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The Holiday Army
By: Andrea Gambill,
Bereavement Magazine
Colorado Springs, Colorado
Here it comes again – the Holiday Army in
its annual march against us. Its generals are
called Thanksgiving, Christmas,
Hanukkah, New Years Eve, and New
Year’s Day. No respecters of the
heartbroken
and
emotionally
wounded, its troops are merciless, and
they take no prisoners! We will
participate in their joy and
nostalgia or they will mow us
down with their militant tanks of
holiday spirit.
Sometimes they declare their war on us
openly:
without shame or remorse.
Sometimes, they wait for us in ambush.
Their intelligence operators have been
working diligently all year, waiting for the
Thanksgiving
Day
(or
sometimes
Halloween!) Trumpets signal to begin their
attack. They just don’t seem satisfied to
have their celebrations and parties and
dinners and festivities unless they can recruit
ALL of us into their ranks.
Actually, we wish them well. All we really
want is for them to leave us alone and let us
mourn in peace and quiet. We prefer our
“Silent Nights” to their “Deck the Halls” and
“Jingle Bells.” We don’t intentionally spoil
their fun; it’s just that our pain makes them,
uncomfortable. They’ve been conditioned to
believe that “the Holiday Season” should
have no blemish of suffering or lace of
frivolity. We must not only bandage our
wounds in their presence, but cover them
with taffeta and sequins besides. They are
convinced that all we need is to “put on a
happy face” and all our sorrows will
magically evaporate.
In their mad pursuit of happiness, they shoot
us with the bullets of shopping, piped-in
music, special holiday foods and fragrances,
gift-wrapping, decorations (especially the
angels!), joyous children with happy smiles,
cards, invitations, parties, and gift
exchanges. Any other time of year, snow is
considered a nuisance to shovel and plow
through. At the holiday season, though, it is
touted as romantic and is linked to sleighs
and starry nights in front of fireplaces,
snuggled close to those we love.
The most devastating bombs they drop into
our lives are the images of reunion – times
of greeting and hugging folks who are much
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loved and sometimes not often seen for a
while. They may only be separated by
geography; our absent loved ones cannot
cross the chasm of loss that looms before our
tear-filled eyes. They remind us of things
we should be thankful for (and we are
more thankful for many of those things
than they can ever imagine!), they prod
us with their spears of delightful
togetherness, never realizing that what
they celebrate is what we cannot
now enjoy.
We would not dream of attacking
them in these battles for holiday
survival. With our noses pressed against the
glass that divides us, we actually long to be
able to be part of their happiness. We
remember the times we joined in their fun
and we, too, were part of their army of
nostalgia and joy.

We also can exercise the muscles of our
sense of humor. It will take some effort
on our part, but so does anything that is
worthwhile and good for us. We can
teach ourselves not to fall into the trap
of thinking that our grief makes us the
center of the universe. We can limit our
demands that others treat us in “special”
and “deferential” ways because of our
pain. We can cut them a little slack and
remember that once upon a time, we
were just like they are now. It’s good
and healthy for us to review our
perspectives now and then and decide if
we’re being fair and reasonable.
We can express our love in simple and
unhurried ways without all the frenetic,
expensive and often hysterical hype that
the holidays can generate. And we
must exercise the expression of our
love. Grief does not rob us of our
ability to love, it reminds us ever more
dramatically of our need to both give
and receive love while we are here.
Whenever we can take some control in
our situations, we empower ourselves,
and then we feel less like victims in
what seems like a war of “peace on
earth, goodwill toward men.” Anytime
we can educate and inform with mercy
and compassion, we have given a truly
spiritual holiday gift of love that will
keep on giving forever.

Our broken hearts and bleeding wounds do
not excuse us from being gracious, however.
Grief does not give us permission to be rude
and selfish. While we take no overt action
against their aggression, we are not without
defenses in these battles. We can shield
ourselves with the armor of dignity with
kind but direct and simple explanations:
“We understand your need for celebration,
but this year we prefer quiet and private
reflection and meditation.” “Right now it’s
hard for us to function in large groups and to
appreciate laughter and high spirits.” “Our
energy is so limited, we’d appreciate some
quiet one-on-one time with you in a more
spiritual atmosphere.”
We can gently
remind them of how important it is to us to
remember those we love whom are gone.
These are statements that clarify our position
without judging or criticizing them for
theirs. In kind and non-threatening ways,
we need to tell them what’s good for us,
because they won’t think of it on their own
and they can use the education.

May your season be filled with genuine
blessings of peace.
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Angel Of Hope
Memorial Service
December 6, 2004
7:00 p.m.

