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Towards The Light
By: Barbara Beames, Doronia
TCF – Victoria (Australia)
Nine years ago, it became necessary to extend
the house. I was about to remarry and my
husband’s two young boys were going to be
living with us. My beautiful boy Ben was
about twelve years old. We needed a much
larger family room, an additional bathroom
and a new laundry.
At the back of the house was an old wooden
patio that extended from one side of the house
to the other. Meandering along, over and
around this patio was the most beautiful
blue “Wisteria”. I remember planting
this lovely thing about fifteen years
before. I never dreamed the tiny
seedling would grow into the
magnificent specimen attached
to the rear of my house. It
flowered to perfection in the
summer and sent out the
most gorgeous perfume.
The flowers were a
lovely soft blue that
hung in huge clumps
and looked like large
ripe bunches of grapes.
I loved that gorgeous plant. Over
many years as a single parent, raising my
son on my own I am convinced the Wisteria
would hear my tears of despair and feel my
loneliness on those hot summer nights.
The extension was going on the rear of the
house, and the old patio had to be pulled
down. I remember the day the builders arrived
at the back gate. In a few hours my Wisteria
was about to see its last days, something I had
treasured for so long was going to be pulled
out to make way for the new. The following
weeks and months went by in a blur. It was
nothing short of chaos. The five of us lived in
the front part of the house while the rear
section was under siege. The rear yard was
dug up and concrete foundations poured.
Plumbers, electricians, plasterers and whoever
else you can think of, were tramping through

our house and yard every day. Finally,
finally, after many months of living in a
couple of rooms the extension was ready
to be enjoyed. There was so much room,
especially after what we had been through.
So, life went on pretty much as usual until
that dreadful night six years later.
It was the 25th June 1998 when Ben, my
only child, died in the hospital after a long
illness. My son. Gone… The unspeakable
pain and loss. How does one’s spirit and
sense of self continue to breathe after such
pain? What does one do, where does one
turn for comfort? The
awful blackness of
grief
completely
surrounded me and
blocked out any
warmth or sunlight in
my life. I just could
not make any
sense of what had
happened to us.
Each day was
and still is a
struggle; sometimes it is
an enormous effort just
to get out of bed in the
mornings. Some days are a
little softer on me and I can
quickly buzz around and do a few things
because I know it is only a short reprieve
and sooner or later that awful blackness of
grief will return with a vengeance.
About six months after Ben died, I
remember one day walking down my
driveway towards the rear yard. Out of
the corner of my eye I saw what I thought
was a tiny little green weed peeking out of
the concrete where the house met the
driveway. I bent down and pulled this
little “weed” out and went about the
business of the day. A few weeks passed
and once again I noticed, in the same spot,
seemingly growing out of the concrete a
little green “weed”. Again I bent down
and pulled this persistent little beggar out.

After that I wasn’t in our driveway very
much for some months. It was now winter
and I preferred to stay indoors, as I felt so
dead inside. I was missing my son so
much. I would do what I could on any
given day with housework or cooking and
then just sit and be still and think of Ben.
I simply didn’t have the energy to do
anything much at all. Grief can do that, it
has a way of taking away most of our
energy. It is almost as though my energy
leaked out of my body as soon as I woke
up each morning and in those first few
dreadful nightmarish seconds recalled the
awful, final, devastating truth that my son
was dead.
One day when the weather was better I
was outside in the yard, I looked over in
the direction of the house and saw a blur
of green. It was in the same spot that I
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had pulled out those “weeds” some months
before. I walked over, and as I got closer I
saw that there was a somewhat larger green
plant growing out of a crack in the concrete.
This crack was where the new extension
joined the concrete driveway. I looked more
closely at the leaves of this plant – it was not
a weed! I realized with delight that this was
in fact my treasured Wisteria plant! I could
not believe what I was seeing. How could
this little plant survive what had happened to
it? It had been pulled out by the roots,
concrete foundations poured on top of it and
then a new part of the house built on it. It
must have been so horribly dark and dank
down there all those many months. Maybe,
just maybe it saw a little sliver of sunlight
coming from a tiny crack in the driveway.
I believe that day-by-day, week-by-week, it
slowly but surely grew towards the light
coming from that tiny place. It just leaned in
the direction of that little sliver of hope and
light. A couple of times it was successful. It
actually broke out of the darkness and came
into the glorious light only to have me walk
over and break its little shoot off. Can you
imagine that, it was me who dashed that
little plant’s hope? Yes, and what’s more, I
did it twice!!! This still did not stop the
plant from trying again to come into the
light. Eventually it was successful because
when I saw it again I was able to recognize
the leaves and be delighted by its miraculous
survival. When I saw that this beautiful
plant had in fact survived such a dreadful
ordeal I began to think of the wondrous
power of nature to heal. I stood there
looking at the plant and something inside me

shifted. I think sometimes in spite of how
rotten and lost we feel, in spite of what a
dark, dank place we are in with our grief for
our children, our spirit, the essence of who
we truly are, just quietly leans towards the
light. I don’t think this is a conscious
decision; I know in my case it certainly
wasn’t. At some point, in short bursts, I
have felt my own spirit, in spite of me,
starting to slowly lean towards the light.
The light for me is a number of things.
Firstly, it is the feeling my own spirit inside
me wants to feel some joy occasionally, feel
the warmth and radiance of the sun on my
face again. That I can looks out from this
place where I now stand and help bring
others into some kind of light after being in
the dreadful bowels of unrelenting grief.
This leaning towards the light was not a
decision I actually made; I felt that my own
spirit had decided to do this in spite of what
I was saying to myself. It just started to
slowly happen. It seemed to be very
symbolic, like that wonderful struggling
little Wisteria plant. Day by day, week by
week, month by month, slowly, slowly,
slowly.
I get comfort watching nature and how
beautiful she is with her changing seasons,
sunsets, tides, winds and seas. When I am
close to her I can almost feel the power of
the universe coming to me.
Personally, I don’t believe we ever get over
the loss of our child or children, but with the
help of some light and warmth in our lives
we may learn to live with it.

Thoughts On The Month Of May
The spring flowers on your grave
Express the time of year,
It used to be a busy time
Lots of happy days and cheer.
I still have all the Mother’s Day cards
Made of construction paper and glue
Verses written on a slant
That said, “Mom, I love you.”

