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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. 

January ~ February 2006
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Sibling PageLife is Full of Important Choices… 
And So is Death

By:  Pat Ryan 
BPUSA – St. Louis

The following is a speech given at the 22nd

Annual Candlelight Ceremony, on 
December 6, 2005 

Thank you for this honor to represent us, the 
surviving parents, siblings, and grandparents 
of the Bereaved Parents USA Organization.  
It is a privilege to serve you in yet another 
manner. 

In October, just a few months ago, I was 
trying to put down on paper what I knew in 
my heart to share with you this evening.  As 
I sat at Jeff’s grave on Erin’s birthday it 
occurred to me that we are warped.  Really, 
only a bereaved person would come to a 
cemetery to visit her son trying to find peace 
and quiet to write a speech about death on 
her living daughter’s birthday and think 
nothing of it.  I know I am not really warped. 
I just make different decisions than most 
regular people.  I make these choices 
because my life has been impacted by my 
son’s life and his death. 

I am Jeff, Sarah, and Erin’s Mom.  I am still 
and always will be a parent of three children.  
My husband and I brought Jeff into this 
world on October 3, 1974.  Jeff grew into a 
healthy and athletic young man.  He didn’t 
eat his Easter candy because it wasn’t 
healthy.  He didn’t drink soda for the same 
reason. The carb craze was just getting 
popular the summer he died and, of course, 
he embraced it.  Come summer, he played 
softball every Friday night.  He played partly 
because he was good and partly so he could 
socialize with everyone.  Jeff was the kind 
of guy who could sell ice to an Eskimo in 
winter and the Eskimo would thank him for 
the ice.  He was the kind of guy who would 
visit his best friend’s mom in a dream
instead of me.  Which is exactly what he did.  
While I was at the cemetery trying to write 
this speech, my friend called me to say she 
dreamed of Jeff the night before.  The dream 
itself wasn’t hugely amazing, but it did let 
me know that my son and your children are 
here with us this evening. 

To tell you my story I must really go back 
two weeks and tell you about our family’s 
last  outing  together  before  Jeff  died.   We 

attended a close friend’s funeral.  This 
friend, Brian, was like a little brother to Jeff 
in many ways.  When Brian died my family 
went into a dazed thinking.  How could this 
happen?  He was so young! How will the 
family survive?  What can we possibly do to 
help?  Two weeks later, we had not even 
begun to answers these questions when Jeff 
died.  Then my family was faced with the 
same questions as Brian’s family.  Why 
him?  How did this happen?  What will we 
do now? The questions, the shock and the 
funeral arrangements were difficult but, 
Brian’s Mom and Dad somehow, 
unknowingly, showed us how to start this 
grief journey.  

OK, back on track.   We received the call at 
3:30 a.m. Most of us here have had the call 
or the visit by the men in uniform. Some 
have laid and tenderly held their child still 
believing and not expecting to have to let 
them go.  It really is never expected, even 
for those who have suffered that agonizing 
day-by-day long-term illness. Perhaps after 
your constant daily care giving, the loss is 
more profoundly felt. Is the sudden death 
devastation or long-term illness a harder or 
worse road to be on?  No, it is just different, 
the same pain, but different package.  We 
bear the same pain. It just comes wrapped 
differently. Our package began when Jeff’s 
friend called. There had been an accident. I 
asked, “What hospital? Where did they take 
him?”   We  were already  on  our  way.   He  

said, “No, they haven’t taken him yet. 
He is still in front of my house.” The 
confusion crept in. He explained that 
Jeff had been hit by a car in front of his 
house. What all swirls through our 
minds at that moment?  Minor? Major? 
 It couldn’t be!   The closest hospital 
was between our home and the accident 
sight. If we did not pass the ambulance 
in route, we would go to the accident 
scene.  We were able to get to the wreck 
scene before they took Jeff away. Bill 
and I parked, walking briskly and 
intensely past the police officers.  What 
I saw and what Bill saw were definitely 
different details.  He looked at the 
surrounding situation, details, positions, 
and vehicles.  I focused in on Jeff. We 
had two different perspectives. The 
grief journey is like that. We were 
involved in the same tragedy, but both 
of our reactions were unique to 
ourselves. We focused in on different 
aspects and had individual responses. 
Our separate reactions demonstrate 

how distinctive each walk through 
this grief journey is.

