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W
e 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 affl  uence 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 off er 
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.

ST. LOUIS CHAPTER
BEREAVED PARENTS U.S.A.
P.O. BOX 410350
ST. LOUIS, MO 63141     
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L
abor Day 2006 marked the tenth anniversary of my daughter Natalie’s 
death. I have come to a place of peace, but it didn’t come quickly or easily!

On that night that is forever etched in my memory, Natalie came to me 
crying. She said we had to go to the hospital, because she had attempted suicide. 
A few moments before, it had seemed like a typical evening; I was reading and 
doing laundry, my husband was watching a sports event on television, and Nata-
lie had been in her room. My head spinning, we gathered the various pills that 
she had taken and headed toward the hospital. 

I asked her why, and she answered that it was ‘just everything.’ It didn’t occur 
to me that she could die. I planned to talk more with her later so that I could 
understand. We walked in together, they whisked her away, and I took care of the 
insurance forms. I called my minister and my friend to wait with me, and I was 
stunned when the doctors fi nally came in and told me that they couldn’t save her. 
A prescription medication that she had taken was fatal. 

Th e world as I knew it ended, and I began the process of recreating a new life. It 
helped that I was married and we had two sons who still needed me. It helped 
that my faith in God remained strong. With all that, somehow I managed to 
keep putting one foot in front of the other.

continued page 2
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SOMETHING TO 
THINK ABOUT AS 
MOTHER ’S DAY 
AND FATHER ’S 
DAY APPROACH

—Karen Martin, Rockville Center, NY

Parental love  involves a never 
ending commitment and plenty of 
opportunities to care for and as-
sume responsibility for your child. 
Parental grief challenges you to find 
a way to live with the frustration of 
being robbed of the opportunity to 
directly care and be responsible for 
your child.

Parental love  involves having 
plenty of opportunities for emo-
tional and physical contact with your 
child. Parental grief challenges you 

to find a way to continue loving your 
child without that continued contact.

Parental love  involves having 
dreams and expectations for the 
future of your child. Parental grief 
challenges you to find solace and 
meaning in a life briefly lived.

Parental love  involves knowing 
where your child is. Parental grief 
challenges you to find a safe place 
for your child.

Parental love involves attending 
to your child’s needs when he is in 
your presence. Parental grief chal-
lenges you to learn how to look after 
your own needs when you sense your 
child’s presence or struggle with his 
absence.

Parental love  involves learning 
to live with your child’s natural and 
gradual absence as she grows up and 
leaves home. Parental grief chal-
lenges you to find ways to deal with 
your child’s unnatural and sudden 
absence.

Parental love  involves an expand-
ed capacity for love and life. Parental 
grief challenges you to find a use for 
that expanded capacity, to not let it 
go to waste or to wither away.

Because parental love is never 
ending, so too is parental grief. You 
don’t really get over the death of a 
child, you just learn to live with it.

And so, on this special day when you 
celebrate your role as a mother or 
father, be kind to yourself. Give your-
self a hug. Give yourself some time 
alone. Give yourself permission to 
remember, to cry, to miss your child, 
to tell others how you feel. But most 

important 
of all, re-
member to 
celebrate 
the special 
gift of 
parental 

love, the lasting gift that your child 
has given you, a gift that not even 
death can take away.

By Dawn Morvlle, Springfi eld, IL

M
emorial Day is for memories. It is a day set 
aside to remember all our loved ones who 
have died, not only the servicemen who 

have given their lives for our country. 

As a teenager, I recall putting fl owers on my grand-
father’s grave; it was something I felt I had to do that 
took a few minutes of my holiday. Now placing fl ow-
ers on a grave on Memorial Day is something I want 
to do.

Th e signifi cance of the day has changed. Now it’s my 
brother who’s buried. Jerry’s death at age twenty-one 
in a truck accident in 1984 was unexpected and shock-
ing. I had never felt such grief before– grief so strong 
that even as time tries to heal the pain, the scars re-
main. Th at’s why Memorial Day for me is no longer 
what it is to many people– a long weekend, a day off  
work and the beginning of the swimming and boating 
season.

Th e day holds special meaning. While at other times 
of the year I get teary eyed when a picture or person 
brings back the thoughts of Jerry, on Memorial Day 
my emotions are especially sensitive. Memorial Day 
weekend is an opportunity for our family to share our 
thoughts, remembering certain things he did.