I’ll make no birthday cake this May
Nor see the graduation of your class.
The parades, ice cream social and such
Are all a part of the past.
And though these weeks bring sadness
When I remember them I have to smile.
May was really very special
And I’m glad we had it – for a while

The Elephant
In The Room
By: Terry Kettering

There’s an elephant in the room.
It is large and squatting, so it’s
hard to get around it.
Yet we squeeze by with “How
are you?” and “I’m fine.”
And a thousand other forms of
trivial chatter.
We talk about the weather.
We talk about work.
We talk about everything else—
except the elephant in the room.
There’s an elephant in the room.
We all know it is there
We are thinking about the
elephant as we talk together.
It is constantly on our minds.
For, you see, it is a very big
elephant.
It has hurt us all.
But we do not talk about the
elephant in the room.
Oh, please, say her name.
Oh, please, say “Barbara” again.
Oh please, let’s talk about the
elephant in the room.
For if we talk about her death,
perhaps we can talk about her
life.
Can I say “Barbara” to you and
not have you look away?
For if I cannot, then you are
leaving me
alone ….
in a room…
with an elephant

By: Norma Herzog
TCF – Cincinnati, OH
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Forever
You make me happy, you make me sad.
You often displease me, you often make me glad.
You give me joy, you give me pain.
You give me the sun when there's nothing but rain.
You've brought love into my life when no one else could.
You've done things for me--no one else would.
You've made a whole with all of your parts.
You gave me strength, you gave me your heart.
You gave me something I'll always treasure
to make my love for you last forever.
I'll try to make you happy and not make you sad.
I'll try not to displease you, but always make you glad.
I'll give you joy and never pain.
You'll always see the sun, even when there's rain.
I'll bring love into your life like you did for me,
hopefully by now you're able to see.
I love you as a whole and not just a few parts,
and you'll have every bit of me, especially my heart.
By: Julie Bentrup – St. Louis, MO
Copyright ©2005 Julie Bentrup

Special Notice
The cut off date for the July-Aug issue
of the newsletter will be June 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
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

This poem, "Forever", is very meaningful to me because it was written for
my very best friend, Matthew Mark Penrod. Tragically, on December 16,
1992, Matthew passed away. Even though he is gone, he is still my biggest
inspiration and strength. Matthew was the most honest, caring,
compassionate person I ever knew. There was never a time he couldn't
bring a smile to my face. I chose the poem "Forever" because he will
always be my best friend, now and forever. I love you bright eyes!

Matthew Penrod
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ILLNESS, SHORT TERM:
Jean & Art Taylor
(314) 725-2412
ILLINOIS CONTACT:
Linda Moffatt

(618) 243-6558

JEFFERSON COUNTY CONTACT:
Michele Horrell
(636) 931-6552
MURDER:
Mata Weber
Butch Hartmann

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

OLDER PARENTS:
Bobbie Lantz

(314) 576-0978

ONLY CHILD:
Mary Murphy
Linda Long

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

SUICIDE:
Sandy Curran

(314) 647-2863

SINGLE PARENT:
Mary Murphy
Linda Long

(314) 822-7448
(636) 946-7292
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Announcing The BPUSA 2005
th
10 Annual National Gathering
“The Road to Hope”
July 15 – 17 2005
Las Vegas Nevada
About the Gathering
For those of you who may be newly bereaved or have never attended a Gathering we would like to tell
you just a little bit about what to expect.
First off, expect to be surrounded by other bereaved parents, stepparents, grandparents and adult
siblings (13-on) who have experienced the same heartache and grief with the deaths of their children as
you have. People who truly know how you feel and all that you are experiencing on your grief journey.
Many of those attending are “seasoned grievers” who attend these Gatherings to help the more newly
bereaved with what they have learned. You will find the Gathering a safe place to bring your grief.
You will be amazed at how quickly these “strangers” become friends and how you will form bonds and
special friendships. For many of you who live in areas where no support group exists, this may be the
first time since the death of your child that you will experience the feeling of “belonging” and others
really understanding how you feel.
The weekend is full of helpful Speakers, Workshops and Sharing Sessions. There will be an Opening
Speaker, a Friday Lunch Speaker, a Friday Dinner Speaker, a Saturday Lunch Speaker and a Saturday
Dinner Speaker.
You will have the opportunity to attend 10 Workshop Sessions of your choice during the weekend and a
Sharing Session on Friday and Saturday nights.
Our Closing Ceremony on Sunday morning will feature our very special tradition of a “Picture
Presentation” of our children.
We can assure you that if you attend the Gathering, you will find…..

The Road to Hope

Hotel Information
T h e I mp e r i a l P a l a c e
3535 Las Vegas Blvd. South
Las Vegas, NV 89109
1-800-800-2981 (group sales)
Deadline to insure special group room rate is June 14, 2005
The room rates for the Gathering is: Sunday through Thursday $53.41 (inclusive) Friday and Saturday $64.31 (inclusive) For single or
double occupancy. Room rates are good for 2 days prior and 2 days after the Gathering for those who would like to spend time seeing
the sites while in Las Vegas

Meals
Friday, Saturday & Sunday Breakfast - $19.00 inclusive per person per day. Friday Lunch - $16.00 inclusive per person. Friday
Dinner $27.00 inclusive per person. Saturday Lunch $22.00 inclusive per person. Saturday Dinner $35.00 inclusive per person.
Gathering Registration Fee is $20.00 per person with a maximum of $60.00 per immediate family.
Registration Form will be provided at our Group Meetings or you can find them on the BPUSA website www. Bereavedparentsusa.org
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A Mother’s Day
Reflection
“Butterfly, go to my mother and whisper,” I
love you”.”
By: Nancy L. Bork
BPUSA - Springfield, IL
When I found that Mother’s Day card with
your careful coloring and name printed with
heavy pencil, the verse that was copied by
your teacher on heavy construction paper
melted into my very heart and soul as the
butterfly has taken on a more significant
meaning than ever before.
As I reflect upon past Mother’s Days the pain
is bitter sweet. I treasure the memories of
those handmade clay vases and flowers that
didn’t quite grow in that paper cup.
x Those rainy Sundays when going out to
dinner was more of a hassle than cooking at
home.
x When you and your Brother apologized
repeatedly for not getting me anything because
you didn’t know what I wanted.
x Feeling a bit envious when mothers
showed up in church with corsages but you
both knew I wasn’t the corsage type.
The memories are sweet, but my tears flow
easily as I wish I could turn back time, and tell
you it didn’t matter what you gave me. I just

By: Mary Cleckley

As Mother’s Day caused me to resurrect
the past and walk in the very heart and
soul of memories, I truly treasure the gifts
that you did give me, Brandon.
x A heart that cried compassion for
others.
x A sense of humor that lifted many.
x A wink that challenged the stars.
x A patience for understanding.
x A smile that radiated trust.
x A spirit that strengthens me.
And a love that continues to embrace me.
If memories were a fragrance, then I walk
in a garden heavy with the perfume of the
very flowers that grow in the sunshine of
your soul. That Mother’s Day butterfly
has whispered “I love you” and I know the
flutter of it’s wings are like the wings of
an angel with a message to “believe and to
“remember.”

