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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.

Bereaved Parents of the USACredo
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GolfingiforiouriAngels

What:
Golfing for Angels 

annual fund-raiser for  
BPUSAStL 

Where:
The Golf Club at Wentzville 

9 Pro Shop Drive 
Wentzville, Mo 63385

When:
Saturday,  

Oct 11th 2008
12 P.M. Start

How:
2 ways to participate

Sponsor a Hole  
     in your child’s name.

Join/form  
    a team & golf! 

GFA forms on page 2 & 3

Details Details        
Details:

Checks payable to: BP/USA 
for info call 314 574-3733

GFA forms on page 2 & 3

In loving memory of our children
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Sibling 
PageMy 

Grief is 
Like a 
River
—Unknown

My grief is like a river–  
I have to let it flow,  
but I myself determine  
just where the banks will go. 

Some days the current takes me  
in waves of guilt and pain, 

but there are always quiet pools  
where I can rest again. 

I crash on rocks of anger– 
My faith seems faint indeed,  
but there are other swimmers  
who know that what I need  
are loving hands to hold me  
when the waters are too swift,  
and someone kind to listen  
when I just seem to drift. 

Grief’s river is a process  
of relinquishing the past.  
By swimming in Hope’s channels  
I’ll reach the shore at last.

–submitted by Sandy Curran 

—Valisha Watchman, TCF, Winter 2004

From the time that my sister, Valinda, was born 
I looked at her as someone very important who 
needed to be protected. I gladly gave up anything 

and gave it to her if it made her happy. I loved my sister 
very much.
I have many memories of Valinda playing with dolls and 
coloring. She would dress up as Miss Piggy while playing 
with her Strawberry Shortcake and Care Bears dolls. We 
all gladly played with her, including my brother. We all 
saw her as the one in charge. She was the boss of all of us, 
and yet years younger.
It amazed me that I have grown into an adult with my 
own children, and yet she has always stayed a little girl. 
I look at myself in the mirror and see who I am now– a 
women in her thirties with six children. I look at pictures 
of my sister and see a child who has become an immov-
able, valuable stone.
I have told my children many stories of Valinda. My 
memories have become their memories. Sometimes they 
will say things like, “Do you remember when ...” as if they 
had been there. My sister is a part of my children just as 
she is a part of me.
I have heard so may times that when someone dies they 
are not really gone because their memory lives on in loved 
ones. This statement has become true. I see this in my life 
everyday. My sister lives in me. She lives in my children. 
She lives in everyone she touched.

My sister then, my sister now,  
my sister you’ll always be.  

What once was locked now is open, 
because you hold the key.  

Your strength is in who you were,  
and who you would have been. 

 The memory of you will live on and on,  
this I will always see.  

Your heart is locked, inside a treasure,  
you hold the family. 

For my Sister 
Valinda
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314 Accident, Automobile:
Katie VerHagen ................................. (314) 576-5018
Steve Welch ....................................... (636) 561-2438

Accident, Non Vehicular:
Maureen & Chuck McDermott ........ (636) 227-6931

Adult Sibling:
Mark VerHagen ................................ (314) 726-5300
Traci Morlock ................................... (636) 332-1311

Drugs or Alcohol:
Patrick Dodd ..................................... (314) 575-4178

Grandparent:
Margaret Gerner ............................... (636) 978-2368

Child with Disability:
Lois Brockmeyer ............................... (314) 843-8391

Illness, Short Term:
Jean & Art Taylor .............................. (314) 725-2412

Illinois Contact:
Linda Moffatt ................................... (618) 243-6558

Jefferson County Contact:
Michele Horrell ................................. (636) 931-6552

Murder:
Mata Weber ...................................... (618) 972-0429
Butch Hartmann ............................... (314) 487-8989