While some say that Memorial Day is not a tradi-
tional family holiday, such as Christmas or Th anks-
giving, I disagree. Sunday, as we put fl owers on Jerry’s 
grave and a group of relatives gather around as I read 
two poems in memory of him and our other deceased 
loved ones, I feel a strong sense of family. Th ese people 
understand how I feel. It is okay to cry. And as strang-
ers drive by in their cars and line the roads of the cem-
etery to pay their own respects, I feel I am not alone. 
We all share something. Th at’s what Memorial Day is 
all about.

A Time to 
Remember

PLAYING IN THE 
SHADOWS

— Chetyl Larson, Pikes Peak

W 
grew up together big sister, 
little brother.  I took care 
of you until you were old 

enough to care for yourself.  Th ough 
you didn’t say it, I knew you loved me.  
We played in the sunlight, you and I.

Remember the games of  “mother-
may-I” and “hide and seek”?  Sure we 
had our fi ghts as all siblings do.  But 
through it all we never lost our love 
for each other. Now you’re gone.  I’ll 
never see you again, except in the 
memories of those sunny days.  You 
will forever be sixteen.  Far too young 
to die.  You had your whole life to live.  
I’ll always grieve, but I must go on.  
Still, without you, I play alone in the 
shadows.

I learned that I couldn’t ‘control’ my grief, but I could manage it. By facing and feeling the pain on an 
ongoing basis, I was less likely to erupt unexpectedly. I made promises to myself that I could let go and cry 
when I got into my car after work, and I was able to get through the day. I honored the anniversaries of her 
birthday. I wrote in my journal; I wrote letters to Natalie and to God. I cried. 

I attended Bereaved Parents meetings, although at fi rst I couldn’t talk. I could only get out my name. It took 
a long time to be able to tell Natalie’s story. But, the support, understanding and acceptance I received at 
the meetings were much needed salve for my healing. 

I found that slowly, the pain diminished. Th e times of feeling overwhelmed by sadness were less frequent. I 
found myself laughing sometimes. I began to be able to talk about things Natalie had done without break-
ing down; I could smile at the fun memories. I was healing.

I believe losing a child changes one’s perspectives and priorities forever. I am much less likely now to be 
upset over trivial matters. I value and enjoy the relationships I have in my life. I have ended one career 
and started another, one more satisfying. After ten years, I have learned to cherish the time I had with my 
daughter. I still miss her, and I’ll always love her. I have found happiness and joy again. I can fi nally and 
honestly say again: life is beautiful! 

     In loving memory of Natalie, October 3, 1983—September 2, 1996 

continued from page 1
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By Kayla Jones, Sierra Vista Arizona

O
ur Memorial Day weekend was the one and 
only weekend to enjoy a trip together with 
our three boys. In less than three weeks we 

would move to Ft. Hood, TX, where my husband, 
Mitch, would deploy to Iraq within six months. Our 
family vacations have become bittersweet for Mitch 
and me after losing our daughter two and half years 
ago. Meghan, our only daughter and fi rst born, loved 
going to motels. She would get so excited and glow 
from ear to ear. Her adventurous spirit inspired us all. 
We have continued our trips in honor of our girl.

Our trip was going 
very well. We spent 
Saturday at Grant’s 
Farm seeing all the 
Budweiser Clydes-
dales. We took the 
boys to Joe’s Crab 
Shack that night. 
We had never been 
there and heard it 
was kid friendly. 
Th e boys loved it. 
Th e play place was 
a hit. We found a 
penny at almost 
every place we 
stopped. It was a 
sign for us that our 
daughter was defi -
nitely with us. We 
live by the saying, 
“When you fi nd a 
penny an angel in 
heaven is thinking 
of you.”

Sunday morning arrived and we were heading to Bob 
Evan’s for breakfast. Colton, our four year old, wanted 
to go there. He doesn’t read, but for some reason every 
time we passed a Bob Evans’s he knew what it said. 
Our drive to the restaurant was incredibly emotional 
for me. Mitch was telling me that he wanted a very spe-
cial American fl ag fl own at our house until he returns 
safely from Iraq. Th e fl ag was a gift from a dear friend 

and fl ew over Baghdad at a US Battalion headquarters. 
As he was telling me this, my mind was racing. I hoped 
I would never have to experience another death… espe-
cially my own husband. We waited outside of the res-
taurant for about fi fteen minutes before our name was 
called. We rounded up our troops, Colton 4, Benjamin 
2, and our little baby Daniel, who was three months 
old. A gentleman standing facing us as we entered the 
building. Th e two older boys had their hands on every-
thing. Th e gentleman watched for a while and then said 
what a beautiful family we had. He asked questions and 
laughed at the things the boys were doing. Our joke 
from everyone is “My three sons” of course they don’t 
know we also have a daughter. In our conversation, he 
asked if there was any hope for a girl. I sadly looked at 
him and told him we had a daughter who died two and 
a half years ago. I explained to him that she was the 
oldest of our children. Th e look in his eyes changed. He 
was taken aback. “You’re blessed with three beautiful 
boys.”