By: Barbara Embry
TCF – Louisville, KY

In the month of May there’s a holiday
although there won’t be one for me.
It’s “Mother-less Day” now
And that’s the way it’ll always be
I won’t receive dandelions from the
yard
that you picked with love and care.
They were always your favorite flower
they reminded me of your long, blonde
hair.
I won’t get hand-made cards from
school
that you’d cut, color, and glue.
They were worth more than money
could buy
because they came from you.
It’s “Mother-less Day” now
another reminder that you’re not here.
I will never receive another hug or kiss
that I used to hold so dear
Instead I’ll visit you at the cemetery
it won’t ever feel like a holiday.
Without you it’s “Mother-less Day,”
now
just another day in May

Mother’s Day

As Mothers’ Day approaches I go back to my
box of memories and seek out my memento’s
of days past. I go back to the times when there
were two cards, some home made of
construction paper with crayoned verses
proclaiming me the ‘greatest Mom of all’.
They were made at school with some S’s
reversed and with no resemblance of order, but
brought home and presented to me with great
pride and accepted in the same vein.
Later, more sophisticated cards, store bought,
but the message was the same and the love
was still there. I accepted them, loved being
made to feel special, and tucked them away,
never realizing how valuable they would
become.

Bereaved Parents USA

want you here! Being a mother was the
best gift I could ever receive. Sharing
secrets and joys as you grew up,
wondering what you’d be when you grew
up – always believing that “growing up”
was a given, not to be questioned.

“Mother-less
Day”

Now there is one card. There seems to be
a double portion of love in that card and I
recognize and appreciate that effort. I am
thankful there is one card and I value very
much what I have left. My heart goes out
to those of you who have no cards this
Mothers’ Day. But even with the pain I’ll
bet if you were given the choice of no
child/no pain, you would, like me, gather
up as many memories as your child’s
lifespan permitted and hold them close to
your heart, sorry there wasn’t time for
more, but never for one moment willing to
exchange for no pain the pleasure of his or
her company for however long you had
them.

When all is said and done, the memories
are the important thing. Relish them, but
gather about all those you have left and
who loves you, and let them help you
through this special day. Know that this
day takes patience, but you will survive
and go on to better days.
I hope your Mothers’ Day is a peaceful
one.
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Remember My Son
By: Jessie Ritzline
TCF – Southern IN and Rivertown Chapters
In Memory Of Christopher Matthew Ritzline
10/03/1985 ~ 08/12/1999
Living in a small community has its
advantages and disadvantages. Everyone
knows everyone, and everyone knows
everyone’s business, good or bad. As soon
as something happens, word gets around
faster than any radio, television or
newspaper could ever hope for.
The
grapevine effect, I suppose. And in a crisis
they come together like a closely-knit
family. So when we lost our 13-year-old
son in a dirt bike accident on our family
farm on the evening of August 12, 1999, we
weren’t surprised when friends
and neighbors began turning
out in droves to bring food,
expressing their sorrow and
disbelief, even before it hit the
news. They supported us with
cards, gifts, comfort and
prayers like nothing you would
ever find in the city or bigger
communities.
Our small
Southern Indiana town of
Deputy
is
a
farming
community of a few hundred
population and one of those places where
people say, “When you go through there, if
you blink you’ll miss it.” We have a grocery
store, repair shop, post office, and feed mill,
a grade school with about 150 students and a
ball field. In the early 60’s the buses began
taking Jr. High and High School students
about 15 miles to nearby Madison. There
are still 4 rural communities with grade
schools. Deputy is one. Matthew had loved
going to Madison Jr. High for 7th grade and
was looking forward in 2 weeks to going
back for 8th grade. He loved being with his
friends, riding his dirt bike, and
skateboarding.
We didn’t have any life insurance on our
son. One of those things you don’t want to
think about, I guess. We carried health
insurance, and life insurance to take care of
our children if anything ever happened to us,
but we never considered that anything would
happen to one of our children. I think that’s
part of our defense mechanism to not let
your mind dwell on anything like that. So
nearly every card we got, and there were so
many, had a little “something” tucked inside.
Several area churches took up love
offerings. The clinic where I worked as a
nurse took up over a thousand dollars. The
local fire department had a bean supper and
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benefit auction to raise money to help. We
set up a Memorial Account at our bank for
every dollar that came in. We were able to
pay all the funeral bill and most of the
monument cost, and still had money left
over.
Some we put back into the
community, by building shelters over the
bleachers and dugouts where Matt loved to
play first base on his softball team. It
seemed a small thing for all they had done
for us. The rest was left to be used for a
scholarship for one of his classmates
someday.
Slowly, the days, weeks and months went
by. When we were able to, we joined a grief
support group for bereaved parents, The
Compassionate
Friends, to help
us survive this
awful loss. Some
days it was all we
could do just to
get through the
day.
We soon
learned that you
don’t ever get
over the loss of a
child, but time
helps to heal the
deep wound. After 4 years we have begun
to use our good memories of Matt to get us
through the tough places, like birth dates,
holidays, and death anniversaries. Family
and friends, community and church were
there for us, especially through that first
year. Then as time went on we began to
notice people not mentioning Matt in
conversations anymore. Was it to protect
us? Were they afraid of not wanting to upset
us by mentioning him? Didn’t they know
we longed to hear his name? Hear favorite
stories or memories people had of him?
Maybe they just didn’t know what to say.
So, as his graduation got closer, I began to
wonder if I would be able to attend. I
wanted to go for Matt’s friends. I wanted to
be there if a classmate mentioned him (or
either of his 2 other fallen classmates).
Perhaps during a speech or a moment of
silence, a rose on an empty chair-anything.
But I knew it would be hard to not see him
walk in with the rest. On the other hand,
what if I go and no one mentions his name?
What if they have forgotten? After all, he
was just one student of hundreds at Madison.
And he’d only attended one year, almost 5
years ago. It would be worse if no one
remembers him. In the heart of every
bereaved parent lies the fear that their child
will be forgotten. And that’s like losing

