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What Happened To
My Want To?

By:  Doug Manning 

As I left for a speaking engagement, the office 
manager told me she had invited a couple to 
meet me for dinner in the city where I was to 
speak.  The wife had called to order books and 
had said that her fourteen-year-old son had 
accidentally hanged himself.  The manager 
said to me, “She keeps saying she doesn’t 
want to go on.  I told her all of the reasons for 
going on, but it didn’t help, so I suggested they 
drive the 100 miles to meet you for dinner.” 

The couple and I talked for an hour or so 
before dinner, and the mother kept saying she 
didn’t want to go on.  When someone makes 
those kinds of statements, the first 
thing we think and fear is that this 
person may die of suicide.  When I 
asked her about that she 
immediately assured me that she 
would not do such a thing to her 
family, and then she said, “But I 
just don’t want to go on.”  When 
our “want tos” are gone, all we can 
do is just function. 

This was the topic of conversation all through 
dinner, and when we got back to the room her 
husband began giving her all the reasons she 
had for going on.  He loved her and needed 
her.  She had another child to think about.  Her 
parents needed her and would be devastated if 
she were not there.  She suddenly broke 
through that chain of conversation and almost 
shouted.  “I know all of that, I know I must go 
on.  I know I will go on.  The problem is, I 
DON’T WANT TO.” 

Suddenly it all made sense.  What she was 
trying to get someone to understand was not 
that she was a possible suicide, but that she 
had lost her “want to.”  She wanted to want to 
do the things she did.  Once she washed the 
dishes because she felt like she was taking 
care of her family, now it was just a chore.  
Once,  she  prepared  meals  with  a  feeling  of  

love and giving; now she had no feelings 
at all.  She was going to do the same jobs 
and give the same effort, but she wanted 
the same feeling to be there. 

Sometimes the depression of grief 
exemplifies itself, not on in dark and 
foreboding gloom, but also in a lack of 
feelings.  We can feel empty and detached.  
It is almost as if we were outside of our 
own bodies watching as we perform tasks 
and go about the day.  We are emotionally 
flat.  Even our voices come out with no 
tenor or expression.  This means we have 
lost our “want to.” 

This can be much harder 
on a woman than a man, 
because women tend to 
share love and emotion in 
even the humdrum daily 
task of life.  This is why 
they want the man to 
notice and appreciate what 
they do.  It is also why a 

little help from the man is very important.  
This means he, too, is sharing love and 
emotion.  When the feelings are not there, 
they are missed and often the person feels 
lost in their own home. 

As we talked, I was able to help her 
discover why she had no feelings and that 
such an experience was normal.  I then 
told her three things that I believe to be 
true. 

I told her that some of the feelings would 
return.  They will come gradually over 
time.  She would not wake up one 
morning and feel all giddy and joyous.  I 
could not promise that all of the feelings 
would return.  We are never the same after 
such a loss as this.  There will always be 
days when the flatness returns and the pain 
overwhelms, but gradually there will be 
joy in the task of living. 

I told her the feelings would return much 
more quickly if she could stop fighting 
herself because they were not there.  Grief 
can cause what I call the “feel bad because 
you feel bad syndrome.”  We start 
examining our feelings and decide we 
ought not to feel some of the things we 
feel, or that we should have some feelings 
that seem to be missing.  It is easy to 
conclude that there must be something 
wrong with us or we would not feel the 
way we do.  If we are not careful, we can 
expend all of our energies fighting 
ourselves and have little energy left for 
walking through the grief journey. 
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Starting Our 
“New Normal”

What Happened To 
My Want To? 
…….Continued from Cover 

The third thing I tried to share was, until the 
feelings return it is a process of putting one 
foot in front of the other.  It is drudgery, but 
we must function without feelings until they 
return.  The key may be accepting the lack 
of feelings as a normal part of grief and not 
something lacking in us.  We can feel a great 
deal of guilt over this lack of feeling, as if 
we should feel good about taking care of the 
family, and if we don’t, it means we do not 
love.  I have a friend named John Claypool 
whose thirteen-year-old daughter died of 
leukemia.  John is a minister.  The first 
sermon he delivered after her death was 
based on the Psalm that said, “We shall run 
and not be weary, we shall walk and not 
faint.”  He told his congregation that all he 
could do was walk.  He could not run, and 
he had no idea when he would be able to 
run, but that it was all right to just walk. 

When our “want tos” are gone, all we can do 
is just function.  We cannot have an 
explosion of joy about anything nor feel 
wonderfully loving when we care for others.  
Until the feelings return, it is one foot in 
front of the other, and that is enough.  It 
really is enough. 

The problem is, “I don’t want to.”   

One day you wake up and 
realize you must have survived 

it because you are still here, 
alive and breathing.  But you 
don’t remember the infinitely 
small steps and decisions you 
took to get there.  Your only 
awareness is that you have 
shed miles of tears on what 

seems to be an endless road of 
sorrow.  One day…one 

glorious day, you wake up and 
feel your skin tingle again and 
you forget just for an instant 
that your heart is broken… 
and IT IS A BEGINNING. 

By:  Lois Wyse, 
TCF – Fort Worth, TX

By:  Rob Anderson 
TCF- Sugar Grove, IL 

How do we get back on our knees and learn 
to crawl again after having been crushed by 
the terror of our child’s death?  What can we 
do to learn how to live again, which is 
exactly what we try to do?  We’ve begun a 
new life, a new normal, where we look 
different, we act different, and we 
communicate differently than we did in our 
past life.  Most bereaved parents will tell 
you we now live in terms of before and after 
our child died.  All events are measured in 
terms of the instant they passed away.  
When a neighbor tells us they went on 
vacation last year, we think, My child would 
still have been alive for another six months.
Or, we figure exactly how many days, 
weeks, months, or years they would have 
already been gone.  It’s an automatic 
calculation.

My first baby step to my new normal came 
with the acknowledgment of our son 
Brendon’s death.  March 16, 1998, at 4:15 
p.m. through a phone call from my wife, 
Kathy, was how I first learned that Bren had 
been murdered.  Nine months later, sitting at 
my desk at our photo studio, the realization 
that Bren’s physical body was never coming 
back washed over me.  It was still a while 
before that acknowledgment completely 
lived in me, but it was a small first step to 
my new normal.  When I was able to say, 
and believe, that Bren’s body was never 
coming back, I began to heal ever so 
slightly. 

Leaning on those who are willing to support 
our lifelong journey can help build our new 
normal.  For me, that person has been my 
sister Marcia.  Her unconditional love in the 
face of my anger, confusion, and irrational 
behavior has kept me from falling.  She 
could not understand my pain over the 
murder of her nephew, and never professed 
to, but she has understood and accepted an 
emotional turmoil in me that she can relate 
to.  She was grieving her loss, too, but still 
has reached out to me on many, many levels. 

The single most powerful factor in starting 
my new normal has been the realization that 
death did not take all of my child.  
Brendon’s  death  did  not take all of his life. 

