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Stop, Look, Listen And Sit
By: Darcie D. Smims
Bereavement Magazine
5125 N. Union Blvd
Colorado Springs, CO 80918
When was the last time you did nothing? Do
you ever just sit anymore? Do you ever just
lie on your back in new mown grass and watch
the clouds dance by? Do you ever chase after
butterflies, trying to give them a message to
carry? Or dangle your toes in a pond or watch
kids dash through a sprinkler?
Do you ever sit on a porch or patio and smell
the grass, the flowers, the air? …Do you own a
rocking chair, and if so when was the last time
you sat in it? Have you read a book that
wasn’t non-fiction…in the last ten years,
months or days?

nightmare begin? We’re too busy or too
tired or too hurt just to sit anymore.
Sitting has become a lost art, cast aside in
the modern, fast food, quick stop, email,
fax message world. Sitting has become a
sin.
Dogs sit. Birds sit (well, perch). Babies
sit. Kids sit. Grownups don’t. Even if
you used to sit, you probably gave it up as
you joined the bereaved world. Sitting
just becomes too painful. Sitting leads to
thinking. Thinking leads to remembering.
Remembering leads too often to tears, and
who needs those?

When was the last time you let a Popsicle melt
inside your mouth or watched a caterpillar
make its journey across the sidewalk? When
was the last time you felt like soaking in a
warm bath or standing in a steamy shower,
mindless of the water bill? Are you on a
“fixed income” both financially and
emotionally?
When did you stop dreaming and start
running? When did the world end and the

We’re not the only ones running, however.
The whole world seems to have speeded
up lately. Is everyone running to or from
something? We seem to be chasing
something or hiding from something.
Half the world seems to be too futurefocused while the other half can’t seem to
let go of the past. “If only” and “what if”
have become our watchwords.
We find ourselves wallowing in self-pity
and despair. We become caught in the
web of grief, and it seems too hard to
break the threads of hurt. I sometimes
think we are afraid to break those threads,

Do you have magazine subscriptions that serve
only to decorate your coffee table…? Is there
a clock in every room, more than three
calendars in your life, and how many watches
do you own? …Do you have a cell phone, a
fax machine, a pager, email and call waiting?
…Do you have your sprinklers on a water
timer, your lights on a night timer and your
life on a Day-timer?
…How many computers are in your home?
Do you write thank you notes on email, and
when was the last time you actually spoke to
your best friend? Do you have a checkbook
and a time worn cookbook or recipe box, or
has your life become electronic? Is everything
in your life computerized or super-sized?

reason. Our pulse quickens, our hands
feel moist and our breath grows short. If
only we could have a heart attack and die!
But even that wish eludes us, and we
realize we aren’t going to die, but have to
figure out how to live through all of this
grief. It seems safer to keep moving.
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Sometimes, in our grief, we try to escape
the hurt and the horrible by picking up the
speed of our existence. We add activities,
places to go and things to do, as if keeping
busy will keep the hurt away. We run
faster and faster, trying to outdistance the
memories, the pain, the very thoughts that
keep us connected to the horror of our
loved one’s death. If we stop too long, if
we sit, we might begin to remember and to
feel again, and what is there left to feel
and remember except the hurt?
…We grow anxious for no particular
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Stop, Look, Listen And Sit
…Continued from cover
because we begin to fear that hurt is the only
connection we still have with our loved
ones. We get too focused on what we’ve
lost to ever inventory or treasure what we
had and still have. Sometimes we don’t
even look at the pictures because we only
experience pain & renewed grief.
Sometimes we miss what is, because we
only search for what was.
Grow quiet. Be still. Learn to listen. Begin
to hear. Somewhere deep inside us is the
one voice we never listen to. Somewhere
deep within our beings are the answers to
our fears, our prayers, our hopes. We spend
so much time chasing each other’s advice
when the secret of survival lies right within
ourselves. Scientists call it instinct. Some
call it faith. I call it truth. Each species
knows what it needs to survive; only when
we can come to the quietness of ourselves,
can we begin to hear.
We carry souvenirs of our hurts, each stored
away until time to add them to the next hurt,
thus piling up one hurt after another, all to
be carried forever in our being. Each hurt
adds a new layer to our outer shell and
eventually we begin to resemble a rather
large onion, made up of layer upon layer of
hurt. These hurts leave scars, some big,
some small, but all significant in their pain.
Each scar must have a place in our being, so
we become a carefully organized mass of
layers, each with a symbol or some “stuff”
that represents it.
I’m not sure an onion is the perfect example
of grief, however. After sitting for some
time and thinking about all of this, I have
decided that an artichoke is a better image of
me.
When you peel an onion down,
removing every single layer (hurt), all you
end up with are tears. An artichoke, on the

other hand, has layers like an onion, except
each leaf (layer) has a tiny pricker on the
end-just like life does. But when I peel an
artichoke, removing each layer, when I
finally get to the end, there’s a heart. And
that’s right!
No matter how hurried I get, no matter how
fast I run or how far away from the inner me
I get, there is still a heart. Whatever hurt we
are carrying begins to weave itself into our
very beings & eventually becomes a part of
our history—a part of us. It’s in the heart
that hurt is stored, but that is also where
hope and healing begin.
So, sometime in your journey, take the time
to just sit. Turn on the answering machine
and run away—to within. Dance in daisy
fields; wade in icy streams and blow bubbles
in the afternoon. Don’t get lost in the hurry
of today; don’t get too busy with “stuff” to
cherish what is within you. Nothing is lost.
It is all there, waiting for you to retrieve it,
hold it, experience it again and then, to let it
place itself wherever it needs to, within you.
We lost nothing, although some things seem
far away.
You don’t stop loving someone just because
they died, and we don’t forget them just
because we hurt a little less as healing
begins to come. Finally, as we stop, look,
listen and hear the knowledge comes.
Even though death comes, love never goes
away. Grow quiet. Sit a spell and reconnect
to the magic, the wonder and the joy that
swells within. Trust me. You have it inside
you. They loved us. We loved them. We
still do.
Shhhhhhhhhh. Love is trying to speak.

