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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 2006 
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Sibling PageBy:  Elaine Crier 
Atlanta, GA 

Every time I am in a group of bereaved 
parents, I hear people say things like, “I wish 
my child hadn’t died,” or “I wish I had him 
back.”  Those wishes, unfortunately, can 
never come true.  Another wish I hear is “I 
wish my friends (or church, or neighbors, or 
relatives) understood what I am going 
through and were more 
supportive.”  This is a 
wish that has some 
possibility of coming 
true if we are able to be 
honest and assertive 
with the people around 
us.  What do we wish 
others understood about 
the loss of our child?  
Here is a partial list of 
such wishes; 

1. I wish you would not be afraid to 
speak my child’s name.  My child lived 
and was important and I need to hear his 
name. 

2. If I cry or get emotional if we talk 
about my child, I wish you knew that it 
isn’t because you have hurt me, the fact 
that my child died has caused my tears.  
You have allowed me to cry and I thank 
you.  Crying and emotional outbursts are 
healing. 

3. I wish you wouldn’t “kill” my child 
again by removing from your home his 
pictures, artwork, or other 
remembrances. 

4. I will have emotional highs and lows, 
ups and downs.  I wish you wouldn’t 
think that if I have a bad day I need 
psychiatric counseling. 

5. I wish you knew that the death of a 
child is different from other losses and 
must be viewed separately.  It is the 
ultimate tragedy and I wish you wouldn’t 
compare it to your loss of a parent, a 
spouse, or a pet. 

6. Being a bereaved parent is not 
contagious, so I wish you wouldn’t shy 
away from me. 

7. I wish you knew that all of the 
“crazy” grief reactions that I am having 
are in fact very normal.  Depression, 
anger,  frustration,  hopelessness, and the  

questioning of values and beliefs are to be 
expected following the death of a child. 

8. I wish you wouldn’t expect my grief 
to be over in six months.  The first few 
years are going to be exceedingly 
traumatic for us.  As with alcoholics, I 
will never be “cured” or a “former 
bereaved parent,” but will forevermore 
be a “recovering bereaved parent. 

9. I wish you 
understood the 
physical re-
actions to grief.  
I may gain 
weight or lose 
weight, sleep all 
the time or not 
at all, develop a 
host of illnesses 
and be accident-
prone, all of 
which may be 

related to my grief. 

10. Our child’s birthday, the anniversary 
of his death, and the holidays are terrible 
times for us.  I wish you could tell us that 
you are thinking about our child on these 
days, and if we get quiet and withdrawn, 
just know that we are thinking about our 
child and don’t try to coerce us into 
being cheerful. 

11. It is normal and good that most of us 
re-examine our faith, values, and beliefs 
after losing a child.  We will hopefully 
come to some new understanding with 
our God.  I wish you would let me tangle 
with my religion without making me feel 
guilty. 

12. I wish you wouldn’t offer me drinks 
or drugs.  These are just temporary 
crutches and the only way I can get 
through this grief is to experience it.  I 
have to hurt before I can heal. 

13. I wish you understood that grief 
changes people.  I am not the same 
person I was before my child died and I 
never will be that person again.  If you 
keep waiting for me to “get back to my 
old self,” you will stay frustrated.  I am a 
new creature with new thoughts, dreams, 
aspirations, values and beliefs.  Please 
try to get to know the new me – maybe 
you’ll like me still. 

Instead of sitting around and waiting for our 
wishes  to come  true, we  have an obligation  

to teach people some of the things we 
have learned about our grief.  We can 
teach these lessons with great kindness, 
believing that people have good 
intentions and want to do what is right, 
but just don’t know what to do with us. 

Do you remember how Pavlov, the 
famous psychologist, rewarded his dogs 
for doing the right thing?  As a result, 
their behavior repeated.  If a neighbor 
sends a plate of cookies on the day of 
your child’s birth, tell her how much 
you appreciate her remembering your 
child.  If a relative jots a note in a 
Christmas card and says he is thinking 
about you during this difficult time, 
write back and thank him for 
acknowledging your pain.  If by 
accident a friend mentions your child’s 
name and it makes you cry, you may 
not be able to thank them at that time, 
but you can tell them later how 
important it is to talk about your child.  
Whether one of your wishes is fulfilled 
by accident or through great sensitivity, 
reward others for what they have done 
for you.  Chances are good that they 
will repeat these kindnesses on other 
occasions and perhaps your wish of 
having more understanding friends and 
relatives will come true. 

A Love 
Song

By:  Nancy Williams 
Central Jersey 

The mention of my child’s 
name may bring tears to my 
eyes.  But it never fails to 
bring music to my ears. 

If you really are my friend, 
please don’t keep me from 
hearing the beautiful music.
It soothes my broken heart 
and fills my soul with love. 

By:  Kandace Lankford 
Jacksonville, Florida

Joe was no ordinary big brother.  For one 
thing, he believed in angels.  When I was little 
he would lie on his back on the floor, hold 
onto my hands, and lift me into the air with his 
feet.  I sat perched up high, looking down at 
Joe with his big grin and silky brown hair 
spilling around him.  “Don’t be afraid to let go 
of my hands.  Let go and fly with the angels,” 
he’d say.  So I did.  How could I look at my 
brother and be afraid? 

I let go of his hands and soared through the 
heavens, while he acted like the wind beneath 
my wings.  I felt free.  I trusted Joe like 
nobody else.  He always knew what I 
needed to hear, and he said I did the 
same thing for him.  Sometimes, we 
didn’t have to talk at all.  Our 
thoughts connected in some way.  I 
guess they floated between us like 
angels.  I have to believe they 
always will. 