His spirit and life live on through my 
memories.  Everything I had with Bren 
when he was alive still lives in me.  
Every hug, every kiss, every laugh, and 
every tear will always be a part of my 
life.  I certainly wish there had been 
many more memories to be made, but 
that decision was not mine to make.  In 
the beginning, the memories I had were 
mostly about what I lost.  I thought 
Bren was gone forever and I would 
experience his life again only when I 
died and we were reunited.  Now, most 
of my memories are more about what I 
had, and still have, with him.  The good 
times, the bad times – all the times are 
special  and treasured moments that I 
hold closely and am very grateful for.  
It’s very painful to have lost our son, 
but we have not lost all of him.  His life 
force and wonderful spirit shines in our 
lives. 

My realization about Bren’s life was not 
something I consciously decided to feel.  
I didn’t go to the healing store and buy 
it off the shelf.  Through my grief work, 
and leaving myself open to all 
possibilities of healing, I was able to 
bring Bren’s life back into mine.  
Frankly, I don’t think we have all that 
much control over our grief.  It just kind 
of drags us along.  What we can control 
is how we do our grief work and our 
attitude toward our healing.  I believe 
the terms “grieving” and “healing” are 
synonymous.  As we grieve, we heal. 

We must never stop fighting for our 
children.  Their lives are out there 
waiting for us to bring them back into 
ours.  This is a rough, rough journey, 
but if we travel it side by side, hand in 
hand with our kids’ lives, it can make 
our path a bit easier. 
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Special Notice
The cut off date for the May-June issue 
of the newsletter will be Apr 10th.   

If you would like to have your child’s 
picture in the next issue, please send 
your donation/love gift and a picture of 
your child directly to the newsletter 
editor with a self addressed stamped 
envelope.  Please make checks payable 
to BPUSA:
Sabra Penrod  
26218 Bubbling Brook Drive 
Foristell, MO  63348 

TELEPHONE FRIENDS   
ACCIDENT, AUTOMOBILE:
Katie VerHagen                (314) 576-5018 
Steve Welch                (636) 561-2438 

ACCIDENT, NON VEHICULAR:
Maureen & Chuck McDermott   
                                               (636) 227-6931 

ADULT SIBLING:
Mark VerHagen                (314) 726-5300 
Traci Morlock                (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                (618) 972-0429 
Butch Hartmann                (314) 487-8989 

OLDER PARENTS: 
Bobbie Lantz                (314) 576-0978 

ONLY CHILD: 
Mary Murphy                (314) 822-7448 
Linda Long                (636) 946-7292 

SUICIDE: 
Sandy Curran                         (314) 647-2863 

SINGLE PARENT: 
Mary Murphy                        (314) 822-7448 
Linda Long                (636) 946-7292 

Drew

A mischievous glint in his smile that insured excitement
when you were with him. 

Dancing, piercing eyes that radiated with love and compassion. 

An ever present love of family that shone when conversation turned to 
Sharon, Wayne, Elliott and Laurie. 

Pride in his strength that was never boastful, but intoxicating. 

A soul that did not criticize, but found the 
 good and worth in all. 

A joy and anticipation of adventure that surrounded him like a cloak….a 
cloak that all who knew him,

wanted to be wrapped in. 

The ability to make you feel like you were the most important person in 
his life…..and you always were,  

when you  were with him. 

A shining bright star that grins from ear to ear and
still lights up our lives when we whisper, 

Drew, we miss you so. 

With Love and Memories of our Dearest Andrew, 
Julie and Helen VonBuxhoevedan 

Written in honor of Andrew Krejci’s 31st Birthday 
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Announcing The BPUSA 2005 
10th Annual National Gathering 

“The Road to Hope” 
July 15 – 17 2005 
Las Vegas Nevada 

About the Gathering
For  those  o f  you  who  may  be  newly  be reaved  o r  have  neve r  a t t ended  a  Ga ther ing  we  wou ld  l i ke  to  t e l l  
you  jus t  a  l i t t l e  b i t  abou t  wha t  to  expec t .  

F i r s t  o f f ,  expec t  to  be  su r rounded  by  o the r  be reaved  pa ren t s ,  s t epparen t s ,  g r andparen t s  and  adu l t  
s ib l ings  (13 -on)  who  have  exper i enced  the  same  hea r tache  and  g r i e f  w i th  the  dea ths  o f  the i r  ch i ld ren  a s  
you  have .   Peop le  who  t ru ly  know how you  fee l  and  a l l  t ha t  you  a re  exper i enc ing  on  you r  g r i e f  j ou rney .   
Many  o f  those  a t t end ing  a re  “ seasoned  g r i eve r s”  who  a t t end  these  Ga ther ings  to  he lp  the  more  newly  
be reaved  wi th  wha t  they  have  l ea rned .   You  wi l l  f ind  the  Ga the r ing  a  sa fe  p l ace  to  b r ing  your  g r i e f .   
You  wi l l  be  amazed  a t  how qu ick ly  these  “ s t r anger s”  become  f r i ends  and  how you  wi l l  fo rm bonds  and  
spec ia l  f r i endsh ips .   Fo r  many  o f  you  who  l ive  in  a r eas  where  no  suppor t  g roup  ex i s t s ,  t h i s  may  be  the  
f i r s t  t ime  s ince  the  dea th  o f  your  ch i ld  tha t  you  wi l l  expe r i ence  the  f ee l ing  o f  “be long ing”  and  o the r s  
r ea l ly  under s t and ing  how you  fee l .   

The  weekend  i s  fu l l  o f  he lp fu l  Speake r s ,  Workshops  and  Shar ing  Sess ions .   The re  wi l l  be  an  Open ing  
Speake r ,  a  F r iday  Lunch  Speake r ,  a  F r iday  Dinner  Speake r ,  a  Sa tu rday  Lunch  Speaker  and  a  Sa tu rday  
Dinne r  Speake r .  

You  wi l l  have  the  oppor tun i ty  to  a t t end  10  Workshop  Sess ions  o f  yo ur  cho ice  du r ing  the  weekend  and  a  
Shar ing  Sess ion  on  F r iday  and  Sa tu rday  n igh t s .  

Our  C los ing  Ceremony on  Sunday  morn ing  wi l l  f ea tu re  ou r  very  spec ia l  t r ad i t ion  o f  a  “P ic tu re  
P resen ta t ion”  o f  ou r  ch i ld ren .  

We  can  a s su re  you  tha t  i f  you  a t t end  the  Ga the r ing ,  you  wi l l  f ind…. .    The Road  to  Hope  

Hotel Information 

The Imperial  Palace
3535 Las Vegas Blvd. South 

Las Vegas, NV  89109 
1-800-800-2981 (group sales) 

Deadline to insure special group room rate is June 14, 2005 

The room rates for the Gathering is:  Sunday through Thursday $53.41 (inclusive) Friday and Saturday $64.31 (inclusive) For single or 
double occupancy.  Room rates are good for 2 days prior and 2 days after the Gathering for those who would like to spend time seeing
the sites while in Las Vegas 

Meals
Friday, Saturday & Sunday Breakfast - $19.00 inclusive per person per day.  Friday Lunch - $16.00 inclusive per person.  Friday
Dinner $27.00 inclusive per person.  Saturday Lunch $22.00 inclusive per person.  Saturday Dinner $35.00 inclusive per person. 