Special Notice
The cut off date for the Jan -Feb issue
of the newsletter will be Dec 10th.
If you would like to have your child’s
picture in the next issue, please send
your donation/love gift and a picture of
your child directly to the newsletter
editor with a self addressed stamped
envelope:
Sabra Penrod
26218 Bubbling Brook Drive
Foristell, MO 63348

TELEPHONE FRIENDS
ACCIDENT, AUTOMOBILE:
Katie VerHagen
(314) 576-5018
Steve Welch
(636) 561-2438
ACCIDENT, NON VEHICULAR:
Maureen & Chuck McDermott
(636) 227-6931

You, your family and friends are invited to attend the Angel Of Hope
Memorial Service, on December 6, 2004 at 7:00 p.m. Located at
Blanchette Park, St. Charles, MO. Take Highway 70 West to North 5th
Street; make a left on Randolph to Blanchette Park. It is customary to
bring a white rose and a candle. For further information contact the
National SHARE office, St. Joseph Health Center 1-800-821-6819

ADULT SIBLING:
Mark VerHagen
Traci Morlock

(314) 726-5300
(636) 332-1311

CANCER:
Dan & Mary Ann Smith

(636) 942-9115

GRANDPARENT:
Margaret Gerner

(636) 978-2368

HANDICAPPED CHILD:
Lois Brockmeyer
(314) 843-8391
ILLNESS, SHORT TERM:
Jean & Art Taylor
(314) 725-2412
ILLINOIS CONTACT:
Linda Moffatt

(618) 243-6558

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

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

OLDER PARENTS:
Bobbie Lantz

(314) 576-0978

ONLY CHILD:
Mary Murphy
Linda Long

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

SUICIDE:
Sandy Curran

(314) 647-2863

SINGLE PARENT:
Mary Murphy
Linda Long

(314) 822-7448
(636) 946-7292
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Gifts, Garlands And Grief

By: Sandy Goodman
Author of “Love Never Dies”. A Mother’s
Journey from Loss to Love, published by the
Jodere Group in 2002.

I remember our first Christmas after. It
began the first week of November in 1997,
three short months into our worst nightmare,
but a lifetime into missing our child of
eighteen years. He had died suddenly, one
of those “in the wrong place at the wrong
time” things, and he took our hearts with
him when he left. Summer screeched to a
halt and autumn came and went without our
participation.
Still standing in confusion at the threshold of
grief, we were stunned when the stores
replaced the gloomy ghosts and goblins with
sparkling
ornaments
and
cheerful
decorations. Neighbors strung lights on
their houses, friends sent cards wishing us
joy filled holidays, and not one person
mentioned Jason’s name.
Closing our
drapes, we huddled in our cocoon, waiting
for his return.
Thanksgiving passed. I recall the empty
chair, the unbroken wishbone, and more
turkey than three of us could eat. There was
an unwatched football game and a failed
attempt at gratitude. That was our day, and
it was good enough. It was inconceivable
that we would ever enjoy another holiday,
much less be thankful for it.
Snow fell, Carols rang out, lights twinkled,
church bells pealed. Our thoughts were of
Jason, fixed more acutely on his departure
than on his arrival eighteen years before.
Memories of prior Decembers pervaded our
present. Jason ice fishing. Jason sledding.
Jason’s birthday. Jason opening gifts, Jason
throwing tinsel on the tree,
on his brothers and on the
dog. Every memory brought
tears but every tear brought
Jason closer to us. We
found him in the pain, the
only place we knew how to
get to. I believe that first
Christmas had to be that
way. Showing up was the
best we could do.
But now it is six trees, six
silent nights, and six
collectable ornaments later. I’ve learned a
few things about this path I’m on and found
a few crutches for when the road gets too
rough. Holidays can be disabling for those
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who grieve. I’d like to share some things
that might help:

x Believe that your loved one is with you.
Include them in your celebrations and in
your sadness. Include them when you talk
with others about old times and holidays
past. If you don’t mention them, no one else
will.
x Talk to THEM.
They hear your
thoughts…and if you listen, you can hear
their replies.
x Light candles. For six years now I have
lit a special candle for my son. This year I
will light five, one for each of us, living or
not. Why perpetuate the myth of separation?
Jason is still a part of this family.

x Do good things in celebration of your
loved one’s life. Random Acts of Kindness
(http://www.actsofkindness.org)
bring
smiles to everyone involved.
Buy
anonymous gifts, scoop snow from a
stranger’s sidewalk, or light candles at
unmarked graves.
x Connect with your loved one who has
died. Buy yourself a holiday wreath to take
to the cemetery. Or take a meditation class;
create a special place to go to where you can
feel their presence.
x Call a newly bereaved
friend or neighbor and invite
them to reminisce with you.
Cry with them, listen to them,
share your journey.
x Give to an organization
that your loved one supported.
x Make a memory tree.
Buy a small tree and decorate
it with tokens of their life.
x Don’t worry about what
others will think. You are
solely in charge of this
journey. It’s all yours.
Love someone who is grieving? Lost as far
as how to help them through this upcoming
season? Any of the above suggestions can

be adapted (i.e., give money in
celebration of their loved one’s life and
tell them about it, make them a memory
tree, etc.) to fit your needs. However,
there are two gifts that you can give to a
person deep in the pit of grief that will
mean more than anything else:
1.
2.

Undivided attention
Unconditional acceptance of
their journey, wherever it leads
them.

I won’t end this article with a wish that
you have your merriest Christmas ever.
I know that, for some of you, that is not
possible or even desirable. Instead, my
wish for you is this: That you find a
quiet moment during the sometimes
magical but often horrendous season
upon us and relax. That you take a few
deep breaths, close your eyes and
envision your child, sibling, or
grandchild. That you accept that dead
doesn’t mean GONE. That you send
out a “Merry Christmas” and “I love
you” and then BELIEVE when you hear
his or her whispered reply of “I love
you too, Merry Christmas.”