Only Child:
Mary Murphy.................................... (314) 822-7448

Suicide:
Sandy Curran ...................................  (314) 647-2863

Single Parent:
Mary Murphy ................................... (314) 822-7448

Telephone Friends

Submissions
(The cut off date for the Sept–Oct issue is August 15th) 

To include your child’s photo send your  
donation/love gift & photo to:

Jamie Ryan
6309 Washington Ave

St. Louis, MO 63130
(Please send a self addressed stamped envelope)

Please make checks payable to BPUSA

To submit a poem or story email :  
Christine Bousman scottjchristinen@aol.com

—Dr. Richard Dew  
    Rachel ’s Cry–A Journey Through Grief

“A father’s supposed to shield 
and protect his children from 
harm.”  Because of this I’ve tortured 
myself facing up to the fact that  
my child is dead and I’m still alive.

Was it punishment for some 
long past sin?

Why didn’t I warn him?

I should have known.

I might have prevented it if  
I had been there.

At least he wouldn’t have  
died alone.

At rare times when I laugh,  
I’m full of shame for having fun.

I can easily see that logically 
I am not to blame, but I can’t 
convince my psyche and me.

In times of reflection I wonder 
why, if God can forgive me, 
then why can’t I? 
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Infant & Toddler 
Page

—Margaret H. Gerner, St Louis Chapter of BPUSA
Parents who lose an only child lose their role of parent as well. 
All of our parental energy was focused on that one 
child no matter how young or old he was. When he is 
gone we don’t have a place to expend that energy. 

The birth of a child into a family changes 
your life completely. Work schedules may be 
changed. Your home is rearranged or enlarged 
to accommodate a child. Even your social life 
becomes different. You focused all your love, 
care and energy on that child. With his death 
the focus is gone.

If the child was young or still remained at home, 
the household becomes that of two persons 
again, or in the case of a single parent, she is 
left in a household completely alone. Before the 
death your child’s presence filled the house, now 
it resounds with his absence.

If the child was grown and no longer lived at 
home, the focus of your love and care was less 
directed to the day to day concerns of the child, 
but was directed towards the relationship that 
usually develops, as children get older. That 
means special visiting times; holidays spent 
together or simply loving them and being 
loved in return. The focus is on seeing the child 
develop his own life and accomplishments. 
With his death this special relationship is gone.

Unless he already had children, there will be no 
grandchildren to maintain the continuity of 
generations as you expected. This is a significant 
loss.

Our children create the role of parent for us with 
all the joys and responsibilities that are a part of 
that role. Children also provide the comfort of 
knowing someone close will care about us. The 
loss of that child brings an aloneness that the 
loss of a child with siblings does not.

Not to be forgotten are the special days when 
parents are honored. For those who have other 
children, Mother’s and Father’s Days still has 
meaning. For those who have lost an only child, 
it does not.

∞

∞

∞

∞

∞

∞

I personally resented it when people would say to me, 
“How fortunate you are to have seven other children.” 
It was as if they were saying: “The other seven chil-
dren can replace Arthur.” It was not until my daughter lost 
her only child eleven years later, that I could see that, yes, as 
hard as it was to lose Arthur, I did indeed, have other children 
to love and be a parent to. Today, now that my remaining 
children are grown and our relationship has devel-
oped into mature friendships, I can see how painful it 
would be to have no other children.

Some parents who lose an only child have a 
strong need to be around other children during 
their grief. Others cannot be around children 
at all, they find it too painful. Some experience 
anger and resentment towards those who have 
children. They see it as an injustice that these 
parents have a number of children, while they 
have none.

I suggest you deal with this whatever way is 
less painful for you. But remember, regardless 
of how you choose to handle this, remember 
that his is a world of children, and it is almost 
impossible to avoid them. A compromise 
between the two is to allow yourself to avoid 
children (if you can) in the most painful part of 
your grief, and then slowly expose yourself to 
others with children, with the full knowledge 
that it will be painful at first, but with time it 
will get easier.