Gathering Registration Fee is $20.00 per person with a maximum of $60.00 per immediate family. 

Registration Form will be provided at our Group Meetings or you can find them on the BPUSA website  www. Bereavedparentsusa.org
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What Does Time
Have To Do With It? 

By:  Pat Schwiebert 
Portland, Oregon

Everything.  Just consider how, in “normal 
life,” our lives are run by the clock and the 
calendar.   Some of us have a clock in every 
room so we can keep close track of the time.  
Few of us have the courage to live without 
wearing a watch because we’re afraid we 
might be late for something.  Time is precious 
to us.  We live in a society that reminds us that 
every moment counts, and some of us are 
masters at cramming as much activity as 
possible into every moment.  And when we are 
grieving our experience still has much to do 
about time. 

Time stands still. 
When we are grieving we may feel like the 
rest of the world is going on as usual while our 
lives have stopped.  Just last week, after my 
friend died, I passed a neighbor who was 
watering his lawn.  He seemed totally 
unaffected by (and most likely unaware of) 
Sarah’s death.  How could that be?  He only 
lives a block away.  Didn’t he feel the same 
shift in the universe that I felt when she died?  
Doesn’t he realize someone really special is 
missing? 

Time’s up 
Most people will allow us about a one-month 
grace period where we are permitted to talk 
about and even to cry openly about our loss.  
During this time, our friends will probably 
seem to be attentive to our needs.  But when 
the month is up they may be thinking, if not 
actually telling us that it’s time to move on, 
and that we need to get over “it.”  They want 
us to get back to normal.  We may be surprised 
how many of our friends (and relatives too) 
will become uncomfortable with our need to 
dwell on our sorrow.  They may not appreciate 
that it takes time to readjust our lives to the 
loss.  Maybe what they are really saying is, 
“Time’s up for me to be able to be present to 
you in your grieving time.”  Because of this 
we may need to redefine what is normal for us, 
and choose some new best friends who are 
willing and able to walk alongside us on our 
personal journey of grief, and who will allow 
us to determine when our “time’s up.” 

Doing time. 
Grief may make us feel imprisoned in our own 
version of hell.  We won’t like who we are.  
We  won’t  like  it that our loved one has gone. 

We won’t like it that our friends can’t 
make us feel better.  We just want out of 
here, and we’re not sure we want to do the 
work that grief requires in order to be set 
free from this bondage.  Some of us will 
remain in this uncomfortable place for a 
short time, while others of us may feel like 
we have been given a longer sentence. 

Wasting time. 
Though in real life, I pride myself in being 
a master at multi-tasking, in the land of 
grief I’m much less sure of myself.  I find 
it hard to make decisions, because, in my 
new situation.  I don’t trust myself to 
make the right choice.  I want someone 
else to be responsible if something goes 
wrong.  Sometimes my wasting time is 
about not having the energy to get started.  
I am physically exhausted, and my body 
refuses to make an effort to reclaim my 
former self.  I admit, quite frankly, that 
I’m not sure I even care enough about 
anything to make the effort.  What’s the 
use, since it seems like everything I love 
sooner or later gets taken away from me.   

Looking back in time. 
When we grieve, we spend most of our 
time, at least at first, looking back.  It 
seems safer that way.  That’s where our 
missing loved ones are.  If we were to 
look forward, that would mean we would 
have to imagine our lives without those we 
lost.  And that’s what we aren’t ready to 
accept – not yet.  So we spend a lot of 
time thinking how we should have been  
able to prevent their dying, or wondering 
if we used our time with them well, as we 
remember the good times, bad times, silly 
and  sad times.   We think we have to keep  

those memories in front of us, or surely we 
will forget those whom we have lost. 

First times. 
It is natural for us to gauge our lives after 
a loss as we anticipate and then go through 
the first times-the first day, the first week, 
the first month, the first time we venture 
out in public, the first time we went back 
to school, or church, or work, the first 
summer, the first Christmas, the first 
vacation, the first time we laughed.  These 
first times are like benchmarks, notches in 
our belt that prove we are surviving when 
we weren’t sure we wanted to, or didn’t 
know we could. 

Dinnertime. 
There’s an empty chair at the table.  
There’s the conversation that seems to be 
just noise, having little to do with the 
absent one about whom we are thinking 
but not daring to speak.  We still prepare 
more food than we now need because we 
haven’t yet figured out how to cook for 
one less person.  Sometimes the food 
seems to have no taste, and is not able to 
do what we want it to do  - to fill that huge 
hole within us. 

Time out. 
Sometimes what we need to do is to take a 
time out from our regular activities to 
reflect on what has happened to our 
personal world, as we knew it before our 
great loss.  To do so is not to run away 
from life but simply to realize that to act 
as if nothing has happened doesn’t work.  
This loss is too big to allow us to pretend 
that it hasn’t had a big impact on us.  It’s 
in the quiet time, when we shut off our 
thinking, and empty out the chatter in our 
heads that the healing begins.  Others will 
have to be okay with our need to bow out 
for a while.  Remember that during grief 
our job is to take care of our friends.  
When it’s time to re-enter a normal 
routine, it’s our choice what we will 
reinstate and what we decide to lay aside.  
Loss tends to redefine our priorities.  What 
used to be important may not be as 
important now.  And that’s not necessarily 
a bad thing. 

Continued on Page 12…..
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Joe’s Easter Basket 
By:  Janet Keller 
TCF – S. Dade, FL

As I got out my Easter decorations, it took 
me back to happier years when my kids were 
small, and the Easter Bunny was still “real.”   
Joe was the youngest of our four children 
and “when he died, I felt as though it was 
time to put the Easter baskets away.  I asked 
my other kids if they minded if we skipped 
the baskets from now on.  They agreed, they 
were too “old” for the Easter Bunny, but it 
was impossible for me to put away Joe’s.  
When I got Joe’s basket out 
the first year after his death, it 
still had a few jelly beans, etc. 
in it and a small surprise for 
me… 

The year before, Joe had seen 
a commercial on television for 
a new spiral handled 
toothbrush.  He bugged the 
daylights out of me to buy him 
one.  I was very stubborn, 
telling him they weren’t worth 
the money.  I used the excuse 
that he was a “big kid” and should be using 
an adult sized toothbrush.  The battle went 
on each time he was with me at the store, or 
he saw the commercial on television.  It was 
fun to “ruffle” his feathers and heckle him 
he took it so well. 

For Easter that year I bought him a spiral 
handled toothbrush.  I remember buying it at 
the  store  and  laughing to myself about how  

Joe would react when he found this silly 
toothbrush hidden in his basket.  I knew he 
would say, “I knew I would win.”  And he 
did. 