Don’t Be Afraid
By: Nancy Zuk
Parma, Ohio
Bereavement Magazine
Colorado Springs, Colorado

Please, don’t be afraid to
mention the name
Of my love one who died
long ago.
Seems only a month,
is it really a year
Since he talked and he
laughed with us so?
Please, don’t be afraid
to mention his name
Or recount some kind
deed that he’d done.
I’m not being morbid,
I just want to know
That you haven’t
forgotten my son.
Bereaved Parents USA

Ghost Of
Christmas Past
By: Joanetta Hendel
The anticipation of my first Christmas
morning, Mamma posed me, freshly scrubbed
and curled, before the Christmas tree for my
annual holiday photograph. This was the
beginning of a lifetime of Christmas
celebrations – each one steeped in rituals and
traditions built upon those which had gone
before. As a child, I delighted in the magical
world created in the minds of the very young.
We woke to sparkle and
glitter, presents stacked
high,
and
bulging
stockings. As I grew,
the magic of childhood
gave way to a different
reality and a different
joy, but the rituals
remained
largely
unchanged.
Marriage
brought
family and babies of my
own. The photo albums
grew and expanded as I
made a career of the
holidays
and
the
memories they held. Year after year, I lined
up the little ones in front of the tree – just as
my mother had done before me. Each holiday
celebration was an extension of former joys,
other times, different places. Importance was
placed on building bridges from the past into
the present.
Constancy equals comfort and security.
Psychologists agree that tradition is important
to the development of society and to family
structure. Family traditions are healthy and
normal. There’s only one thing wrong with
tradition – it’s filled with shoulds. “We should
have the tree up before the 15th. We should
entertain. We should shop … decorate …
send cards. We should be happy…” Tradition
creates purpose and connection. Tradition
provides roots. But tradition magnifies the
pain of our loss.
At our house, we trim the tree the first
weekend in December. It’s tradition. But the
year Alexander died, I didn’t feel like
trimming the tree at all. When we did do it, as
many changes as possible were made in the
ritual to help me tolerate the empty space left
in his absence. The children receive a new
Christmas ornament each year to add to their
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collections. Someday these ornaments
will adorn their own Christmas trees in
their own homes. But what about Alex’s
set? Those three ornaments will never
bloom into twenty and will never follow
him into adulthood. That first year after
Alex’s death I bought him one anyway –
an angel in flight. Four stockings hang
from the mantel. Do I hang Alexander’s
stocking, or do I put it away forever? The
first year, I hung his apart from the others.
But every year since, his
stocking has hung with
the other four. I have
five children with five
Christmas stockings –
and I always will.
The key to surviving
Christmas as a bereaved
individual is flexibility
and foresight.
It’s
important to plan ahead,
and it’s important to
anticipate the changes
you will need to make.
Habit is easy, and it
does take a little more effort to implement
creative change in holiday planning. But
change and adjustment are essential for
the newly bereaved.

A Child,
The Most
Precious
Gift Of
Heaven To
Earth

May I Be
Excused
By: Jan Efford
TCF – Adelaide, Australia

Please God, I have my
hand up
may I be excused
for a while
from this huge classroom
where we live and learn
the lessons of life
I am finding the lessons of
this world
too hard to learn,
can I stop off for a while
to rest in a quiet place?
As you know I have lost my
child
and I am so tired of this day
play that I’m in
the role is too hard
the words are false
my face is a mask and my
smile is unreal
the only truth I see
is love.
So please God
may I be excused
of traveling on this road for a
while?
I’ve had my hand up
for a long time …
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The Stocking Question
By: Dana Gensler
Bowling Green, KY
We struggled and debated about our Christmas traditions after Lindsay died. Should we keep them the same? Should we add a few?
Delete a few? Create some new ones? One question we particularly struggled with was the idea of hanging stockings. In the beginning,
we didn’t hang any. Our other children were too young to know anything of stockings and the treats and goodies they are supposed to
hold, so it was easy to ignore the stocking-question for a few years.
Everything changed when Melissa asked why her friends found stockings on Christmas morning, but she and Katie Rose did not. I
bought a couple of kits, made them each one and hung them by the chimney. But on the days leading up to Christmas that year, it was
more than I could manage to see two stockings, and none for Lindsay.
So the Christmas of 1993, I made another personalized stocking. It brought me great comfort to sew on the beads and sequins, while
dreaming of hanging it in it’s proper place between the other two. I was finally coming to some sort of peace about Lindsay’s death (as
well as we can), and while we struggled a few years about what we should and shouldn’t do, one thing I was sure of; as long as we didn’t
do anything that hurt ourselves or anyone else, then it is okay.
On Christmas Eve we hung the special ornaments we had collected for the kids, set the nativity up in its usual place of honor, and hung
the three stockings across the mantle. The house was filled with the smells of Christmas lit only by candlelight and the twinkling lights
of the Kentucky cedar. We stayed up late, frantically assembling the bicycles and dollhouses, filling the stockings, wrapping the lastminute gifts, and then fell into a deep slumber.
Next morning I was awakened by Melissa’s urgent whisper, “Mom! Wake up! I have something to show you!”
Assuming she was going to exclaim over the red bike parked in the living room, I woke Phil to join the celebration. But when we walked
into the living room my eyes were immediately drawn, not to the bike, but to the three stockings hanging on the mantle.
“Don’t you see, Mom?” Melissa’s voice was quivering. “Santa forgot to put anything in Lindsay’s stocking!” And sure enough –
between the two stockings which were bulging with prizes and treats and favors, hung another one, forlorn and achingly empty. I could
hear it’s screaming accusations.
“Do you think Santa sneaked in our rooms to see who lives here?” She asked.
I was weeping now. The fact that Lindsay’s stocking looked so starkly different from the others was MY fault, not Santa’s. I was the
one who bought the treats to fill them, but I just didn’t realize…I suppose I thought simply having it there was enough.
As I sat down, hugging a new Winnie-the-Pooh, Phil handed the stockings to the girls. I was lost in thought and grief, blaming myself for
this incredible blunder, when Melissa very matter-of-factly dumped the contents of her stocking into my lap and said, “Here, Mom,
Lindsay can have some of mine.” And Katie Rose very quietly dropped and orange and two root beer barrels in the other stocking.
“These are for you, Lindsay,” she said.
It just so happens sometimes that we think we are going to be okay with certain things, only to discover this is not so. And we eventually
learn that it is okay to try new and different rituals every year until we know what feels right for us. We learn to live with our grief in
different ways and we learn what we need to do in order to find a little comfort and peace.
If this is your first (or second or fifth) Christmas since your child died, you may be struggling with the stocking-question and other
holiday questions. There is no “Griever’s Book Of Christmas Etiquette”, because this is something we must discover on our own, in our
own way and in our own time. Be good to yourself. Only YOU know what gives you that “feel-good” feeling. Give yourself permission
to do what you need to do. May your Christmas be gentle and touched by an angel’s love.