Time is too slow for those who wait,
Too swift for those who fear,
Too long for those who grieve,
Too short for those who rejoice,
But for those who love …
Time Is Eternal

By: Nanette Jacobs
Yes, it’s that time of year again as the
kids all start a new year in school. For
those of us who have lost school-aged
children, we feel the sting. Even those
of you who lost older children probably
have melancholic feelings this time of
the year as well. September seems to
represent a step forward, and our
children don’t get to move forward
anymore. Hard swallow. But, as my
other daughter Hilary moves to a new
grade.
I can actually feel the
excitement of a new year even though I
also feel the sadness that Stefanie does
not. This is the story of our lives, and I
finally “get it”. I don’t like it, but at
least I get it.
I sigh when I think how she might look
now as a junior in high school. I
wonder if she’d have a boyfriend and if
she’d still be swimming on the swim
team. Would she still be getting good
grades? We are even getting junk mail
solicitations addressed to her trying to
sell her special college testing courses,
etc. Yep, even the marketing world
assumes that my daughter is alive even
though she hasn’t advanced from the 4th
grade and we’ve moved 2,000 miles
away.
So I’m left just nodding my head in
acknowledgement that the unthinkable
has happened to us, but time still
marches on.
It’s just a sort of
resignation to the state of affairs of my
life that I feel these days. There’s
nothing I can do about any of it, so I try
to enjoy my life the way it is and focus
on Hilary. It seems like I sigh a lot in
September.

By: Henry Vandyke
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BP/USA HOLIDAY CANDLELIGHT 2004
OUR CHILDREN REMEMBERED…
December 7, 2004
Shaare Emeth (Ballas & Ladue Rd)

PLEASE SEND PICTURE TODAY
The Holiday Candlelight Memorial is an annual event to honor and remember our
children who have died. It is a service that includes music, poetry, words of hope and as
our child’s name are read, we light a candle in his/her memory. This year we will
continue our tradition of a slide presentation. When your child’s name is read, a picture
of your child will be displayed. Steve Welch, Advisory Board, has generously volunteered
to oversee this project.
We need your help to insure your child is included. As soon as possible, please send Steve
the picture of your child that you would like displayed. Even if you are unsure you are
attending the night of Candlelight (Tuesday, Dec. 7, 2004), please send your child’s
picture, so that we may keep on it file for future candlelight services.

x

x

x
x
x

The photo displayed on the slide will only be as good as the photo
you send. If the photo is a quality color copy or a quality
reproduction, there should not be a problem.
Please indicate on the back of the photo:
a) Print the name of your child (How you would want
name written under the picture of your child on the
slide)
b) Birth date and Death/Angel date
c) Your name and telephone number
Send a self addressed stamped envelope so the picture may be
returned to you.
If you have recently sent your child’s photo to Sabra Penrod,
Editor of the newsletter, we will use that picture to scan, unless
otherwise directed by you.
If you sent a picture last year, you do not have to send another.
Your return response to the invitation that you are attending the
candlelight will automatically include your child in the slide
presentation.

Send picture to:

Mr. Steve Welch
123 Rue Grand Dr.
Lake St. Louis, Mo. 63367-2012
Or E-mail your picture to: welchafelacenturytel.net
Please have the photograph to Steve no later than October 30, 2004
Participation in the slide presentation is not mandatory. Our
organization is founded on the premise that we all grieve
differently. If you choose not to provide a photo for the
presentation, there will be a segment for name reading only. It is
the goal of BPUSA to include everyone and make this a memorable
event for all.
With Love and Memories of our Children,
Michele Struttmann & Linda Long
Candlelight Chairmen
Bereaved Parents USA

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

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

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

CANCER:
Dan & Mary Ann Smith

(636) 942-9115

GRANDPARENT:
Margaret Gerner

(636) 978-2368

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

(618) 243-6558

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

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

OLDER PARENTS:
Bobbie Lantz

(314) 576-0978

ONLY CHILD:
Mary Murphy
Linda Long

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

SUICIDE:
Sandy Curran

(314) 647-2863

SINGLE PARENT:
Mary Murphy
Linda Long

(314) 822-7448
(636) 946-7292
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The Spider
By: Debi Abraham Petrishen
TCF – North Shore, Boston
It’s funny how a seemingly small incident
can be magnified to something of great
significance when you’re a bereaved parent.
With this in mind, here is a story about a
spider I encountered one day while doing
housework.
What is it about spiders that makes them like
water? I don’t know what it is, but it seems
they definitely do prefer to habitat sinks.
(“Remember the Itsy-Bitsy Spider?) Or
maybe we just notice them more when
they’re in our way than when they’re up on
the ceiling. At any rate, on this
particular summer day the sun was
shining and the air smelled fresh. I
was enjoying the scenery from my
kitchen window as I prepared to
wash dishes. And there it was, a
very small black spider in the
kitchen sink.
Now it’s funny, before my daughter died
several years ago, it didn’t bother me as
much to kill insects. But after we lost her, I
became a bit more hesitant to kill anything.
All life (except mosquitoes and flies/)
seemed more precious to me. So I didn’t
really want to pick this little guy off just
because he was in my way. Instead, I
touched him lightly and he ran up the side of
the sink out of harm’s way. While I was
washing the dishes he kept getting
dangerously close to the sudsy water, so I
kept shoving him off. I was starting to get
annoyed. Later that day he was in the sink
again. This time I put him in the corner of
the windowsill over the sink. I figured he’d
be happy there. I’d seen other bugs there, so
obviously it was a popular hangout. Shaking
my head, I walked away slowly, wondering
how crazy I must be to go out of my way to
protect a spider. I mean this little bugger
had inconvenienced me all day. I must be
nuts to put up with it.
As the day went on I forgot about my little
annoying friend. I got dressed for work in
between starting supper for my husband and
kids. Around 4:00 p.m. is always the most
hectic part of the day for me. The kids are
refreshed from their afternoon nap and
raring to go, plus cooking supper (cooking
does not come naturally to me). Also, I
work a couple of nights a week, and this was
one of them. So I’m running around like a
chicken with my head cut off. Suddenly the
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sky clouded over and a flash thunderstorm
ensued. I raced upstairs to shut the bedroom
windows and then ran back down to close all
the others. The last one I got to was over the
kitchen sink. The wind was blowing wildly,
and a couple of tall glasses had been
knocked over. The window still, counter
and sink were drenched. That’s when I saw
my little black spider. He was completely
soaked. In the sink. Dead.
I went through all the stages of grief in about
two seconds. First, I couldn’t believe it.
After all I’d done to preserve him, and he
died anyway. If only I hadn’t put him on the
windowsill! Why didn’t I just take him
down to the cellar in the first
place? Then I was mad at him.
You stupid little thing. Why
didn’t you just stay down at the
other end of the kitchen
window where I put you this
morning? Then the tears came.
I was standing in the kitchen
crying when my husband came
in from work. I just looked at him and said,
“Would you look at this spider – all day he
was in my way and I kept moving him. And
now he’s dead. Sometimes, no matter how
hard you try, you just can’t keep something
alive.” He looked at me sadly and said,
“That’s true.” We were both thinking of our
beloved daughter. Nature pulled a fast one
on her too. I took a matchbook cover and
gently slid it under the spider, carefully
laying it in the trash. My husband, knowing
how upset I was, tried to rationalize. “He
might not be dead, just waterlogged. Leave
him nice and flat and I’ll keep an eye on
him.” But I knew in my heart he was dead.
I left for work feeling really sad and also
stupid for letting it all bother me so much.
As I drove to work I kept thinking about
what had happened. I decided I would write
a short story about it for this newsletter. I
realized the incident bothered me so much
because it touched on issues of control (or
rather the lack of it). We try to control
everything. At least I do. Losing a child is
the ultimate loss of that control we so
desperately seek. I had done everything in
my power to protect that little spider. Then,
out of nowhere, an unforeseen force snuffed
out its life. You just can’t cover all the
angles and make sure nothing bad ever
happens to them.

