore on. I knew that
anytime after 5 yrs of dialysis was borrowed
time. It wasn’t about fear of dieing because I
know my baby boy waits for me. It was
however not being able to see myself walk
my daughter Kelsey down the aisle
someday. Kelsey was born 7 months after

Johnny died. It was not seeing my son Blake
become a man and dreaming with them
about the future and what it holds. It was
those milestones that I was going to miss
with them and had been deprived of in
Johnny’s life. Well, the transplant gave me
hope again and it’s a direct result of some
one losing their son and I know the pain that
they are in. I’m so sorry that they are going
through what they are going through. Also,
I’m so grateful to them, but now I find
myself remembering and to a certain extent,
reliving that first Christmas without Johnny.
I have got to find a way to get through this
war going on inside of me. Back to the one
hand I’m so happy that it’s hard to say the
words. I feel the best that I’ve felt in 7
years. I am so grateful for what I’ve been
given. I can once again look at the future
with hope. I lost hope when Johnny died. I
sure wasn’t able to see it that first year.
Back to the other hand, I’m standing in Hell
and missing him with a vengeance. Hope is
a wonderful thing to have, my accepting it
again will take time. One thing that I’m
finding out all over again is that it is a waste
of time to think that I control our grief. I’m
afraid not folks. It’s a lot like a twelve step
program. As soon as I admit that we have
no power over it I can deal with it. Well
that’s my game plan at least, let’s see how it
works out, but I’m going let myself do what
ever is necessary to get through this.
Hopefully using what I’ve learned through
12 years of grief work it won’t leave the
emotional damage that the first year did.
Those folks who gave this gift to me
probably don’t fully understand the depth of
their generosity yet. I didn’t understand the
magnitude or our gift at the time Johnny
died. I know they will someday and if they
work at it, they too will find hope. Once
again and never for the last time, I say, thank
you. Thank you to all of you who have
made these gifts possible and especially to
the folks who did this for me, you’ve given
me the greatest Christmas gift I could ever
receive….life and hope. God bless us all
and may we all find peace, shalom.

If Only My Heart
Could Speak
By: Kaye Des’Ormeaux

www.tcfatlanta.org/POEMS_Kay
eDesOrmeaux.html
Permission granted to and submitted
by: Sharon Krejci
If only my heart could speak,
I wonder what it would say.
With my head bowed,
would it cry out loud?
Oh please take this nightmare away!
If only my heart could speak,
oh, what would it reveal?
Could it ever explain
the loneliness and pain…
I try so hard to conceal?
If only my heart could speak,
would anyone hear it cry?
For my child is gone.
And I’m all alone;
still no answer to the “why”.
I know my heart can speak.
I hear each time it weeps.
I lay awake at night;
staring without light.
And cry while the world sleeps.
Oh yes, my heart can speak.
It cries every single day.
And someday I’ll understand
when we walk hand in hand…
That’s what I hear my heart say.
Kaye Des’Ormeaux’s Poems are
Copyrighted. They may not be used
without the written permission of the
author. To request permission to use
one of Kaye’s poems, you may contact
her by email KDezamo@aol.com It is
illegal to use without permission