I believe that the biggest factor in the grief of parents who 
have no surviving children is the loss of meaning to their 
lives. Over and over again they lament, “What is the 
sense of doing anything; we have worked so we could 
provide our child with the best we could afford? Our 
hopes and dreams and expectations included our child. 
Everything we did was with our child in mind. And 
now it is all gone.” The meaninglessness of their lives 
can become overwhelming. In order to reinvest their 
lives these parents must find a new meaning for their 
existence.

In the early months the reason to go on may 
only be that you must. Or it may be that you 
feel you must go on for your spouse, parents, or 
other important persons in your life. If neither 
of these seems true for you, I suggest that you 
create a purpose. Maybe it’s to live your life 
in tribute to your child’s memory, or to make 
something positive out of the senselessness of 
your child’s death.

Successful resolution of your grief, and a healthy 
reinvestment in life, can only come with finding 
a new meaning– a meaning that does not 
include your child. 

∞

∞

∞

∞

Death of an  
Only Child

A BirthdAy 
tABle
—Frankie Wilford, Texas

No rustling tissue paper
scattered ribbons or burst balloons
No shouts of Happy Birthday
break the silence in this room.

Nonetheless, a birthday has rolled again
though the beloved children
who reveled in the cheer
no longer blow the candles out
at the turning of the year.

Loving hands may bring
a photograph of that precious life to share
and place it on the birthday table
with utmost tenderness and care.
For though the world may not recall
the laughter or the joy
we treasure every memory
of our birthday girls and boys. 

—author unknown 
Life is but a stopping place, 
a pause in what’s to be.

A resting place along the road 
to sweet eternity.

We all have different journeys, 
different paths along the way, 

we were all meant to  
learn some things,

but never meant to stay... 
our destination is a place 

far greater than we know.
For some, the journey is quicker, 

for some, the journey is slow.
And when the 

 journey finally ends, 
we’ll claim a great reward, 
and find an everlasting peace, 

together with the Lord.

—submitted by Barb Blanton

A 
Poem of Life
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CALENDAR
Aug 10

Sept • Oct 08’ Newsletter submission cutoff 

July 11–13 
2008 Annual Gathering 

Oct. 4th 
Golfing for Angels’ 

Oct. 11
1st BPUSA StL Golfing for Angels Fund-raiser 

12 5

St. Louis Bulletin Board

Honor your Child  Be a…Web Sponsor for a $20 donation 
to BPUSA/STL your child will be featured on 
our home page for 1 month. Includes a scrolling 
message and picture (25 words or fewer).  Create a…Web Memorial at the 

 “Meet Our Children” section.  The cost is a $25 
donation.  Your child’s name will appear below 
your group as a link to their page. Interested, contact: Barb Blanton at our 

website or barb_blanton@yahoo.com. With 
your donation, specify whether you want to  
sponsor or to add to the web memorial.

 When you do begin to find meaning that doesn’t include 
your child, you may feel guilty that you are even thinking 
of a life for yourself. It feels selfish to think of yourself 
instead of your child. This is a new way of thinking for 
you, and you’ll find it hard to give yourself permission 
to do this.

One suggestion is to try to recapture some of 
the meaning your life had before your child 
was born. You had hopes and dreams and 
expectations before your child was born. 
Consider them again. Also, this may be the time 
to consider a new life goal or a new career.

To find new meaning for your life, you must 
choose life. Remember also that only a life 
with meaning is a fulfilling one. To find new 
meaning takes much time and much thinking 
and rethinking. Don’t expect that such a 
monumental task can be completed quickly. For 
most parents, this takes years.