My “surprise” … in the bottom of his basket 
I found the box from that crazy toothbrush.  
I cried, then I had to laugh remembering the 
fun I had picking on him.  I wondered to 
myself.  Why he hadn’t thrown the box 
away?  Why was it tucked down under the 
grass?  It was as if he wanted me to find it 
and to have just one more chuckle over that 

silly toothbrush! 

Yes, his toothbrush is still in 
the bathroom, as I reminded 
myself—my other lads have 
moved out, and yet their 
toothbrushes remain—so why 
not Joe’s? 

Everybody wonders what to 
do with the Christmas 
stocking, my dilemma was 
what to do with the Easter 
basket?  As I looked at the 

Easter basket, I decided then and there to use 
it.  I now use it to decorate my kitchen table. 

I also use it to take snacks along to a 
gathering.  A nice seasonal touch and a small 
quiet reminder of my wonderful son. 

Happy Easter, Joe! 

Searching
By:  Joyce Andrews 
TCF – Sugarland – Houston, TX

Once again, my list 
has vanished; it was 

here, but now it’s 
missing.

Keys and glasses are 
disappearing;

books and letters – 
Overdue!

I’m forever searching, 
Searching; they must 
be here, and I need 
them!  Could it be 

that what is missing, 
what I want this very 
minute – could it be 
that what I’m really 

searching for, 
My child, is you?

What Do I Do With My Child’s Things 
This is a problem that faces all bereaved parents.  We discuss it from time to time at our meetings. 

Some of us keep the child’s room just as it was before the death.  We don’t want anything touched or moved. 

Some of us find solace in giving things away to close friends or relatives.  Knowing that someone we love is wearing our child’s
clothes or playing with his or her toys brings us comfort. 

Some of us find we can deal with only a few items at a time:  clothes, one month; perhaps toys, a few months later. 

Some of us find that, as time goes on and we would have gotten rid of the things anyway, it becomes easier.  For instance, after a while 
we realize that if the child were still alive, he/she would have outgrown the clothes.  Then it’s easier to give them away. 

Or he would have graduated from college this year and therefore would no longer use the study desk or clock radio.  We can give these 
things away in the normal time sequence. 

The important thing is not to let other rush us into doing something before we are ready and not to let ourselves feel guilty about the 
amount of time it takes us to make decisions. 

When the time is right and the decision is right for us, we’ll know what to do.                By:  Nancy Mower
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MEETING TIMES AND PLACES 
BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA 

St. Louis Chapter 
P.O. Box 410350 

St. Louis, MO  63141 
(314) 878-0890

St. Louis Chapter Newsletter 
EDITOR - SABRA PENROD 
   (636) 463-1580 

newslettereditor@bpusastl.org

BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA 
National Headquarters 

P.O. Box 95 
Park Forest, IL  60466 

(708)748-7866
www.bereavedparentsusa.org 

ADDITIONAL MEETINGS`

THIRD TUESDAY: 
Parents/Murdered Children          7:30 p.m.
American Cancer Society Bldg.
3830 Washington Ave (Central West End) 
Mata Weber                                  (618) 972-0429
Butch Hartmann        (314) 487-8989

LIFE CRISIS CENTER (Survivors of Suicide)
1423 S. Big Bend 
St. Louis, MO  63117      (314) 647-3100
Meetings every Wednesday at 7:00 p.m. 

P.A.L.S. (Parents Affected by Loss of a child 
from suicide) 
St. Lukes Hospital (141 & 40) 
St. Louis, MO 63117      
Meetings – Second Tuesday at 7:00 p.m. & the
4th Saturday at 10:30 a.m.        (314) 853-7925

BUSINESS
MEETINGS

The following is a list of future Business 
Meetings of Bereaved Parents of the 
USA: 
Saturday      Mar 12, 2005
      May 14, 2005 
                    
All business meetings start at 9:00 a.m. 
at the Creve Coeur Government Center, 
300 N. New Ballas Road,   (Meeting 
Room #1), located just north of Temple 
Shaare Emeth.  We ask that two 
representatives from each group try to be 
present to report on their individual 
groups, and to take back information 
received at the meeting, to the group 
meetings.  Anyone interested in the 
business of running our chapter is 
welcome to attend.   Any questions, Call 
Carol Welch (636) 561-2438 or email at
chaptercontact@bpusastl.org

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
MAR 3 – Book Review  
APR 7 – Ask It Basket 
MAY 5 – Plant Exchange & Positive Growth  

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
MAR 3 – To be Announced 
APR 7 – To be Announced 
MAY 5 – To be Announced 

SOUTH COUNTY (SECOND THURSDAY, 7:00 P.M.) Please note new time 
Holy Trinity Church 
Union & Reevis Barracks Road at I-55  
Facilitator: Jane Nelson            1-866-859-8182      southgroup@bpusastl.org
MAR 10 – Our Family Get Togethers 
APR 14 – Spring Time Blues 
MAY 12 – Why Me? 

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
MAR 15 – Open Discussion 
APR 19 – Open Discussion 
MAY 17 – 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 
MAR 19 – To be Announced 
APR 16 – To be Announced 
MAY 21 – To be Announced 

ST. LOUIS CITY GROUP (FOURTH TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M.) 
Timothy Lutheran School (Lower Level) 
6704 Fyler (corner of Ivanhoe and Fyler)
Facilitator:  Sandy Curran   (314) 647-2863      citygroup@bpusastl.org
MAR 22 – How Many children do you have? 
APR 26 – Grief, Doubt & Faith 
MAY 24 – How our child’s death has affected others. 

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  
MAR 22 – Ask It Basket 
April 26 – Special Gardens, Healing Places/Memory Plant 
May 24 – Be Bitter or Get Better 



8                                              Bereaved Parents USA  

Love Gifts 
(Donations Received)  

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 

In Memory Of
Kevin J. Austin 

Love forever – Mom, Bob, 
Family & Tracy 

From:  Barbara & Robert Callanan 

In Memory Of
Derek Ballmann 
03/24/1992 ~ 11/04/2002 

Happy Birth Derek! 
We love you and miss you 

Mom, Dad & Monica
From:  Keith & Brenda Ballmann 

In Memory Of
Ronell DeVon 

McAllister
Happy Birthday Granny I Love 

You 
From:  Katrina Whitted 

In Memory Of
Amy Marie Lizzi 

Happy Birthday 
Love Always Mom, Denney & 

Beth 
From:  Mary & Dennis Carlstedt 

In Memory Of
Kevin Scott Goins 

From:  John & Valerie Kinealy 
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Love Gifts 
(Donations Received)  

In Memory Of
Joshua Denverd 

Karrick 
12/26/1980 ~ May 2, 1993 
A lifetime of yesterdays, no 
tomorrows.  You will always 

be our everything. 
Love, Mom, Dad, and all who 

knew and loved him.
From:  JoAnn Karrick 

In Memory Of
Jessica Pracht 
Mom & Sister Dina 

From:Diane Pracht 

In Memory Of
Tamara Rae King 
04/16/1970 ~ 04/05/1995 

If love could’ve saved you, 
you never would have died.  