them all over again.
Then one day I got a call from the
president of the Deputy Alumni. Every
year the Deputy School hosts an annual
reunion for hundreds of Deputy
graduates. This includes anyone who
attended Deputy grade school, then
graduated from Madison. It’s about the
biggest thing Deputy has. The gym is
decorated and tables set up like a fine
dining hall. Food is catered in and after
dinner the meeting begins. They have
past graduates stand as their year is
called. Gifts are given for the oldest
graduate and for those who come the
farthest, and members of every 5th class
is honored with a special gift. Each of
the present year’s graduates are honored
and inducted into the Deputy Alumni.
A dance follows the event. This year
there were 12 left in Matthew’s Deputy
class, and they asked if we, his parents,
would sit at the graduate table in
Matthew’s place. Wild horses couldn’t
have kept us away. Deputy had
remembered.
When the night finally arrived, my
sister-in-law from central Indiana and
her daughter came down to go with us.
Our 16-year-old daughter Holly, 2 years
younger than Matthew, sat in the
audience with them, while we joined the
graduates. The Deputy Alumni always
gives 3 small scholarships, and we
announced that 2 students would be
receiving scholarships in memory of
Matthew as well, something we hadn’t
told anyone yet. As each graduate
stood, and the speaker spoke of their
school activities, college plans, and
aspirations for the future, I couldn’t
help but wonder what Matthews plans
for the future might have been. A
farmer like his dad? Health care like
me? Or would he, like some of his
classmates, have chosen something
quite different than his parents. When
each had been honored, they said they
had a special presentation for
Matthew’s parents. One of Matt’s
friends unveiled a 4 x 3 ft. framed
shadow box. Inside were Matthew’s
cap and gown, his class tee shirt, his
diploma cover, and the actual diploma,

Continued on page 11…
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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

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
MAY 5 – Plant Exchange & Positive Growth
JUN 2 - Picnic (6:30) and Summer/ Vacation memories
JUL 7 - Married, Single, Step-parents. How we grieve differently.

SIBLINGS/FRIENDS ST. PETERS/ST. CHARLES COUNTY (FIRST
THURSDAY, 7:30 P.M.)
Meetings are at the same time and location as the St. Charles/St. Peters meeting
Facilitator: Sarah Ryan (314) 605-3949
siblinggroup@bpusastl.org
MAY 5 – To be Announced
JUN 2 – To be Announced
JUL 7 – 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
MAY 12 – Why Me?
JUNE 9 - Where Are My Friends And Family
JUL 14 – Bring a Poem or Write One

LIFE CRISIS CENTER (Survivors of Suicide)
1423 S. Big Bend
WASHINGTON, MO (THIRD TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M.)
St. Louis, MO 63117
(314) 647-3100
Washington Ambulance Building
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 May 14, 2005
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

515 Washington Ave. (behind Rothschilds)
Contact: Betty Werner (636) 239-1520 washingtongroup@bpusastl.org
MAY 17 – Open Discussion
JUN 21 – Open Discussion
JUL 19 – Open Discussion
NORTH COUNTY (THIRD SATURDAY, 9:30 A.M.) PLEASE NOTE NEW TIME
Gundaker Building
2402 North Hwy 67 (rear of building)
Facilitator: Vicki Pannebecker (314) 831-2625
northgroup@bpusastl.org
NOTE: Volunteer interpreter provided for the deaf or hearing impaired
MAY 21 – Group Picnic at Souix Passage park at 11:30 a.m.
JUN 18 – To be Announced
JUL 16 – 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
MAY 24 – How our child’s death has affected others.
JUN 28 – Picture Night and What does my child think of me now?
JUL 26 – Are we bitter or better?
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
MAY 24 – Be Bitter or Get Better
JUN 28 – What Happened to the Old Me and Who Am I Now
JUL 26 – Family Vacations

chaptercontact@bpusastl.org
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Love Gifts
(Donations Received)

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Jessica Lynn Pracht

William Bousman

We love you and miss you
your in our hearts everyday.
Love Mom and Sis Dina

Love Mom, Dad, and
Little sister Emily
From: Scott and Christine Bousman

From: John Poor and Diane Pracht

In Memory Of
Ryan Craig
07/10/1989 ~ 05/17/2003
13 years, 10 months, 7 days of
Memories smiles and tears of what was
& should of beens…
Always just a thought away.
Love, Mom, Andrew, Jared, Grandma
& Grandpa

In Memory Of
Matthew Nitenson
02/15/1970 ~ 02/22/1999
From: Deloris Gannon (Mom)

From: Lisa Milson

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

In Memory Of
John C. Long IV

In Memory Of

11/10/1963 ~ 04/25/1992
It has been 13 years since you left us,
but we will always love & miss you.
You will never be forgotten.
Love Mom & Bill

Robb Christopher
Brown

From: Bill & Shirley Baumann

08/13/1982 ~ 06/15/04
“Live Like You Were Dying”
From: Victor & Joan Brown

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Jackie Esworthy

Jennifer Esworthy

12/24/1978 ~ 06/08/1997
Love Mom & Dad

06/03/1975 ~ 06/08/1997
Love Mom & Dad

From: Jim & Barb Esworthy

From: Jim & Barb Esworthy

Bereaved Parents USA
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St. Louis Bulletin Board
Add A Memorial On The BPUSA
Website
www.bpusastl.org
There are two ways to honor your child.
1. Web Sponsor – The web sponsor makes a $20 donation
to BPUSA-St. Louis and your child’s picture is
displayed on the home page of the BPUSA-STL
website for 1 month. You can also write the scrolling
message above your child’s picture (25 words or less).
To be a sponsor is on a first come first serve basis.
2.

Web Memorial - is at the “Meet Our Children” sections
of the website. The cost is a one-time $25 donation.
Your child’s name will be added below the group name
you would like to be associated with. If you click on
the child’s name, then it will bring you to their web
page where your child’s picture and story (optional and
one page limit) will be presented.

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.

