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CREDO
We are the parents whose children have died. We are the grandparents
who have buried grandchildren. We are the siblings whose brothers and
sisters no longer walk with us through life. We come together as
Bereaved Parents of the USA to provide a haven where all bereaved
families can meet and share our long and arduous grief journeys. We
attend monthly gatherings whenever we can and for as long as we believe
necessary. We share our fears, confusions, anger, guilt, frustrations,
emptiness and feelings of hopelessness so that hope can be found anew.
As we accept, support, comfort and encourage each other, we demonstrate
to each other that survival is possible. Together we celebrate the lives of
our children, share the joys and triumphs as well as the love that will
never fade. Together we learn how little it matters where we live, what
our color or our affluence is or what faith we uphold as we confront the
tragedies of our children’s deaths. Together, strengthened by the bonds
we forge at our gatherings, we offer what we have learned to each other
and to every more recently bereaved family. We are the Bereaved Parents
of the USA. We welcome you.
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Motherhood

Sibling Page

By: Shirley Tudor
VIC, Aust

Mother’ Day...

We clever creatures known as humans
know lots of things. We know how to
bury petty grievances, intolerances, the
past and “the hatchet”, but we don’t
know how to bury our children.

By: Vera Babb
St. Louis, MO

Our day... a very special day. A
day that is set aside, especially to
honor all mothers.

This essential and vital part of us that by
nature must live on and survive us, thus
ensuring the continuation of the human
race, has abruptly disappeared from our
lives.
And we are left to flounder in shock, the
pits of despair enveloping us like a
claustrophobic Perspex dome
We cope with normal grief – the loss of family and friends that sadly runs a
natural course through our lives, albeit a seemingly unsatisfactory system
and one we reluctantly go along with, but we cope.
But our children predeceasing us, is something else again.
Inexplicable in its harshness and abuse of our maternal senses, unfair in the
extreme. We who had dreams of the future in our children have had to be
parted from them with little or no warning or preparation for the ferocity of
the hurting to follow.
And Mother’s Day continues to come around with cruel and thoughtless
regularity, forever more to remind us of the sweet joys of motherhood now
turned sour.
But tolerate it we must, if only for the sake of our remaining children for
whom we need a nudging reminder, in our pain, that we are still their
mothers.
And we go on because something deep within us keeps needling us to
believe that despite the impossibility of changing this situation, somewhere
and someday we are going to feel differently to the way we do right now.
And life is going to get better and become livable again. Our old world is
going to come together again like a jigsaw puzzle – always a piece is
missing but with a certain feeling of gratitude, satisfaction and relief that
the other pieces fit together again.

You don’t recover from grief.
You manage it.
by: Martia Lattariz - Ft. Smith, AK
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Mother ... a beautiful word.
What other word could you use
to best describe giving birth to,
nursing, loving and caring for a
tiny, helpless human being, a gift
of life to treasure? But weren’t
we taught that once you gave a
gift to someone, you should
never take it back? What went
wrong? Mine was taken away
from me. Does that mean that I
wasn’t worthy to be a mother,
that I was failing, that I didn’t
appreciate the gift? The gift was
too precious to be given for
keeps. It was only loaned to me
for a short while. Even in my
sorrow, I feel special, for I know
the true meaning of the word
MOTHER. I have reached the
ultimate, from the joy of birth to
the sorrow of death. I belong to
a special group who truly knows
the meaning of the word Mother.
Would I have not accepted the
gift if I had known the terrible
loss I would feel by having it
taken away from me? NO, I
would still hold out my hands
and accept such a precious gift,
for to love and to cherish, even
for a short while is worth every
tear.
This year on Mother’s Day, I’ll
shed my tears but let them be as a
soft summer’s rain – a rain that
nourishes the earth, tears that
heal and cleanse my heart.
Bereaved Parents USA