When the time comes for lighting festive candles, let them remind you not
only of what you lost but also of what you had.
By: Sasha Wagner
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MEETING TIMES AND PLACES

BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA
St. Louis Chapter
P.O. Box 410350
St. Louis, MO 63141
(314) 878-0890
St. Louis Chapter Newsletter
EDITOR - SABRA PENROD
(636) 463-1580

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

(708)748-7866

www.bereavedparentsusa.org
ADDITIONAL MEETINGS`
THIRD TUESDAY:
Parents/Murdered Children
7:30 p.m.
American Cancer Society Bldg.
4201 Lindell Blvd
Mata Weber
(618) 972-0429
Butch Hartmann
(314) 487-8989
LIFE CRISIS CENTER (Survivors of Suicide)
1423 S. Big Bend
St. Louis, MO 63117
(314) 647-3100
Meetings every Wednesday at 7:00 p.m.
P.A.L.S. (Parents whose life has been affected
by the loss of a child through suicide)
1423 S. Big Bend
St. Louis, MO 63117
Meetings – Second Tuesday at 7:00 p.m. & the
4th Saturday at 10:30 a.m.
(314) 647-3100

BUSINESS
MEETINGS
The following is a list of future Business
Meetings of Bereaved Parents of the USA:
Saturday Nov 13,2004

Jan 8, 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

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
NOV 4 – Coping with holidays and other special days (Birthdays, anniversaries, etc)
DEC 2 – Potluck and Gift Night – Potluck starts at 6:30 p.m.
JAN 6 – Getting through The First Year

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
NOV 4 – To be Announced
DEC 2 – To be Announced
JAN 6 – To be Announced
SOUTH COUNTY (SECOND THURSDAY, 7:00 P.M.) Please note new time
Holy Trinity Church
Union & Reevis Barracks Road at I-55
Facilitator: Jane Nelson
314-664-0515 southgroup@bpusastl.org
NOV 11 – To be Announced
DEC 9 – To be Announced
JAN 13 – To be Announced
WASHINGTON, MO (THIRD TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M.)
Washington Ambulance Building
515 Washington Ave. (behind Rothschilds)
Contact: Betty Werner (636) 239-1520 washingtongroup@bpusastl.org
NOV 16 – Open Discussion
DEC 21 – Open Discussion
JAN 18 – 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
NOV 20 – Donations to Ronald McDonald house and memories
DEC 18 – Celebrating Our Child’s Life
JAN 15 – 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
NOV 23 – Facing the holidays
DEC 28 – To Be Announced
JAN 25 – To Be Announced
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
NOV 23 – Questions I still have about my child’s death.
DEC 28 – Reflections On The Candlelight and Coping With The Holidays
JAN 25 – To Be Announed

chaptercontact@bpusastl.org
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Love Gifts
(Donations Received)

In Memory Of

In Memory Of

Sean Christian Anderson

Jamie Snow Pannebecker

11/11/1974 - 01/24/1994
Boo - Can't believe you would be 30.
You will be forever young.
Love Forever - Mom & Dad, Chris, Paul,
Traci, Chelsea & Lil Seanie
From: Steve & Carol Welch

Eleven years the joy of our lives
Four years out of our sight
Every minute in our thoughts
Forever in our hearts

Our eternal love,
Mom, Dad & Dork
From: Vicki Pannebecker and Family

In Memory Of
Alecia Juana Perales

In Memory Of

11/16/1996 ~ 12/19/1999
Happy 8th Birthday
Always in our hearts
From: Grandpa & Grandma Maness

Joey Loyet
07/31/1981 ~ 05/04/1996
From: Michael & Susan Loyet

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

In Memory Of

Erik (Rik) George Weiss

Ronald Owensby

09/10/1977 ~ 07/09/2004
American Peace Corp Volunteer
Happy 27th Birthday Son
Love You Forever
From: Mom Emma Schleiss (Weiss)

11/08/1974 ~ 09/15/1997
Happy 30th Birthday In Heaven!
Always In Our Hearts
Love Mom & Dad
From: Ronald & Dorothy Owensby

In Memory Of
Matthew Mark Penrod

In Memory Of

02/12/1977 ~ 12/16/1992

Kelly Noreen Ellis-Johnson

So much has changed in the 12 years you
have been gone, but one thing has not. We
Still Love You, And Miss You!
From: Mike, Sabra, Mike & Lindsey
Penrod

04/07/1959 ~ 11/25/1996
I carry you in my heart. My dear friend and
precious daughter.