Butterfly Boutique
Items Needed
Items are needed for the Butterfly Boutique at the 2005 10th Annual National Gathering in Las Vegas (see page
4 for more details about the Gathering).
If you are a crafter or have a special item that you have made or if you are not a crafter and have purchased a
special item and would like to donate to the Butterfly Boutique in your child’s, grandchild’s, or sibling’s
memory, they would be greatly appreciated.
Your donation can be taken to your local monthly meetings or you can contact Sharon Krejci (636)532-0033 or
Carol Welch (636)561-2438 for more details.
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Step Parents
Hurt Too
By: Carl Dann
TCF – Pinellas County, FL

Daddy, I want this for Christmas…
Daddy, Can I have that for my
birthday?
Daddy, Will you take me?
Daddy, Will you pick me up?
Daddy, Fix my car…
Daddy, Can I have some money?
I love you, Dad
The word “step” should mean a step up, not a
step down. For ten years I loved, and was
loved by a little girl, and then a young lady.
She always called me Daddy…I am a
bereaved parent, too, not just a step-person.

Remember My
Son
…Continued from page 6
signed by the Madison School Board and High
School Principal, all beautifully displayed in
his memory. A yearbook had been ordered
and when it arrived, it would be signed by all
his Deputy classmates and sealed inside the
shadow box with the other items. Each had
already signed the inside of his cap. It was
priceless. They must have been planning it
since the fall, when some of those things had
to be ordered. They also presented him with a
framed certificate, just like the other
graduates, of his induction into the Deputy
Alumni. Then they all stood and one at a time
came to us for a hug. What an incredible
evening. But the most special thing of all
was…they hadn’t forgotten him. And what a
beautiful way they had shown us. I knew now
that I could go to graduation and know…he’d
been remembered.
Matthew had already
graduated.

Memorial Day
By: Mary A. Bell
TCF – Ankeny, IA
I saw you today, in the downy soft face of
a newborn babe, nestled lovingly in the
protective arms of his mom. I felt the joy
that only a mother can feel, radiating from
her face as she proudly gazed at him. It
took me back to another day when you
first came into my life.
I saw you today in a precocious four-yearold at the supermarket. His little hands
grabbed for colorful boxes of cereal and
other goodies. His bewildered young
mom kept one hand on him and one on the
cart while explaining to him why he
couldn’t have everything he saw and what
would happen to him if he didn’t behave.
I heard your voice today through the
backyard fence in the voices of children as
they negotiated at play. Who was going to
be the first to go down the slide and who
was going to tell Timmy next door that he
couldn’t play? My mind raced back to
another day when you came running in
from play, saying someone wasn’t being
fair. I wiped the tears from your dark little
face and brushed your hair back with my
hand. Somehow a kiss and a hug would
even the score. Out you’d go, to get into it
again.
I saw you today, in a young boy 12 or 13years-old racing his bike down the street.
I remember the blue one we bought for
you and how proud you were of it. I
worried as you flew like the wind down
the street hoping you wouldn’t get hit by
some careless driver; how we searched the
town after it was stolen from the parking
lot at school; the disappointment you felt
when we couldn’t find it.
I saw you today on the football field as the

boys were out for practice. Driving by, I
remembered your games, the ones I
missed because I had to work. How proud
I was when I did see you play,
remembering your enthusiasm, how you
wanted that scholarship.
I saw you today as a young army private
just home on leave; those civilian clothes
were no cover for that short-cropped hair.
Your hair, soft as a kitten it was. I was the
only one you’d trust to cut it. “Thanks,
Mom,” you’d say, “that’s just how I
wanted it.” That hair, cut within an inch
of your scalp, was not at all your style.
You looked so strange this Christmas
when you came home on leave. But you
were my son, and you looked very
handsome to me, and I was so very proud
of you.
I saw you today in the handsome strong
face of an eighteen-year-old. The smile
on his face belied the turmoil within.
Only God knows why he, like you,
decided that life wasn’t worth living
anymore. He ended his life with a single
shot just as you ended yours. I sit and
stare at his picture in the obituary column
of the morning paper. Hot tears sting my
face as I think of his mom. How much she
must have loved him. I share in her grief,
remembering the numbness of the first
few days, the unbearable pain. I say a
silent prayer for her and the young man,
knowing for her what surely lies ahead.
As she lays her son to rest, her memorial
day has just begun. For as each passing
moment, hour, and day evolve into weeks,
months and years, she will see her son and
hear his voice in someone else’s child and
she will remember.

Your voice no longer I hear…
Your smile I no longer see…
I cannot touch your hand or
feel
your kiss upon my cheek, But I
have captured you, my son…
In a web of memories
By: Alice Osborn - TCF-South Central MO
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The Club
By: Author Karen Grover
Submitted By: Sandy Curran – BPUSA-St.
Louis, MO
We are all members of a very exclusive club.
We had been only vaguely aware of its
existence, and we thought that surely a
chapter in a city the size of ours wouldn't
have many members.
We had seen a few people who belonged to
the club, but we didn't seem to have
anything in common with them, so we didn't
really get to know them. Occasionally, we
read stories in the newspaper about
new members being initiated into
the club, but it didn't seem likely
that we would ever be eligible to
join, so we paid no attention.
The price of membership is so dear
that we couldn't imagine being a
part of the club. We must have
realized in the backs of our minds
that people didn't choose to join
and pay the dues—it was done for
them somehow. In fact, no one really has
any idea of how members are selected.
There are a lot of theories; but much of the
time, the theories come from non-members
who don't understand much about the
situation.
The "club" we are now in (although it is not
an organized group), is known as "bereaved
parents." The cost of our membership was
the life of our children; and we, like all other
members, have no idea why we were
selected for membership.
No one wants to be in this club. Even now,
months afterward, inside our hearts and
minds we continue to fight membership, but
there is no resigning from it. It is an
automatic lifetime membership. There was
no way to avoid it--we did the best we could
to keep our children safe, only to have them
die. Though we lay awake night after night,
and think of it day after day, there is no
answer as to why we have been thrust into
this select group. We hate it and we cry out
in protest, but there is no way to change it.
We have learned a lot since our membership
began. We now understand much about the
other members. In fact, we seek to be with
them, to have regular get-togethers, to
discuss our membership, and try to
understand its value.
Sometimes, those outside the club are afraid
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of us, fearing that if they come near us or
talk with us, they will be selected to become
members too! Acquaintances often try to
ignore the membership, pretending that it
doesn't exist. They seem to think that will
make things easier, and then the members
won't feel "different," but it really only
makes things much worse.
So many times, we have wanted someone to
say hello or to tell us they have been
thinking of us or to mention something
about the absent child who still lives inside
us and overshadows all our thoughts. We
have heard people
say, "I don't want to
upset her, or remind
her of her baby, or
say something that
will make her cry."
We want to tell
them: "The only
way you can make
me feel worse than I
already do is to
pretend that it doesn't exist or that it isn't as
deep and painful as you surely know it is.
Have you ever experienced the feeling of
having one terrible incident go through your
mind, day after day, week after week, month
after month, wondering why it happened and
how you could have prevented it? Well,
don't worry about reminding us of our
children. We are thinking about them nearly
twenty-four hours a day.
"Sure, sometimes our minds are temporarily
distracted--it would have to be to function at
all. But if you think there is even one day
that goes by without our children’s death
tearing up our hearts, then you have no idea
what this club is all about.
"We appreciate your talking about our
children, or at least letting us talk about
them. They are a very large part of our lives,
and ignoring them now will really hurt us. It
makes us think that you feel they are no
longer important because they are gone. It
hurts to think that people don't want to think
about them or remember good things about
them, just because they have died.
"We understand that you don't want to say
anything that will make us cry. That sounds
kind, and we used to feel that way too, but
now we know better. We’d rather the tears
didn't come when you talk to us because we
know they may scare you away, or at least