Why Can’t I Remember?
By: Sunday Lee Stanton
Joining Valley
I am a surviving sibling. Fifteen months ago I
was not even familiar with the term... now I
am one!
How am I doing? What are the guidelines to
measure my progress? Why can’t I remember
I was told o f my brother’s death... or the days
following the accident for that matter? Did I
laugh just today when I never thought I would
laugh again? What is this peaceful feeling that
I feel from time to time? Is it healing?
Lee, at 29, was still my little brother. I
remember trying to alternately protect or tease
him, make him laugh or make him cry. He
was like having a real live baby doll to play
with, since I was 10 years older than he (our
mother said he was the cleanest little boy in
the neighborhood. I guess having three older
sisters is the reason for that!!!) How can I
explain the pain I felt on learning of his
accident? I wanted to go to him right away to
see that he was okay, but our cousin Judy said
that wasn’t possible. I guess that was when I
was told that he was dead, but I don’t
remember that. I only remember screaming.
When was it that I began to heal? Probably at
the same time that I thought I was going
totally, certifiably crazy! Then someone told
me about The Compassionate Friends and
what they did. I wondered if they could help
me, but doubted that they could. After all,
how could they understand how much I hurt at
having lost my precious baby brother or how
close we had always been and how he always
helped me? But, you know what – they did
help. With the help and support of this group
of wonderful, caring people, I am alive today
and working toward a fruitful life. I will never
be the same as I was before my brother died,
but I truly believe I am a better person.
While Lee’s life taught me so much, his death
taught me some invaluable lessons. I have
learned to become more aware of life and my
own mortality and am more attuned to the
needs of others. I no longer take anything for
granted. I miss him terribly, but take solace in
the belief that he is happy in his new world
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and that one-day we will be reunited.
Sibling grief takes an amount of time and
work. Sometimes just thinking of my
brother, looking at his picture, or hearing
his favorite song, ‘God Bless America,’
reduces me t a teary mass. Sometimes the
same things make me smile. But I am
surviving and have developed a new
perspective on life. I am closer to and
cherish my family more than ever and
realize how very important they are. I am
dedicated to helping other surviving
siblings work through their grief, and I
pray daily for peace; not only for me and
my family, but for everyone making this
journey through grief.

One thing that I have found to be most
helpful during the past fifteen months of
grief work has been to talk about and be
honest about my feelings. I encourage
siblings to try to hook up with a support
group such as The Compassionate Friends.

Becoming An
Only Child
By Kirsten Ruhnke
I found the realization of being an only child difficult. One day I had a sister and the
next day I still had a sister, but she was a memory. I found it very difficult when
people’s brothers and sisters came to fetch them from school, or took them out for
coffee, and I still do. I miss Nat a great deal and do not go through the day without
thinking about her. I have just been overseas with my best friend, Kate, and had a
wonderful time. I now sit in my upstairs room surrounded by photos and memories –
good memories. I miss her, and I will always love and cherish her.
I now spend a lot of time with my friends. I have a great circle of friends and go out
a lot, trying to live life to the fullest. After Nat died, I had to grow up a lot to be able
to survive. I have become a lot more sensitive and emotional. I still have days when
I can stop crying and am unable to do much, but I think both me and my parents have
come a long way.
Natalie looked exquisite on the evening of her Matric dance. She wore a stunning
black satin and lace dress that she had designed herself. Her blond hair shone around
her angelic face like a gold halo. Her green eyes glistened like emeralds. She even
realized herself, how beautiful she looked.
I will never forget the last time I saw my beloved sister, Natalie. She drove off in a
black stretch limousine. She was standing up, through the sunroof, with a glass of
champagne in one hand, and the world in the other.
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Opening Day In Heaven
By: Mike Bergen
“Chicken Soup For The Grieving Soul”
Health Communications, Inc.

Some People

Special Notice
The cut off date for the Jul/Aug issue of
the newsletter will be June 10th.

Last September, my wife and I stared in disbelief as doctors told us that our son Mikey was suffering from a rare form of brain
cancer call pontine glioma and had a few short weeks to live.

Some people don’t know how to just listen.

It couldn’t happen to him. He was so healthy, strong and full of life; it had to be something else that was causing his sudden
awkwardness and loss of balance. There was no chance that a normal kid could have no symptoms one day and be terminal the next.

Some people think they have all the answers.

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

In just five short weeks, we found out we were wrong. Our five-year-old son died on October 16, 1999.

Some times there are no answers, just questions you no longer
ask.

TELEPHONE FRIENDS

Some people will never “get it.”

Opening Day—two words that conjure up memories of seasons long past and of lazy days passed by fathers and sons at ballparks all
over America. It’s a marvelous, cathartic day, when everyone is young again, spring is in the air, and everything is fresh and new.
I’m not sure Opening Day will ever be the same for me again.

Some people go through life untouched.
Some people you can never talk to.

At the time of his death, baseball was jut starting to have some significance in his life, and the memory of his last game has forever
changed my perspective on the sport I fell in love with more than thirty-five years ago. Mikey had seen the Yankees when they came
to town, and Mark McGwire, too, but it was the Phillie Phanatic mascot that held his fascination.
He listened to me retell countless stories of my late father seeing Babe Ruth and Lou Gehrig in the 1920’s and the time he introduced
me to Mickey Mantle for my tenth birthday. I told him about a magical October night when Reggie Jackson blasted three pitches out
of Yankee Stadium in game six of the 1977 World Series. But Mikey really wanted to meet the Phanatic..

Some people will never enter my inner circle, it is just for a
very select group of some people who are very very special to
me....
By: Mary Carlstedt
( Mom of - Amy Marie Lizzi)
Sandusky, OH 44870

A local bank arranged for our family to be their guest in the firm’s luxury box for the last game of the season. I contacted the
Philadelphia Phillies, and within an hour Mikey had a date with the chubby green mascot.
In the fifth inning of a meaningless game, Mikey got his wish.
The visit lasted only a few minutes, but he was as excited and animated as I’ve ever
seen him. I couldn’t help but think that I must have had the same look on my face
when I met Mickey Mantle.
For a few minutes, we almost forgot what inevitably lay ahead.