did, and he was gone! My little spider
had recovered from his shock &
crawled away. I couldn’t believe it. (I
suppose my husband could have
removed the spider to make me feel
better, but I doubt it. He knows how
important truth is to me.) Well, now
there’s no story to write, I thought.
Then reconsidering, I decided I would
still write one. But now, instead of a
sad story, my tale would hold an
element of rebirth.
And that’s how I like to think of our
daughter. I know, logically, she died. I
was there. But perhaps there was a
reprieve for her too. Nature knocked
the wind out of her, as it did my little
spider. But maybe she woke up on the
other side of life, in a place waiting to
welcome the rest of us.

Editors Note: If you have read any
books on grief and found it helpful.
Please send the Title, Author and
where the book can be purchased
and also a brief description of what
the book is about to Sabra Penrod,
26218 Bubbling Brook Drive,
Foristell, MO 63348 or contact me
by email saboots@worldnet.att.net
or you can find me on our BPUSA
website www.bpusastl.org under
newsletter editor. Thank You.
A HANDBOOK FOR BEREAVED
PARENTS – Written by Margaret H.
Gerner, MSW - This book contains a
collection of articles that Margaret has
written throughout the years since the
death of her son Arthur Gerner and her
granddaughter Emily Gerner. Margaret
was the newsletter editor for the St.
Louis BPUSA for over 20 years and
many of these articles were published in
the newsletter. For details on how to
obtain this book contact: Margaret
Gerner, 416 Carol Renee Ct, O’Fallon,
MO 63366.

When I got him later that evening, my
husband told me to go look in the trash. I
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A Permanent Fixture, Like The Pain
In Your Chest …
By: Sylvia Pegis Santin
Toronto, ON Canada