It is a journey. We cannot go back. We 
sure don’t want to stay where we are; so 
the only option seems to be to move 
forward, to make a choice. Can I move 
forward?  Is it time?  Do I have the 
strength, desire, or ability?  It may not 
be time, yet.  Grief does not wear a 
watch and does not know a time 
schedule. It can be a dark and agonizing 
place. If our amount of love and loss is 
balanced by our suffering and pain we 
may be here a while.  But then I don’t 
have to tell you that. This is a journey 
that is not unfamiliar to you. It is a 
journey that can make us doubt our best 
abilities and qualities. I thought the one 
thing I could do right was raise great 
kids.  But my experience is that when 
one dies on you before their time, the 
questions flood in and can swallow us 
up. Am I ready to try to choose, leaving 
the despair and hopelessness behind?  
Can I move forward without leaving 

Continued on Page 4 ... 

By:  Britta Nielsen 
Manhattan, NY 

“Life goes on”… I have often heard this 
sentence, said perhaps to console me, or 
perhaps as a way to put and end to 
conversation about loss and death.  Of course 
life goes on, no matter how shattered 
our lives are by the loss of 
someone we love so 
dearly.  Life doesn’t 
ask whether we want 
to go along.  We 
want the world to 
stop turning 
because of our loss.  
Days turn into 
nights, again and again, 
and this is how we 
arrived at this day.  
Suddenly another month, 
another year has gone by, although we all 
probably asked ourselves how we would be 
able to go on living.  It just happens.  We do 
not die because of the pain.  We keep on living 
and I still wonder how this can be. 

I do not want life to go on, but to stop it right 
here, or better yet, to turn back the day when I 
lost my sister and baby niece.  I do not want 
the changes life brings.  Each change seems to 
increase the distance between the life I knew 
with them and the life I live today.  I cannot 
ask my sister’s opinion about the new things 
that happen.  I cannot share them with her, tell 
her about them, laugh or cry with her about 
them.  Changes make me aware that in fact life 
does go on, without her.  My birthdays make 
me sad because they change the difference in 
age…my sister was always four years older 
than I was, and now we are down to three 
years.

Sometimes I feel guilty that I live on.   I smell, 
breathe, touch, feel, see and experience life, 
while by sister and her daughter were ripped 
away from it. 

My sister and I never talked about death or 
losing each other, but if we had, I am sure that 
we  both  would  have  said  that  we  could not  

imagine life without one another.  If it had 
been me, my sister would have been 
forced to do exactly the same; go on living
despite the agony, just because there is no 
choice.

Before I lost them, I trusted life to be 
good.  I believed in 
fairness; if we are good, 
life will spare us tragedies 

and besides, these tragedies 
only happen to other 
people, those I do not 

know, those I read about in 
the papers, distant, easy to 

forget about.  I lost this sense 
of security and trust in life.  I 
now find that living takes 

courage.  Life becomes meaningful 
through love and friendship, but 

loving someone is what makes us 
vulnerable.  Daring to invite love into our 
lives  means  to  increase  our vulnerability  

to the threats that seem to be around every 
corner.  Instead of asking “why us?”  I 
often find myself asking “why not us?”  
Tragedy hits good and bad people for no 
reason.  It seems the world is just random 
and unpredictable.  Just because I am a 
good person and I already lost so much 
does not mean that I will be spared from 
more pain. 