make you very uncomfortable. But
we've learned how useful and necessary
they are. If we go too long without
tears, our body builds up a terrible
pressure from the pain of the grief. If
you will allow us to cry in your
presence, perhaps we won't have to cry
alone, wondering if anyone else
remembers, or even cares, about our
loss.
"You can't know what will make us
cry—sometimes we don't know,
ourselves. Some days we stay dry-eyed
through nearly everything. Other days,
the slightest thing will start the tears-things you could not possibly imagine
or anticipate. Not all the tears are tears
of sorrow. Even in the midst of our
anguish, we sometimes cry tears of joy
and relief because you have reached
out; because you have confirmed that
our children were special; perhaps
because you have shared with us some
precious memory about them which we
had not known before.
"Please don't run away from us. Don't
pretend their death never occurred, or
even worse, that they never lived! We
still love them, think of them, need to
remember. Please share with us and we
will all feel better.
"We are learning that God is not
punishing us. He did not cause the
death of our children. But, He can help
us to grow through this experience--to
become stronger and wiser and more
caring, if we have some help. Initially,
when we were told that we would
change and grow stronger through this
experience, we wanted to scream that if
it meant giving up our children, we
didn't want to change or get stronger.
But we know we have no choice about
that now--they are gone. Now our
choices are to either let God, and
friends, help us to become better; or we
can choose to allow this grief to destroy
us."
We have to experience the grief. We
can't pretend it doesn't hurt, or hurry it
along. That's what membership in this
club is teaching us. We are choosing to
allow God to take an unspeakable
experience and use it to start life
again...in a new and better way.
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Infant/Toddler Page
A Father’s Dream
By: David Evans
TCF – Palestine, TX
Kevin was the “All-American” kid. He loved
sports, was an above average student, had
every girl in school trying to get a date with
him, and was involved in any and every
activity. He was destined to go to college and
become the best in any field he chose. Kevin
was a special kid for the special things he said
and did.
I remember when he was four. We took a ride
one early spring day into the Texas hill
country. As we crested a hill, we saw a field
of bluebonnets that seemed to stretch forever.
We stopped for a closer look. I’ll never forget
the sight of him running waist deep through
those lovely flowers: “Hey Dad!” he yelled.
“You ever seen anything so beautiful?” I sure
had. It was that little boy sitting in the middle
of all those flowers.
His first day of school it was all I could do to
keep from laughing out loud. He stood by the
door, his hair still wet and combed back,
wearing the new shoes he picked out himself,
and clean from head to toe. I never thought
I’d see that day. He looked at me with the
biggest smile and told me he was ready for his
first day of school. The closer we got to the
door of the school, the more I could see his
little bottom lip trembling with fear. After a
few minutes with me standing in the doorway,
he soon realized that everything would be all
right. That night, he couldn’t wait to tell me
about his new friends and what wonderful
things they had done that day. He enjoyed
every day of school after that.
What I remember most is the day he learned to
ride his bicycle. I spent what seemed to be
months holding the bike while he peddled. I
never thought he would get the hang of it.
Then one day, just after I had finished mowing
the lawn, he asked me to come out in front of
the house. He had something to show me. I
covered my eyes at his request until he told me
to look. There he was—riding his bike
without any help. Although I saw him on the
bike, the only thing I noticed was the
expression on his face. There was a smile
from ear to ear. This was his first great
accomplishment by himself. How proud I was
of him that day.
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Who am I kidding? Kevin wasn’t even
with us long enough to say his first words.
He didn’t even get to draw his first breath.
These are only the dreams I had for him.
Dreams that I hoped we could have shared
together. Dreams that only a father could
have for his son. Dreams that will never
happen.
He was taken from us before we could
even tell him how much we loved him.
We waited so long and it happened so fast.
No reason. Only pain and sorrow. Maybe
someday I’ll understand. But for now, I
can only think about the wonderful things
we could have done and dreamed about
together.

To The Child In
My Heart
By: Lori McLinn (Moses’ mom)
TCF – Bergen-Passaic, NJ
In Memory Of Moses Hezakiya Taylor –
March 28, 1999
O precious, tiny, sweet little one
You will always be to me
so perfect, pure and innocent
just as you were meant to be.
We dreamed of you and your life
and all that it would be.
We waited and longed for you to come
and join our family.
We never had the chance to play,
to laugh, to rock, to wiggle…
we long to hold you, touch you now
and listen to you giggle.
I’ll always be your mother.
he’ll always be your dad.
You will always be our child,
the child that we had.
But now you’re gone…but yet you’re
here.
We’ll sense you everywhere.
You are our sorrow and our joy.
there’s love in every tear.
Just know our love goes deep and strong
we’ll forget you never –
the child we had, but never had,
and yet will have forever.