 

∞

∞

A word about having another child. If you are capable of having 
another child, and are considering it, know that a new baby 
will not end your grief. Yes, a new baby can bring joy if 
she is brought into a family that truly wants her for 
herself, but if she is brought into the family to replace 
a child who has died, more problems may be created 
than solved. Every new baby has the right to be loved 
and wanted for herself alone, but if she is, even un-
consciously, expected to fill the void of the dead child, 
her life is not likely to be a happy one. It is unfair to 
the new child to expect her to fill the shoes of another 
child.. If you are thinking of having another child, it 
is imperative that you have worked through the grief 
over the child who died before you make that decision.
It’s an enormous task to survive grief, much less re-
solve it. You must reevaluate and reorganize your life 
without your child. Unless this is done your grief will 
never be successfully resolved. 

Part of BPUSA-StL’s commitment is 
to be a space where our parents and 

families can communicate. Printed in 
your newsletter are private expressions 

of writers. We offer their writings 
only for your reflection. Sometimes 
observing nature or establishing 

routines signal solace to the writer. 
Often they turn to religion or 

spirituality for comfort and guidance. 
BPUSA-StL shares these insights not 
only for your contemplation but also to 
acknowledge our community’s many, 
rich sources for strength and hope. You are great kids.  You have always been great 

kids, although I haven’t always been a great 
mom.  After your brother died, I was hardly 

any kind of mom at all.  I was so lost in my own grief, 
I wasn’t there for you.  You were bewildered, scared and 
hurt, but I couldn’t seem to reach out to you beyond 
my own pain.  I was like a day old helium balloon 
drifting along, not sure whether my place was with you 
or with your brother.
I didn’t drift for long.  You grabbed my string and 
yanked me back!  Your brother was being cared for 
by his heavenly Father, but you needed your earthly 
mother.  It was your need for me that saved my life.
I’m sorry that your brother’s death robbed you of your 
childhood.  While other kids fretted about what to 
wear or which movie to see, you wondered when the 
tears and sadness would ever end, and if we would be 
a family again.  If I could have shielded you from such 
great sorrow, I would have, but I couldn’t.
Your lives were changed forever, and the future was 
uncertain, but you kept going.  You supported and 

inspired me as we traveled that rocky road of grief 
together.  You talked about your brother when no one 
else would say his name.  You kept his picture in your 
rooms and proudly pointed out to friends, “This was 
my brother.”  You used his things, but gently.  You 
reminded me of the cute, funny things he said and did.  
You included him in your bedtime prayers.  You still 
do.  Some day, I believe you will tell your own children 
about your brother.  Thank you for keeping his memory 
alive.
Because of the tragedy you experienced, you are more 
mature than other kids your age.  You possess strength 
and courage beyond your years.  You are resilient; little 
things don’t get you down.  Best of all, you are kind, 
sensitive and compassionate to others.  I adore you.  
You are my life.  Love,                           

                                           

 
—Patricia Dyson, Beaumont, TX
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BOWLING GREEN 
(3rd Tuesday, 7-9pm)  
Prairie Edge Garden Center,  
18011 Business 161 S.  
Bowling Green, MO  63334 
Fac:Cindy Morris ..... 636.462-9961

 Dates: July 15  TBA                     
          August 19 TBA 
Bowling Green Sibling Group 
Fac: Wendy Koch ..... 573.822-6123

TROY, MO 
(2nd Tuesday, 7 P.M.)   
Ingersoll Chapel in Troy,  
Troy, MO 63379

Fac: Cindy Morris .......636. 462–9961    
Dates: May 13th & June 10th

Troy SIBLING GROUP 
Fac: Stacy Magill/Tracy Wallace   
  ........................314. 809–5058  
Co:Sarah Heintz .......636.236.2543 
Terre Rosciglione 636.949.7802

ST. PETERS  
(1st Thursday, 7:30 P.M.)

     Knights of Columbus Hall 
5701 Hwy N, Cottleville MO 
Fac: Marcia Hoekel ......636.332-809 

 Dates:  July 3  TBA 
            August 1 TBA 
ST. PETERS SIBLING GROUP

Fac: Stacy Magill/ Tracy Wallace  ....... 
  ........................314. 809–5058

JEFFERSON COUNTY SOUTH 
(1st Thursday, 7 P.M.)