message. Boots, sandals. An assortment of
silver rings. I saw her a few minutes later
when she gave the bottle of wine to her
“Who knows why it took me three years, eight father and me for our anniversary, but I can’t
months and 12 days to remove the remains of a really remember what she was wearing.
balloon from the mantle and picture frame?
Grief has its own schedule.”
The bottle of wine sits in a little cupboard,
gathering dust. She died in an accident three
It was such a small thing. A foolish thing. The days after she gave it to us. We have never
remains of an old navy blue balloon with white been able to think of a reason to open it. The
polka dots on it.
balloon – well, it ended up draped over a
framed picture on the mantle.
For anyone who wants to know what happens
to an inflated balloon after three-plus years:
And there it stayed for
It shrinks, every so gradually. The air
three years, eight months
that was forced into it leaks out, bit by
and 12 days.
bit. Within a few weeks, it begins to
resemble a “before” picture for a
During sporadic cleaning
facelift ad. After several months have
gestures
toward
the
passed, it’s beyond restoration. Not
mantle, I would touch it;
even a Hollywood lift-and-tuck wizard
mark its progress toward
could rejuvenate this shriveled prune. And
demise. Somehow, that which
if the prune happens to be attached to several
she had held in her hands became
long silk ribbons, the overall effect is even more
sacred. Her breath remaining in this
wretched. So wretched, in fact that you think
little sac of rubber.
about getting rid of it but can’t. It’s not the right
Maybe a year after she died, an acquaintance
time yet.
wondered if I knew about the strange
Next, the rubber begins to disintegrate, although substance pasted on the picture frame and
it’s not clear exactly when this happens. (A mantle. Yes, I knew. Her friends, noticing
person who dusted the living room mantle with the clutter of boxes, clothing, old stuffed
greater frequency could be more precise.) If the animals, papers and books still in her
rubber happens to be in contact with something, bedroom, gently suggested that I might like
say a picture frame, it adheres. Permanently. some help disposing of these things. No. I
From a distance, it might be an artistic paint wouldn’t.
spatter. Up close, it looks like the cat dined on
something interesting and then had second Another year passed, and another. The
thoughts. As for the part that isn’t pasted in the navy-blue-and-white blob was a permanent
picture frame – it ends up stuck to the mantle, a fixture. A bit like the pain in your throat and
chest, just there, part of our lives. It no
small lump of withered rubber.
longer looked like a balloon, but we knew
Her aunt saw her blow up the balloon. I wish I what it was.
had. She sat, so her aunt told me, on the kitchen
floor with her legs splayed out in front of her, a And then, one day, I picked up the picture
An
little sweaty and flushed from her bike ride frame and examined it closely.
home, blowing it up and then attaching it to a exploratory scratch with one of my
fingernails – no old rubber doesn’t come off.
bottle of wine with long silk ribbons.
I inspected the lump on the mantle. Yes, it
It was the middle of August. In my mind, she could be removed, although a small stain
sits on the kitchen floor, her long hair falling would always mark the spot.
across her face as she gets the ribbons just right,
demonstrating her gift for making everyday It took another week, and then it was time.
In a flurry of activity the picture was
objects look beautiful.
removed, the frame thrown out, a new one
She must have been wearing one of her hideous purchased, the mantle cleaned. It didn’t feel
pairs of baggy, khaki shorts. A white T-shirt, right or wrong, just sort of matter-of-fact.
probably, with a slightly quirky environmental The idea of saving a scrap of the decayed
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rubber flitted through my mind and was met
with – “and what are you planning to do
with it?”
I have no idea why it took three years, eight
months and 12 days for the right moment. I
don’t know why her green knapsack still sits
on the floor of her bedroom packing with the
same items as the day the police returned it
to us. And I don’t need to know why.
That’s just the way it is. Maybe the
knapsack will always sit there. Or perhaps
another right moment will come and I will
recognize it.
Grief experts like to talk about process and
stages – a movement toward some
resolution. In other words, you’re supposed
to be going someplace. Interesting theory,
but irrelevant when you’re on the inside
looking out. All you can manage is to live
from moment to moment, to endure and,
most of all, to trust your instincts. There’s
no road map that tells you where you’re
supposed to be going, or how long the
journey might take. You have to discover
the path for yourself. If it takes a lifetime, so
be it.
The rubber blob is gone, and we don’t miss
it. But the little girl, and then young woman,
with the long, honey-colored hair, still
inhabits our house and our memories.
Jumping off the dock at the cottage, her tiny
body encased in a life jacket, plus two ski
belts for insurance. Turning cartwheels
across the living room. Throwing open the
front door so hard it bounces off the radiator,
and shouting, “I have just had the worst day
of my life!” Studying at the dining-room
table, a cup of herbal tea and her cat beside
her for comfort. Sitting on the kitchen floor,
attaching a navy-blue-and white balloon to a
bottle of wine with long silk ribbons.
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The Grief Of Older Parents
By: Mary Cleckley
TCF – Atlanta, GA
It is difficult for society to understand the
complexity of the loss of a child, no matter
the age. Probably the two least understood
losses are those at either end of the
spectrum:
the unsuccessful pregnancy,
stillbirth or death shortly after birth, and the
loss of an adult child.
In the first case, they wonder why you
grieve for someone they feel you didn’t
know, and in the second case they think that
because the son or daughter no longer lives
at home and was no longer a part of your
everyday life, with a family of his or her
own, perhaps, that the pain of the death
shouldn’t be so bad. They seem not to
understand that your children are a part of
your life, for all of your life, no matter how
far away they may be.
Someone has reminded us that we do not
love our children any more because they
have lived long enough for the parents to
watch them grow and develop. It is also
important to realize that the older children
aren’t loved any less. You continue to love
them and to develop new relationships with
them. It is frustrating for older parents to
have poured all that time, effort and love
into rearing and shaping a child, to have
done a good job and had the time to see the
end result; to have been able to love and
enjoy the decent, worthwhile adult who has
emerged, and who is now a part of two
relationships, that of parent/child and
friend/friend, and now to have lost both of
those relationships.
Even if the older child had turned out to be
not all the parents had hoped for, who has
caused unhappiness with, for example, his
alcoholism, the parents are still very much
involved in this child’s problems and
escapades. Worrying about him and being a
part of his support system becomes a way of
life, and if this child dies, suddenly they are
at a loss for a center in their life. They love
him, no matter what his shortcomings are,
and they grieve for his loss as well.
As parents age, role reversals often develop
between them and their children. After
years of being responsible, in-charge people,
as they go from “What will happen to my
children if something happens to me?” to
“What will happen to me if something
happens to my children?”
The child
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becomes a large part of the older parents;
security blanket, and they rely on them for
comfort. The parents are reassured, thinking
that when either of them dies, a child will be
there to care for the one who is left.
Imagine a situation where the mother, who is
widowed and in her 60’s or 70’s, and who
now relies on her son, in his 40’s or 50’s, to
help with her financial decisions, the upkeep
of her home, any problems she may have
with her car, among other things. If she has
health problems, he will see that she gets the
proper medical care and financial assistance
if he is able. He may have assured her of a
place in his home should the need arise.
Suddenly this child dies. Fear and insecurity
become a real part of the mother’s life, as
though she were a helpless, young child,
who parents have died.

Some adult children never leave home.
Older, retired parents now find their daily
life revolves around the routine comings and
goings of this adult child. When he dies, the
parents are cast adrift with no anchor, just as
surely as parents of younger terminally ill
children, after the death. What do you do
with all of your time now that the hub of
your universe is no longer there? All
reasons for functioning seem to disappear.
If there are grandchildren left from this adult
child who dies, the grandparents now have

to try to maintain a good relationship
with the surviving in-law, with the hope
that efforts on the part of the son-in-law
or daughter-in-law to begin a new life
won’t include cutting off all relationship
with the old life.
Keeping in touch, but not intruding, can
be tricky, particularly if there was not
an especially good relationship between
the grandparents and the in-law before
the death. If the grandparents are
denied access to their grandchildren,
that is another great loss for them.
Most parents, no matter what age, will
tell you they would have gladly taken
their child’s place in death, but older
parents have inordinate amounts of
“survivor guilt” to deal with. “What
right do they, who have lived a long,
full life, have to be alive when their
child is dead?” It should be me,” they
will tell you with great sadness.
A large part of survival after the death
of a child is being able to motivate
yourself to reinvest in life. If you aren’t
able to accomplish this after an
appropriate length of time, you don’t
fare as well as those who can. If most
of your life is behind you, as is the case
of older parents, they have other losses
of family and friends staring them in the
face, as well as having to deal with their
own mortality. Some of these parents,
with age, aren’t as mobile as they once
were, so it is difficult for them to take
advantage of any new interests that are
available to them in their effort to
survive. Motivation, then, though not
impossible, certainly becomes more
difficult. Older parents, like younger
parents, are told that time will heal. The
older parents answer, “But I don’t have
that much time.” Therein lies the larger
part of the problem of adjustment and
reinvestment.
As you begin to understand the
enormity of the loss of older parents, it
is once again brought home that there is
no good way or ago to lose a child—just
different ways and different ages and all
of them are hard.
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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 Sep 11, 2004