We love and miss you with all 
our heart 

Love, Dad, Mom, J.J., A.J. 
Austin & Grandma 

Holzhauser 
From:  JoAnn King & Silvian King 

In Memory Of
Samantha Cornelius 

From:  Jane Cornelius 

In Memory Of
Nicole Danielle 

Hendricks
We love you sweet girl baby – 

Mom & Dad 
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Add A Memorial On The BPUSA 
Website

www.bpusastl.org

There are two ways to honor your child. 
1. Web Sponsor – The web sponsor makes a $20 donation 

to BPUSA-St. Louis and your child’s picture is 
displayed on the home page of the BPUSA-STL 
website for 1 month.  You can also write the scrolling 
message above your child’s picture (25 words or less).  
To be a sponsor is on a first come first serve basis. 

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

Please contact Vicky Pannebecker (through the website) to have 
your child added to our website.  When sending in your 
donation, please specify that you want to be a web sponsor or to 
add your child to the web memorial. 

St. Louis Bulletin Board 

Butterfly Boutique 
Items Needed 

Items are needed for the Butterfly Boutique at the 2005 10th Annual National Gathering in Las Vegas (see page 
4 for more details about the Gathering).   

If you are a crafter or have a special item that you have made or if you are not a crafter and have purchased a 
special item and would like to donate to the Butterfly Boutique in your child’s, grandchild’s, or sibling’s 
memory, they would be greatly appreciated.   

Your donation can be taken to your local monthly meetings or you can contact Sharon Krejci (636)532-0033 or 
Carol Welch (636)561-2438 for more details. 
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A New Job
By:  Bonnie L. Harris-Tibbs 
In Memory Of Kimbereley Paige Harris 
TCF – Richmond, Va

For a bereaved parent, anything new is much 
more difficult than it may be for someone else.  
Just starting a new day is hard enough, but 
starting any new project can be totally 
overwhelming.  For whatever reason, a new 
adventure is inevitable, things change, nothing 
is ever the same.  Facing anything different 
brings a combination of emotions, possible 
joy, but mostly apprehension.  
An inner strength needs to be 
found to just put one foot in 
front of the other and move 
ahead.  The fear of the 
unknown can be so 
disabling, but when faced 
head on, you can move 
forward through it.  Just 
like the grief process, 
learning to cope with the 
inner pain is a slow but 
necessary journey to 
continue on with the passage of time and 
change.

Changing jobs is extremely difficult for me; I 
don’t like change in the first place.  I was 
forced to seek a new job through a layoff 
situation.  The interviews were awful for me, 
especially if an interviewer asked about my 
children, always in an ice-breaking, friendly 
manner.  I’m not sure they ever liked my 
answer of, “I am the Mother of four children, 
three are still living, two of which are step-
children.”  I figure if I will put in more hours 
with a company than I do at home, it should be 
known up front that I can and do deal with 
more than most people.  I found I could hold 
my head up high and be proud of who I am 
and let prospective employers know I am a 
survivor of far worse things than a working 
environment can throw at me. 

Well, there was a job out there for me and so 
far it is working out well.  I was very lucky to 
have found a company that employed a few 
people I had worked with in the past.  Still, the 
first time walking through that door was a 
nerve wracking feeling.  The fear of the 
unknown hung over me like an enormous 
black cloud.  I’m not as strong as I would like 
to be.  All kinds of questions nagged at me for 
days before I was to start my new 
employment.  How much of the death of 
daughter could these people handle?  Would 
they understand when I had a bad day?   
Would they be patient with me when I tried so  

hard to focus on work but all I seem to 
concentrate on is trying  to get through an 
unpleasant day?  Could they know of my 
daughter’s death and still hear of events 
that she was so much a part of?  Would I 
be avoided when the subject of children 
came up or will they let me contribute to 
conversations?  Would I be the constant 
reminder that the death of a child can 
happen to anyone? 

At first the story of the tragic death of my 
daughter was a tremendous shock to those 

I would be working with 
everyday and what was more 
surprising to them, I was still 
“standing,” walking, and 

talking.  I chose to be open 
and honest with everyone; 
this seems to have worked 
for me.  Death did not stop 
me from being Kim’s Mom, 
nor my love for her, I am just 
learning to cope with the 
reality and retain some 

reasonable amount of sanity. 

I found a nice picture frame for my desk; 
it had two small frames places on the right 
and one larger one on the left.  I have a 
great picture of my three boys together  

and another one of my   daughter,   Kim,  
taken   on   our   last Christmas together.  I 
placed these two pictures on one side of 
the frame and on the other side I placed a 
special poem I wrote for Kim which, if 
anyone reads it, would explain a great deal 
– my daughter is no longer living and I 
must endure everyday with that emptiness 
and pain.  I don’t dwell on Kim’s death or 
force others to be reminded; yet I do 
encourage them to ask any questions that 
they want to help them understand how to 
deal with a grieving Mom.  I can only 
hope that I can help with some of the tears 
that seem to go along with bereavement.  
Maybe someday the statement of being or 
getting “over it” (that will never happen 
anyway) will disappear forever. 

I can hope this is the last time I have to 
search for a job or make a career move, 
but I also know there are no guarantees in 
this life.  I just plan on doing the very best 
I can in every aspect of my life as it is 
now, with my family, home, and job, and I 
hope everything works out just fine.  I take 
one day at a time and keep a prayer in my 
heart and hope close by.  I am learning 
everyday that I don’t have enough energy 
left to dwell on the little set backs;  I have 
to use all of my strength on just surviving. 

Do It Your Way 
By:  Mary Cleckly 
TCF – Atlanta, GA

I think it’s only fair to tell you – there is no “Bereaved Parent of the Month” 
award, nor an award for the one with the stiffest upper lip.  In fact, what they 
will find if you try to be the most stoic, brave and strong, the one doing too well, 
is instead of reward, you suffer the consequences. 

It is not possible to lose someone as vital as one’s child and not have the pain of 
deep grief.  You will find a great many non-bereaved people will encourage you 
to play the old “If you’ll pretend you’re okay and it’s not really so bad, we’ll let 
you come play with us.  But, if you’re going to cry and talk about your dead 
child, then you can’t play” the game. 

This is one time in your life you don’t have to meet anybody else’s standards.  
There is nothing more unique about you than the way you express your grief, 
and you have that right, however it is manifested.  So, if someone tries to 
influence you to play the old game, tell them you’re not doing well, that your 
child has died and you’re hurting.  Let them know it doesn’t help you for them 
to pretend everything is okay.  Do whatever it is you need to do to survive this 
trauma, and don’t worry about whether it pleases or displeases other 
people…Do It YOUR Way. 
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The Road To Healing

In Memory 

What Does Time Have 
To Do With It? 
…..Continued from page 5 

Time heals what reason cannot. 
In the end, time will change things.  The 
intensity we experience when grief is new, 
where we can see nothing but our loss, and 
where every moment is filled with thoughts 
of the one who died will gradually diminish 
and become softer.  Time forces the big 
picture of life back into our vision whether 
we like it or not.  This happens in our lives 
all the time.  Remember how when we first 
fell in love with someone, we were totally 
preoccupied with only that other person, 
until gradually a more balanced existence 
was restored.  Or when we did what we 
thought was some terrible thing, and we 
were sure everybody would never let us 
forget it, we came to find out a few months 
down the road that most people had 
forgotten the incident. 