Bereaved Parents USA

From: Carol Ellis
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Thanksgiving
By: Sondra Wright
TCF – Tucker, GA
Any recent trip to the drugstore or a
department store will assure you that the fall
and winter holidays are nearly upon us.
There has been Halloween decorations since
before Labor Day, and Christmas
decorations since before Halloween. Every
year the stores seem to put out their holiday
offerings earlier than the year
before.
This kaleidoscoping of the
holidays in the headlong rush
to year-end seems to add to the
sense of loss I experience as a
bereaved
parent.
The
traditional family holidays are
so difficult for me under the
best of circumstances, that the
extra pressure of longer seasonal displays
and sales can take away what little
enjoyment I have been able to find.
So this year, I made up my mind that I was
going to be able to be thankful at
Thanksgiving. I was going to resist the
prolonging of the season and its squeeze on
my heart. An easy commitment to make; it
is not an easy one to carry out.
Each night, as I lie down before sleep, I

thank my Creator for what I have. Since
promising myself to be thankful, I have had
a few panicky moments when I had to really
search for something to say thanks for, but
overall, as I thought each night about the day
just finished, I found things I could
truthfully be thankful for. And so, just as a
smile from one person can spread to a room
full of people, so one or two things to be
thankful for soon become several, and then
many.
I have
realized
with
surprise that I
now have real
things
to
be
thankful for, not
just something I
thought up so as
not to skip a night
in trying to keep
my promise.
So, what am I thankful for? For the precious
privilege of being the Mom to my beautiful
daughter and the son we lost. For the love
of my husband. For the sweet innocence of
my granddaughters. For the love of my
father and mother-in-law. For my friends.
For those who look to me for support and
guidance. For the fact that I can make a
difference in someone’s life by taking time
to listen. For opportunities not missed. For
home cooked meals. For the gentle “kiss”

from my dog. For the loving paw-pat
from my cat.
Maybe some of these things sound
maudlin and made-up, and maybe for
someone else they wouldn’t work. But
for me, they are real – real things to say
“thanks” for – real emotions that make
me understand that living, even without
my son is something I want to keep
doing. I can begin now to look forward
instead of backward, to anticipate
instead of remember, to love what I
have instead of what I had.
So this year, when Thanksgiving comes
again and the family gathers, I will
remember with love and tears the son
who isn’t here and reach out to touch
my “blessings” that are here.
To each of you, wherever you are on
your journey through the valley of grief,
I wish you “thankful things” and the
light they will bring into your life.
Love, after all, is the greatest gift we
give or receive, and it is the one that not
even death can take away.
Happy Thanksgiving, everyone!

More On Thanksgiving
By: Dave Ziv
TCF – Bucks, Mont.
When I think of November immediately I
think of brisk fall days, Veterans’ Day, the
Army-Navy game, and, of course,
Thanksgiving.
Thanksgiving is a very
special day. Families get together for the
traditional turkey and stuffing, cranberry
sauce, and pumpkin pie, but most of all, the
warm glow and good feeling of having our
loved ones around us. But, what if? What if
there is someone who is not there? One who
is gone forever? And I am putting on a
“face,” but with a heavy heart. How do I
handle that? I really don’t know. As I am
writing this, I am thinking of an answer, but
the answer is hard to come by. So, I say to
myself perhaps I should deal with my feeling
of not having that missing person around the
same way I try to deal with it every day. I
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might repeat what I think are the same old
platitudes: “Well, I have him or her in my
heart,” or “I must be thankful for all the
years I had him or her.” But these words
really may be shallow gratification.
Certainly it would be comforting if someone
were to come up to me and say, “I guess
you’re missing Ken … Bobby or Maryann
today.” I think it would be helpful if
someone else remembered, but that may not
happen.

Spirit of Thanksgiving? I am not saying
it is easy to put that child out of mind,
but perhaps giving of ourselves to
others, knowing that others have
problems while admitting that they can
hardly surpass our ultimate loss, may
make the holiday easier to get through.
And maybe next Thanksgiving will be
better.