After we were seated, Mitch and I spent the meal 
keeping the boys in line. I held Daniel, rocking him 
with one hand while eating with the other. Mitch was 
cutting things up for Colton and Benjamin. Benja-
min experimented with hydrodynamics and created 
an eff ective siphon from his orange juice. I guess in 
some ways it would have looked pretty comical, but it 
was a typical meal out with our family. We managed 
to keep the boys quiet and happy. About the time we 
were ready to leave the waitress came over and told us 
our meal was paid for by a couple 
in the restaurant who wished to 
remain anonymous. She contin-
ued, “Th ey wish you peace and 
many blessings.” My eyes fi lled 
with tears as I looked at my hus-
band. Th e pain that we’ve endured 
the past two and a half years was 
acknowledged by total strangers. 
We were humbled. 

I will never forget that day at the restaurant and the 
couple who bought breakfast. I hope some day I will 
touch some one else’s life with a random act of kindness. 
An angel cam to us that morning. We can all spread a 
little kindness. It’s a beautiful thing and you never know 
what it might mean to the person receiving it.

Special Notice
Th e cut off  date for the July–Aubust issue of the 
newsletter is June 10th. 
To include your child’s photo in the next issue, 
please send your donation/love gift & photo of 
your child to the newsletter co–editor with a self 
addressed stamped envelope. 
Please make checks payable to BPUSA:

Jamie Ryan
6309 Washington Ave

St Louis, MO 63130

Telephone Friends
Accident, Automobile:
Katie VerHagen .................................(314) 576–5018
Steve Welch .......................................(636) 561–2438

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

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

Cancer:
Dan & Mary Ann Smith ..................(636) 942–9115

Drugs or Alcohol
Patrick Dodd.....................................(314) 729–1934

Grandparent:
Margaret Gerner ...............................r (636) 978–2368

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

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

Illinois Contact:
Linda Moff att ...................................t (618) 243–6558

Jeff erson County Contact:
Michele Horrell .................................(636) 931–6552

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

Older Parents:
Bobbie Lantz .....................................z (314) 576–0978

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

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

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

314

Our joke 

from 

everyone is 

“My three 

sons” —of 
course they 
don’t know we 
also have a 
daughter.
 

A Story to Share 

A Blessed Penny
By Gary R Cooper, Independence, MO

All of my life and time
I looked for a quarter, a dime

A penny, if found on tail
I passed up without fail.

From a poem I recently learned
A penny found is a blessing earned,

Dropped by an angel true.
For me, Krissy, the angel is you.

So now I have changed my way.
I look for a penny every day.
Th e story often should be told,

A blessed penny is worth more than gold.
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Infant & Toddler 
Page

By Dana Genslr

T
oday is May 23, a very sig-
nifi cant day, because it is our 
daughter’s birthday. I still 

remember sitting on the back deck 
on a bright happy day, holding a big 
baby in my tummy, and feeling the 
fi rst pangs of labor. Of course, it’s 
raining outside today. It rained last 
year too.

She was two days old when she 
died. Be-
cause her 
birth and 
her death 
are so close 
together, 
both days 
seem to be 
equally dif-
fi cult. Even 
the day in 
between is 
just as bad.

Events of 
her life leisurely parade through my 
mind: the delivery, the urgent fl ight 
to Kosair’s Neonatal Intensive Care, 
that devastating phone call, her 
sighs. Everything!

I especially remember those words 
the doctor said: “Th ere is noth-
ing we can do.” It was only a few 
hours later when the same voice 
whispered: “I’m so sorry. Her heart 
has stopped beating.” Of course, by 
that time we already knew. We had 
been holding her in our arms as she 
gradually, gently, slipped away.