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

We settled back down to watch the rest of the game. After innumerable sodas and soft pretzels, I took the lad to the men’s room. As
I helped him tuck in his shirt, he said to me in a world-weary voice, “Dad, this is my last game.”

ILLNESS, SHORT TERM:
Jean & Art Taylor
(314) 725-2412

“Don’t say that, Mikey,” I replied. “There will be plenty of other games. You’ll see.”

ILLINOIS CONTACT:
Linda Moffatt

“No, Dad his voice trailed off. Then suddenly, young again, “Is there baseball in heaven?”
“Of course there is pal,” I said as I tried to keep my composure. “And all the great players are there. It must be something to see.”

(618) 243-6558

“Do you think Grandpop will take me to a game?” He asked.

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

Forgive me today if I skip the box scores in tomorrow’s edition—because the game I’m interest in won’t get much coverage. It’s
Opening Day in Heaven....

MURDER:
Mata Weber
Butch Hartmann

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

I hope the Babe and Mickey hit a couple of home runs for the little boy with the big hot pretzel sitting in the box seats next to my
father.

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

Amy Marie Lizzi
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Infant/Toddler Page

Bereaved Parents of the USA
NATIONAL GATHERING 2006
June 23, 24, 25,2006
St. Louis, MO
“A Journey of the Heart”
A Weekend Dedicated to our Children
The Power of Parents, The Power of Siblings,
The Power of Family

DON’T DELAY!!
SEND YOUR REGISTRATION & MAKE YOUR HOTEL
RESERVATIONS TODAY!!!
How many times have you heard those words “Hurry up ~ DON’T DELAY!” I know that it sounds like so
many other commercials that end with, “But wait ~ There’s more.” But this is truly a unique opportunity for all
to attend the 2006 BP/USA National Gathering. I attended my first National Gathering, in Tampa Florida, one
year after my son Andrew died. I didn’t know what to expect at a Gathering, but I knew I needed whatever help
was available. In the plane I questioned myself, “What was I doing? ~ What could they tell me that I don’t
already know?” I had been attending weekly BP/USA meetings for over a year. “How could anyone or anything
make this easier? ~ I don’t know anyone there and I don’t have the energy to meet new people. ~ I don’t have
time for this with work and family commitments. ~ What am I doing?” All I can say is...Thank God I went!!
The weekend “jump started” my grief journey. I learned so much from the workshops and every parent I
encountered. I left there with a sense of peace, educated in grief, new perspectives and the strength to go forward
in following my convictions of what I needed to do to make this journey easier. Eight years and five Gatherings
later, I found myself flying to the Las Vegas Gathering questioning again... “Why am I going? It’s been 8 years
and I’m doing better than I could have ever expected. I am happy. I laugh again. I have hope, and Andrew is in
my life. What more could this Gathering bring to me?” Once again it was a weekend of great peace and
comfort, and I continued to learn new perspectives. It was a weekend dedicated to Andrew!! I found there was
great power in the parents, the siblings, the families, and the Gathering! How wonderful to remember and to
share.
When they needed a volunteer to host the St. Louis National Gathering, it wasn’t a hard decision for me since I
personally know the healing effects of this weekend. I hope to see you all at the Gathering.
With Love and Memories of our Children,
Sharon Krejci
2006 National Gathering Chairman