Nov 13,2004
All business meetings start at 9:00 a.m.
at the Creve Coeur Government Center,
300 N. New Ballas Road,
(Meeting
Room #1), located just north of Temple
Shaare Emeth.
We ask that two
representatives from each group try to
be present to report on their individual
groups, and to take back information
received at the meeting, to the group
meetings. Anyone interested in the
business of running our chapter is
welcome to attend. Any questions, Call
Carol Welch (636) 561-2438 or email at

ST. PETERS/ST. CHARLES COUNTY (FIRST THURSDAY, 7:30 P.M.)
Knights of Columbus Hall
2334 McMenamy Road
Facilitators:
Norm Wasser
(314) 429-6526 norm1955@sbcglobal.net
Dave & Marcia Hoekel (636) 332-8097 Thoekel@aol.com
SEP 2 – Guest Speaker – Father Joe Kempf (Tentative)
OCT 7 – Dreams and Unusual Happenings
NOV 4 – Coping with holidays and other special days (Birthdays, anniversaries, etc)

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
SEP 2 – To be Announced
OCT 7 – To be Announced
NOV 4 – To be Announced
SOUTH COUNTY (SECOND THURSDAY, 7:00 P.M.) Please note new time
Holy Trinity Church
Union & Reevis Barracks Road at I-55
Facilitator: Jane Nelson
314-664-0515 southgroup@bpusastl.org
SEP 9 - My child's passion, what they wanted out of life
OCT 14 – To be Announced
NOV 11 – 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
SEP 21 – Open Discussion
OCT 19 – Open Discussion
NOV 16 – 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
SEP 18 – Seeing grief as a disability
OCT 16 – Preparing for the holidays
NOV 20 – Donations to Ronald McDonald house and memories
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
SEP 28 – Triggers Of Our Grief
OCT 26 – Grief, Doubt & Faith
NOV 23 – Facing the holidays
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
SEP 28 – Keeping my child’s memory alive.
OCT 26 – The day my child died (Medical students usually come in October)
NOV 23 – Questions I still have about my child’s death.

chaptercontact@bpusastl.org
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Love Gifts
(Donations Received)

In Memory Of
Jeff Ryan
10/03/1974 ~ 07/24/1999
Happy 30th Birthday
The distance between here and there
is closer than we think.
With sweet memories from your
family

In Memory Of
Jacqueline Marie Schindler
Happy Birthday Mommy! Until we meet
again, Love for your little girl, Adriana

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
Amy Jenness Oberreither
01/22/1983 ~ 10/15/2001
All our love, Mom & Dad
From: Jeffry & Persis Oberreither

In Memory Of
Erin Marie Ewing
10/31/1980 ~ 11/01/2000
Happy 24th Birthday
Our love Always
Mom & Chuck

Bereaved Parents USA
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Coping With October
By: Tracy Rhein
BPUSA – Central Arkansas Chapter
The coming of autumn with the beautiful colors of the leaves and their falling will bring
different emotions to different families. Maybe your family had a tradition of driving
through particularly scenic areas. Maybe the child you lost was the one who raked the
leaves. Perhaps all of this will simply be a reminder that winter and a barren landscape
are coming.
Halloween is a favorite holiday for most children, but it can be hard for bereaved parents.
This formerly innocent holiday, the years “decorated” as graveyards with markers and
ghosts and skeletons, the stories of unhappy spirits that must walk the earth, all have a
completely different impact on us now.
Many of us have opened the door to give out treats and been faced with a costume so
similar to one our child wore for a Halloween past, that either we really want to pull aside
the mask to see the face behind or we want to dream that this was one last visit from our
precious child.
Some parents have surviving children who still want to join in the fun—and, oh, how hard
to “trick or treat” when you feel the victim of the ultimate “trick.”

Look A
Like
By: Don Hackett
TCF – Hingham, MA
Have you ever walked down the street,
driven by in your car or casually scanned
a crowd, finding to your stunned
realization, a child that looks like the one
you have lost? I think we all have, and as
one who works in summer camps, I find it
happens to me rather often. One boy of
fourteen in particular struck me this year.
I was nearly constantly captured by his
image…until I wrote about this lad who
so closely resembles Olin.

Stop and think – What can you do differently? For autumn and its beauties and chores,
what routines can you change? Hire someone or ask a friend who has been offering to
help and asking for specific tasks. Maybe you could do it together.

I’m sure you are unaware,
but you look like him.
Your build, hair, eyes, height
are much like his.
For Halloween, take surviving children to a carnival (many schools and churches sponsor
Even your changing voice
these). Or if a carnival was an every year event, go to the zoo or go’, door-to-door this
Echoes his sound and tone.
year. If you don’t have surviving children wanting to celebrate, maybe you can leave
You can’t know how you tempt me,
your house dark and go to a movie and skip this holiday. In any event, planning ahead
You wouldn’t understand if I forgot
will help you get through a difficult time.
and laid my arm across your shoulders,
Or embraced you and called you Son.
When I look into your eyes,
Though quickly,
and skim a glance across your face,
I see you are not he.
But at a distance and from the back,
or as you stride with that
familiar gait,
I’ll
think
about
what
was
lost,
the
By: Tom Wyatt
I see him and forget
BPUSA – St. Louis, MO
future that might have been;
that you are you.
but then I’ll remember what we had You cannot know the joy you inspire
They’ll come to the door in make-up
and I’ll smile once again.
or the pain you inflict
and masks, “Trick or Treat”, they
Just by looking as you do.
will say;
The sorrow I can’t deny, the pain his Forgive me if sometimes I avoid you.
I’ll smile and give them candy, on
death has brought;
Make allowances if occasionally I seem to
this joyous, sorrowful day.
but on this day I choose to remember stare.
You are your own flesh
the lessons of love he taught.
I’ll celebrate this day with joy in my
And belong only to yourself.
But sometimes, when I overflow with
heart and a tear in my eye;
sorrow and find you near
it is the day my Johnny was born and
I discard reality and turn you to a ghost.
with joy and sorrow I’ll cry.
It is a delusion of the moment,
Unfair, I know, to you
I’ll remember the first time I held
But the truth is bitter
him, my sweet baby boy;
And hurts me too.
I’ll think about our four years
I long for the boy I see in you.