Nobody ever told me grief could 
be so persistent. She’s always in my 
mind, but there have been weeks, 
months even, when I hardly cried 

Birthday Blues

By Joyce Boyd, Barstow, CA

I
t is evening and I am sitting 
in my car, in the parking lot of 
a fast food restaurant. Rather 

than drive several miles to a church 
meeting alone, I am waiting for a 
friend so we can visit together dur-
ing the ten minute ride. She is late, 
and I have the radio on in the car. 
Out of the past comes a familiar 
tune, Th e Tennessee Birdwalk, with 
its silly lyrics, “… and the birds will 
walk around, in their dirty under-
wear, the Tennessee Birdwalk.” 
And suddenly I am crying. Memo-
ries come rushing back to me as I 
picture my youngest son Sean and 
me giggling together over the silly 

lyrics of this nonsensical song.I am 
puzzled. Why am I crying now, 
sitting here on a beautiful night in 
1991, when nine year old Sean and 
his dad were killed in 1980 by a 
drunk driver? It amazes me to real-
ize the depths of feeling that exist 
and are triggered by hearing this 
song. I am shaken by the intensity 
of my emotions and realize it seems 
as if it were only yesterday that 
Sean and I laughed at the picture in 
our minds of birds walking around 
in dirty underwear.

Sure, I know a day never passes 
that I don’t think of Sean and his 
dad, but those feelings are not like 
this. Years have passed, the stages 

of grief have been 
worked through, 

and I have come far. But tonight I 
am totally unnerved. It is scary to 
realize how easily something from 
the past can unlock those bitter-
sweet emotions we think are stored 
safely away, and how vulnerable 
we are to being swiftly and fi ercely 
knocked right off  our feet and 
shaken to the very core of our souls.

As I am thinking about these 
things, my friend drives up and I 
am jolted back to the present, tuck-
ing away in the back of my mind 
my brief fl ashback to pre–1980 
days. I say a silent prayer to thank 
God for the special blessing of 
memories and know that the spe-
cial bond that existed between Sean 
and myself will ever be.

Things Remembered

Father’s Day– A Grandfather’s View
By Bill Fausett, Central Arkansas Chapter

N
ow well into my fi fties and knowing Father’s Day is approaching once again, I fi nd myself recalling 
my very fi rst. It was a beautiful Sunday morning, June 16, when I became a father for the fi rst time, 
a Father’s Day I will never forget. Already prepared with the traditional cigars, I had to be a turkey, 

strutting his stuff . Many of the Father’s Days after that were spent away from home working and never stop-
ping to think just how special this day really is.

After my retirement, a few years back, I became a grandfather and my whole life changed. I never dreamed I 
would be changing diapers, giving bottles, in the middle of the fl oor playing dolls, or outside watching bugs, 
birds, butterfl ies, bees, squirrels, rabbits, and loving every minute of it, with the most beautiful granddaughter 
anyone has ever seen (my opinion, of course).

Th at was a special year for me. I found myself asking the wife, “Did our kids do that?” many times, and she tell-
ing me, “yes”, but you were working or just didn’t notice. My granddaughter taught me more about the beauty 
of life and how much I had missed in the short time she was here that I could have ever imagined! We lost her 
at 13 months, 2 days, and 22 hours due to a very rare genetic disorder and again my life changed.

Th is Father’s Day will be spent with my family and a new grandson, now two and half years old, and a great 
little guy. I see much of the same inquisitive nature in him. Making sure each visit he has is a good time, I 
think I do it out of obligation and not with the joy that I once had, but when you see that smile on his face, 
you know you made his day a little better and that makes it all worthwhile.

Memories are a part of our past and some become a part of our heart. At the end of Father’s Day, when every-
one has gone to bed, I will sit at my desk, drink one more cup of coff ee, say a prayer and, once again, tell my 
granddaughter just how much I love and miss her and somehow I know she knows and in my mind will hear 
her say, “Pa Paw, I love you too. Take time to smell the roses.”

Last night I held you in my 
dream

And rocked you in my arms.
I sang to you a lullaby

As we snuggled to keep 
warm.

It felt so natural and real,
Th at when I was awakened,
I rushed to be with you, my 

child,
But knew I was mistaken.

Your life was ended way too 
soon;

As if it had just started.
Somehow I know I must go 

on,
Although we’ve sadly parted.
Your pain and suff ering is no 

more;
Your soul’s found peace at last.

Someday I hope to join you 
and 

Live our dreams of past.

—Dedicated to my daughter Rachel

for her at all. But today I feel that 
same intense desire to see her 
again. If only I could hold her in 
my arms, just one more time, I’m 
sure the tears would stop. (I believe 
the experts refer to this as “Shadow 
Grief ”)

And yet, it can really make me 
angry when other people assume 
my tears only indicate that I am 
a weakling, wallowing in my own 
grief. Or, even worse, accuse me 
of “angling for sympathy”. “After 
all,” they say, “it has been two whole 
years. It’s time to forget it and go 
on.”