We were a close family, and got 
together often.  Joe was the only 
one of us to leave Jacksonville.  He 
became a nurse, graduating at the top of his 
class, and went to work at a hospital in South 
Florida. 

In 1993 we had our annual Easter reunion.  Joe 
and I talked about my upcoming wedding in 
June.  He took me in his arms.  “I’ll be there,” 
he said.  I thought he might be crying.  It must 
be out of happiness, I thought.  But when he 
stepped back I saw sadness in his eyes.  Joe 
tried to smile, but I knew something was 
wrong.  Why won’t he tell me?  I wondered.  
Why don’t I know what it is?  I couldn’t make 
myself ask him. 

Joe finally told me what was going on one 
week later.  He had AIDS.  “I was getting sick 
a lot,” he said.  “The doctors thought it was 
TB.”  Further examination included an HIV 
test.   “No  one  told  me the results,”  Joe said.   

“I had to read it on my chart.”  He was 
eventually diagnosed with pneumocystis, a  
rare form of pneumonia resulting from the 
virus. 

In June I walked down the aisle in an 
angel-white gown.  It should have been 
the happiest day of my life.  Joe stood in 
the front row.  With my bouquet, I carried 
a red rose.  I handed it to Joe and kissed 
him.  My family knew the real reason for 
my wedding day tears. 

AIDS began to steal my brother from me.  
I visited him often, and always I was 

started by how quickly he changed.  
By September, he walked with a 

cane and was skinnier than 
ever.

Our family took a trip to 
the mountains that 
October.  “I’m not getting 
left out of the white-
water rafting,”  Joe 
insisted.  He was so 
weak he had to be tied in 

the boat, but he did it – 
with that big grin he used to 

get when he dared me to let go 
and fly with the angels. 

Not long after Christmas, we brought Joe 
back to Jacksonville.  He could no longer 
function by himself, or with help from 
friends.  We made him as comfortable as 
possible in a hospital bed in my old room.  
Joe was blind in one eye.  Parts of his 
body had shut down.  Most tragically, the 
virus had affected his brain.  Once he 
smiled at me and said, “You look exactly 
like my baby sister.  I love her so much.” 

I sat for hours every day in the rocking 
chair next to Joe’s bed, just being with 
him wherever he was in his mind.  He had 
a stroke in the spring, and went into a 
coma.  As always before in our life, I 
trusted  him to know my thoughts.  I knew 

he understood. 

In May, almost a year to the day of Joe’s 
diagnosis, I told my husband I was going 
to stay the night at my family’s home.  
“My brother’s ready to go,” I said.  I knew 
it as surely as if an angel had whispered 
the message in my ear.  I packed an 
overnight bag and went to him.  I tiptoed 
up to his bed.  His skin was whiter than 
the freshly laundered sheets on which he 
lay.  His eyes were closed.  The room was 
silent, except for the sound of his short 
breaths. 

I rocked next to him, and took his hand in 
mind.  His pulse pounded, racing to reach 
the finish line on this marathon.  What is 
he waiting for?  I lay my head on his chest 
and wrapped my arms around him.  I 
kissed his cheek and ran my finders 
through his silky hair, the only part of him 
left untainted by his disease.  I thought of 
our childhood and of our favorite game. 

“Let go,” I could hear him telling me.  Joe 
had his angels.  He wasn’t afraid, not even 
now.  I was the one who was afraid.  I was 
the one who didn’t want to let go. 

“I love you, Joe,” I whispered, kissing him 
one last time.  I slid my fingers through 
his and released by grip on his hand.  A 
few hours later, my brother left this world 
behind.  He was free.  I could see him 
soaring through the heavens, flying with 
the angels.  I wasn’t afraid anymore. 

‘Tis said memories are 
golden and maybe that 
is true.  But we never 
wanted memories, we 

only wanted you. 

Free:  He Taught Me
                          Not To Be Afraid 

When You Wish Upon A Star 
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Special Notice
The cut off date for the May/Jun 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 

SUICIDE: 
Sandy Curran                         (314) 647-2863 

SINGLE PARENT: 
Mary Murphy                        (314) 822-7448 

BP/USA
        National Gathering 2006 

Gateway to Healing 
Journey of the Heart 

June 23-25, 2006 
St. Louis is honored once again to host the BP/USA National Gathering in 2006. Many of you 
may wonder what is a National Gathering? It is a weekend in which parents whose children 
have died come from all over the country to St. Louis to honor their child. It is a safe place to 
bring your grief, your tears, your smiles and laughter. You will be surrounded by people who 
truly understand your pain. It is an opportunity for you to reach out to another parent whose 
child(ren) has died. 

We Need Your Help!!! 
We need everyone’s help to make the Gathering in 2006 the very best for all parents. Please 
consider volunteering for one or two of the following areas: 

Fund Raising 
Hospitality
Programs 
Registration
Butterfly Boutique.

A sponsorship program is meaningful way to remember our precious children, brothers/sisters 
and grandchildren. You can be a part of this outreach to other parents and siblings as they 
journey through the darkness of grief by sponsoring a gift, in memory of your child to all the 
parents at the Gathering. Your gift would be given at a selected mealtime in memory of your 
child. Here are some ideas of the items that are still precious to the parents that came to the 
2003 Gathering: 

Tote Bags in Memory of Harrison Struttman 
Journals    in Memory of Erin Ewing  
Butterfly Bags in Memory of Jennifer Jones 
Angel Wings in Memory of Laurie Bostedo 
Forget-me-Not seed in Memory of Jeff Ryan 
The Christmas Box Book in Memory of Christopher Lammert 
Table Decorations in Memory of Brian Ruby 

If you have ideas for programs, speakers, songs, readings or wanting to volunteer or if you have any questions 
please don’t hesitate contacting me at skrejci@swbell.net or call me at 636-532-0033. 
With Love and Memories of our Children, 
Sharon Krejci 
2006 Chairman

Welcome To Our 
Meetings

By:  Dorothy Worrell 
Ventura County, CA

Some of you who have been receiving the newsletter have 
never attended a meeting.  The reasons are varied, but perhaps 
some of these reasons are fear or misconception.  Perhaps 
you’ve thought:

“I couldn’t bear to break down and cry in front of 
strangers.” 
...You may not know us, but we have buried a child.  We understand 
your tears.