Mother’s Day
By: Linda Divett
TCF – Otago New Zealand
It is nearly two years now since our little
son Oliver died. For me, the anniversary
of his death holds a special pain for Oliver
died on Mother’s Day. It seems like
yesterday. Oliver was seventeen months
old, a much loved third child. He was
brother for Kate and Ben, born after a gap
of several years. On Mother’s Day 1989
he choked and died despite everyone’s
best attempts.
There are no words to express my horror
as Mother’s Day approaches. It is only
now that I notice the relentless
advertisements that beset us from all sides.
Last year, our first Mother’s Day without
Oliver, placed my husband and other
children in a difficult predicament
wondering if they should acknowledge the
day, or if the cards and gifts would only
make things worse. I was pregnant and
became convinced that I was so upset I
would surely miscarry and lose the new
baby too.
This Mother’s Day I have resolved to try
to approach the day more positively and
think of some project that will at least fill
the hours of the day. Last year I felt I was
better to stay at home and not try and run
away from the situation, but this year it
might be better to have a day out. In any
case, I am going to regard the day as a day
when I don’t have to live up to anyone’s
expectations – a day to be spent in an
every-day family way with Ross, Kate,
Ben and Sophie.
Yes, Sophie. This year a new little person
has joined us. Sophie is six months old
now and a joyful focus to all our lives.
She hasn’t eased the grief of losing Oliver,
but she has brought a different sort of
happiness to us all.
I hope for all of us this year, Mother’s Day
will be a day when we have the courage
and the energy to reflect on the joys as
well as the sorrows that motherhood can
bring.
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Father’s Day
By: Tom Wyatt
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO
Written: April 2004

wants a grilled cheese sandwich at 11:00 at
night while we’re watching late night
television. But that’s cool because I miss
giving those late night feedings. I used to let
Ruth sleep and with the miracle of a breast
pump I was able to do the late night feedings
with all 3 kids. That’s where Blake who
was 9 lbs 8 oz. Got the nickname, “Wild
Blake Hiccup”. I look forward to watching
him and helping him move on into
adulthood.

I once wrote: “I’ve yet to have a very good
Father’s Day, but this may be the year”.
That was 1996 and it would be my 5th
Father’s day since Johnny was killed. Blake
our surviving son was now 11 years old and
our daughter Kelsey was 4 years old. To tell
you the truth that year was a better year
when all is said and done. I took my own
Now that leads me to Kelsey. Kelsey was
advice about focusing on all of my
born 7 months after John had died and her
children’s “lives”. I wasn’t going to let
birthday is on October 18th. John’s birthday
myself focus on his absence but rather I’d
is on October 31st. You can see that it was
focus on his life. That year I’d be thinking
an interesting time in our lives. I
about the 11 years that I’d had
was so afraid that we were
Blake and the 4 years that we’d
having another boy. How could I
had Kelsey. I would also be
have a baby boy when I had just
thinking about the 4 years that
buried one 7 months before?
I’d had with Johnny and that’s
When I looked down and say that
been pretty much the way that
she was a she, I was so relieved
I’ve handled Fathers Day ever
and excited. Then in the blink of
since. It seems to have been one
an eye I knew that 15 or 16 years
of my better ideas. Good ideas
down the road some “boy” was
sometimes are few and far
Johnny Wyatt
going to knock on my door and
between from me, but as they say
I’d have no choice but to hurt
a “W” in the win column is still a
him.
She’s
12 years old now. For all of
win and I’ll take all of those I can get.
you fortunate enough to have experienced a
We’re coming up now on the 14th Father’s
12 year old girl then you understand my
Day without him and I think that this one
desire to send her to military school about 3
may be the best yet. It may be hard for some
times a week. The problem that compounds
one who is not very far down the road to
the transformation from little girl to teenage
understand that days can be good again.
Kelsey “Kaboom” is that she is way too
When a newly bereaved parent asks me if it
much like me in all of my less than attractive
will get better, I tell them the flat out truth.
ways. But his same situation that causes all
Yes, if you want it to. I’ve had some really
of this uproar is the same situation that
good Fathers Day’s I have to admit it. That
makes me love her more. This past Easter
isn’t to say that there isn’t still a tear or two
weekend we went trout fishing.
It’s
or a thousand for that matter, but I love him
something that we do almost every Easter
more today than the day he died. It’s the
weekend. We didn’t get to go last year
same with Blake and Kelsey.
because I had received a new Kidney in mid
I look at the man that Blake has become and
March of last year and I wasn’t up to making
I burst with pride. He has enriched my life
the trip. This year my daughter and I went
just by knowing him. He’s 19 now and
down to the cabin early in the day on Good
starting to really spread his wings. I’ll
Friday and my wife and son didn’t make it
remember the little league games and him
down until late that night. This gave me the
catching his first trout. His high school
opportunity to do something that I hadn’t
years with more sports and his art work. He
really done and that’s talk to a real person,
had incredibly bad timing when breaking up
not the daughter I was getting onto about
with girls. I’ll remember teaching him to
chores and homework. Sure, we talk but not
drive and for the last 2 years watching him
like we did on that night. It wasn’t the 10
as he customizes his 1997 Jeep. That’s his
minute car ride when I pick her up from
baby. We have a new relationship now and
middle school. It wasn’t the conversation
it’s fun and exciting. He’s still my son and
when she comes home tired and grumpy
I’m still the Alpha Male but there is a
from dance class or Girl Scouts. It was
respect for each other. I respect his need to
conversations about real stuff. It even
become independent and he respects my
turned to Johnny. For the first time I really
need to still be his Dad. About the only time
told her about the accident and what life was
he ever calls me “Daddy” now is when he
like without him since. I was careful not to
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be too graphic and to keep it at a level
she could understand. We’ve always
had the philosophy to answer their
questions honestly and completely but
always on terms they could undersatnd.
The next morning I fished with her on
the stream and helped her as she caught
her first limit of rainbow trout. Now
there’s a memory. As I look back on
the first 12 years of Kelsey’s life I think
about the funny things, the scary things
and I remember a little girl who loved
to sit on her daddy’s lap and read a
book. Now I look with a tremendous
amount of excitement to her journey
through the teen years. I see her now as
a person who is sensitive, caring, smart,
and insightful and not just the selfcentered pre-teen who stomps her feet
but still doesn’t get her way. It should
be a ride that rivals Splash Mountain at
Disney.
That leaves us Johnny. Just as I have
for the last 13 Fathers days, I’ll think
about the 4 years that he and I had
together. I’ll remember what it was like
to be his dad. To listen to him tell
joke’s, sing his songs and the way he
used to dance. I’ll remember the way
his eyes twinkled the night I brought
him home after and over night at
Grandpa and Grandma’s and he told me
a story about the purple dragons that
lived in Grandpa’s basement.
I’ll
remember the way he loved and
idolized his big brother, Blake. I’ll
remember just how excited he was
when we told him that he was going to
get to be a big brother. I also
remember his Reese’s Peanut Buttercup
messy face when I saw him alive for the
last time. Those memories haven’t
faded. They’ve only become more
vivid. There was a time when I feared
forgetting his face or the sound of his
laugh, but those fears turned out to be
unfounded. I’ll hold him just as tight in
my heart that day as I do Blake and
Kelsey in my arms. I’ll do my level
best to not really think about his
accident until I go to the cemetery.
That’s where the 600 lb gorilla that is
my grief controls the show, but no
matter how many tears I shed, they will
be matched one for one with the amount
of joy I feel as I think about my 3 kids
and the life that we share. Blake, John
and Kelsey, I love you guys and I love
being your dad.
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Sibling Page
Sibling Grief
By: Maggie Gerner
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO
I was a sophomore in high school when my
little brother Arthur was killed. As a sad
coincidence, the woman who killed him was
the secretary at my school. I must have seen
her at school the day he died, but I am not able
to consciously remember it. I can’t remember
seeing Arthur lying in the street either, though
I know I did. All I can recall is being horrified
and needing to get away from there. I took my
younger sister home and never saw Arthur
again. It was the dreadful beginning of a very
long painful journey.
The pain of the grief is unavoidable; so is the
family disruption. What can be changed,
however, is the length of the grieving process.
There are things that can be done that will help
or hinder this process. Unfortunately for our
family, we were given no help, and we stayed
a mess for a long time. I would like to share
some of my experiences in the hope that they
will help you cope with your brother’s or
sister’s death.
The first thing I remember is, not knowing
how to act or what to do. I felt terribly alone
and awkward. I was shocked. One minute it
was a nice, normal day, and the next minute
everything was changed. I didn’t know how I
was supposed to act at school. Part of me
wanted to tell everyone what had happened,
and part of me didn’t want to talk to anyone at
all. I felt guilty for getting some comfort from
the attention (I asked myself if this meant I
was “glad” my brother had died), but on the
other hand, I felt that people would think I
didn’t care when I said nothing. It hurt either
way. One way I dealt with my grief was by
being sarcastic and laughing whenever
something painful came up. I laughed outside,
but I think my friends knew I was crying
inside. Many people don’t know how to help
us, but hopefully you will have someone you
can talk to. If not, perhaps you will be able to
talk at home about how you feel.
Home may become a pain-filled place. Our
parents have been hurt very badly. They
aren’t the same parents we knew before the
death. The biggest mistake I made in my grief