We are going to have to deal with 
these days in May for the rest of 
our lives. Time helps ease the pain 
of grief, but nothing ever eases the 
pain of how much we miss her.  I 
can’t help it, I still love her. I can’t 
pretend it didn’t happen. I can’t 
deny it. I can’t forget it. It’s still 
far beyond my comprehension! It 
wasn’t just for a week, or a month, 
or even two whole years. It’s going 
to go on, and on, and on. 

Forever!

Sweet 
Dreams

I believe I believe 
the ex-the ex-
perts perts 
refer to refer to 
this as this as 
“Shadow “Shadow 
Grief ”Grief ”
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Who ache but feel they 
must carry on.

Who are frightened but 
cannot show their fear.

Who are angry but cannot 
strike out,

Who are lonely but have to 
smile.

Who grieve but must be 
strong.

Who love but are afraid to 
show their love.

Whose tears cannot fall.

B
ereaved fathers are often 
desperately tragic people 
caught in the trap of soci-

ety’s expectations. Our coworkers, 

friends, and family expect that we 
will, indeed, be strong– that we will 
do all in our power to ensure that 
life carries on. Th ey expect that our 
behavior and temperament will re-
main consistent and that, through 
our attitudes and actions, others will 
be able to observe our will to survive 
despite the enormity of our loss.

Unfortunately, the world does not 
always work the way we want. Be-
reaved fathers do ache. Th ey are 
afraid and angry. Th ey are lonely and 
they cry in silent places. Th ey ques-
tion their sanity and their will to 
survive. Th ey want to run and hide 
from their sorrow. And they carry 
a heavy burden of guilt for not liv-
ing up to society’s expectations. As 
diffi  cult as it may be, take the risks 
and develop the courage to express 
the way you feel.

12 5

3 Questions
By Sally Burnell, Des Moines, iA

Why? Why? Why?– Af-

ter months of asking this question, 

I still don’t know why. I only know 

that asking why is normal and that 

even if I knew the reason why, I’d 

still cry, I would still hurt, I still 

wouldn’t like it. I have noticed lately 

that the “why” question is hardly 

even running through my head (only 

on the very bad days.) I have a new 

word running through my mind.

What? What? What?– 
What do I do with my life now? I 

think that moving from the “why” 

question to the “what” question is 

part of the healing process (I hope.) 

The “what” question occupies my 

mind often. It will take time to an-

swer this one.

In the future, I imagine that a third 

question will need answering: 

“How?”

TO BEREAVED FATHERS

By Susan Herndon– BP Marion County Chapter

One bright day he went off  to war
my precious fi rst born son,

to battle in an alien land
in a war that would never be won.

As he said good-bye on that fateful day,
my eyes were fi lled with tears.

He looked so young 
to be leaving home,

younger than his nineteen years.

Th e months passed slowly, 
week by week,

the news was ever grim.
Despite my prayer, the fear was there

at the thought of losing him.

Th en one sad day, it came to pass
the knock upon the door.

My dear, brave boy– the one I loved
would be with me no more.

He died heroically, I’m told
a good soldier to the end.

He never lost his faith in God
and to all he was a friend.

Now his name is engraved on that 
famous wall

for any and all to see.
But, in my aching heart, I wish

that he was here with me.

Memorial Day
By Sascha Wagner

For each grave where a soldier lies at his rest
For each prayer that is said today out of love

For each sigh of remembering someone who died
Let us also give thought to the mothers and fathers
Th e brothers and sisters, the friends and the lovers

Whom death left behind.

The Boat

My dear, My dear, 

brave boy– brave boy– 

the one I the one I 

loved would loved would 

be with me be with me 

no more.no more.

TAPS is announc-

ing their 13th 

Annual National 

Military Survivor 

Seminar on 

May 24-28, 2007. 

Please see 

St. Louis Bulletin Board 

page 15 for details.

W
hen we lose our chil-
dren, we begin a jour-
ney.  It starts on a 

stream and each one of us gets 
into a boat.  At fi rst, the river is 
too fast and unfamiliar.  We have 
no strength to put in the oars, but 
gradually we learn to row.  Some-
times the current is too strong and 
we drift downstream again.

Along the way there are rapids, tor-
rents, and storms we all must over-
come and continue on our journey.  
At times, it seems so hard– oth-
ers pass us; we watch as they gain 
strength and give us the courage 
to go on.  We can look back and 
see others just getting in the boat 
and help them too, always there is 

someone to help us row.  We are 
never alone in our river of tears. 