Visit the website for Additional Information and the Registration Form www.bpusastl.org
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Homecoming
By: Anna Bardsley
Victoria Newsletter
On 24 January this year, I visited my son’s
grave for the first time. He died 26 years ago.
Alexander Peter was our third child, loved and
anticipated. So many things were planned for
him, the nursery ready for his homecoming;
his godparents were chosen; we had talked
about kindergartens, schools and so much
more for the life we assumed he would have as
part of our family.
I was two weeks overdue, labor was induced.
Because of a true-knot in the umbilical cord,
which tied off during labor, Alexander died
before he could be born. My body was his
coffin.
Decisions were made for us (with the best of
intentions) by the medical staff. Permission to
see him, to hold him was withheld. I was given
an injection when I started to cry and told ‘that
will make you feel better’. One of the nurses
said to me ‘You didn’t waste a name on him
did you?’ It was years before I told anyone
that I had named him Alexander because I
thought that someone who had such a short
life deserved a ‘grand’ name. there are no
photos, no footprints, no memories of how he
looked, of how it felt to hold him, even in the
stillness of death. He was buried, without a
funeral, in a communal grave. No one told us
when or where.
I went home to uninhabited nursery, my arms
hung, empty at my sides, no baby to cradle,
my breasts leaked milk for no one. My body
ached with loneliness. Only such a short time
ago there were two of us, now I was alone. No
one spoke of my son, so I kept him hidden in
the safe corners of my heart, only speaking of
him when I gave a medical history. How I
loved doing that – talking about him,
acknowledging him.
Tim was five and Leina four, when Alexander
died. They had been very involved in his life
as he grew in my womb, listening to his heart
and waiting for his movements. We tried to
explain what had happened to their brother,
answering their questions as best we could but
seldom spoke of it after that. Many years
later, on a long journey, I overheard them
talking in the back seat of the car. ‘Peter’ was
included in their talk. I asked them ‘Who is
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Peter?’ Without hesitation they replied,
‘He is our brother, of course.’ I was
deeply moved; they had done their
grieving together, understanding with the
instinct of children, the importance of
naming him. He was always Alexander
Peter after that.
Every year, at the milestones of his death
passed the need to know the location of
his grave stayed with me. I NEEDED to
know where my son’s body had been
buried. I had tried to get information
several times, contacting the hospital,
searching records, but nothing seemed to
be available. One young man told me
there were no records going back that far
(only 1974). I have since found out that
this is not true and I still wonder why he
said that to me. Last year, being his 25th
year the need was very strong and yet I
found it so had. Eventually, after months
of soul searching, of avoiding the pain, of
trying to find the courage to face how I
felt about Alexander’s death and all that
happened I rang SANDS (Stillbirth &
Neonatal Death Support) and talked and
cried about my need to find my son’s
burial place, They sent me literature and
gave me suggestions. Early this year, I
wrote some letters (easier than dealing
with tears on the phone) to the hospital
where he had been born, and to the funeral
director I thought was involved. I had a
memory of one of the nurses coming to
me and saying “Tobin Brothers have just
been, they came into the nursery and I told
them we don’t keep the bodies in here, it’s
in the pan room”. To this day I cannot
imagine why she would have felt the need
to tell me this, but now it was useful
information.
On the morning of 24 January, which
happened to be the day before my
birthday, I received a phone call from
Tobin’s. They had received my letter that
morning. My memory had served me
correctly; they had indeed buried my son
and gave me the details I had so longed
for. As well as the location they gave me
the date of burial.

office was very helpful and sensitive. She
gave us photocopies of the records which
included ‘baby Bardsley’. Armed with a
map and flowers from our garden, we
went to find our son’s grave. The area is
now grassed and landscaped; it is an oasis
of green amidst the old and broken
headstones. There are several large rocks
with small plaques for some of the babies
buried there with our son. We wandered
together reading the plaques, feeling close
to the families who had lived as we had. I
sat for a while and was amazed at how
much more complete I now felt.
Alexander had always been real to me, he
was one of my children, loved as the
others were and even though I hardly
spoke of him in the early years, he was an
important part of my life. Finding his
burial place affected me deeply, it seemed
that I was finally reconnected to
something that had been torn from me so
long ago. My son had come home to me.
We have organized a small plaque to be
placed on one of the rocks, to honor our
son and the relationship we have had for
all these years. We will finally have a
ritual for him, a blessing on him and us.
We have decided to plan this ourselves,
including the things that are meaningful to
us – a ritual that will help us to let go of
the awful things that were said and done to
us at the time of his death, a ritual that will
bless our relationship which is not the
usual parent/child relationship, but is real
and special and ongoing. He is only dead,
it is not as if he never existed.
The stories parents tell today about the
deaths of their newborn babies are quite
different, they are not kept away from
their dead babies anymore, they have time
to say goodbye, as much time as they
need. Bereavement needs are recognized.
This huge shift has happened because of
the work of the bereaved parents of
SANDS (Stillbirth & Neonatal Death
Support) who have spent years changing
attitudes, speaking out, training maternity
staff. I wish they had been around in
1974, but I am glad they are now.
It took quite some time to decide on the
wording for the little plaque, the last line
reads...
‘Welcome Home Darling’