Life goes on and because it does, with all 
the good and bad things that happen to us, 
it scares me to live and particularly, to 
love.  What if more happens?  The fear is 
paralyzing.  I pray to God, to my sister and 
my niece to protect us, although I know 
they don’t have the power to prevent other 
bad things from happening.  What then 
can I ask them for?  Courage, I guess. 

Courage to let life go on, to give myself a 
chance that new and good things will 
happen to me that will add joy to my life. 

Jeff Ryan 

The Courage To Let Life Go On 

Support Groups – A Healing 
Experience

By:  Vera Fish 

If people suggest that you go to a support group, but you are afraid to be around 
stranger, here are a few things you can think about. 

Grief crosses all boundaries.  When you are with others who have suffered the death 
of a loved one, the walls you have put around you can dome down.  To spend an hour 
or two with others who share a similar loss, to learn from others about the process of 
grief and how you might make your life less troubled or painful, is a great gift.  Other 
survivors who have been going through this have knowledge, support, comfort to 
share, and you can breathe easier by opening up and letting them help ease your pain. 

If you’re worried or scared about attending a support group, you can make a deal with 
yourself:  I will try it, and if I don’t like it, I won’t go again.  But the chances are, if 
you attend a few times, you will begin making connections and becoming friends with 
others who truly know how you feel – people who won’t judge you, and will truly 
listen to what you say.  You can feel some type of relief in knowing that there are 
others who are willing to travel the journey of healing you are working on. 
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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.  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 

SUICIDE: 
Sandy Curran                         (314) 647-2863 

SINGLE PARENT: 
Mary Murphy                        (314) 822-7448 

BP/USA
        National Gathering 2006 

Gateway to Healing 
Journey of the Heart 

June 23-25, 2006 
St. Louis is honored once again to host the BP/USA National Gathering in 2006. Many of you 
may wonder what is a National Gathering? It is a weekend in which parents whose children 
have died come from all over the country to St. Louis to honor their child. It is a safe place to 
bring your grief, your tears, your smiles and laughter. You will be surrounded by people who 
truly understand your pain. It is an opportunity for you to reach out to another parent whose 
child(ren) has died. 

We Need Your Help!!! 
We need everyone’s help to make the Gathering in 2006 the very best for all parents. Please 
consider volunteering for one or two of the following areas: 

Fund Raising 
Hospitality
Programs 
Registration
Butterfly Boutique.

A sponsorship program is meaningful way to remember our precious children, brothers/sisters 
and grandchildren. You can be a part of this outreach to other parents and siblings as they 
journey through the darkness of grief by sponsoring a gift, in memory of your child to all the 
parents at the Gathering. Your gift would be given at a selected mealtime in memory of your 
child. Here are some ideas of the items that are still precious to the parents that came to the 
2003 Gathering: 

Tote Bags in Memory of Harrison Struttman 
Journals    in Memory of Erin Ewing  
Butterfly Bags in Memory of Jennifer Jones 
Angel Wings in Memory of Laurie Bostedo 
Forget-me-Not seed in Memory of Jeff Ryan 
The Christmas Box Book in Memory of Christopher Lammert 
Table Decorations in Memory of Brian Ruby 

If you have ideas for programs, speakers, songs, readings or wanting to volunteer or if you have any questions 
please don’t hesitate contacting me at skrejci@swbell.net or call me at 636-532-0033. 
With Love and Memories of our Children, 
Sharon Krejci 
2006 Chairman

Taste of Heaven II 
2nd Edition 

We invite parents from across the country to include your 
Child (ren) , their favorite recipe and your thoughts on grief  
in the cookbook 

One of the missions of BP/USA is to help educate others in 
understanding what happens to parents when their child dies and how to 
assist us in our healing process to survive our child’s death. This 
summer, the St. Louis Chapter of the BP/USA will be compiling the 2nd

edition of Taste of Heaven cookbook. We invite parents from all over 
the country to be a part of the cookbook.  As many of you know, the 
cookbook is a collection of our children’s favorite recipes with 
excerpts/quotes from you about what people can do to help a bereaved 
parent through their grief process.  Each child will have a page with their 
name, recipe and a quote/writing/poem from you as to what you want the 
world to know about how they can help a parent whose child has died. 
We anticipate the cookbooks to be ready early in 2006. 