Or suppose I were to have thought,
“Wouldn’t it be nice to have someone over
for Thanksgiving who had no place to go
and would appreciate being with others on
this holiday?”
Truthfully, this would
necessitate some previous planning, but this
would be an act of kindness that “he” or
“she” would have liked. We like to think of
the Spirit of Christmas, but what of the
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Hanukkah: The Festival Please Ask
Of Lights
Someone asked me
By: Barbara Taylor Hudson
Cincinnati, OH

By: Carol Cole
Concord /Newton, MA

Hanukkah is the Festival of Lights. It is marked by the lighting of candles in the home,
beginning with one candle on the first night and adding one on each following night of the
holiday.
One legend tells of how Judah and his brothers came to Jerusalem only to find the Temple
desolate and desecrated. They cleansed it and rededicated it on the 25th day in the winter
month of Kislev in 165 B.C.E. With a little flash of holy oil expected to last only one day,
they relit the great Menorah. Miraculously the oil lasted eight days, and over the years the
custom of lighting Hanukkah lights developed into the festival we celebrate today.
Because Hanukkah is a happy holiday, we do things that give happiness. We light
candles, sing songs, play games (especially with a dreidel – a four-sided top), eat potato
pancakes called latkes, visit with family and friends, and give gifts. It is considered a
good deed (mitzvah) to give to those in need.
Originally, gifts were coins (gelt) given on one night. Today gifts are often given each
night for the eight nights and have become more and more elaborate.
The candles have not been kindled nor have holiday songs been sung at my house since
1998.
Karyn was a senior in high school. Adam was on leave from the U.S. Army. We shared
many happy times that week. Our lives were busy, our hearts full of joy at being able to
spend the holidays together, and with other family members and friends.
On May 8, 1989, life as we knew it came to a halt. Adam, aged 22 ½, died within two
hours of injuries sustained in a motorcycle accident at Ft. Bragg, North Carolina.
I am going to celebrate Hanukkah this year. I feel like relighting my spirit and
rededicating my life. I am helping out with the chapter newsletter and co-leading some
meetings.
I have traveled a road of grief for years. I am making progress slowly but steadily, I think.
Ever so often I feel myself slipping and sliding a bit, but each time I do I find it is a little
easier to get back on track.
Why?
Because I can reach out to my friends on the road ahead of me. I am encouraged by their
progress. I can lean on them and regain my strength.
Some are behind me just starting their long journey. I can give them hope and tell them to
take their time. We are all together. United we stand… I wish you love and peace for
the holidays. I wish you hope in the new year ahead.
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about you today. It’s
been so long since
anyone has done that.
It felt so good to talk
about you …to share
my memories of you
…to simply say your
name out loud. She
asked me if I minded
talking about what
happened to you or
would it be too painful
to speak of it. I told
her I think of it every
day and speaking
about it helps me to
release the tormented
thoughts whirling
around in my head.
She said she never
realized the pain
would last this long.
She apologized for not
asking sooner. I told
her, “Thanks for
asking.” I don’t know
if it was curiosity or
concern that made her
ask, but I told her;
“Please, do it again,
sometime soon.”
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ST. LOUIS BULLETIN BOARD
The Candlelight Memorial Service 2004
Our Children Remembered….
Every year in early December, our St. Louis Chapter holds a Candlelight Memorial Service to honor and remember our children who
have died. The service itself includes music, poetry, and special words of understanding and hope. The highlight for most of us is that
moment in the service when we see our child’s picture, hear our child’s name read aloud and light a candle in their memory.
Is it difficult? Yes – it can be. But it is a beautiful tribute to our children as well as a healing and peaceful experience for those that
attend.
Shall I go if this is my first year? As with so many first steps, it is a personal decision. Early on, it can be painful to experience our
own and others’ grief. However, the service itself is intended to offer each of us a place to remember our child (or children) and to
receive the comfort that comes from sharing this love with other bereaved parents, siblings, families, and friends.
Do I need to do anything before the service? This year we will again have the slide presentation of our children. If you participated
last year, or your child’s picture was part of the Gathering presentation, there is no need to send a picture; your child will be
automatically included with the return of your RSVP. If you have not sent a picture, please send a quality picture of your child and a
self addressed stamped envelope for return of picture to: Mr. Steve Welch, 123 Rue Grand Dr., Lake St. Louis, Mo. 63367-2012. If
you choose not to participate in the slide presentation your child’s name will still be read. Also… RSVP by Nov 16th even if you
have already sent your picture.
Do I need to bring anything to the service? Please bring a picture of your child(ren) for the picture table, cookies or a snack to share,
and your family and friends.
We will gather on Tuesday evening, December 7th, at Congregation Shaare Emeth, at the corner of Ballas and Ladue Roads (about 1
mile east of Hwy, 270). The service begins at 7:30 p.m. Please arrive between 6:45 p.m. and 7:15 p.m. to register, receive your
candle and place your child's picture on our picture board or table.
If you have any questions or do not receive an invitation by November 1, please call Linda Long at 636-946-7292 or Michele
Struttmann at 636 390-9166 or the Bereaved Parent phone line at 314-878-0890. Please leave a message and someone will call you
back
With Love and Memories of our Children
Linda Long and Michele Struttmann
Candlelight Co-Chairpersons, 2004