“The group might be only for parents who have lost young 
children.  My child was 27”.
...Your child was 27 or 40 when he/she died.  We have absolutely no age 
limit and parents come who have lost children of all ages. 

“My child has been dead for years.  It’s probably only for 
parents whose children have died recently.” 
...There is no time limit on your bereavement here.  We’re here for you 
as long as you need our support. 

“They probably would expect me to talk about it – I don’t 
want to.” 
...There is absolutely no pressure to talk about your child’s death or to 
make you uncomfortable in any way.  Perhaps you would rather listen.  
Many of us have felt that way at one time or other. 

“What would they think if they knew my child died by (drug 
overdoes) (suicide) (by carelessness)...” 
...What would we think?  We’re here to support, not to judge or 
condemn.  Death carries with it feelings of guilt, which all of us struggle 
to dispel. 

“I’d like to go, but I know my husband/wife won’t come with 
me.”
...People grieve in different ways and may have need of different support 
systems.  We have parents whose spouses do not attend meetings, a well 
as single parents.  Perhaps you want to bring a friend. 
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By:  Karen Flagg 
Washington, MO

Below is a speech given at the BPUSA Rose 
& Candle Ceremony held in Washington, 
MO  December 2005 

Good evening, my name is Karen Flagg and 
I would like to welcome you to the 
Washington Chapter of the Bereaved Parents 
USA Rose and Candle remembrance service.   

Four years ago this week, my family and I 
began walking in our grief journeys with the 
death of the youngest of our 3 sons.  Our 
Danny passed away in an auto accident 
December 8th, 2001.  For 18 years and 7 
weeks exactly, we enjoyed his hopes and 
dreams with him, only to watch it end so 
abruptly, so tragically. 

I have experienced the death of a parent and 
other close family members.  I have stood by 
my husbands side during the death of his 
mother, sisters and brother-in-laws.  Not any 
of these times came close to preparing me 
for what I would have to survive burying my 
own child, the youngest, my baby.  I do not 
know what it feels like to lose a sibling nor 
can I understand what it means to a father to 
bury a son.  All I know at this point, all I can 
tell you is what it means to me as a mother 
to bury my son, my baby.  Yes, my 6’ 2” 
baby.  In the loss of Danny’s physical 
closeness, I began to understand the depth of 
my love for my children.  A mother’s love is 
pure unconditional love.  I fell in love with 
this baby as soon as I knew I was pregnant.  
As the months progressed, I felt more 
protective and in love with each passing day.  
It didn’t matter whether he would be a boy 
or girl.  It didn’t matter what his hair color 
or eyes would be.  It didn’t matter who in 
the family he would take after.  All I knew 
was love for this child.  And then October 
20th, 1983 arrived and I finally got to put a 
face with this love.  And then the years flew 
by; I fell more in love with my son in each 
new period of his life.  A mother’s love is 
such a special love.  She knows your 
strengths, and she knows your weaknesses 
and thru it all, what matters most is the 
unconditional love she has for you.  To 
some, the term “falling in love with your 
child” may seem strange.  But to a bereaved 
parent, this is part of the knowledge, the 
meaningful wisdom only a grieving parent 
can acquire. 

Believe me, I would much rather go back  

these 4 years then to have had to dig my way  
out of the depths of my soul.  Unfortunately, 
I do not have that luxury in my control.  
What I do have though, is the ability to 
educate the so-called “normal” world now, 
of my grief journey.  To try and enlighten 
others of the misconceptions we bereaved 
parents feel we must also survive.  
Hopefully by sharing my journey, others that 
follow may some how experience more 
understanding and compassion in their grief 
and loss.   

Several months ago, my sweet little aunt 
passed away.  As I sat listening to the priest 
deliver her eulogy, it seemed confirmed to 
me how misunderstood bereaved parents can 
be.  After reciting my aunt’s ancestry, the 
priest went directly into the “quote” sad and 
tragic death of her only child.  He spoke of 
how she had to endure this pain and 
suffering of her loss in her life.  He spoke of 
how her faith in the Lord comforted her and 
gave her the strength to survive the past 40 
years.  But never at any time, did he happen 
to mention how privileged my aunt must 
have felt for having had my cousin in her 
life to begin with.  Never once was there 
mention of the love my aunt felt so blessed 
to have shared physically for 20 years with 
her daughter.  What about all those sweet 
memories my aunt treasured so deeply?  
Those memories, along with her daughter’s 
everlasting love also gave her so much 
strength to survive and live on.  And live my 
aunt truly did.  Her and my uncle slowly 
over the years regained their strength to 
partake in family functions again.  They 
smiled, they laughed and were truly a lovely 
couple to share time with.  Never did they 
give me the impression that they were “just” 
bereaved parents.  We parents now, are not 
our grief.  It is a part of us but not who we 
are.  A friend recently stated that we are the 
moms who lived for our children and still so 
very much do.  They make it all worthwhile, 
no matter how long they are physically with 
us.  Personally, I so want to be remembered 
above all, as a wife and  

mother.  As a wife with a strong 
supportive, loving husband.  I am a 
mother who has been blessed with 3 
healthy sons to raise and another to love 
and adore as my own.  I am blessed 
with my son’s fiancée Heather, my new 
daughter.  I have been lovingly adopted 
by many of our Danny’s friends, even 
as a Grandma.  When one door closes, 
another opens and so too has Danny’s 
death brought people into my life to 
cherish that I would not have had 
before.  As much as I miss our sons 
together physically before my eyes, I 
hate being labeled just a “bereaved 
parent” now.  I know there is so much 
more to me and my life.  I feel the depth 
of the blessings in my life so much 
more now and what a special privilege 
it is to be the mother of my sons.  It has 
taken me 4 years to realize no one can 
lead me in my grief journey but me.  
When I fall, it is up to me to lean on the 
strength of all of my sons love, to see 
me thru the day. 