St Rose Catholic Church, Miller & 
3rd St., Desoto, MO

Fac:  Ginny Kamp 636. 586-8559  
Debbie Larson  
Dates: July 10 Summer Memories 
& Pictures August 7 What 
Happened to the Old Me  
and Who Am I Now?

SOUTH COUNTY  
(2nd Thursday, 7 P.M.)

  Holy Trinity Church– 
Union & Reevis Barracks Rd 
Fac: Jane Nelson ......314. 378–3147

 Dates: July 17 & Aug 14  TBA 

WASHINGTON 
(3rd Tues, 7pm every other Month) 
 First Baptist Church (use East door) 
11E. 14th St. Washington, MO 

 Fac:Betty Werner ...... 636.390-4422 
Dates: July 15 TBA

NORTH COUNTY  
(3rd Saturday, 9:30 A.M.) 
Coldewell Baker Gundaker Bldg 
(rear) 2402 North Hwy 67, 63033

Fac: Pat Ryan ...............314. 605–3949   
*Volunteer interpreter 
 provided for hearing impaired

 Dates: July 19  Guilt             
Aug 16 Bitter or Better? 

ST. LOUIS CITY GROUP  
(1st Tuesday, 7 P.M.) 
Timothy Lutheran School  
(lower lever)  
6704 Fyler, 63139

 Facs:  
June Laschober ...........314.647-1758  
  .............jlasch@sbcglobal.net   
Co: Sandy Curran

 Dates: July 1 Vacation memories 
with my child. AUGUST 5th

      Back to school memories  
WEST COUNTY  
(4th Tues, 7:00 P.M.) 
Shaare Emeth Congregation, 
1645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue)  
MO 63141 
Fac: Judy Ruby ..........314. 994–1996

  Dates:July 22 The Day My Child 
Was Born  August 26  

   Dreams And Unusual Happenings  

11

BP/USA St. Louis Chapter
P.O. Box 410350, St. Louis, MO  

63141 
 (314) 878-0890

St. Louis Chapter Newsletter
EDITORS–Christine Bousman   

(314) 428-1228  
scottjchristinen@aol.com/ Jamie Ryan 

(314) 361–3470 

BP/USA National Headquarters
P.O. Box 95, Park Forest, IL  60466 

 (708)748-7866  www.
bereavedparentsusa.org

BP/USA StL  
BUSINESS MEEtINGS

              9:00am
Creve Coeur Government Center
300 N. New Ballas Road,  Rm #1 

We ask that a representative from 
each group attends to provide a 

group report and relay information back  
to their group. All interested in how 
our chapter operates are welcome. 
Questions? Call Sharon Krejci 
(636) 532-0033 

M e e t i n g  T i m e s  &  P l a c e s

PARENTS OF MURDERED 
CHILDREN:
Meetings: 3rd Tues.  7:30 p.m.

St Alexius Hospital 
 3933 S Broadway

Mata Weber (618) 972-0429 
Butch Hartmann  
(314) 487-8989

LIFE CRISIS CENTER:  
(Survivors of Suicide) 
2650 Olive St,  
St. Louis, MO  63103  
Meetings: Weds. 7:00 p.m. 
(314) 647-3100 
P.A.L.S.  
(Parents affected by the loss of a 
child through suicide)
Meetings: 2nd Tues  7:00 p.m. 