Please view a sample page of the cookbook on our website 
www.bpusastl.org – click Taste of Heaven- click sample page. 
Categories include: Appetizers, Soups & Salads, Breads & Rolls, 
Vegetables & Side Dishes, Main Dishes, Desserts, Cookies & Candy 

To include your child(ren) in the 2nd edition, please provide the 
following information: 

1) Name of your Child  ( how you want it to appear in the 
cookbook)

2) Birth date & Death date 
3) Their favorite recipe (send 1 or more recipes//thoughts on 

grief for each recipe) 
4) Your quote/words of wisdom/poem (no copyright 

infringement- include author of the text so credit may be 
given)

5) Your name, phone number, e-mail (for questions or 
duplications)

6) No more than 200 words per page 

Send Information no later than March 15, 2006 
E-mail information to  skrejci@swbell.net  If you do not receive a 
response from me mail to: 

Sharon Krejci 
 16772 Baxter Pointe Ct. 
 Chesterfield, Mo. 63005 
 636-532-0033 
BP/USA reserve the right to select and revise recipes/quotes to ensure it 
fits on the page. 
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Jeff behind? Jeff’s death, like your son or 
daughters, grandson or granddaughter, 
brother or sister, niece or nephew, ended his 
physical life. It does not have to end the 
relationship.  Some professionals may feel 
we must let these loved ones go.  For me and 
my journey I prefer to choose moving 
forward, bringing Jeff with me, like our 
surviving children, on this journey through 
the rest of my life.  

As I continue on this journey, I notice that 
our ‘normal’ is different than before.  
Barbara Johnson, a popular inspirational 
author, has said, “Normal is only a setting on 
the dryer.”  Normal for us now has become 
changing the red, white and blue summer 
patriotic flowers on Jeff’s grave to fall 
harvest colors. Gold and oranges went on for 
Jeff’s birthday. Oh, Birthdays! Jeff’s 25th

birthday was just about two months after his 
death. I remember Bill, my husband saying 
“Doesn’t someone make a balloon that 
doesn’t say ‘Happy Birthday!.” It was 
anything but happy. You know the agony. . 

Jeff should be the oldest of our three 
children. He was our only son. You know 
the losses that go along with losing your 
only son.  He will always be twenty-
four. That midnight on Sarah’s twenty fifth 
birthday what a ton of bricks hit. I expected 
to be happy, happy that she survived her 
twenty fourth year, thinking, Yeah! “We 
made it through!” But instead of relief, 
Shwshh!  I felt what I call being lambasted. 
 Some call it a grief spasm. Are words 
needed in this group to describe the slap in 
our face, take my breath away reaction that 
we get overcome by?  I can only imagine 
how she felt. Sarah had become our oldest 
child. That was not how it was suppose to 
be!

That’s not how it is supposed to be. I feel 
that losing my son was like my body being 
mutilated.  It still needs much care and 
attention to heal.  I never thought grief work 
would be this exhausting.   This concept of 
grief work was first told to me by Jim’s 
mom.  She so gently stepped back into her 
pain and rawness to introduce me to 
BPUSA. She said, “go to where the help is.” 
BPUSA was a critical source of help for 
us. Help for what? Perhaps to learn how to 
handle the flaring fits of anger often 
unleashed on unsuspecting victims caught in 
the line of fire. I’d love to say that after six 
years it is all behind us now. Far too many
of you know the real truth.  However, having 
you know this helps. It shows that we are not

alone. We find buddies to help us through 
these exhausting times.  The buddy system is 
not only good when swimming and hiking, 
but also grieving.  It seems to help that we 
are not alone. Having a buddy is especially 
good during the times when we tend to 
isolate ourselves.    