And  some day, when we’ve rowed 
and rowed, we will reach a dock 
and there will be our children to 
greet us.  Th ey will help us ashore 
and tell us they knew we could do 
it.  We owe it to our children to be 
the best people we can.  

Th ey always knew we were.  Th ey 
had the most wonderful parents.  
We are left here to show them we 
are.  So keep rowing on that river 
of life, someone is always there 
with you.

—Samantha Adams, Australia, in 
loving memory of her son, James
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One Balloon
By Nancy Moss, Houston West

Our family moved from An-

drews, TX to Houston, TX 

in 1983. In February of 

1984, I was working in 

my back yard when I 

found a deflated bal-

loon. There was a 

note on the balloon. 

The note was from 

a mother, express-

ing her love for her 

daughter. The way 

the note was written, 

I knew that the daugh-

ter had died. The note 

expressed so much love 

that it penetrated my heart. 

Little did I know that my 

own son would die in 1995, 

and I would be sending him 

notes on balloons. I wonder 

who finds the notes that we 

send to our children? I won-

der if they can feel the love 

and pain in each note like I 

did that day in February?
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Back Steps
—Janice Lopez, Sacramento Valley 
BPUSA

I was busy today rush-

ing around the office 

working on a project, 

when a new staff mem-

ber saw your photo on 

my desk. She picked up 

the frame and gazed at 

your face. She raised her 

head and asked, “Is this 

your son?” I said, “Yes 

and I paused … I knew 

it was coming — I held 

my breath. She looked 

at me with the frame 

still in her hands and 

asked casually, “Where 

does he go to school?” 

Her face was innocent. 

Her eyes searched my 

face. Time stood still as 

my heart sank … 

Because I knew I had 

to tell “the” story, and 

I wondered if I could 

say the truth without 

breaking down. Nine 

years and I still cry at 

the question. I knew I 

had to sum up in a brief 

moment the pain, the 

horror, the loneliness of 

living without you. 

I guess sometimes I 

think I’m normal. I have 

pictures on my desk like 

everyone else … I trick 

myself into thinking my 

life is moving on, when 

actually a large part of 

my life stopped —The 

day you were killed. 

Nine years… and still 

counting.

By Susan Abbott, Quincy, IL 

T
oday is Graduation Day— a day when children don the cloak of 
adulthood. Th ey leave the structure of their home to fi nd the struc-
ture of their lives. Th ey scatter in many directions— each to the beat 

of his own drum, each to follow his own heart. 

Today is Graduation Day— and I am sad. My child will not be among his 
classmates as they are handed their diplomas. My child will not participate 
in the proms and excitement of this time. My child will not be there. Is he 
forgotten? Does not one mind remember him or one heart feel his presence.  
Please Lord, let him be a part of this day even if I don’t know it. Let one 
person for one second think of him and say, “I wish Jim were here today.”

For today is Graduation Day— for everyone else’s children but not for 
mine— not for mine. I could was philosophical and say that he has already 
graduated— that he has made the most important step of all. But this 
doesn’t help the ache in my heart of fi ll the hole left there. On other days, 
I can sometimes feel okay that he is in heaven, but, today, I want him here. 
I want him to go to the prom and wear the cap and gown, and receive his 
diploma. I want to see his smile and take his picture and rent his tux.

I want him going to college and choosing his courses and deciding what his 
future will be. I want— it does no good to want or to wish. Th ese things can 

never be. I must face this 
day as I’ve faced thousand of 
others— with longing, with 
pain, and with strength— 
God’s strength. Th is is what 
keeps me from crumpling 
into a ball of despair— 
this is what keeps me 
from giving up and giving 
in— this is what keeps me 
from looking down in abject 
helplessness and lets me 
look up with new hope. Th e 
strength from God gives me 
the strength to live— and 
the strength to love— and 
the strength to continue.

Today is Graduation Day— I think I can live though it—
I think I can overcome what it brings with it— I know I can fi nd my way 
once again through the longing, through the darkness, through the pain ‘til 
once again I see the Light of tomorrow.

Yesterday was Graduation Day— And I’m still here.

— In loving memory of Jim Abbott  

By Joan Azre, Cleveland, OH

T
hat fi rst Mother’s Day 
after Raymond died was 
a dark day.  I had not 

only lost my son, but in los-
ing him, felt I was no longer a 
mother.  Th e telephone didn’t 
ring; I felt very much alone.  I 
let the tears fall and fell asleep 
lying on Raymond’s bed.  While 
I was sleeping, a neighbor came 
by with a small pot of miniature 
white mums with a note attached,  
“Now everyone in Heaven knows 
what a great Mom you are.”  Th at 
simple message lifted me, and I 

was able to smile.  Now, I don’t 
think I’m a great Mom, but a 
pretty good Mom I am - and I’ll 
always be Raymond’s Mom, no 
matter what!  Nothing can take 
that away.  Rather simplistic you 
say?  Yes, but sometimes we need 
to think in simplistic terms to 
experience the joy hidden within 
the sorrow.