4th Sat at 10:30 a.m.
St Lukes Hospital (141 & 40)
St. Louis, MO (314) 853-7925
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  something one of our little granddaughters had 
been wearing.  He told me that I should probably keep 
it, just in case.  So, I dropped it in the console of the car 
and didn’t think any more about it.  It was a busy week, 
as we were to leave for the Gathering in Chicago on 
Thursday morning and I didn’t think anymore about 
the rhinestone.  Thursday morning arrived and Bill and 
I were busy with packing, we had called our son, Larry, 
who was to keep an eye on the house while we were 
gone, and we were double checking the house to make 
sure the lights  were off, computer unplugged, stove 
turned off, etc.  
I had made 
several trips 
through our 
living room, 
but on my last 
trip through, I 
looked down 
and there on 
the carpet, at 
my feet, was a 
rhinestone.  It 
was identical 
to the 
rhinestone that 
I had found 
in the car.  I 
called Bill 
over to show 
him.  With 
raised eyebrows, he said, “that is just like the other one.  
Maybe Donnie is messing with you.”  I dropped the 
rhinestone in a little votive cup setting beside Donnie’s 
picture.
We got to Chicago that afternoon and it was every-
thing we had anticipated and more.  The speakers 
once again were outstanding, the workshops were very 
informative, and the music, well what can I say about 
Alan Pedersen, except that he was awesome!  We were 
once again reunited with many of the parents that we 
had met the year before in St. Louis.  The days were 
full and we stayed busy.  On Sunday morning, Bill and 
I attended the worship service at the hotel and then 
went to the dining room for a wonderful breakfast.  As 
we were listening to the morning speaker, I happened 
to look down at the floor, and there in Chicago, in 
the dining room of the Doubletree Hotel, at my feet, 
was a rhinestone.  How could this be?  I nudged Bill 
and said, “look what was on the floor at my feet”  He 

couldn’t believe his eyes.  The rhinestone was exactly 
like the other two that I had found.  I didn’t need an 
explanation.  I knew that these rhinestones had been 
sent to me by Donnie.  He knew that July was a dif-
ficult month for me and he wanted me to know that he 
was right there with me.
As the speaker for the morning finished, a bagpiper 
came into the room and began to play.  The group of 
parents was led outside and down the street to a beau-
tiful lake.  I thought to myself, how appropriate that we 
would be standing at a lake.  Donnie has always loved 
the water and the outdoors.  We heard beautiful music 
from the bagpiper and poetry was read at the closing of 
the Gathering.  
Before leaving, I told Bill that I felt that I needed to 
find Mitch Carmody.  Mitch, a bereaved parent, gives 
workshops on “after death communications”.  Bill and I 
had attended his workshops at the 2006 Gathering and 
again in Chicago.  We found Mitch and I told him my 
story of the rhinestone that I found in the car, the one 
I found in my home before leaving for the Gathering, 
and then about the one that I had found only moments 
ago in the dining room of the hotel.  Without hesita-
tion, Mitch said, “Donnie has been gone three years; 
he has sent you three diamonds.”  He then proceeded 
to ask if Donnie had any special connection to “dia-
monds”.  I told him that Donnie had bought his wife 
several pieces of diamond jewelry, but that also, when-
ever my birthday or Christmas was coming up, Don-
nie would ask, “Hey Mom, what do you want for your 
birthday/Christmas?”  I would always say, “Oh, Donnie, 
just get me diamonds!”  Mitch said, “Well there you go, 
Donnie just gave you diamonds!”
Do I think they are really diamonds—I don’t know.  It 
doesn’t really matter to me.  They were sent to me by 
Donnie at a time when I really needed a message from 
him.  They may be worthless pieces of glass but to me 
they are priceless because 
 they are my  

“Donnie Diamonds”   
& diamonds          

are forever. 

“…Donnie would 
ask, “Hey Mom, 

what do you want 
for your birthday/

Christmas?”   
I would always 

say,  
“Oh, Donnie, just 

get me 
 diamonds!” 
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What Is A Love Gift?
It is a donation made in your child’s memory 
to BP/USA. We are self-supporting and our St 
Louis Chapter runs entirely with volunteer 
staffers. Fund raising efforts and donations like 
“Love Gifts” pay all our expenses. If you ‘d like 
to have your child’s photo printed and BP/USA 

StL doesn’t have a picture on file please send a 
photo along with a self addressed stamped en-
velope to: Jamie Ryan, 6309 Washington Ave, 

St Louis, MO 63130 —Thank you!