In the months (maybe years) following a 
loss, life will eventually start to re-emerge, 
and life on this planet will once again seem 
possible.  This will not happen because we 
come to understand the death more clearly 
but because, with the passage of time, the 
unanswered questions will become easier to 
live with. 

Time will not remove grief entirely. The 
scars of grief will remain, and we may find 
ourselves ambushed by a fresh wave of grief 
at any time.  But needing to know the 
answers to the “why” questions won’t seem 
quite as important as it once was. 

Time is a gift we have taken for granted.  
We’ve been given our lives one moment at a 
time.  This is good. 

Never a day goes by 
We don’t think of you. 
Never a night goes by 

We don’t hold you. 
Never a season changes 

We don’t love you. 
As long as we live 

We will remember you 

By:  Mary Steighner 
TCF - Northeast Ohio Chapter

By:  Richard B. Gilbert, M. Div 
Valparaiso, IN

I don’t care what the odds are; I am the one 
who always loses out.  Yesterday I went to 
the local grocery store at 6 a.m.  I wanted 
some orange juice for breakfast.  I was the 
only customer in the store.  The clerk said he 
had just lined up all 200-grocery carts in the 
entryway.

So, what are the odds?  I don’t know but you 
can be sure that I got the one cart with a bad 
wheel.

Thump, thump, thump with noises that 
screech out worse than anything associated 
with a grocery store…and it sounded even 
worse when I was half asleep. 

Not long ago, I made my first (and only!) 
visit to a Super K-Mart.  People-and-carts 
everywhere. 

You guessed it.  Again, what the odds?  No 
matter.

People flew all over the store unhampered 
by modern conveniences not working. 

I had the one cart with the closest thing I 
ever saw to a square wheel, with the central 
bolt very bent, and the rubber coating on the 
wheel dragging a good four inches behind 
the cart. 

The noises, vibrations and erratic driving 
(my friends tell me the latter is normal for 
me) were enough to draw the attention of 
others.  It moved beyond care and concern to 
staring.

What are the odds?  It isn’t about numbers, 
and statistics matter little. 

We may be one of one, or one of millions.  
What matters is that we are “one” of them. 

The thought here is not about grocery carts 
and deformed wheels, but the burden we 
bear, I bear, as bereaved parents. 

We bump along, we often feel 
unconventional or deformed, and we know 
what it feels like to have people staring at us 
as we bump and thump along with the 
strangest sounds (tears do sound very 
discomforting to the hearing of others who 
refuse to get too close). 

We are now on the bumpy road and trying to 

maneuver traffic, detours, crowds, and 
also some very dreary and lonely 
byways.  We are on a journey, our 
journey.  We are bereaved. 

When we start the bumping along, we 
wonder about those odds, pondering the 
“why of it all.” 

Like the psalmist, we cry out, “How 
long?”  And ask questions in search of 
meaning.

We fool ourselves into believing that 
meaning, answers or justification will 
somehow make this all “right” and then 
we can leap forward to something 
called healing. 

There are no answers.  There is 
understanding, lots of hugs, boxes of 
tissues for the much needed tears, 
gestures of love and care that come, not 
from facts or explanations, but from 
caring.

That is what we seek, that is the 
pathway we cling to for connection to 
healing and well-being.  Our goal is to 
heal, after all, and that healing is not in 
getting done or through, but in 
remembering always our child, 
children, brother or sister. 

I don’t know how I became a bereaved 
parent, other than the obvious detail of a 
death of a child-my longed for child-
through a miscarriage. 

I heard all the medical stuff.  Like Job, I 
had all the “friends” who sought to 
explain things away. 

I even “believed that God had a better 
plan in mind for me. 

It all crashed down much like that 
grocery cart.  Now I was free to move, 
not with answers, but with love, 
feelings, memories, and the stubborn 
determination, with all of my wheels 
broken to move at least an inch forward 
to life. 

Don’t give me answers.  They show you 
don’t understand my questions. 

Ask ME a question.  Let me share with 
you.  Embrace me.  Hug me.  Pray with 
and for me Listen.  It is also my 
promise to you. 
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Change In Self, After The Loss Of A Baby 
By:  Susan Erling 
Bereavement Magazine 
Colorado Springs, CO

When I was twenty-eight years old, in a way I 
died, and I was still twenty-eight years old 
when I came back to life.  On July 7, 1981, my 
unborn son died, and in a sense, so did I.  It 
was as if time stopped for an inexplicable 
moment, as my old self departed, and my new 
self emerged.  I have never been quite the 
same. 

It wasn’t until about six months after the 
stillbirth that I realized how much I had 
changed as a result of that traumatic 
experience.  Secretly, I feared the changes 
might be permanent ones.  Not knowing how 
profoundly such a little death could affect me.  
I began to doubt my sanity.  People began to 
notice and comment on how different I was—
and not in a positive light.  It was apparent 
they wanted the “old me” back:  the fun me, 
the spirited me, the trusting me, the open me, 
the un-jaded me.  So did I.  I remember crying 
and wishing and hoping in the worst way that 
she would magically return.  I naively thought 
if she were back, I would be happy and 
carefree, as I had been before.  I desperately 
wanted to go back to being untouched and 
unscarred by tragedy. 

For a year I asked myself, “Why should I 
accept this change?”  I had struggled for 
twenty-eight years to accept myself and to find 
my own identity.  I thought that accepting the 
change in me would be like accepting defeat; 
similar to the defeat I felt when I couldn’t keep 
my son alive inside me.  I had already lost too 
much.  So with my characteristic 
stubbornness, I fought the process of change 
for a year.  Eventually I found myself 
exhausted, emotionally beaten up and 
unhealed.  Finally, I was unable to fight the 
inevitable any longer.  I quit.  I gave in to the 
change that I dreaded and associated with 
weakness.  I reluctantly accepted who and 
what I had become; and in a more profound 
way, finally I accepted Jesse’s death. 

The old me has never returned and those who 
couldn’t accept the change are, sadly, no 
longer close to me.  This is another kind of 
loss—an inevitable one.  But I have also 
gained   much:   new  friends,  new  loves, new  

pleasures.  Not that it’s necessary to find 
positives in negative situations, but I did, 
nonetheless.  After I had consciously 
accepted the new me, including my new 
strengths and weaknesses, I felt a sense of 
peace, of true healing, come over me.  For 
the first time in many, many months I felt 
good.  This new acceptance of “me” was 
aided by reading thought-provoking 
books, listening to music, praying, talking 
to others who had “made it through the 
rain,” and meditating. 

I think of Self as four-parted:  the 
intellectual self, the emotional self, and 
the spiritual self.  All of the facets of my 
“self” were touched by the stillbirth, some 
in good ways, some in startling ways and 
some in disturbing ways. 