Choices.  Our lives are filled with 
choices. So is death. The morning outside 
the hospital after Jeff’s death Sean, Jeff’s 
friend had on this shirt.  This message got 
down deep in my heart.  Life is important 
choices.  Some of the most minor choices 
leave the most impacting results on the 
strangers and loved ones left behind. Jeff’s 
death certificate states his death was an 
alcohol related death.  It was his last legal 
document. I wish he had made different 
choices.  We did not choose Jeff’s death. 
 We did have the choice and the option of 
donating his organs.  We do have the choice 
of saying thank you to the many families 
around the BP tables and others who have 
walked on this journey with us or before us 
and showed us how to do it.  We do have the 
choice of letting go and letting God help us 
through it.  We do have a choice of how we 
will respond to what Jeff wrote his senor 
year in high school. I found this in a school 
notebook during a very hard time.  I 
desperately needed to know his life meant 
something and that Jeff could still make a 
difference even though he was no longer 
physically here. I hope you choose to let 
Jeffrey William Ryan impact your life today, 
for we don’t know where we will be 
tomorrow.  

Jeff wrote,

“Do any of you have time to really sit down 
and look at things closely anymore?  

I know personally it seems as if everything is 
flying by so quickly. You seniors can 
probably relate especially well. Remember 
when you were little and your mind wasn’t 
so cluttered. You had time to think about 
things.  Well, the other night I was sitting in 
my room and one of the things I started 
thinking about was death. I know it’s not one 
of the most pleasant subjects to think about, 
but it is sure a popular one. Think about the 
news at night. What is the major topic? It’s 
death whether it be murder, accidental or 
natural. Death is something that links 
everyone in this room together, not only 
because it is a natural phenomenon that
occurs at  the end of each person’s life,  but 

it is also something everyone has to
deal with during life. How many of you 
have ever had to deal with a loss of a 
loved one? Personally I had to deal 
with the loss of my Grandma and my 
Great Grandma last year.  It really 
makes you think!  Different things like; 
is there really a place you go after you 
die?  If so are you eternally at peace?  
Do you start a new life? Here’s one, 
what if someone made up the idea of 
Heaven to set everyone at ease. Sure 
just think if there was no hope what 
kind of place would this be to live in?  
On the other hand, what about Hell?  
What if Hell was a made up place, just 
to scare people into being good?  Now, 
I don’t want anyone to get mad at me. I 
know everyone has their own beliefs 
and I’m not saying those were mine. I’m 
just giving all of you the opportunity to 
take some time and think.”  
Jeff Ryan (Lutheran North High School 
1993)  

So now the choice is yours.  Do you 
take time to remember your child 
fondly?  Do you take time to let 
someone help you along this journey?  
Do you take time to help others on their 
own journeys?  What you choose to 
take time for is your own decision.  I 
choose to be patient with myself and 
others.  I choose to use my time to share 
my story.  I choose to remember with 
love all our children.

In Our Heart 
By:  To Terryski 
Mesa County, Co

We thought of you today 
But that is nothing new 
We thought about you yesterday 
and days before that too 
We think of you in silence 
We often speak your name 
Now all we have are memories 
And your picture in a frame 
Your memory is our keepsake 
With which we’ll never part 
God has you in his keeping 
We have you in our heart.

By:  Lorraine Ash 
Troutdale, OR 
Is a journalist and author of Life Touches Life:  
A Mother’s Story of Stillbirth and Healing 

I thought June 1, 1999, would be the happiest 
day of my life.  My daughter, Victoria Helen, 
our “Sweetlet” as my husband and I called her, 
had been in my womb nine 
months.  She had passed 
every pre-birth test and 
seemed ready to enter the 
world. 

But she did not.  My life 
changed that day, but not in 
the way I expected.  When 
my ob-gyn held his Doppler 
to my stomach, the words 
that fell from his lips 
stunned me:  “I’m not getting a heartbeat.”  
My daughter had slipped away, died inside 
me, the victim of a Group B strep infection 
that threatened my life, too. 