In Memory of
John C. Long IV

November 10, 1963– April 25, 1992
You touched the hearts of so many. 

16 years have gone by, but memories and 
our love for you will go on forever. 

Love always, Mom & Bill
—Shirley & Bill Baumann

In Celebration of 
Paul & LaVerne Cross’  

70th Wedding Anniversary
–Sharon & Wayne Krejci

In Memory of
Daniel Mark Kohler 
May 14, 1971—May 23, 2005

We will always love you 
 Mom, Buddy, Ray, Angie

–Arlene & Buddy Thomason

In Memory of
George Vancil

December 26, 1961– August 10, 2005 

You will be in our hearts forever. 
 Love you, Mom, Ron, Tammy 

 & Little Ronny
–Ann Vancil

In Memory of
Dennis Brian Long

—Linda Walker (Long)

In Memory of
Natalie Mehlman

—Julie Ford

In Memory of
Dylan Murphy

Oct 8, 1984–August 2, 1991
—Mary Murphy

In Memory of
Kevin Houska

—John & Gwen HouskaIn Memory of 
Andrew Schwach  

Love Mom & Dad 
—Gene & Susan Schwach

In Memory of
Kevin  Louis Sobol 
—Lawrence & Maureen Sobol

In Memory of 
Amy Marie Lizzi

—Mary & Dennis Carlstedt

In Memory of
Erin Marie Ewing

October 31, 1980–November 1,  2000
–Jean EwingIn Memory of

Gregory Alan Fix
—Marla & Neal Fix

In Memory of 
Jennifer Jo & Jaclyn Marie Esworthy

–Jim & Barb Esworthy

In Memory of
Bill Steiner

—Cathy & Mike Evans

In Memory of
Sara Howland

—Laura & William Howland

In Memory of 

Brad Davis
“Always in our hearts.  

You are missed and  
loved so much. 

Mom, Jill & your children,   
Scott, Eric 

–Marilyn Davis

In Memory of 
Brian Ruby 
Love Mom & Dad 

—Scott & Judy Ruby

In Memory of
Michael Curran &  

Kristen Curran
 —Sandra & Robert Curran

In Memory of
Charlie Cunningham

—Danny & Carol White

In Memory of
Daniel Greeley

July 5, 1980– January 23, 1996
Happy Birthday, we miss you so 

much.  
Love, Mom, Dad & Douglas

—Gail Greeley

In Memory of
Jason Michael Sears 
August 26, 1978– August 25, 2003

Your Smile
—Kathy Sears

In Memory of
Stephanie Marie Pacino

—Dan & Diana Weinrich

In Memory of
Gerron A. Kidd

—Barbara & Gregory Kidd

In Memory of
Thomas Callanan

—Trudie & Paul Taylor

In Memory of
Carlos Garcia
—Al & Alice Garcia

In Memory of
Mike Cunningham

–ohn & Susan Cunningham
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In Memory of
Ellen Marie & David Matthew VerHagen 