My husband Derek and I went that
afternoon
to
Melbourne
General
Cemetery. The young woman in the
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A Father Writes
By: Rev. Ken Kulp
It was 3:00 a.m. I found myself sitting in
the garage in the low-to-the-ground seat of
David’s go-cart, sobbing from the depths of
my being I never knew existed. Yesterday
was the funeral – four days ago we
discovered his beautiful body in the bottom
of the pool on the church retreat. Why?
I, who was a proclaimer of truth (Methodist
minister) and bearer of light, had suddenly
discovered my own light extinguished.
Hundreds of times I had stood behind the
casket dispensing words of hope and
comfort to the “survivors.” Yesterday, for
the first time, my beautiful wife, my two
living sons and I found ourselves seated in
front of the casket of our oldest son, David.
We were now to be known as survivors.”
Believe me, the view is quite different from
the front! Now, all the proclaiming I had
spent a lifetime in doing must stand the test
of my own tragedy. Could it stand such a
devastating test?
I didn’t spend much time questioning, “Why
me, Lord?” I’ve known for many years that
it “rains on the just and the unjust.” Why
me? Why not! After all, I am a member of
the human race... I must be honest and tell
you that this concept didn’t just tumble
neatly into place in dealing with the death of
my son. But I really have accepted the loss.
The greater struggle was not in why the loss,
but where is the gain in the loss? The most
atrocious and destructive type of suffering is
pain without purpose, misery without
meaning. Weeks turned into months. I
wandered in a fog. Oh! I wore my “happy
face,” but I agonized in trying to find sense
in the senseless. God, I missed my boy so
terribly! I was at a fork in the road. Out of
my loss I would become either a bitter
person or a better person. The choice was
mine. But I wasn’t ready to make a decision
– I missed my David so much. I had to have
time to grieve.
Would my turning point ever come? Could I
ever find purpose and meaning in my own
loss? Oh! How I missed him. Then the
turning point came. I believer there is a
turning point for every bereaved parent – if
you desire a turning point. It comes in
different ways for each of us if we are to be
the “survivors” in the fullest sense of the
word. It may come in a sunrise; it may come
through another child who needs you; it may
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come at an altar of prayer. Thousands of
ways it may come... Mine came in a dream...
There he was! Walking toward me as if
coming out of a mist. There he was –that
lanky 17-year-old, whose life I loved better
than my own. He looked deeply into my
eyes with a grin on his face - the way he
used to when he was “buttering me up.” Not
a word was spoken by either of us. All of a
sudden, he threw his arms around me and
gave me one of those bear hugs he was good
at doing. He let go, smiled again and
walked away. Though not a word was
spoken, everything was said that needed to
be.
It was time to resume life. I would not be
bitter, but in his loving memory, I would be

Things to do before May 25, 42006:

better. I would live again, because I
knew my boy lived again. My own
Christian faith was to be retrofitted. It
offered meaning and purpose within the
shadow of my loss. It asserted that
though God does not intend my
suffering, he involved himself in them.
My pain and loss were not to be the end
of life. Rather, they were to be a
beginning – a beginning to a more
compassionate life of quality and
caring.
His bear hug told me, “It’s okay. Go
ahead and live life in its fullness as a
tribute to me.” Thank you, David that’s
the greatest gift a son could ever give to
his dad.

Father’s Day ~ A Grandfather’s View
By: Bill “Pa Paw” Fausett
Now well into my fifty’s, and knowing
Father’s Day is approaching once again. I
find myself recalling my very first. It was a
beautiful Sunday morning, June 16, 1969,
when I became a father for the first time, a
Father’s Day I will never forget. Already
prepared with the traditional cigars, I had to
be a turkey strutting his stuff. Many of the
Father’s Days after that were spent away
from home working and never stopping to
think just how special this day really is.

old, and a great little guy. I see much of
the same inquisitive nature in him.
Making sure each visit he has a good
time, I think I do it out of obligation,
and not with the joy that I once had, but
when you see that smile on his face you
know you made his day a little better,
and that makes it all worthwhile.

After my retirement a few years back, I
became a grandfather, and my whole life
changed. I never dreamed I would be
changing diapers, giving bottles, in the
middle of the floor playing dolls, or outside
watching bugs, birds, butterflies, bees,
squirrels, rabbits, and loving every minute of
it, with the most beautiful granddaughter
anyone has ever seen (my opinion of
course). That was a special year for me. I
found myself asking the wife, “did our kids
do that?” many times, and she telling me
yes, but you were working or just didn’t
notice. My granddaughter taught me more
about the beauty of life and how much I had
missed, in the short time she was here, than I
could have ever imagined. We lost her at 13
months, 2 days and 22 hours due to a very
rare genetic disorder and again my life
changed.

At the end of Father’s Day, when
everyone has gone to bed. I will sit at
my desk, drink one more cup of coffee,
say a prayer, and once again, tell my
grand-daughter just how much I love
and miss her, and somehow know she
knows, and in my mind will hear her
say.

Memories are a part of our past, and
some become a part of our heart.

Pa Paw I love you too. Take time to
smell the roses.