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 Terrill Struttmann (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.
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Infant/Toddler Page
Somewhere You Haven’t Been
By: Barbara Cuce
Mt. Sinai, New York
Reprinted from Bereavement Magazine
Colorado Springs, CO
www.bereavementmag.com
First, I experienced the loss of the most
precious thing I could imagine, but it didn’t
stop there. As I’ve gone through my grief
journey, I have realized that not only did I
have to deal with the death of my infant son,
but with other losses in my life, as well.
It was January 13th, 1994, during a bitter cold
winter when Christopher was born. But tears
of joy and happiness soon turned into tears of
anxiety, anger, emptiness, and finally, loss.
Words could not express the feelings we had,
initially. Perhaps shock and disbelief were the
first emotions to surface.
When it first happened, people were all around
us, visiting, calling, sending cards – the right
things to do. It seemed to hold us together.
But very soon the phone calls became fewer
and fewer and the visits less frequent as people
went on with their own lives. They didn’t
realize that our lives had been changed
forever. Before, I had been happy and full of

life, but my life had been changed forever,
and all my dreams were shattered. I
would never be the same.
As I began to realize that people shied
away either because they didn’t know
what to say or because it could be a reality
for them that they couldn’t deal with,
other feelings of loneliness also began to
sink in. People who knew what had
happened either ignored me or said some
thing inappropriate. They didn’t realize
that this is not something I would get over
in a week, a month, or a year. It’s
something I will carry with me for a
lifetime.
I don’t blame these people. Most of us
don’t want to deal with death – but I wish
people could be more sensitive. They
need to allow time to listen to us, let us
cry, talk or just be silent. It’s better to
recognize grief than to ignore it. It did
happen and my baby was real, even
though perhaps to them he wasn’t.

beginning, there were days I didn’t want
to get up. Or else I cried all day. Though
there were day I didn’t feel I had anything
to live for, I have walked through them. I
have looked at my grief and dealt with it
through counseling and support groups.
I’ve been able to share my pain, and I
hope that one day I can help someone else.
My life will never be the way it was
before. Perhaps some people who were
friends at one time will learn to accept me
as the new person I am and stop trying to
make me the person I used to be (or the
person they want me to be).
The right thing is to listen and not be
judgmental. They need to learn to allow
us to grieve the way we need to. Like a
roller coaster ride, there are ups and
downs, and this walk is not a race.
Everyone moves at a different pace. The
pain is real and only time can lead us
through our journey to healing and, one
day, feeling happy again.

It’s been nine months now, and I never
thought I could have made it. Each day is
a struggle in a different way. In the very

Your Fingerprints Are On The Wall
By: Julie Samples
TCF- Louisville, KY

I left them all alone
Your room is quiet now
You won’t be coming home

Your smile, your eyes, your
dimpled cheeks
Your crooked little grin
It’s hard for me to realize
I won’t see you again

Your toys are in the toy box
I guess that’s where they’ll stay
I cry each time I look at them
You won’t be back to play

“Ask Jesus to make me better”
That’s what you’d say to me
He did, He took you home with
him
Now you are cancer free

Your laughter rings inside my ears
I hear it every day
Your memory’s inside my head
But you have gone away

I miss you more as time goes by
Time cannot heal my heart
Sometimes it hurts so deep inside
I feel like I’m falling apart
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You were so young, just three
years old
now your time on earth is done
But I cherish every second
God let you be my son
I long to feel your hand in mine
So loving and so small
But for now I’m left with my
memories
And your fingerprints on the wall.
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GRIEF And Your Health
By: Margaret H. Gerner, MSW CG
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO
The loss of a loved one is a life-shattering
experience. The stress that results from the
deeply felt emotions of grief can cause
chemical changes in the body which make
grieving people more susceptible to diseases
such as the common cold and other
infections.
Ulcerative colitis, rheumatoid arthritis,
asthma, heart disease and cancer also are
believed to be connected to the stress of
grief. And if a physical illness was present
before the loss, it probably will be
exacerbated.
Statistics reveal a 40-percent higher
death rate from cardiovascular disease
among the widowed male population
over age 55 than that of their married
counterparts.
The connection between mind and body
is not always recognized, but scientific
evidence shows that what we think and feel
have a direct effect on our biological
systems. The bodies of all human beings
react to stress in the same manner. In 1944
Hans Selye, a neurophysiologist formulated
three phases of stress reactions. For our
purpose, we will discuss only phase one.
This phase occurs immediately at a stressful
event, which for the bereaved, is the death of
a loved one. The brain translates the stress
of grief into a chemical reaction in the body.
This stimulates the appropriate gland to
produce a protective hormone in which
prepares the body to “do battle.” Normally,
the crisis ends and another chemical is
produced to stop the production of the first
one.
However, in the case of grief the stress
continues for months. The system doesn’t
operate, as it should, which causes an
abnormally high level of another chemical to
circulate in the blood. This chemical, in
high levels, disrupts production of white
blood cells, which locate and gobble up
invading germs, viral particles or precancerous cells. With the white cells unable
to function properly, we are 100 percent
more susceptible to most common germs.
Of course, this is an over-simplified
description of body chemistry, but knowing
the reason for susceptibility to illness during
grief encourages us to take preventive
measures.
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You can’t stop grief, but you can lessen the
consequences of its continued stress by
releasing the tension it creates. Consider the
teapot. If the steam in the pot doesn’t blow
off at intervals, the steam builds up and the
pot blows. The stress of grief is like the
boiling water in the teapot. We need to
release it periodically to prevent the damage
prolonged stress does to our bodies.
The stress of grief can be released in two
ways. One is to openly express your
emotions. Allow yourself to cry
and vent your anger and guilt in
appropriate ways. A good hard
cry releases a lot of tension.
Also, talk about your loved
one repeatedly with a caring
listener.
The other release is daily
exercise.
Expending
physical energy reduces
stress. Brisk walks or
swimming are especially
helpful. If exercise isn’t possible, at least
attempt some daily physical activity, no
matter how slight.
If you have lost a loved one, you will grieve.
The question is, will you do it in a healthy
way with good grief work, or will you
attempt to avoid your grief and pay the price
with a sick body? Only you can decide.