Lessons Learned

together with all of the love and joy.
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The Mirror
By: Bonnie Harris-Tibbs
TCF – Richmond, VA
In the larger bathroom in our home is the
bigger vanity where the rack for the curling
irons and blow dryer is located. In the cabinet
under the sink are all the hair products used as
preparation for another day begins. Today as I
stood in that bathroom ready to style my hair, I
looked into the small mirror. The feeling of
being alone swept over me like a sudden
summer thunderstorm, and knocked me back
to when you were still here.
Each morning there was a race to get to the
blow dryer or curling iron first. Or you would
come in & interrupt me in my daily process
with a playful nudge to get me away from the
mirror so you could apply your make-up.
There would usually be enough noise to cause
your step-dad to ask, “What are you two girls
up to now, and is anything broken yet?” Scott
would usually leave for work claiming that
having two women in the house was too much
to handle early in the morning, and al that hair
spray was bad for his lungs.
Gone now are all those voices, giggles, and
clanging of the make-up bottles.
Your
brothers aren’t yelling to get us out of the
bathroom. No longer is the smell of your
perfume in the air. There is no one yelling as
if an alien being had landed, “Mom, you need
to come here!! I can’t get my hair to do
anything today! Will you please help me style
it or French braid it before I’m late for
school?!!” I really long to hear, “Thanks,
Mom, everyone liked my hair today.”
I remember so many talks as we got ready for
our day. No matter what was planned, we had
our few minutes in front of the mirror…I
remember your friends coming over to get you
to style their hair for something special. It
could take hours and gallons of hair spray, but
you usually had a great finished product. I
think a lot of times, your friends just wanted to
talk, and this was a perfect way to do it.
I am the only woman in the house now. I have
the mirror to myself, but I’d rather share it
with my best friend and daughter. We had
some good times in front of that little mirror,
didn’t we, Kim?
I have to continue with my morning routine.
Thanks for all the memories. I would rather
be creating new ones, but I am glad for what I
do have. I miss you, Kim!!
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What Is
Grief?
By: Elizabeth Dent
TCF – McMinnville, OR
It’s soaking your pillow with tears at
night,
your thoughts flying ‘round in your head.
You feel like you’ll never sleep again,
Wondering why you went to bed.

His Shoes
Speak To
Me
By: Ora S. Lewis
BPUSA – Orange County, CA
Written in memory of her son, Gregg
Lewis.

It’s softly crying in the shower,
And hoping no one will hear.
When sobs wrack your chest, taking your
breath,
You’ll surely be heard, you fear.

His shoes still sit on the closet floor
Tho’ he’s been gone a decade and more.

You blow your nose and wipe your eyes,
Come out looking innocent.
The silly games we all play,
You wish you knew what they meant.

I go to the closet and there are his shoes.
It’s easy to see they really were used.

It’s having swollen eyelids,
Your nose peels all the time.
You go through boxes of Kleenex.
Then people say you look fine!
It’s guilt and depression and anger,
Emotions are magnified.
Good days and bad days are measured
By the amount of tears that you cried.
It’s hanging in limbo from lawsuits,
Your grieving has been put on hold.
You feel like you’ll never start healing
Before you’re a hundred years old.
It’s when someone says; “It’s God’s will,”
And you’re sorry you nodded and cried.
You feel like you’ve betrayed your child,
Your precious child that died.
It’s feeling abandoned by God,
Wondering if He really does care.
Then on a good day, believing,
Convinced, all the time, he was there.
It’s crying to God in your sorrow,
Imploring him for some reprieves.
He comes to you in his own time,
Conveying that with you he grieves.

Some days my memories are a bit hazy.
Is it a nightmare or am I going crazy?

The prints of his feet are still inside.
He really did live but too soon he died.
Reality returns, with his shoes on the
floor.
How long will they be there? Till I need
them no more.
His bronzed baby shoes sit on a shelf.
They help me to meet a need in myself.
These baby shoes speak of a life just
beginning.
The work shoes tell about life and its
ending.
With the passing of years, some peace I’ve
attained.
But the happiness I once knew cannot be
regained.
Yet there’s much about life I still want to
live.
To my family and others, I still yearn to
give.
I’ve cried many tears, felt the guilt and the
pain.
My grief has diminished and I can laugh
once again.

It’s having compassion for others,
Supporting them when their child dies.
It brings back the painful memories,
But, “Lord, help them,” is what your heart
cries.
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ST. LOUIS BULLETIN BOARD
Mark Your Calendars!!!
BPUSA Holiday Candlelight
Our Children Remembered…
Tuesday, December 7, 2004
Shaare Emeth (Ladue Road/Ballas
Music, Poetry & Slide Presentation
In Memory Of Our Children
(See more information on page 3 of this newsletter)

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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Taste Of Heaven
St. Louis Style
Cookbooks are still available.
To get copies of our cookbook
please send $15.00 per copy
and $3.50 shipping and
handling per book, to our P.O.
Box number listed on page 6
of this newsletter or visit our
website at www.bpusastl.org
for an order form.
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Infant/Toddler Page
How Many Children On Losing
Do You Have?
A Baby

By: Nancy L. Maruyama, RN
Crystal Lake, IL
Article from Bereavement Magazine
Sep/Oct 1998
Colorado Springs, CO

about that. Responses among bereaved
parents will differ when they are asked
how many children they have. In most
cases, I will tell people I have a son who
died, and two daughters.