Concentrating on the needs of others 
and helping in any way I can, has put 
the pain of my loss in perspective.  
Channeling my grief for our Danny into 
a positive attitude of helping others, is 
one way I have chosen to survive.  I 
believe this attitude not only makes me 
a better person but is the example I 
strived to teach my sons through the 
years.  It is all 3 of my son’s love that 
gives me the strength to stand before 
you this evening.  It is all 3 of my sons 
that I have lived for these past 26 years 
and it is for them that I have survived 
and live.  For our youngest son Danny, 
whose silly laughter and beautiful soul 
watches over me daily.  For my son 
Nathan, whose gentle compassion for 
life, guides me, and for my oldest son, 
Sgt. Jeremy Flagg, the rock of our 
family, who is currently in his last 5 
months of his deployment in Iraq, and 
lastly, for my husband Dennis and his 
unwavering love.  I thank them all for 
giving my life direction and meaning.  I 
remind myself daily of a quote from 
Mother Teresa, “We cannot all do great 
things BUT we can do small things with 
great love!”  I wish you all the sunshine 
of a million tomorrows and the strength 
to see and appreciate them.  Thank You. 

By:  Tanyanika Smauels 
Sept 2002 – Kansas City Star

The charming home sitting just a jig and a zag 
off the main street in DeSoto is filled with 
photos of Mike and Shelly Martin’s baby son.  
Sam.  His Winnie the Pooh photo album, as 
thick as a telephone book, is tucked away in 
the living room.  Inside are pictures of Sam 
snuggling with his new parents, of Sam in his 
fire truck outfit, of Sam propped up under the 
Christmas tree. 

The happy pictures end abruptly though.  
What follows are photos of a small teddy bear 
tombstone.  On Jan. 7, 2001 - five weeks after 
he was born – Sam died of  sudden infant 
death syndrome. 

“We had to bury our son, and we don’t know 
why.”  Shelly Martin said tearfully.  “That’s 
the worst part about it.  Nobody knows why.”  
Families dealing with a SIDS death face the 
doubly difficult task of coping with a loss 
without knowing what went wrong, grief 
counselors said. 

Parents sometimes blame themselves, said 
Velma Harris-Walker, who counsels families 
for SIDS Resources Inc.’s eastern region.  
“We try to tell them there is nothing they 
could do,” Harris-Walker said.  “SIDS 
happens suddenly, unexpectedly, and it’s 
unexplainable.  That (concept) takes time to 
get used to.” 

The Martins’ grief was compounded because 
both are emergency service workers who are 
used to helping in crises.  Mike, 32, is a 
volunteer firefighter, and Shelly, 29, is a 
paramedic.  The next year would unfold in fits 
of anger, despair and grief.  But those feelings 
would give way to acceptance and healing.  
And joy, too, would come in time. 

Unexplainable deaths 

Sudden infant death syndrome is the diagnosis 
given for infant deaths that cannot be 
explained through an autopsy, death scene 
investigation or medical history.  Scientific 
theories suggest that babies who sleep on their 
stomachs are among those at risk.  That 
sparked a major campaign to place infants to 
sleep on their backs. 

White such educational campaigns have 
helped lower SIDS death rates over the 
years, this condition remains the leading 
cause of death for children under a year 
old nationwide, In the Kansas City area, 
19 babies have died from  SIDS so far this 
year.  Thirty babies died last year, 
according to SIDS Resources Inc. 

For the Martins, talking about Sam has 
helped the most.  That’s why they agreed 
to be this year’s honorary chair family for 
the SIDS Art Stroll on Sunday, Sept. 22, 
on the Country Club Plaza.  “We owed it 
to Sam to try and keep his memory going 
and help people understand more about 
SIDS,” Shelly Martin said. 

The Martins smile when they speak of 
their son.  Michael Samuel Martin was 
born Dec. 2, 2000.  He weighted 5 pounds, 
14 ounces.  “He was a good baby,” said 
Mike Martin.  “He had a big voice for as 
little as he was.” 

Sam was a little fussy in the wee hours of 
that Sunday morning. Shelly nursed him 
as she sat in her bed.  The two then fell 
asleep, Sam on his back in her lap.  When 
she woke up hours later, she thought Sam 
was still sleeping.  But when she looked at 
him, she saw blood trickling from the 
baby’s nose.  She screamed for her 
husband. 

Mike started CPR and told his wife to call 
911.  But Shelly’s hands were trembling 
so violently that she couldn’t dial the 
phone.  Mike handed Sam to Shelly to 
continue the CPR and called for help 
himself. 

Emergency crews rushed Sam to the 
hospital.  But it would be too late.  
Moments later, a doctor emerged from the 
emergency room to tell the Martins that 
Sam was gone. 

Shelly Martin cried every day for the next 
six months.  Something always triggered 
memories of Sam.  “There were days that I 
didn’t get out of bed,” she said.  “I 
wouldn’t eat, I wouldn’t drink...It was just 
one big nightmare.” 