ƆƆ Make your Hotel reservations early by calling the Crowne Plaza Hotel at 314-291-6700 before
May 25th to obtain the discounted rate.
ƆƆ Complete a registration form for each person attending. Send your check to Carol Welch.
ƆƆ Out of town guests - Make airline reservations
ƆƆ Send your child’s picture to Dave Simone for the slide presentation
ƆƆ Decorate the Butterfly in memory of your child and bring it with you to the Gathering.
ƆƆ Donate an item to the Butterfly Boutique in memory of your Child. Bring it to the Gathering.
ƆƆ Bring a picture of your child or sibling for workshop activities.
Chapter Leaders: Don’t Forget
ƆƆ Please make copies of this information and registration form to give to your members.
ƆƆ Help us get to know your chapter by bringing a picture board to share with us.
ƆƆ Please bring extra copies of your local Chapter Newsletter to share with others.
ƆƆ Remind your members to bring photo for buttons and computer workshops.
ƆƆ Don’t forget to decorate your Butterfly!!!
Highlights of the Gathering ~
ƆƆ Five star accommodations and meals at The Crowne Plaza Hotel, St. Louis MO.
ƆƆ Enjoy fabulous food while meeting new friends at each meal.
ƆƆ Over 100 workshops/programs to attend. Select the ones that meet your specific needs.
ƆƆ Excellent Program Presenters – most are bereaved Parents or siblings
ƆƆ Creative/Computer workshops – walk away with beautiful memories of your child
ƆƆ Workshops specific to sibling, grandparent and family grief
ƆƆ Programs dedicated to our Children will be held during meals. Plan to eat with everyone.
ƆƆ Candlelight Ceremony dedicated to our Children.
ƆƆ Meet Abbey Shields, Ned Levitt, Dr. Richard Dew, Nina Bennett, Fr. Joe Kempf , Dr. Pleasant
White. All are national speakers, bereaved parents or siblings and authors on Grief.
ƆƆ Meet Cathi Lammert, Executive Director of SHARE, the national organization for miscarriages/ Infant Loss.
Cathi will conduct workshops specific to issues surrounding miscarriages and infant loss.
ƆƆ Lori Ahrens, MSW, LCSW, Executive Director of SIDS, will speak about infant death.
ƆƆ Author of “Letters To My Son”, Mitch Carmody will explore visualization and imagery.
ƆƆ Janice Urie, author of “More than Tears”.
ƆƆ Meet Carla Blowey and explore “Dreams” and what they mean.
ƆƆ Kay Bevington, founder of AliveAlone, will present workshops, panels and sharing sessions to
parents who are now childless.
ƆƆ Several workshops and sharing sessions focused on Fathers and Grandfathers only.
ƆƆ Shop in our Butterfly Boutique with beautiful and unusual items
ƆƆ Take a break and get a free Massage – compliments of Masterpeace Studios.
ƆƆ Gather in our Hospitality room for refreshments any time of the day.
ƆƆ Enjoy the serene atmosphere by the waterfall in the atrium of The Crowne Plaza.
ƆƆ Experience the Meditation Room.
ƆƆ Join the evening sharing sessions explore more about Dreams, Life after a
Baby dies, Share how grief has affected your spirituality, Father’s sharing and… many, many, more.
ƆƆ Openly speak our children’s names all weekend.
ƆƆ Workshops presenter’s from BP/USA, SIDS, SHARE, POMC, Life Crisis, PALs, MADD.
ƆƆ Attend the BP/USA National Meeting and meet your Board Members.
ƆƆ Join us for a Bagpipe ceremony at the Angel of Hope in memory of our children.
It is a full Weekend Dedicated to Our Children!!!

This Father’s Day will be spent with my
family and a new grandson, now 2 ½ years
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being this way, that you too are
confused about “why.” Maintaining a
“stiff upper lip” in front of the children
only encourages them to suppress their
feelings.

The Surviving
Children
By: Ronnie Peterson

Being a parent is never easy. When one’s
child dies, it is even more difficult being a
parent to the children who survive . In those
first days and weeks, shock may cause us to
make decisions (or allow others to make
them) that we will later regret. We may
wish later that we had included the children
more, that we had not permitted ourselves to
be isolated from them, that we had explained
things differently. Most of us never expect
to face this situation, so we have never
thought through in advance what the best
course would be.
At some point in our grief, we do become
more sensitive to these “forgotten grievers”
who have lost a brother or sister. They are
having struggles of their own. The first
thing to remember is that everything going
on with our other children is not caused by
the death. They are still, through it all,
growing up, going through the various
developmental stages that have always
concerned parents. Any special problems
they had before will not have magically
disappeared. Just as we proclaim repeatedly
that there is no one way for a parent to
grieve, so each child has his own style and
timetable for everything, and we cannot
control these. We can only try to understand
and help when we can. We cannot make it
“go away” any more than we can make any
of the other harsh realities of life go away.
The very foundation of life has been shaken.
The home, so sheltering and safe, has been
invaded by forces our surviving children do
not understand, and parents, who seemed allpowerful and all-wise, may have been
reduced to quavering, uncertain robots.
Probably for the first time, death-whatever
that is – has claimed someone who is not
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old.
Worse, if there has been the usual
quota of sibling rivalry and squabbling, the
child may be afraid that she/he has caused
the death by being “bad,” or by wishing
there were no such bothersome person to
have to share with or “take a back seat to.”
Just as every child is different, every
relationship is different. Feelings toward
and older brother or sister who was
protector, teacher, idol, and those toward a
younger one who may have been a sometime
responsibility, hanger-on, biggest fan, are
not the same. They may have been best
friends or rivals who didn’t get along very
well. Their responses to the death will be as
varied as our own. A child’s place in the
family system is changed. The second
oldest finds himself suddenly the big
brother. The buffer between the others may
be gone. Most difficult of all, a child may
have become an “only child.” Any child
younger than the one who died has to go
through the scary years of being the same
age. Similar symptoms and situations are so
frightening. Brothers and sisters often do
look and behave very much alike, and these
resemblances can be a source of discomfort
or of pride. There may be efforts to
exaggerate these, to replace the missing
child, to make things the way they used to
be.
What can we as parents do to help? Most of
all, our children need reassurance and
honesty. They need to know they are loved
and that the family and home will continue.
They need all the facts they can understand.
Part of this honesty requires that they know
of your grief. By your actions, you can
teach them it is okay to cry (even fathers!), it
is okay to admit you are angry at life” for