—Jan & Kathryn Verhagen

In Memory of
Natalie Allmond

—Sharon Allmond

In Memory of
Phillip E. Geisler
—Phillip & Carol Geisler

In Memory of
Kenny Elder
—Barb & Ken Elder

In Memory of
Scott David Mayhugh

—Gayla & David  Mayhugh

In Memory of
Vicki Maureen Gleer

—Cindy Speciale

In Memory of
Melissa Dillon Gnade

—Kenneth  & Terry Dillon

In Memory of
Ronnie Zycan

—Mary Zycan

In Memory of 
Ryan John  

Gerlemann 
Love Mom & Dad 

—Leroy & Penny 
Gerlemann

In Memory of
Donald P.  & Richard W.  Pool 

— Alberta & Robert Lyons

In Memory of
Michael Meier

—Nat & Melinda Fiordimundo

In Memory of
Darren Christopher

—Doris Young

–Vicki Lagemann

Let me start by saying that I 
am Donnie’s mom.
I had a wonderful life... a 

wonderful husband, two wonder-
ful sons who had grown into fine 
young men, two daughters–in–law 
that one could only hope for, and 
five of the most beautiful grand-
children in the world.
My life, as I knew it, was forever 
changed on July 5, 2004.  That is 
the day that our second born son,  
Donnie, died in a drowning 
accident in a lake behind his home.  
An avid fisherman, Donnie had 
taken a boat out into the lake, when 
he suffered a seizure, fell from the 
boat into the water and drowned.  
Donnie was 29 years old.  He left 
behind his wife and two small 
children, Samantha and Austin.  
Donnie died the day after his 
seventh wedding anniversary.
Saying that my life was forever 
changed doesn’t even begin to tell 
how I felt.  I felt that I couldn’t go 
on. And that I didn’t want to go on.  
Yes, I still had my husband, Bill, my 
oldest son, Larry, my daughters–
in–law, and my grandchildren... 
but how was I to survive this grief.  
It was like a knife twisting in my 
chest.  How could I even begin 
to think about going on when 

part of me had been buried with 
Donnie?  It was a pain that was 
and still is unbearable.  A parent is 
not supposed to bury their child, 
this isn’t fair.  Why was Donnie 
taken from us when he still had so 
much life to live and children to 
raise?  I knew that only God had 
these answers and I wouldn’t get 
those answers this side of heaven.  I 
prayed and prayed; God help me to 
do this, help me to get through this 
grieving, show me that something 
good will come from this horrible, 
horrible tragedy.
Luckily, my husband and I were 
introduced to the BP/USA.  What 
a blessing it has been in our lives. 
Just to be able to talk with people 
who are experiencing the same 
kind of pain and grief that we are 
experiencing and to know that I am 
not crazy and that I am not losing 

my  
mind–

(although, 
some days... 

I think I am).
We experienced our first  
National Gathering of Bereaved 
Parents in 2006 in St. Louis.  We 
didn’t know what to expect, but 
were overwhelmed at the wonderful 
workshops, speakers, music, and 
caring of the people who attended.  
They, too, were walking this path 
of grief.  After the 2006 Gathering, 
we were positive that we would 
be attending the 2007 Gathering 
in Chicago.  I marked it on my 
calendar and looked forward to 

being there with people 

who knew and understood the pain 
of a grieving parent.
July arrived and with it, grief and 
pain and depression as we marked 
Donnie’s Angel–Date.  Three years 
had passed and yet it all seemed as 
if the nightmare had just happened 
yesterday.  But I knew that in about 
a week Bill and I would be going to 
Chicago to the Gathering.  There I 
could feel what I needed to feel and 
everyone there would understand 
me because they, too, were grieving 
parents.
It was Sunday morning, July 8, 
2007.  Three years ago today we 
buried our son, Donnie.  Bill and 
I attended church that morning 
as usual.  We stopped to fill up 
with gas and while Bill was inside 
the quik–shop paying, I noticed 
something on the floor of the car by 
my feet.  I bent down and picked it 
up.  It was a rhinestone.  Nothing 
special, just a rhinestone.  I checked 
the jewelry that I was wearing to 
make sure that I hadn’t lost a stone 
out of some costume jewelry.  No, 
I wasn’t wearing anything with 
rhinestones.  When Bill returned to 
the car and I showed him, he said 
that maybe it came out of       

Donnie Lagemann “July 5th, Donnie’s angel date.”

Diamonds are Forever

In Memory of 
Erik  Weiss

October 10, 1977—July 9, 2004

Always in Our Hearts
—Helen & Mike Winter

 It was a 
rhinestone.  

Nothing 
special,  
just a 

rhinestone. 