The certain special memories
that follow me each day,
cast your shadow in my life
in a certain way.
Sometimes the blowing wind
or the lyrics of a song,
make me stop and think of you
sometimes all day long.
Memories are good to have to
share and keep in my heart,
just knowing that you’re still
inside
makes sure we’ll never part.

A Christmas
Gift From My
Son, “Twice
Given”
By: Sally Canning
About six weeks ago, I went to the
place in my living room where my only
son died in my arms. I keep his pictures
there as well as this special Christmas
gift. Many years prior to his death, for
Christmas, he gave me a beautiful
Westminster Clock. This was something I always wanted, having been to
London several times and hearing its’
lovely melody.
This clock has been running since that
time perfectly, I would think of his
beautiful face and smile, every time it
chimed; especially that Christmas long
ago when he was sitting at my feet
when I opened it. He smiled, knowing
he had given me the perfect present.
I have been very ill with cancer. The
clock, no matter what I tried, had not
worked in three years. It has not been
wound or touched in that time. As I
stood in front of the clock that night, I
apologized to my son that I had not had
it repaired. I told him how much I
appreciated his generous gift; but was
just too ill to find it a priority. I told
him how much I love him and miss him
and would have it repaired Tuesday.
I did not touch the clock, just lit his
candle by his picture and went into the
kitchen. A few minutes later I heard the
clock chime. It has been keeping
perfect time ever since with just
winding it every seven days as required.
Thank you again Bruce for your present
“twice given.”
My unconditional love always,
Mom

By: Collette Covington
Lake Charles, LA
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just as he used to do and took both
Mummie and Marian into them.

Sibling Page
The Letter
A true story retold by Lucile C. Reading
The Children’s Friend, December, 1970
It was almost Christmas, but there was no
feeling of joy in Marian’s home.
She
remembered other Christmases when there had
been. That was when Daddy had come home
from his work in the dead letter section of the
post office with a happy smile on his face as
he greeted her, her little brother and Mummie.
What jokes and fun and pleasant talk there had
been, and usually a story before bedtime.
All of this was before her little brother had
suddenly become sick and then quickly died
before anyone could help him. It seemed to
Marian that, in a way, her daddy had died, too,
because he never smiled anymore, nor told her
stories, nor greeted her with a hug and kiss. In
fact, he didn’t seem to care whether she and
Mummie were even around.
It wasn’t easy to write such an important letter
all by herself. When it was finished, Marian
addressed it to the North Pole and posted it in
the corner mailbox. The letter said:
Dear Santa Claus.
We are sad at our house. My little
brother went to heaven last spring.
You needn’t mind leaving me anything,
but if you could, give Daddy
something that would make him like
he used to be. I so wish you would. I
heard him say to Mummie that only
Eternity could cure him. Could you
bring him some of that …
Love, Marian
It was more than a coincidence that the letter
reached the dead letter desk of Marian’s father
instead of being checked by some other man in
the department.
Late that day when Daddy came home, it was
almost as if Christmas had already come to
their home, for as he opened the door, there
was a wide smile on his face. He paused for
just a moment, and then opened his arms wide,
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A Sibling’s Thoughts
and Memories …
steps to change the course of my life, thus
giving me the chance to be, for the first
time ever, emotionally present.

By: Vanessa Carlson
TCF – Vancouver, BC
I was asked to write my perspective on
what it is like to be a surviving twin at
Christmas time. My twin, Joanna, died
four years ago on July 10th, 1994. At the
age of 20 I spent a long time reflecting on
the past four years without her. I tried five
or six times by beginning with a story and
nothing seemed to flow. This being a
public piece of writing, I of course wanted
it to be perfect, eloquent and profound. It
became very apparent to me that the best
way to approach this would be the honest
way. I don’t remember much; due to my
being primarily emotionally unavailable
behind the walls I built to protect myself.
My world was blown wide open after Jo
died and my pain was as real and huge as I
had ever felt in my life. Christmas time
seemed compact, it for me as I saw
families gathering and enjoying each
other’s company. I felt alone in my grief,
as other members in my family had not
lost a twin. This year, however, will be
different for me, as I have taken some

In addition to being consciously aware of
my own grief, I am now much more aware
of my family’s grief. As uncomfortable as
this is, it is something we all have to go
through and will have to go through for
the rest of our lives. What gives me hope
is that I know this pain will pass and will
get easier. I spent a long time believing it
wouldn’t. That is why I avoided it at all
costs.
Joanna was a beautiful human being; the
world is a better place for having had her
around for a short while. It is not just
Christmas time that I miss her, but all the
time. I choose to thank her now, for the
simple things in my life today, for the little
unexplained events or occurrences that put
a smile on my face. I know this year she
will be with me in my heart as I go
through this holiday season.
People
always ask me, “How do you do it?”
“How do you get through it?” I can only
say, you just do. One day at a time.

A Solitary Journey
Grief is a solitary journey. No one but you knows how
great the hurt is. No one but you can know the gaping
hole left in your life when someone you know has died.
And no one but you can mourn the silence that was once
filled with laughter and song. It is the nature of love and
of death to touch every person in a totally unique way.
Comfort comes from knowing that people have made the
same journey. And solace comes from understanding
how others have learned to sing again.
Helen Steiner Rice
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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.