The physical changes were more subtle.  
My salty streams of tears were not forever 
etched on my cheeks, nor were the dark, 
smudgy, semi-circles under my eyes 
permanent.  Being healthy and taking care 
of my body suddenly became a priority.  I 
became preoccupied with getting in shape.  
Perhaps I had become more concerned 
about my health because I, too, had been 
close to death. 

Intellectually, I feel wiser, having 
logically (and sometimes illogically) dealt 
with what happened to me.  I’m stronger 
now, and more resilient, less of a girl and 
more of a woman.  I face upsetting 
experiences more squarely, not seeking 
“easy fixes,” allowing myself to feel the 
pain or the disappointment.  I permit my 
life to go on.  I unconsciously compare 
other unfortunate things that happen to me 
against the tragedy I have already endured 
and, in comparison; I find them easier to 
deal with.  Nothing since has hit me as 
hard and things that once seemed 
monumental to me, no longer do. 

I find I am no longer a “future planner,” 
but rather a day-at-a-time person.  When 
the bubble of my future with my baby 
burst in mid-air, I was left sorely shaken 
and reluctant to make such plans again so 
easily.  I live more quickly, too, keenly 
aware of the shortness of life.  It’s as if I 
try  to  cram years into months and months 

into days, forever afraid I’ll miss 
something.  I simply refuse to die with too 
many “if only I had” thoughts still 
bubbling inside me.  I have also acquired a 
newer and deeper appreciation of the 
preciousness of life, and I try not to take 
people or situations for granted.  Nothing 
is for sure; life comes with NO 
guarantees! 

I was emotionally crushed from the loss, 
and subsequently emotional changes were 
the most dramatic ones.  I had given my 
love away so freely, and I was left broken-
hearted.  Today, I hold back slightly, not 
giving myself away completely.  I love, 
but not as I did before.  It’s as if I’m afraid 
of loving and losing again, and I’m 
protecting myself beforehand.  My heart is 
no longer on my sleeve. 

From a spiritual perspective, I’m less 
trusting of God’s Almighty plan, and more 
in control of my own destiny.  Not that 
I’m any less God-loving, but maybe a 
little more open-eyed.  I no longer buy 
into the adage, “God will provide.”  I feel 
it’s up to me to provide myself with the 
coping skills I need, and not blindly hope 
God will erase my pain and mystically 
make my life sunny.  I believe He’s too 
busy to fret over every little thing that 
concerns me.  My spiritual, trusting 
innocence or naiveté is gone now, never to 
be recaptured. 

So I have found that change is really an 
exchange.  I died in a way, but I also came 
back to life with keener insights, with 
compassion for others in pain, and with a 
deeper sense of self.  Jesse’s birth 
spawned my rebirth.  It doesn’t make up 
for my intense loss, but it does add a new 
dimension to me.  I am happy again, but 
“…it’s a happiness robbed of innocence, 
born out of fire, forged by a flame…” 

And I no longer fear change quite as 
much. 

Infant/Toddler Page
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What Am I Supposed To Say?
How Am I Supposed To Be? 

By:  Fran Morgan 
TCF -  South Central MO

My friend’s son died six months ago.  Her 
note to me says, “People ask me how I’m 
doing and I don’t know what to say.  How 
am I supposed to be doing?  I don’t know.”  
In the beginning she’d say to me, “I feel as 
though my heart has been ripped from my 
body.”  In a perfect world she could tell that 
to everyone.  But bereaved parents learn 
quickly in the grieving process that honesty 
is NOT always the best policy.  Some 
answers I think people would LIKE to hear 
are (with a big smile on your face):  “Fine!  
It was a big shock when it happened two 
months ago, but now I’m over it!”  or (with a 
big smile on your face) “Oh, we’re fine, 
we’ve taken up ballroom dancing.”  If the 
defininition of fine is:  Fragile, 
Insecure, not interested in 
anything, emotional, then I 
guess “fine” is a perfect 
answer.

Every psychiatrist, psycholo-
gist and therapist I’ve ever read 
or spoken to says that talking 
and crying for your deceased 
loved one is healthy and normal, and crucial 
to one’s recovery.  But in a world where 
most parents are NOT bereaved, many 
people have not experienced the hard work 
of the grief process.  We are often put into 
the position of trying to dream up an 
“appropriate” answer to the question,   “How 
are you doing?”  We try to give the answer 
that we know the person asking WANTS to 
hear.  Something positive. 

Often, after telling a person how awful 
missing our child is, they will respond with, 
“Well, aside from that, how’s everything?”  I 
know when a person has suffered a physical 
injury, it is visible (broken arm, cast) and 
people are solicitous.  When one’s soul has 
ceased to soar and one’s heart and spirit are 
broken and bleeding, no one can see. 

Last year, as a contestant in the Ms. Senior 
America, New York State Pageant, I was 
required to tell the audience my philosophy 
of life.  In advance I rehearsed what I 
planned to say to a trusted family member, 
saying in part that I was a bereaved parent, 
and that whenever I’ve reached out to help 
another,  I’ve always helped myself.  I added  

that I felt all life on this planet is enriched 
when we have compassion for one another.  
My  well-meaning  advisor  suggested  I  not 
mention I was a bereaved parent, saying, 
“People don’t want to hear it.  They want to 
hear upbeat, positive, happy things.”  My 
feeling was that for a bereaved mother to 
stand in the spotlight and show the world we 
can survive the worst in life, and live life 
abundantly was a great message of hope! 

When our son died, there were many good 
people who reached out to me, and there 
were many good people who could not.  The 
journey of loss is the most predominant 
thing in a bereaved parent’s life, but even 
the most loving family and friends do not 
have a vast reservoir of  patience or 
knowledge.  Education about the grief 

process, for others AND for us, 
begins when our child dies.  And 
so we learn conformity to the 
world’s misguided notions of 
what our grief “should” be, 
while being bewildered at the 
time limit the non-bereaved 
place on us.  In 1963, Jacqueline 
Kennedy’s tearless, stoic, silent 
countenance at her husband’s 

funeral had become the nation’s role model.  
I think to many it still is. 

Recently a friend, referring to a woman who 
lost her only two children, said that the 
mother’s mentioning them “after all this 
time” made her uncomfortable.  She said, “I 
have had my share of tragedies, but I don’t 
believe in talking about them.”  (Her 
tragedies are the deaths of her parents.)  In 
the circle of life parents are supposed to pre-
decease their children.  For a child to pre-
decease the parent is against every law of 
nature and man, and the natural result is a 
violent emotional earthquake.  Personally, I 
think the mother who has lost TWO children 
is a hero.  To survive that agony, she must 
be a remarkable human being, and is, I 
think, a great role model. 

We learn as we grieve about the “fixers,” 
who want our grief to be all over, “so we can 
have a laugh again.”  We learn about the 
“controllers,” who want us to do it their 
way, and though they’ve never experienced 
the horrific process, they are sure the rules 
of positivity should apply to us.  Dr. Wayne 
Dyer  says  that there  is only one time in life  

that positive thinking cannot apply:  
when we are grieving the loss of a loved 
one. 