Another 
Mother’s Day

But a diff erent one this year.
For you see, I am a mother but

my child isn’t here.
I am a mother who is hurting for

this child who was so dear, as I
face this and other occasions

each and every year.

I am a mother who feels an 
emptiness over and over again

because I miss this child and
all that could have been.

I am a mother who cared as I 
watched my child grow and 
truly loved her more than
anyone will ever know.

I am a mother who has memories
and many tears to cry over

regrets I’ll have to live with
until the day I die.

I am a mother who is thankful for 
the miracle of birth and all my
child taught me about life and 

my own self-worth.

I just can’t stop being a mother
because my child isn’t here.

Because the love we had for
each other will continue for years 

and years.

And so on this special Mother’s Day,
I will feel within my heart,

all the pride, love and joy which
are the parts that make me who

I am and what I’ll always be.
A mother– just remember that– 

please?

— Judy A Sittner, Hope Line newsletter

Mother’s Day Thoughts
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Donations Received
Love Gifts Love Gifts

In Memory of
Barbara Ann Schmidt

—Milton Schmidt

What Is A Love Gift?
A “Love Gift” is a donation made in your child’s memory. 
Bereaved Parents of the USA is self–supporting. 
Th e St Louis Chapter runs entirely with volunteer staff ers. 
Our expenses are paid through fund raising eff orts and by 
your donations such as “Love Gifts.” 
If you send in a donation/ love gift and would like to have 
your child’s picture on this page, include a picture along with 
a self addressed stamped envelope to: Jamie Ryan

6309 Washington Ave, St Louis, MO 63130. —Th ank you!

Donations Received
In Memory of
Ken Ellis

always 
—Carol Ellis
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In Memory of
Marion Robertson

hugs, 
—the Krejci’s

In Memory of
Gabriel Sucich

—Linda Hammett

In Memory of
John C. Long IV

November 10, 1963– April, 25, 1992

It’s been 15 years since yu left us. our 
hearts still aches with sadness, secret 
tears still fl ow, what it meant to lose 

you, know one will ever know. 
we love you forever

Mom & Bill
—Shirley Baumann

In Memory of
Paul Gruenwald

hugs, 
—the Krejci’s

In Memory of
Gianna Rose Kristo
We love and miss you so much. 

Hugs & kisses always and forever to the sky.
Love, Mommy, Daddy & Gino

 —Rose Kristo

In Memory of
Jason Matthew Snyder

March 27, 1986— June 1, 2006

Forever Young, Forever Loved
Love, Mom, Dad, Lonny & Laura

—Joan Snyder

In Memory of
Freddy Shaw

—Barb & Bob Callanan

In Memory of
Kevin J. Austin

We will love & miss you forever.
Happy Birthday

Love, Mom & Bob
—Barb & Bob Callanan
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WWW: Honor 

your Child—Visit 

b p u s a s t l . o r g !
 www.bpusastl.org

B
e a…Web Sponsor. Th e web spon-
sor 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 mes-
sage above your child’s picture (25 words or less). 
Sponsorship is on a fi rst come fi rst serve basis.

Create a…Web Memorial at the “Meet Our Children” 
sections of the website. Th e 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 which 
is optional and has a one page limit, will be presented.

Interested? Contact: Barb Blanton though our web-
site or email barb_blanton@yahoo.com 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
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BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA

St. Louis Chapter

P.O. Box 410350

St. Louis, MO 63141

(314) 878–0890

St. Louis Chapter Newsletter
EDITOR – Christine Bousman (314) 428–1228 

scottjchristinen@aol.com
EDITOR – Jamie Ryan (314) 361–3470 

jamieryan_mo@hotmail.com
BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA

National Headquarters

P.O. Box 95
Park Forest, IL 60466

(708)748–7866
www.bereavedparentsusa.org

ADDITIONAL MEETINGS
Parents/Murdered Children:

Th ird Tuesday 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 aff ected by the loss of a child 
through suicide)
St Lukes Hospital (141 & 40)
St. Louis, MO (314) 853–7925
Meetings–  Second Tuesday at 7:00 p.m.
 4th Saturday at 10:30 a.m. 