Try to be available when they want to
talk, but be prepared for the possibility
that they may not want to talk with you
about their feelings. Many children
hold back because they are afraid they
might make you cry. You can try
explaining that you are not worried
about that, but they may still prefer to
talk to someone else. They may be
ashamed of some common reactions
such as feelings of anger, guilt,
jealousy, even relief. Perhaps you can
help them find someone they can talk to
comfortably. They may have already
found such a person without you
realizing it. Be honest in the way you
remember the child who has died. It is
tempting to reminisce about only the
good and wonderful qualities, but was
she/he really a saint? Surely not.
Recall, and talk about, the not-so-good
things too.
Be sure you are
remembering a real child, for
everyone’s sake. A saint is hard to live
up to.
Talking with other parents at a meeting
of The Compassionate Friends can give
you practical suggestions about things
that have worked for other families.
You will hear ideas you may not have
thought of. Some will have received
help from caring professionals and you
may decide to consult someone too.
When you recognize your family in
what others are saying, you may decide
that you and your children are really
doing pretty well... hurting and healing
together ... and it just takes longer than
you thought it would.

You don’t
recover from
grief.
You manage it
by: Martia Lattanzi
Fort Smith, AK
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Normal For Me
By: Vicki Windham
North Platte, Nebraska
In Memory of her 6 ½ yr old son Isaiah who died July 2, 1999
NORMAL for me is trying to decide what to take to the cemetery for Christmas, birthday, Valentine’s day, and Easter. Normal is also
not hardly being able to bare the thought of Jesus dying on the cross because of what it did to his mother.
NORMAL is discussing with a friend in the Netherlands how different funeral customs are there than here. Discussing how much
both our sons loved trains and how the train sets now collect dust.
NORMAL is talking to a fellow musician at Sandhills symphony practice and the conversation going toward how you felt after your
child died.
NORMAL is sitting at the computer crying, sharing how you feel with chat buddies who have also lost a child.
NORMAL is feeling like you know how to act and are more comfortable with a funeral than a wedding or a birthday party. Yet,
feeling a stab of pain in your heart when you smell the flowers, see that casket, and all the crying people
NORMAL is feeling like you can’t sit another minute without getting up and screaming cause you just don’t like to sit through church
anymore. And yet feeling like you have more faith and belief in God than you ever have had before.
NORMAL is going to bed feeling like your kids who are alive got cheated out of happy cheerful parents and instead they are stuck
with sober, cautious people.
NORMAL is having tears waiting behind every smile when you realize someone important is missing from all the important events in
your families’ life.
NORMAL is not sleeping very well because a thousand “what if’s” and “why didn’t I’s” go through your head constantly.
NORMAL is having the TV on the minute I walk into the house to have noise because the silence is deafening.
NORMAL is staring at every blonde little boy who looks about Kindergarten age. And then thinking of the age Isaiah would be now
and not being able to imagine it. Then wondering why it is even important to imagine it because it will never happen.
NORMAL is every happy event in my life always being backed up with sadness lurking close behind because of the hole in my heart.
NORMAL is seeing Ian in his long black coat and hat at the cemetery visiting his brothers grave and thinking, how could this be
normal? He shouldn’t have to be going through this.
NORMAL is seeing other kids that are Ian and Isaac’s age teasing and playing with their brothers and sisters that are Isaiah’s age and
feeling so envious of them.
NORMAL is seeing Isaiah’s classmates from church and Sunday school and wondering why he can’t be with them. Why him?
NORMAL is playing my flute for a performance and feeling really great about doing well, followed by an immediate down after
thinking how Isaiah would have said, “That was beautiful Momma (whether it really was or not).
NORMAL is telling the story of Isaiah’s death as if it were an everyday common place activity and then gasping in horror at how
awful it sounds. And yet realizing it has become part of our normal.
NORMAL is each year coming up with the difficult task of how to honor your child’s memory and their birthday and survive those
days. And trying to find the balloon or flag that fits the occasion. Happy Birthday? Not really.
NORMAL is my heart warming and yet sinking at the sight of a penguin. Thinking how Isaiah would love it, but how he is not here to
enjoy it.
NORMAL is getting up early to exercise (when I really hate exercise) because I know my mental health depends on it.
NORMAL is disliking jokes about death, funerals. Bodies being referred to as cadavers when you know they were once someone’s
loved one.
NORMAL is being impatient with everything but someone stricken with grief over the loss of their child.
NORMAL is feeling a common bond with friends in England, Australia, Netherlands, Canada, and all over the USA, but yet never
having met any of them face to face.
NORMAL is a new friendship with another grieving mother and meeting for coffee and talking and crying together over our children
and our new lives. And worrying together over our living children.
NORMAL is not being able to rest until you get the phone call that your 15 year old with a school permit has arrived at school just
fine. And having the courage to let your 17 year old not call after driving to school because he is insulted that you need to check on
him.
NORMAL is being too tired to care if you paid the bills, cleaned house or did laundry or if there is any food in the house.
NORMAL is wondering this time whether you are going to say you have 2 or 3 children because you will never see this person again
and it is not worth explaining that one of them is in heaven. And yet when you say only 2 to avoid that problem you feel horrible as if
you have betrayed that child.
NORMAL is feeling terrible hurt when you see your child’s power point presentation at parent/teacher’s conference and that child has
listed only one brother. Then you realize the way the information is set up there really is no logical place to list the brother who has
died and went to heaven. And how awkward that must of been for him to think about the problem.
NORMAL is avoiding McDonald’s and Burger King playgrounds because of small happy children that break your heart when you see
them.
And last of all NORMAL is hiding all the things that have become normal for you to feel, so that everyone around you will think that
you are “NORMAL”.
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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.