Mike Martin tried to move on with life.  “I 
just focused on taking care of Shelly.  I 
felt like when she started feeling better, 
we’d both start feeling better.” 

The couple started attending support 
groups, including sessions at the local 
SIDS Resources Inc.  They have learned a 
lot.  “It’s OK  to be mad and sad and 
angry at the world,” Shelly said.  “But you 
can’t let it break you up (as a couple).  It’s 
the hardest thing any one person can deal 
with.” 

Frequent visits 

They visit Sam at least once a week.  He is 
buried about a mile away at the DeSoto 
Cemetery.  They still celebrate his 
birthday and include his memory during 
the holidays.  “We can’t pretend these 
babies didn’t exist,” Shelly said.  “He was 
only alive five weeks.  Nonetheless, he 
was just as important and as special as 
someone who has been around for 100 
years.”

Still, the house was quiet.  Too quiet.  On 
May 6, 2002, Abigail Elizabeth Martin 
was born.  She greatly resembles her big 
brother, with wisps of brown hair and 
bright blue eyes. 

“I couldn’t wait for her to come, but I was 
worried the whole time,” said Mike, 
stroking his daughter’s head.  “I still am.” 

For the first few days after she was born, 
the Martins hardly slept.  One of them 
watched her constantly.  Abby wears and 
apnea monitor around her small chest to 
monitor her breathing.  If she misses a 
breath, it will go off.  She’ll probably wear 
it until she is one year old.  It helps the 
Martins sleep at night.  The alarm has 
sounded once or twice, but then they hear 
Abby take a deep breath and know that 
she’s all right. 

The Martins are learning to enjoy a baby 
again.  It took them a long time before 
they would let themselves make future 
plans for Abby, though.  “It was hard to 
buy big cloths for her because we were 
afraid she was never going to wear them,” 
Shelly said.  Such thoughts are mostly 
behind them now, but Sam is always on 
their minds. 

“Abby doesn’t replace Sam.  He can never 
be replaced.  So Sam’s a big brother now.  
That’s on his tombstone, too.” Shelly said.  
“Our Abby has an angel watching over 
her.”  

Infant/Toddler PageI’m Not Just A Bereaved Parent 
New Arrival Brings Cheer After 

     Grief Of Sudden Death
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By:  Grace Remsberg 
Harrisburg, PA 

Who could possibly disagree that we all look 
forward to spring?  (For one thing, it means 
no more outrageously high fuel bills for a 
few months!).  Most of all, we welcome all 
the evidence of new life after the seemingly 
endless cold, sometimes bleak and dreary 
days of winter.  What a difference the new 
growth of leaves on the trees makes in the 
appearance of the landscape!!  There is the 
sudden burst of color in all the spring 
flowers and shrubs – from the crocus to the 
beautiful array of colorful azaleas to the 
fragrant peonies that burst into bloom at the 
end of May.  Somehow, all of this gives us a 
new burst of energy as we throw off our 
heavy, warm, restrictive clothing and grab 
our gardening tools to plant the vegetable 
gardens and flower beds.  However, we still 
keep a sweater or a jacket close by for those 
times, now and then, which are too cool for 
comfort just yet. 

So it is with bereaved parents, for whom our 
whole world became bleak, cold and 
desolate winter when a much-loved child 
was suddenly torn out of our lives.  If you 
are at this point in your life now, then it is 
possible you may not be able even to be 
aware of all the beauty of the earth all 
around you now or in the summer or even in 
the gloriously colorful fall to come.  If this is 
where you are now in your grief, be very 
patient with yourself.  There are those of us 
who have gone through several springs 
without being aware of them.  It was not 
even possible for us to smile, let alone laugh 
– and we were positive that we would never 
be able to do so.  Does anyone remember the 
time we first laughed, as I do? 

It was at least six months after the death of 
my son, and I was visiting with a very close 
friend who made some comment, which 
must have struck just the right chord within 
me, and I LAUGHED.  It was such a shock 
to hear that sound come from ME that I 
actually reeled back in my chair and asked 
unbelievingly,  “Did I do that?”  For me, that 
was the first small burst of spring coming 
back  into my life!   But, of course, I still had 

a long way to go 

Be assured – there can be a spring in your 
life again!  But you will have to work for it.  
It won’t come if you just sit back and do 
nothing.  Only you can be the judge of what 
it is you should do.  Although you do have 
very special needs at this time and it is 
important not to push yourself beyond the 
point of your endurance, it may be necessary 
in the beginning to force yourself 
moderately to begin the work of building a 
new life for yourself.  Eventually, you, too, 
will feel the first small burst of spring 
coming back into your life.  During this 
time, you will still need the protective 
covering of an understanding compassionate 
friend, as we sometimes need the protective 
covering of our jackets and sweater on chilly 
nights in the spring. 

In time you can be the compassionate friend 
helping other newly bereaved parents.  
BELIEVE THAT YOU CAN AND 
KNOW THAT YOU WILL.

Empty Places 
By:  Genesse Gentry 

I drove the old way yesterday 
It’d been a while you see 

and there, without a warning, 
the pain washed over me. 

I drove the old way yesterday 
and the sadness came on strong, 
taken back by so much feeling, 
since you’ve been gone so long 

Places seem to lie in wait 
to summon up the tears, 

to say remember yesterday, 
those days when you were here.

Places where you laughed & played 
are places where I cry. 

The places hold the memories 
that will live as long as I. 

Guilt
If Only...If 

Only...If Only 
By:  Joy & Mary Johnson 
from the booklet Children Die

You may hear yourself using 
those words.  Most parents 
whose child had died have 
periods when they feel guilty.  A 
part of the guilt is wanting to 
undo what has been done...to 
stop time...to re-do a day or a 
minute that might make a 
difference.