Bereaved Parents USA

was trying to “fix” my parents’ pain. I
wished for and acted in ways that I hoped
would change them back to happy, whole
people again. I know now that it was not
my responsibility to do this. In fact, I
couldn’t do it, no matter how “good” I was
or how much I tried to make our home
pleasant; they were still sad. The
bad thing was, by trying to make
them better, I stuffed a lot of my
own sadness, fears, and worries
inside. This added even more
problems to my grief. In some
ways, it felt better to worry about
them instead of myself, but as I got
older, those painful memories
wouldn’t stay covered up anymore.
It is like a splinter that gets covered up
with skin and feels better until the
infection sets in, then it hurts so much
more when it comes out. We have to take
care of ourselves and trust our parents to
take care of themselves.
For years I rarely cried about my brother.
I always thought that was strange. It was
years before I was able to let the tears
flow, and then I cried for him and for me.
I cried for Arthur because he was dead and
I missed him; I cried for myself because of
all I had missed.
I messed feeling
happiness in myself and my family. I
messed feeling safe and secure. I missed
the attention my parents were no longer
able to give me. I missed the years of
carefree childhood that were ripped away.
Those are all losses that siblings grieve for
besides the loss of a brother or sister.
Yes, it hurts! Cry about it. Laugh about
it. Talk about it. Write about it. Pray
about it. Just don’t try to bury it – that
won’t work in the long run. And you
know, I can do all those things today, and
it doesn’t hurt nearly as much as it did
when I started.
I now realize that my feelings about my
brother’s death were not the same as my
parent’s feelings. I used to think that I
didn’t love my brother because I wasn’t as
sad as long as they were. They hated the
holidays, but I wanted the fun of the

holidays. They couldn’t be happy, but I
could, especially after the first terrible set
of holidays. Our parents have the right to
be sad because that is how they are
feeling. We have the right to be happy if
that’s how we are feeling. Each one of my
brothers and sisters had their own feelings.
Each was sad, happy,
regretful in their own way
and time. We grieved with
our separate timetables.
Sometimes
we
shared
feelings, and many times
they were different. None of
us, however how we felt,
came close to having the
depth of the pain that our
parents did. I didn’t understand that then
as I do now. This is an important thing to
know so that we don’t feel guilty about
getting on with our lives.
I remember that I used to think about
things I did or didn’t do with my brother
before he died. I felt guilty because I
didn’t play with him that last time he
wanted me to. Of course, I didn’t know at
the time that he was going to die. I
remember times when I got mad and
yelled at him for no reason. I felt guilty
about that, too. I know now that is just a
normal
part
of
a
brother-sister
relationship. I can now realize that what I
did or didn’t do had nothing to do with his
death. We need to be careful not to take
on guilt. One of my brothers had always
felt guilty because Arthur was riding his
bicycle when he was killed. My brother
did not kill Arthur. The woman who was
driving the car did. It is important not to
blame ourselves. Even if we did have a
part in the death (or think we did), we
need to forgive ourselves, as we certainly
didn’t deliberately do it.
My brother’s death definitely changed my
life. It brought pain and unhappiness, but
it also brought an awareness of other
people’s pain and the ability to understand
and help others. I hope that you can take
something from my experience and use it
in your grief – and maybe you can pass it
on someday too.

15

ST. LOUIS CHAPTER
BEREAVED PARENTS U.S.A.
P.O. BOX 410350
ST. LOUIS, MO 63141

NON-PROFIT ORG.
U.S. POSTAGE
PAID
ST. LOUIS, MO
PERMIT #3659

RETURN SERVICE REQUESTED
POSTMASTER: Dated Material
Contained within … please do not delay

May ~ June 2005

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.