Meeting Times & Places

BUSINESS MEETINGS

Th e following is a list of future Business Meet-
ings of Bereaved Parents of the USA:
Saturday— April 14, 2007, May 12, 2007
 June 9, 2007
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 pres-
ent 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 at-
tend. Questions? Call Sharon K (636) 532–0033 
or email at chaptercontact@bpusa.org

7

TROY, MO (First Wednesday, 7:00pm):
  Super 8 Motel — 28 Turnbull Trl, Troy, MO 63379
 Facilitator: Cindy Morris  (636) 462–9961 ..................... cmotweety@yahoo.com
  April 4—Special gardens and healing places
  May 2—Balloon release and journaling
  June 6—Family vacations

ST. PETERS/ST. CHARLES COUNTY (First Th ursday, 7:30 P.M.)
  Knights of Columbus Hall
  2334 McMenamy Road
 Facilitators:  Marcia Hoekel  (636) 332-8097   ............................Th oekel@aol.com
  April 5—Th e day my child was born.
  May 3—Th e day my child died and plant exchange.
  June 7—Potluck dinner at 6:30.  Bring a song or video that reminds  .  
  you of your child.

ST. PETERS/ST. CHARLES CO. SIBLING GROUP (same time & place as above)
 Facilitators:  Stacy Magill     (314) 809–5058
  Tracy Wallace   (314) 650–7056
  April 5—Open Discussion
  May 3— Open Discussion
  June 7 -Open Discussion

SOUTH COUNTY (Second Th ursday, 7:00 P.M.) NEW TIME
  Holy Trinity Church
  Union & Reevis Barracks Road at I–55 
 Facilitator:  Jane Nelson      (314) 378–3147 .................southgroup@bpusastl.org
  April 12—Open Discussion
  May 10—Open Discussion
  June 14—Open Discussion

WASHINGTON, MO (Th ird Tuesday, 7:00 P.M.)
  Washington Ambulance Building
  515 Washington Ave. (behind Rothschilds)
 Facilitator:  Karen Flagg      (636) 583–2467 ......  washingtongroup@bpusastl.org
  April 17—Rituals can help.
  May 15—Journaling and book review. 
  June 19—Family potluck and balloon release.

NORTH COUNTY (Th ird Saturday, 9:30 A.M.) 
  Coldwell Banker Gundaker Building  
  2402 North Hwy 67 (rear of  building)
  NOTE:  Volunteer interpreter provided for the deaf or hearing impaired
 Facilitator:  Pat Ryan         (314) 605–3949  ...................northgroup@bpusastl.org
  April 21—Ask It Basket
  May 19—Open Discussion
  June 16—Who would my child be today?

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
  April 24—Dreams and unusual happenings.
  May 22—Concerns I have about my spouse, children, or friends.
  June 26—Grief, Doubt, and Faith 

WEST COUNTY (Fourth Tuesday, 7:00 P.M.)
  Congregation Shaare Emeth
  11645 Ladue Rd. (corner of Ballas & Ladue)
 Facilitators: Judy Ruby                 (314) 994–1996 ........... westgroup@bpusastl.org
  April 24—Special gardens and plant exchange
  May 22—Be Bitter or Get Better
  June 26—What happened to the old me and who am I now?

TAPS
TAPS is announcing their 13th Annual National Military Survivor Seminar 

on May 24-28, 2007. Their theme is Remember the Love, Celebrate the 

Life, Share the Journey. They note that, “If your life has been changed 

forever by the death of a loved one serving in the Armed Forces, you are 

warmly invited to attend the TAPS 13th Annual National Military Survi-

vor Seminar. We encourage children and teenagers to participate in the 

Good Grief Camp for Young Survivors. Join us for these events May 24-28, 

2007 in Arlington Va. at the Doubletree Hotel near Washington’s Reagan 

National Airport.” They list great workshops, a concert at the Capital and 

Marine Corps Evening Parade and Memorial Day Ceremonies at Arlington 

National Cemetery.

For details they ask that you visit www.TAPS.org for complete details 

and to register on line or call 800-959-TAPS (8277). 

Perhaps there is someone in your chapter that would benef it from this info

St. Louis City Group Wants You! Facilitator needed!
Interested? Call Sharon Krejki 636-532-0033

Call for Call for 
books, mov-books, mov-
ies, TV se-ies, TV se-
ries, etc. ries, etc. 
that helped that helped 
you. you. 
Write a review & Write a review & 
contact our editors contact our editors 
via mail via mail or email.or email.