Our culture teaches people to be 
hard on themselves and blame 
themselves when anything goes 
wrong.  We tend, then, to feel 
responsible when children die, 
too.  “If only I had kept him in 
longer...If only I had been 
there...If only I had known...If 
only...If only.”  We are people 
who want answers.  It goes 
against all our beliefs, hopes and 
dreams when children die.  You 
will search and look for answers 
to questions, which sometimes 
have no answers. 

Feeling guilty is one way of 
getting some kind of meaning 
into a situation, which makes no 
sense, of trying to answer the 
unanswerable WHY questions. 

When you feel guilty, recognize 
it for what it is...a sense of guilt 
and a searching for an answer.  If 
you could have prevented your 
child’s death you would have.
You and your family are not to 
blame. 

I sometimes feel like my mood is reflected in 
the weather, albeit differently now.  Before 
Nina died, I used to dread those dreary cloudy 
days and felt my best when it was warm and 
the sun shone brightly.  Physically and 
mentally, I could feel the difference. 

However, in the early years after Nina died, 
my outlook flip-flopped.   I was better able to 
tolerate those days where the sky turned a 
lackluster shade of gray.  I felt in tune to the 
drabness of the skies, as it went along with the 
darkness in my heart and soul.  I welcomed it.  
Luminously brilliant summer days in which I 
used to thrive in year’s past became the 
enemy.  I felt it was an affront to my psyche.  
How dare the sun shine brightly when there 
was so much desolation and blackness in my 
heart!  My world became one-dimensional – 
void of beauty and joy.  Hadn’t the world lost 
its radiance and pleasure for everyone else, 
and shouldn’t the weather follow suit as well? 

Especially in the summer, it is easy to find 
yourself confronted with many of these 
emotions when so many things become 
glaringly conspicuous.  During the cold winter 
months we are indoors much more and 
therefore able to hide ourselves away from the 
goings on around us, cocoon ourselves from 
the hustle and bustle of other people’s lives 
that have been untouched by this grief that has 
become our constant companion.  I remember 
one of our members told how in the summer 
she couldn’t bear to open the windows because 
she would hear the sounds of the 
neighborhood children’s laughter as they 
played outside, knowing that her son was no 
longer among them.  Those who have lost a 
school age child are particularly aware of their 
loss when the children are on their summer 
vacation from school.  When school was in 
session I could play tricks with my mind 
convincing myself that Nina was still in school  

to account for her absence, but not so with 
the advent of summer vacation. 

Everywhere we turn there is the steady 
reminder of summer’s past, those days that 
were blissfully innocent – building sand 
castles at the beach, camping trips, walks 
to the park, impromptu backyard softball 
games, family picnics, summer vacations 
to the cabin, days spent together at the 
State Fair – endless possibilities. 

Now, seven years later, my grief is more 
like a summer storm.  For example, this 
last weekend the weather was 
unpredictable; one minute the skies were 
cloud free, but within minutes, they took 
on an ominous dark hue followed by 
booming thunder and drenching rains.  In 
a matter of minutes, the storm subsided 
and the skies became cloudless again, only 
to be followed by another tempest.  Back 
and forward, the pendulum swung, never 
knowing what to expect – much like the 
grief storm that I now encounter and have 
become well acquainted with on this 
often-tumultuous journey I have traveled 
since my daughter’s death.  They sneak up 
when you least expect them.  The 
relentless waves of these grief storms dash 
you against the rocks and leave you 
quivering and breathless, only to hurl you 
again with their tremendous force, only to 
subside.  I know the fury of these storms 
and have come to respect their power.  As 
a dear friend said, “For having loved, 
Grief demands her payment.”  On the 
seventh anniversary of Nina’s death, I 
decided that I would do something that 
reminded me of our life together.  She 
loved to go shopping with me.  Since I 
have learned that often times the 
anticipation of days such as our children’s 
birthdays and anniversaries, and the major 

holidays is worse than the day itself, I felt 
confident that I could manage this and that 
it would be a good way to celebrate her 
life and, at this juncture in my grief, less 
so her death.  Therefore, I headed out to 
the shopping mall that we frequented 
often.  I seemed to be muddling through 
the day as well as could be expected when 
– wham!  This storm of grief raised its 
ugly head, suddenly and without warning, 
as all grief storms do.  I became fixated on 
every mother and daughter shopping 
together.  In particular, I noticed the 
smiling mothers and daughters enjoying 
each other’s company as they walked hand 
in hand discussing their latest purchases, 
asking how a certain article of clothing 
looked after they tried it on, having lunch 
together at the food court, doing all those 
things that my own precious Nina and I 
did years before.   

The storm growing within me welled up 
from deep inside and became a deluge of 
tears that drenched my soul.  There was no 
getting away from it, no protective 
umbrella that would shelter me from its 
force.  Just as I have no control over the 
weather, I have learned that I have no 
control over these sudden storms of 
sorrow.  When they occur, I have learned 
to give into them, and let those healing 
and cleansing tears fall.  Moreover, when 
the storms of summer sneak up on us 
unexpectedly we can be ready for them 
with the knowledge that their intensity 
ebbs and they become more rare with 
time.  We can and will survive them if we 
work through our grief, remembering we 
can’t go over grief, under it or around it, 
that we need to face it head on – only then 
can we see the sun.  Even better, we will 
actually look forward to it shining again!  
As grief psychologist and bereaved parent 
Darcie Sims says, “Live through your hurt 
so joy can return to warm your heart and 
light your life.”  May you be well on your 
way to finding some warmth and light in 
your lives these lazy summer days.  Please 
remember to be patient with yourselves – 
it will happen.   