What a joy it would have been to love her here 
in the flesh—to rub noses, to take walks, to 
feel her hand in mine, to watch her grow into a 
lovely woman.  It has been six years since the 
dream shattered and still I wish I could have 
seen her eyes open, seen the light of her spirit 
flash through her.  I held her and kissed her, 
but I wish we could have looked at each other. 

Stillbirth happens 71 times a day in the United 
States, and it is a misunderstood grief because 
it deals with the passing of a person hardly 
anyone knew, except Mom.  And so it is only 
a rare few who allow the mother the sacred—
yes, sacred—space she needs to feel her very 
real loss. 

Yet mostly we are denied this space, and we 
are misunderstood for lack of listening.  
Instead, we are silenced by well-meaning 
advice:  “Try again.” “Move on.” “Forget 
about it.”  Our experience is negated in more 
elaborate ways, too. 

I vividly recall being told by people with good 
intentions that a stillbirth is “half an 
experience” that could be completed only by 
adopting a newborn.  When I began writing 
my memoirs, Life Touches Life:  A Mother’s 
Story of Stillbirth and Healing, another author  

told me to stop writing about something 
that didn’t happen.  “Births happen,” she 
said.  “Stillbirths don’t.” 

These are the kinds of reactions that felt, 
to me, as if my pain, and that of 26,000 
other American mothers each year, was 
being erased.  And it was a small step 

indeed from erasing the 
pain to erasing Victoria 
herself.  I have come a 
long way from those 
early days and now 
know that pain can be 
used for the good—to 
connect with others who 
know great loss. 

But before pain can be 
used, it must be 

acknowledged. 

Many people fear even approaching 
stillbirth because it reminds them that all 
our lives, even theirs, are fragile, and 
because they believe stillbirth parents are 
inconsolable.  Not so.  The smallest 
gestures and shortest sentences that stick 
to the here and now are balm to our war-
torn souls:  “I am so sorry.”  “You didn’t 
deserve this.”  “I’ll listen if you want to 
talk.”  Precious are those who call or visit 
and really listen without interrupting.   

Even more precious are those who keep 
calling for years—long after most imagine 
the experience should be over. 

My job as a peer contact for other stillbirth 
moms consists, mainly, in doing just that; 
calling, listening, and witnessing. 

Perhaps the most healing thing anyone can 
do is to somehow make the deceased baby 
manifest in the world.  I know one mother 
whose daughter, Isabella Rose, was 
stillborn.  She got great joy from giving 
away yellow roses.  For a year after 
Victoria died, I wore one of two necklaces 
daily—a gold locket that contained a tiny 
picture of her face, and a gold pendant 
with two interlocking hearts, one large, 
one small.  In business meetings, in 
supermarket checkout lines, or when 
eating dinner, I’d finger whichever I was 
wearing.  How wonderful to have 
something to touch. 

Another way to acknowledge takes but a 
second; simply utter the name of the 
stillborn child.  The sound of it, you see, is 
sensory.  It carried on the air, and the air is 
here in this physical world.  Victoria 
Helen, Victoria Helen.  To my ears there 
will never be a symphony as majestic or a 
poem as sweet as the sound of her name.  

Infant/Toddler Page
Life is Full of Important Choices… And So is Death 
...Continued from Page 2

Stillbirth – The Loneliest Grief 

A Proud Mother – By Becky Bee – BPUSA Springfield, IL

I am a proud mother of 4 beautiful children.  I have 2 that stay at home with me and 
dote over each and every day.  I give mothering my all and pray I will be able to raise 
them both to become happy adults, never having to say good-bye until life comes full 
circle and I grow old and die. 

I also have 2 children I adore from afar, they too bring joy into my life, but in a 
different way, for the circle of life was severed in this case.  I was faced with a 
parent’s worst fear when I had to say the two hardest words I’ve ever had to say 
good-bye. 