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

saboots@centurytel.net

BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA
National Headquarters
P.O. Box 95
Park Forest, IL 60466

(708) 748-7866

EDITORS NOTE: The following months are still available for the Web Sponsor – July, August, &
September.
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 Sabra Penrod (through the website or email saboots@centurytel.net) 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.

Cap And Gown
Not to see you in your cap and gown will always pain.
So many dreams will never be fulfilled ... never realized..
Wasted on a highway far from home.
Of your accomplishments we become more aware ... taken so for granted ...
so much a part of you we anticipated them
just as we expected you to ever walk in the door.
Now we live wrapped in wonder. Would things be different had you lived?
Life is not the same now you are gone. You died a boy.
What would you be like as a man? We never knew you to be angry, moody or dissatisfied.
The world was meant to be explored, tasted, experienced.
Would there be a love in your life, would you have reached the goal to which you aspired for
so long?
The years have passed, but every graduation announcement that arrives in the mail brings on a
hurt like a giant intestinal rupture?
How would you have looked in your cap and gown?
By: Jean Lipson
Grand Junction, CO
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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 4 – Plant Exchange – The Day My Child Was Born
JUNE 1 – Potluck Dinner/Guilt Issues
JUL 6 – Gathering Wrap-Up and vacation memories
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 Ripka (314) 605-3949 siblinggroup@bpusastl.org
MAY 4 – Open Discussion
JUNE 1 – Open Discussion
JUL 6 – Open Discussion

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 May 13, 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

Bereaved Parents USA

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 11 – Open Discussion
JUNE 8 – Open Discussion
JUL 13 – Open Discussion
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
MAY 16 – Plant Exchange – Book Review
JUNE 20 – Alumni – Pot luck Supper - Balloon Release
JUL 18 – Sibling/Friends Workshop
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
MAY 20 – Picnic at Bangert Park – NOTE: Meeting time at 11:00 a.m.
JUNE 17 – Workshop For National Gathering
JUL 15 – Gathering Recap
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
MAY 23 – How Our Child’s Death has affected others
JUNE 26 – Picture Night and What does my child think of me now?
JUL 25 – Are be bitter or are we 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
therubys@earthlink.net
Jeannette Daugherty (636) 225-2417
MAY 23 – Plant Exchange & Special Gardens/Healing Places
JUNE 27 – Reflections on the National Gathering
JUL 25 – Family Vacation Memories
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Love Gifts

Love Gifts

(Donations Received)

(Donations Received)

In Memory Of
Kevin J. Austin

In Memory Of

06/15/1960 ~ 09/07/2004
Loved & Missed forever in our
hearts – Mom & Bob
from: Barb & Bob Callanan

Daniel M. Kohler
05/14/1971 ~ 05/23/05

In Memory of
Natalie Mehlman

In Memory Of
John C. Long IV

from: Julie Ann Forb

11/10/1963 ~ 04/25/1992
Fourteen years now have
passed, but our love and
memories of you will
always keep you near.
Love Always Mom & Bill

Mom, Buddy, Ray & Angie
from: Arlene & Buddy Thomason

from: Shirley & Bill Baumann

In Memory Of
Amy Marie Lizzi
Birthday April 14th
From: Mary L. Carlstedt

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

In Memory Of
Anthony Michael Reidel
(Tony)
from: Mike and Ann Reidel

from: SBC – Linda Long
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