Spring Burst Forth, 
And So Will You And 

You And You 
The Storms Of 

Grief

By:  Cathy Seehuetter 
St. Paul, MN 
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By:  Ann Kaiser 
St. Louis, MO

As parents of the special kids who died too 
early, we seem to look for any and all kinds 
of proof that our children are still part of us 
– that they do exist and are with us in the 
only way they can be – spiritually. 

There are other words you might want to 
choose besides spiritually.  They are with us 
in our minds and in our hearts.  They are 
part of our souls.  However we express it, 
we are all simply trying to hang onto 
whatever we can of our kids. 

My daughter Katie died on September 5, 
1989.  She had been diagnosed in 1984 as 
having chronic myelogenous leukemia.  She 
fought to rid herself of this disease by 
electing to have a bone marrow transplant.  
The procedure was successful in that she no 
longer had any leukemia cells, and outcome 
of which she was very proud.  However, the 
pre-treatment for the transplant turned out to 
be too much for her other systems to handle, 
and after a vary valiant, three-month battle, 
she died at age 14. 

The following Spring I was, of course, 
having a very difficult time.  I missed her 
desperately.  I had begun having dreams 
about her.  In those dreams, Katie was 
healthy, bright, and smiling, and had her 
characteristic pink cheeks.  Then, if I 
approached her, or attempted to hold her, 
would start to decline.  Before my eyes she 
would convert into sickly, pale Kate that she 
was on the days before her death.  The 
dreams were devastating.  I ached to hold 
my daughter.  This desire was at times so 
strong as to actually mimic real 
physiological pain. 

On Easter Sunday, I had gone to mass with 
my parents at the church from which Katie 
was buried.  I came home and just sat.  I was 
listening to the radio.  One of my best 
friends is a disc jockey and has a show on 
Sunday mornings.  I called his wife, my best 
friend for 25 years, and asked her to call her 
husband at the radio station and ask him to 
play a John Denver song for Kate. 

Kate had a somewhat personal relationship 
with Mr. Denver.  She had loved him since 
she  was  four years  old,  met him at ten,  an 

always seemed to identify with the ideals he 
presented in the lyrics of his songs.  She 
took all of his tapes with her to Madison, WI 
where her bone marrow transplant took 
place.  She listened to his lyrics for 
inspiration during her radiation and 
chemotherapy treatments.  He was, in other 
words, very special to her. 

The very next song played was the John 
Denver song.  When it was over, my friend 
called.  She said that she hadn’t had time to 
reach Rich at the station to put in my 
request.  The song had just been what Rich 
decided to play at that time.  I felt at the 
time, and still do, that song was Katie’s way 
of letting me know that she was around and 
understood what I had been feeling.  Here 
are the words to that song: 

Lady, are you crying?  Do the tears belong 
to me?  Do you think our time together is 
all gone?  Lady, you’ve been dreaming.  
I’m as close as I can be, and I swear to you, 
our time has just begun.  Close your eyes 
and rest your weary mind.  I promise I will 
stay right here beside you.  Today our lives 
were joined, became entwined.  I wish that 
you could know how much I love you. 

On hearing these words at this particular 
time, I realized Katie is as close as she 
can be.  She’s with me as she was when 
she was alive, but not with me 
physically.  She’s a part of my being.  
She is right here beside me.  Inside me. 

With the tears I shed for my loss on 
Easter Sunday, at last came the first 
feelings of peace.  Fleeting feelings, but 
experienced nonetheless.  A temporary 
relief from the pain.   

THANKS, KATIE!! 

By:  Susan Hedlund 
Portland, OR 

I don’t care what anybody says...grieving is a 
very lonely job.  Friends and family try to help 
in their own way, but, sometimes it’s almost 
too hard to try to explain how you feel inside. 

In fact, I’m not sure that there are words to 
describe the feeling.  It isn’t “physical pain,” 
and I don’t know if emotional pain is any more 
descriptive.  It’s just a feeling that’s always 
there.  The sadness...the loneliness...the 
helplessness.  On the outside, of course, no 
one would know.  From the beginning people 
would always tell me how great I looked or 
how well I was doing.  What did they expect?  
Sometimes I’m tempted to ask, “Well, how do 
you expect me to look?”   But I don’t.  They 
mean well.  They just don’t know what else to 
say.

Oh, it’s true, the last 15 months since my 17-
year-old son, Shane was killed in a motorcycle 
accident with his friend, I’ve come a long way.  
Life is good...and I have much to look forward 
to each day.  A challenging job, terrific 
friends, a great family...including Shane’s 14-
year-old brother, Zachary.  But there are days 
when it’s just not enough. 

It’s interesting how your entire perspective 
about life changes when you’re forced to 
endure a personal tragedy.  I call it my “BIG 
DEAL SCALE.”  Losing Shane was the 
“BIGGEST DEAL” I’ve ever experienced, it 
gives me a tool by which to measure trivial 
ups and downs of life.  We all have the 
strength to endure a tremendous amount of 
pain.  We just have to get it in perspective. 

It doesn’t come easy.  I consciously work 
at it everyday.  I wonder if it will ever go 
away.  Sometimes I hope it doesn’t, guess 
it’s my way of remembering...or holding 
on. 

My biggest source of strength comes from 
Zachary, though.  My heart aches for him, 
knowing how close he was to Shane.  The 
first few days after the accident, he said, 
“Shane was my idol.  He always helped 
me and taught me things.”  It’s hard for 
me to imagine what it must be like for 
him. 