I accept the warmth of the sun as their smile, the wetness of the rain as their tears, 
and the brush of the wind as their kisses.  And every time I receive a hug from 
someone, I choose to view it as a sign from my baby angel sons who know their 
mommy misses their touch more than words could ever say. 

As a parent who has had to bury a child, or children in my case, I realize “we” always 
wish for more.  
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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      
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     Jan 14, 2006 
      Mar 11, 2006
                    
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
JAN 5 – Getting Through The First Year 
FEB 2 – Getting To Know You 
MAR 2 – To Be Announced 

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 5 – To Be Announced 
FEB 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            1-866-859-8182     southgroup@bpusastl.org
JAN 12 – To Be Announced 
FEB 9 – To Be Announced 
MAR 9 – To Be Announced 

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
JAN 17 – To Be Announced 
FEB 21 – To Be Announced 
MAR 21 – 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:  Pat Ryan     (314) 831-2625       spryan@gundaker.com     
NOTE:  Volunteer interpreter provided for the deaf or hearing impaired 
JAN 21 – Parenting Our Surviving Kids 
FEB 18 – Separate Men and Women small groups 
MAR 18 – Depression And Grief by Donna Peterson 

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     rscurran@mail.com
Co-Facilitator:  Linda Fehrman  (314) 853-7925 
JAN 24 – Finding Our Purpose In The New Year After Out Child Has Died 
FEB 28 – The Day Out Children Were Born 
MAR 28 – How Many Children Do You Have? 

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            therubys@earthlink.net
           Jeannette Daugherty  (636) 225-2417  
JAN 24 – To Be Announced 
FEB 28 – To Be Announced 
MAR 28 – To Be Announced  

Love Gifts 

In Memory Of 
Antonio Bozeman 

from Felicia Bozeman 

In Memory Of 
Elisha Cannon 

from:  Felicia Bozeman 

In Memory Of 
Daniel Golterman 

Love Mom 

In Memory Of 
Kylene  Broder 

In Memory Of 
J. P. Rosciglione 

From:  Pam Rosiglione 
Larry & Chris Maynes 

L. Harmen 
Laurie Pusateri 

In Memory Of 
Twila J. Doering 

from:  Dad 

In Memory Of 
Denise Wolff 

In Memory Of 
Courtney A. Midyett 

from:  Jane Stout & Danielle 
Midyett

In Memory Of 
Aaron R. Buckley 

Love Mom  & Great Aunt 

In Memory Of 
Kevin Louis Sobol 
from:  Lawrence & Maureen 

Sobol

In Memory Of 
Michael Garrison 

from Millard & Christine 
Garrison 

In Memory Of 
Kevin B. Robinson 

from Mary Robinson 
In Memory Of 
Scott Morgan 

Armstrong 
from:  Karen & Larry Armstrong 

In Memory Of 
Michelle Lizzell 
from:  Pam Roscizlione 

In Memory Of 
Paul J. Stameh Jr 

from:  His Sister 

In Memory Of 
Jeremy Ray 

from:  Roberta & Lazar Djordjevic 
V Shackelford 

Carolyn  & Ray Bohlmann 

In Memory Of 
Michael Lacy 
from:  Debbie Lacy 
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Love Gifts 
(Donations Received) 

In Memory Of 
Jeffrey Joseph Lloyd 

Love Mom & Dad 
from: Susan Lloyd

In Memory Of 
Daniel Karch 

Mom & Grandma Still 
Missing you 

In Memory Of 
Thomas Ian Lupardus 

from:  Moyer 

In Memory Of 
Jayson Logsdon 

from:  Laura Logsdon 

In Memory Of 
Karen Elizabeth 

Pund
from:  Carla Pund In Memory Of 

Jessica Pollock 
from:  Rick, Nancy  & 

Justin Pollock 

In Memory Of 
Kate Reinhart 

from:  Lucy Reinhart 

In Memory Of 
Rodney Scott 
Rankins Jr 

from The Family 

In Memory Of 
Melanie Ann 

Stegman
From:  Connie Stegman 

In Memory of 
Jeremy Steck 

from:  Brenda  & Alan 
Steck

In Memory Of 
Mike Steck 

from:  Brenda & Alan 
Steck

In Memory Of 
Matthew J. 