Last year a woman told her best 
friend—as the friend was reminiscing 
about her recently deceased husband,    
“He’s    not coming back; get used to 
it.”  Why?  “I wanted to give her a 
reality check.”  Grieving parents hear 
this type of comments too.  The friend 
thought she was being helpful.  Maybe 
she doesn’t realize that a griever’s 
“reality check” begins before she opens 
her eyes in the morning, when the knot 
in her stomach is the ever-present signal 
that she will not see her loved one again 
in this life.  The Eleventh 
Commandment ought to be carved in 
stone:  “Thou shalt not EVER ask a 
griever, ‘How are you?’ unless you are 
a Licensed Loving Listener, ready to 
listen with your heart.”  Grief work is 
hard enough without having to dream 
up a dream answer.  As Jack Nicholson 
said, “You want the truth?  You can’t 
handle the truth!”  In the first years, I 
thought, “Say you think of me often, 
pray for me, tell me you’re proud of me, 
send me a card, mention my child’s 
name, hug me…don’t ask!” 

Dan Fogelberg sings a good answer to 
my friend’s question, “How am I 
supposed to be?”   It’s a song called, 
“Part of the Plan.”  “Laugh when you 
can/cry when you have to/be who you 
must.  It’s all part of the plan/await your 
arrival with simple survival/and 
someday we’ll all understand.” 

It’s Okay To 
Laugh

By:  Patricia Lufty Nevitt 
TCF – Austin, TX

Laughter is not a sign of “less” grief.  
Laughter is not a sign of “less” love.  
It’s a sign that mny of our thoughts and 
memories are happy ones.  It’s a sign 
we know our dear ones would have us 
laugh.  It’s okay to laugh. 
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Sibling Page
What Might Have Been

By: Carole Actherhof  
Laverne, MN 

 I finally met my sister this week.  Although 
she died a year before I was born, she affected 
the way my brothers, sisters and I were raised.  
She was rarely mentioned but a very present 
entity in our lives and we subconsciously tried 
to fill the void she left in our parents’ hearts. 

On two separate occasions, while I was still 
small, I can remember standing 
next to her gravestone with my 
mother.  Piecing together facts that 
I overheard, I know that Peggy 
Arlene was four days old when she 
died and that she was indescribably 
beautiful.  She was a hard act to 
follow and she became the 
invisible yardstick against which 
all of my successes and failures 
were measured. 

Had the doctors known more about forceps 
deliveries fifty years ago, I would have been 
the second child.  Two days after she was 
brought home from the hospital my parent’s 
firstborn died of a cerebral hemorrhage.  
Because of the difficult times, my father had to 
borrow an overcoat to wear to her graveside 
services, held at our county’s Potter’s Field.  
Nine months after the burial in the paupers’ 
cemetery my sister’s remains were moved to 
the regular cemetery in town.  For one spring, 
one summer and part of that fall my parents, 
especially my mother, had been haunted by the 
idea that their small daughter had been buried 
next to a known felon.  They must have 
scrimped and sacrificed for a reburial. 

My mother turned 89 this week.  In a frenzy of 
housekeeping and some unspoken need to 
make things right with the world, she sent me 
a flat box, once containing nylon stockings 
and now holding the records of Peggy Arlene.  
I had never seen the box before.  I suppose it 
had been buried for years in one of my 
mother’s bedroom drawers.  Along with a 
couple of congratulatory cards received after 
Peggy Arlene’s birth and a cellophane wrapper 
from an “It’s a Girl!” cigar, there are a few, 
faded  sympathy  cards.    A  faded  page  from 

the local newspaper was found in the 
bottom of the box.  One page-long article, 
entitled “Local Necrology” lists the names 
and ages of people who died that year.  
Peggy Arlen’s name was outlined with a 
soft lead pencil. 

After carefully unfolding and refolding the 
contents of the box, my first thought was, 
“So this was Peggy Arlene.”  It took me 

48 years to discover that 
she hadn’t been a threat to 
me, but rather one of many 
sad statistics from long 
ago.  We might have grown 
to become great friends, 
sharing each other’s clothes 
and most likely she 
wouldn’t have been all that 
perfect.  For 48 years I had 
needlessly wrestled with an 
imaginary foe.  Receiving 

the cardboard box has changed everything.  
My sister’s rival has become her caretaker.  

My Sister, 
My Friend

By:  Catherine Hall 
TCF-Hinsdale, IL

With our hearts 
You will always be. 

Our minds will be filled 
With sweet memories.

Your spirit and love will never 
be gone 

For each life you touched 
Will carry them on. 

Siblings:
Everything Is 

A First 
By:  Lisa Ann Jones 
Avoca, PA

Everything is a first.  Many moments must 
be faced.  There are the first holidays, the 
first anniversary, the first birthday.  
Thoughts about my brother, Dave, will 
always be with us.  It’s never more than a 
sentence away from me – NEVER!  The 
ordinary cannot be ordinary.  A certain 
phrase a look, or an article of clothing 
trigger thoughts and emotions. 

The joy of my senior year in college was 
interrupted by sad reality.  FORGET?  
How is this possible.  The days and 
months following my brother’s death were 
filled with grief.  Flowers and food were 
everywhere.  Love and concern were 
translated into strength that kept me 
moving one step at a time. 

People don’t know what to say.  Nothing 
is NORMAL.  Tragedy has brought a 
seriousness to my life.  Thoughts about the 
meaning of life and the unimportance of a 
lot of things I have previously found 
important are circulating in my mind.  I 
think about my own funeral now.  When 
will it be?  Tomorrow, next week, next 
year, before or after my parents?  There 
are good days and bad days.  I am learning 
to deal with all of this. 

People ask me, how are you?  Here is my 
answer.  I am mad Dave died at the age of 
17.  I am angry that my parents have to go 
through all this.  I am confused about my 
role in the family.  I am sad.  I am fearful 
about the future.  I am hopeful things will 
get better.  I am courageous.  I think about 
my brother every day.  I will be strong. 
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Bereaved Parents Of The USA 
CREDO

We are the parents whose children have died.  We are the grandparents 
who have buried grandchildren.  We are the siblings whose brothers and 

sisters no longer walk with us through life.  We come together as 
Bereaved Parents of the USA to provide a haven where all bereaved 

families can meet and share our long and arduous grief journeys.  We 
attend monthly gatherings whenever we can and for as long as we believe 

necessary.  We share our fears, confusions, anger, guilt, frustrations, 
emptiness and feelings of hopelessness so that hope can be found anew.

As we accept, support, comfort and encourage each other, we demonstrate 
to each other that survival is possible.  Together we celebrate the lives of 

our children, share the joys and triumphs as well as the love that will 
never fade.  Together we learn how little it matters where we live, what 
our color or our affluence is or what faith we uphold as we confront the 
tragedies of our children’s deaths.  Together, strengthened by the bonds 
we forge at our gatherings, we offer what we have learned to each other 

and to every more recently bereaved family.  We are the Bereaved Parents 
of the USA.  We welcome you. 

March ~ April 2005 