It is early fall and I am standing in line at the
grocery store. As I turn around to check the
items in my cart, the woman behind me
notices that I am very pregnant. “Is this your
first child?” she asks innocently. Tears form
in my eyes as I try to decide what to answer.
If I say no, this will lead to the inevitable
question: “how many children do you have?”
Am I up for the possible reaction to my
answer? Am I ready to bring up old feelings
and memories? That day, I decide yes.

There have been situations when I haven’t
mentioned Brendan. That is okay – it
doesn’t mean I don’t love him or that I
deny that he ever existed. It doesn’t mean
that I am a bad mother. What it does
mean, is that for the moment, I choose not
to share Brendan.
Early in my
bereavement, I told everyone about
Brendan’s life and death. More than
twelve years later, I have learned to cope
with his absence and do not feel the need
to mention him every time I meet someone
new.

I turn to the women and said, “this is my
second child. My first child, my son, died in
October of 1985 of Sudden Infant Death
Syndrome.”
She puts her hand on my
shoulder and tells me how sorry she is. She
asks me some questions about our son and
about SIDS. I appreciated so much the
opportunity to talk about our son, Brendan,
and SIDS, even to a complete stranger!
Unfortunately, that is not always the response
I receive. Many times people will mumble
something unintelligible and walk way. That
is okay, too. I understand how difficult it is to
hear about a baby dying – no one likes to hear

There are many ways in which my family
and I keep his memory alive. As bereaved
parents, we decide what is right for each
of us. When we choose to mention our
deceased children, we may make some
people uncomfortable, but we may also
have the opportunity to educate others. If
we choose not to mention our deceased
children that does not mean that we deny
them or that we should feel guilty. The
only correct choice is what feels right to
the bereaved parent.

Kindness is a
language which
the deaf can
hear, and the
blind can read.

By: Deby Amost
TCF – Anniston, AL
Learn to love her? I already loved her.
Any mother who carries a child knows
love for that child even though it is still
unborn. I loved her. I knew her. I knew
that she would become quiet and still
when I spoke softly to her. I knew she
would react with somewhat violent
kicking when surrounded by loud noises.
I knew her while she was yet inside me.
She was real. I loved her.
I cannot ever forget her. I never want to.
I still wonder what she would have grown
to be like, what she would have grown to
look like. Would she have been fair and
active like my son Justin, or would she
have been dark and quietly composed like
Ashlee? I think about these things even
after four years. I expect to think about
them for the rest of my life. I wonder
what it would have been like around here
with three children close in age, playing
together, I wonder what it would have
been like with three children to love. I
wonder… I guess for a parent of a baby
who dies, the wonder-strings are the
worst. We just do not know. We have no
memories to cherish.
I am not trying to make a comparison with
the death of a child who lived to be older.
I cannot compare things, which I do not
know about. I just know that a parent who
has a baby to die feels grief and loss and
pain and hurt. To grieve is to grieve, to
feel pain and loss is to feel the pain and
loss, to miss a child is to miss a child. Of
course, there are, as in everything, various
degrees of feeling, and to each parent his
or her child was special; and the feelings
still go deep and the loss is still felt at no
matter what age a child dies.

Mark Twain
Bereaved Parents USA
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The Energizer Bunny
By: Carlene Vester Eneroth
Bereavement Magazine
Sept/Oct 2001 issue
grief@bereavementmag.com

It was so huge, green & healthy. It would
have gone for big bucks in a nursery! He
didn’t intend to, but he just kept going, and
going.

It’s that time of year again…not just the start
of school, but the orange and black colors
everywhere remind us that Halloween is
approaching. Although many moms are
beginning to struggle with the costume
dilemma for the children, as adults usually
we aren’t too concerned with that particular
task.

In the commercials, the Energizer Bunny
beats a steady drum, and so do we. How we
consistently wish for many of the same
things: to hear our special person’s name
mentioned often. We want to know they
won’t be forgotten. We long to share stories
about them with an
appreciative
audience.
We want people to know
this grief business is a lot
of work, and we don’t
care to ever be asked,
“When are you going to
be over this?”
Just
because this wish list is
seldom fulfilled doesn’t
mean we quit struggling
on. With that drumbeat in the background,
we just keep going, and going…

But, let me ask you, “If you
had to pick a Halloween
costume, what would you go
as?”
I have the perfect
solution for new survivors. It
describes us to a “T”; it is
something seen on TV on a
regular basis and a stuffed
version is sitting on my shelf as I write.
Curious? It’s the pink Energizer Bunny!
Wait a minute! Before you put down this
magazine, feeling sorry for this writer who
has obviously lost her mind, let me give you
some of my reasons.
The slogan of the Energizer is, “It just keeps
going, & going, & going…” And whether
we want to or not, that is just what we are
doing in grief. That doesn’t mean that it is
our choice (because being a bedroom recluse
seems like a fabulous idea), but only that we
have no alternative but to keep going, &
going…
Maybe you have small children, and even
though someone special is missing from
your household, you just don’t stop serving
meals, fixing school lunches and washing
mountains of clothes. Of course, your
energy level is sub-zero, and the kids may
end up with wild varieties of lunches (such
as a bologna/peanut butter combo!) but
Mom keeps plodding on---going, and going!
Your loved one may be gone but her muchloved houseplants remain. You can’t bear to
throw them out, but who cares now? I know
one young man who decided the least he
could do was add some water once in a
while to the greenery—no sweet-talkin
them, but at least they could have some
water. He was astonished that they didn’t all
die right away, so pretty soon he found some
plant food and added it to the plants’ diet. I
was privileged to see his home a year later
and could not believe the enormous Boston
fern that was growing in the front window.
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goes really well with us because it is a
relief to hide our hurt behind them.
Don’t you agree? I heard someone tell
me after Greg died, “It’s hard to watch
you and talk to you because your eyes
show so much hurt.” I thought about
wearing shades even in the winter.
Well, what do you think? The way I
see it, all survivors deserve an Energizer
Bunny costume this Halloween. We’d
like to hide behind the sunglasses and
have people listen to our steady
drumbeat of wishes, but most of all, we
have kept going, and going… The
worst hurt imagined has invaded our
lives, crushing our spirits, and yet we
still have kept going & going! I’m
proud of each of you.
Move over, little stuffed pink and white
bunny. Take a look at us. Our lives
aren’t a whimsical commercial. We are
living your slogan.