Taylor
from:  Mike & 
Donna Taylor 

In Memory Of 
Emma Spies 
From:  Sharman 

Jennings

In Memory Of 
Dustin P. 

Terwilliger 
Love & Kisses & 
Happy Birthday – 

Love Mom

In Memory Of 
Tony Saputo 

Mom  & Dad Love 
Always 

In Memory Of 
Angela D. Storey 

from:  Karen Johnson  & 
Louise Wilkerson 

Special Dedications

In Memory Of 
Darrell Martin 

In Memory Of 
Jerome Mueller 

In Memory Of 
Matthew M. Ponder 

In Memory Of 
Donna L. 

Snedecorjenson

In Memory Of 
Steven Solomon 

In Memory Of 
Teddy Spiro 

In Memory Of 
Michael C. 
Utterback

In Memory Of 
Amy Wilson 

In Memory Of 
Kaycey A. Gonzalez 

In Memory Of 
Jimmy Brockmeyer 

In Memory Of 
Spencer Harrison Hinman 

In Memory Of 
Michael Ryan 
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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 
8/11/075 - 10/19/-01

We miss you and Love You
Mami & Papi

In Memory of 
Brian Christopher 

Trunko
from:  Christy Trunko 

In Memory Of 
Jill Elizabeth Scott 

from:  Joan Scott 

In Memory Of 
Brad Davis 

from:  Marilyn Davis 

In Memory Of 
Christine Nockles Gish 

from:  David Nockles 

In Memory Of 
Jeanie Zoda 

From:  Jerry Manion 

In Memory Of 
Sean C. Anderson 

11/11/1974 ~ -1/19/1994 
Love Mom, Dad, Chris, 
Paul, Traci, Chelsea and 

lil Sean 
From:  Carol & Steve Welch

In Memory Of 
Daniel M. Kohler 
5/14/1971 - 5/23/2005 

We will always love you. 
Mom, Buddy, Ray, and 

Angie

In Memory Of 
Danielle E McIntyre 

Love Mom, Dad, Kathy and 
Steve.

In Memory Of 
Marcus

McFarland 
We love you very much 

Mom & Dad 
In Memory Of 
Michael Meier 

From:  Mom & Dad

In Memory Of 
Christopher M. Meyer 
From:  Stephan, Darlene & 

Liz Meyer In Memory Of 
Kevin J. Austin 
From:  Bob & Burt 

Callanan 

In Memory Of 
Natalie L. Astorino 

Love Your Family 

In Memory Of 
Trisha Ann Blue 

From Frank Blue & Tami 
Poe

In Memory Of 
Ricky Lee Douthit 

Love Mom

In Memory Of 
Susanne L. 
Chitwood 

from:  Theresa Chitwood 
In Memory Of 

Jerome Crockett 
from:  Linda Crockett

In Memory Of 
Jennifer Ann Eshmann 

from: Sylvia Eschmann

In Memory Of 
Kevin Ferguson 

from:  Mom, Bryce  & Todd 

In Memory Of 
Erin Ewing 

from:  Jean Ewing 

In Memory Of 
James Kevin Foley 
from:  Mary & Jim Foley 

In Memory Of 
Raymond M. 

Gettner 
from:  Vernell Gettner 

In Memory Of 
Brian Hackman 

from:  Gerald & 
Diane Hackmann 

In Memory Of 
Jeff House 

from:  Larry & Norma 
House 

In Memory Of 
Eric Michael Hillberg 

from  Haniny Hillberg 

In Memory Of 
Eric P. Hampton 
from:  Kathy Hampton 

In Memory Of 
Sean Boden 

from:  Terri & Kevin 