Did you know that the Energizer Bunny
wears sunglasses? Yup. And I figure that

The Mask Of Grief
By: Kerry Marston
Mother Of Michael
As the beautiful colors of Fall surround us
and the air is sweetened and chilled, we, the
broken hearted parents and families of those
children who left us too soon begin to find
the strength and perseverance to face
another season, another anniversary, another
rush of memories.
Perhaps Halloween
brings with it visions of little candy grabbing
goblins and gossamer clad fairy children.
Perhaps those memories aren’t available to
some of us. All of us pick up our masks
right around this time of year and we put
them on. Our masks are different, though.
When our children died, we discovered that
the raw and horrible pain we were in
probably showed up on our faces, in the way
we stood, in the way we walked and talked.
We soon discovered that, even though we
had many close and loving friends and
family, they were not very comfortable with
watching us bleed to death from the inside
out… So we constructed a mask.

ancient rituals. The idea of “masking”
one’s identity for a short time and
celebrating with wild abandon is as
appealing in our society as it was in
those ancient times. Unfortunately, the
bereaved have a different reason for
donning the mask. We force our mask
to smile when the lump in our throat
and the heaviness in our chest threaten
to choke us. Our eyes leak profusely,
despite the waterproof mascara and
pancake makeup we women keep
applying…Men put on a stoic and
strong façade, sometimes failing
miserably and breaking down with
terrible beauty.
I urge you to be gentle with your mask.
Put it on thoughtfully and take it off
with great care. There are safe places to
leave it and one of those places is with
those of us who travel this path with
you.

Masquerade Balls and Pagan ceremonies are
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Sibling Page
Dealing With Loss

By: Michael Cressner
TCF – LA
In Memory Of Brian Cressner 1978 ~ 1998

I made everything look, on the outside, as
if life was the same as before, even though
the exact opposite was going on.

“It is the hardest thing to deal with in life. I’m
lucky to just get through the day,” are standard
thoughts for anyone who had to deal with the
death of a loved one or someone very close to
them. In the past, I have had friends lose
parents and siblings too, yet I never quite
understood what they were going through.
Soon, I found exactly what these people
dealing with death meant when they said it
was an unimaginable task just to make it
through a single day.

My teachers, as well as my friends,
naturally wanted to believe that after a
couple of weeks I was back to normal and
“all better,” as if what I was going through
was some type of illness. As more time
went on, however, the further I fell
behind. I ended up doing well in school,
but that’s only because the shock of my
experience was not even close to wearing
off, and shock acted like a screen to shield
me from the problems facing me. But
shock is only good for a short time.

My older brother died in February 1998, killed
by a tree that crushed the car he and a friend
were in. My family and I were forced to
change in every way. At that moment, chaos
entered my life; I became a different person. I
had to figure out what had happened, why it
had happened, and how to live the rest of my
life without Brian, the person I had looked up
to my entire life.
Brian taught me everything about life and how
to live it, and just when I began to understand
what he was saying about parties, friends, and
what to look forward to in college, he was
gone as quick as he came into this world.
The constraints of school (work piling up, and
the overall importance of returning to classes
so that I wouldn’t be too far behind) gave me a
one-week and a day after the funeral to figure
it out, to begin to live the “new” life that had
been thrown at me without a choice. I can’t
begin to express what a big mistake it was for
me to come back only seven days after Brian’s
death. I can’t fully say that this is the reason it
took me eight months to even realize and
comprehend what had happened, but I can say
diving back into school was the worst thing I
could have done at that point.
When I came back to school, I was dazed and
numb when I first heard about my brother’s
death on the TV news. I went from class to
class with people coming up to me saying that
they were sorry and to ask me how I was
doing and I would reply: “I’m doing all
right,” without even thinking about it. My
friends tried to be around me as much as
possible.
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I was able to finish the school year off
well, grade wise, but I was a time bomb on
the emotional side. By the end of ’98, the
shock had begun to wear off and only then
did I start to realize what had happened.
At that point, my current teachers either
didn’t know what had happened to me, or
they did, but couldn’t believe that I could
be worse then eight months earlier. After
all, time heals everything, right?
In this case it didn’t. It made things
worse, much worse. I fell behind in
homework. Most nights I couldn’t do my
homework because I was sitting in front of
the TV listlessly, with nothing going
through my head. This problem, which I
had no control over, wouldn’t necessarily
fly with my teachers as an excuse. Just
when I need my friends the most, they
weren’t there because they didn’t know
they had to be there. It was a mess that
seemed to get worse by the day. Where it
had been hard to make it though a day, it
now became hard to make it through an

hour. In class, I would daze out, or if I
looked like I was paying attention, well I
probably was, but at the end of the day I
could not remember what the lesson was
about, which then interfered with my
homework, if I could even do the
homework. It became such a problem
that, by the time I worked things out with
my teachers and my life, it was too late to
make up for the semester.
It has been a long ride since last year, and
I still have bad days, but a lot fewer than a
couple of months ago. It is still close to
impossible to talk to most of my friends
about what has happened in my life, and
unless teachers have gone through a
similar experience, it is the unspeakable.
It is not very hard to understand that this is
one of the most uncomfortable subjects to
talk about on both sides of the scale.
Death is a subject that is hard for kids to
understand due to the fact we’re going
through the stage that leads us to believe
that we’re invincible. It’s hard for adults
to understand because they simply don’t
want to think about it. In our society, no
matter how open we are led to believe we
are, a few subject are still taboo. Death
tops that list.
For students who go through this
experience, it’s a process that they have to
go through by themselves. I’ve learned
that friends can only help so much.
Unless they share the same experience, it’s
a subject that is unknown to them. IN any
case, death is hard to talk about.
Of the people on campus, students and
adults alike who deal with their own
experiences of loss, all have different
stories. But one shared truth is: dealing
with loss takes a very long time. What
people need to understand is that it can
take years, and even then; it is hard to
ever, fully, become the same person as
you were before the loss.
I found Crossroads isn’t the easiest place
to have to deal with the turmoil that comes
with the process of grieving, but, then
again, I suspect no place is.
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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.