Still sleeping in the same room that they 
shared for 13 years.  Although, now he 
sleeps in Shane’s bed.  And does his 
homework at Shane’s desk.  He says he 
likes it like that.  I guess it’s just his way 
of remembering...or hold on. 

Months ago when Zachary asked when the 
“hurt” would stop, I didn’t have an instant 
answer.  Grieving is a lonely job.  To be 
done in individual time frames...But what 
I did tell him was “Trust me.  The pain 
will eventually fade...but, the memories 
will last a lifetime.”  And just the other 
day he said to me, “You’re right, Mom.  
The hurt is much better.”  I can see it in 
his eyes.  He has matured so much this last 
year.  It seems like he was just a baby 
when all this happened.  Now, I can see so 
much of Shane in him.  And, I know that 
if he can handle this “job” he can handle 
anything, and so can I.  

For The Grieving 
Grandparents

By:  Susan Mackey – Ruthland VT – 
Submitted by Sandy Curran 

We are the grieving Grandparents, 
the shepherds of our children’s and 
grandchildren’s lives.  Our grief is 
two-fold and at times we feel 
powerless to help.  We seek to 
comfort our children in the depths 
of their grief and yet we need the 
time and space to face our own 
broken hearts.  We have been 
robbed of the special tender touch a 
grandparent shares with a 
grandchild, and we have lost a 
symbol of our immortality.  As we 
walk by our child’s side, we both 
give and draw strength.  We reach 
into their hearts to comfort them, 
and when they reach out to us in 
their distress, we begin the journey 
to heal together.  We continue to be 
their guardians.  We allow 
traditions to change to 
accommodate their loss.  We 
support the new ones, which 
symbolize the small steps on their 
journey.  It is in their healing that 
our hearts find comfort. 

They Are With Us In Our Minds 
And In Our Hearts

Sorrow Is Not Forever –
Love Is
By:  Michael A. Simpson 
Birmingham, AL 

So often, one attempts to face the whole future at once.  But we will not live that 
period all at once, only day by day.  Don’t try to face twenty years.  Face today.  
When that has been achieved, face tomorrow.  You will find more and more ways in 
which you can cope.  The Chinese have a saying that a journey of a thousand miles 
starts with a single step.  There is no way you can take the fifteenth, or the two 
hundred-seventh step, before you have taken the first. 

It can be difficult to face going out again and resuming your regular activities.  It 
can take more courage to face the little things than the big things in life.  Going out 
shopping for groceries for the first time can become an ordeal.  Making the change 
more complete could help.  Try a different store, a different day or time, and go with 
a friend.  When it seems very hard to decide what to do first, maybe it’s not very 
important where you start, as long as you start.  Choose a simple task and get 
started.  Once you’ve begun, it will be far easier to set your priorities, and you will 
have gained in confidence for already having achieved something.  

Grieving Is A Lonely 
Job

Some Things I Lost And One I Didn’t 
When my son died I lost many things.  I lost the pleasure of his company, the joy of watching him grow up, and the hope of enjoying 
his companionship in the future.  I lost heart for awhile, but I didn’t lose my son.  He died. 

I don’t like to hear or read sentences such as, “She lost her child,” when what is meant is that the child has died.  Someone who loses 
things is careless and no parent is so careless as to lost a child. 

To be told that we “lost” our children makes us sound as if we were in some way responsible, just as we are responsible when we lose 
our glasses, our pocketbooks, or even our tempers.  I suspect that when we hear that we “lost” our children and when we say, “I lost 
my child” we might feel a little guilty as if we did something or failed to do something, to cause the loss. 

We don’t need to feel guilty.  I know that I have lost a lot, but always say that my son died, because that is, in fact, what happened. 

By:  Claire Hopley 
Amherst, MA  
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St. Louis Chapter 
P.O. Box 410350 

St. Louis, MO  63141 
(314) 878-0890
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EDITOR - SABRA PENROD 
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BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA 
National Headquarters 

P.O. Box 95 
Park Forest, IL  60466 

(708) 748-7866
www.bereavedparentsusa.org 

ADDITIONAL MEETINGS`

THIRD TUESDAY: 
Parents/Murdered Children          7:30 p.m.
American Cancer Society Bldg.
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      
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 11, 2006 
      May 13, 2006
                    
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

welchafela@charter.net

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 2 – Small Groups (Men & Women) 
APR 6 –  Song & Video Night 
MAY 4 – Plant Exchange – The Day My Child Was Born 

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 Ripkah   (314) 605-3949  siblinggroup@bpusastl.org
MAR 2 – Open Discussion 
APR 6 – Open Discussion 
MAY 4 – Open Discussion 

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 9 – Open Discussion  
APR 13 – Open Discussion 
MAY 11 – Open Discussion 

WASHINGTON, MO (THIRD TUESDAY, 7:00 P.M.) 
Washington Ambulance Building 
515 Washington Ave. (behind Rothschilds) 
Contact:  Karen Flagg   (636) 583-2467  washingtongroup@bpusastl.org
MAR 21 – Survival Skills 
APR 18 – Men/Women’s Grief 
MAY 16 – Plant Exchange – Book Review 

NORTH COUNTY (THIRD SATURDAY, 9:30 A.M.)   PLEASE NOTE NEW TIME
Gundaker Building 
2402 North Hwy 67 (rear of  building) 
Facilitator:  Pat Ryan     (314) 831-2625       spryan@gundaker.com     
NOTE:  Volunteer interpreter provided for the deaf or hearing impaired 
MAR 18 – Depression And Grief by Donna Peterson 
APR 15 – Seasonal Changes affecting our Journey 
MAY 20 – Picnic at Bangert Park – NOTE:  Meeting time at 11:00 a.m.  

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     rscurran@mail.com
Co-Facilitator:  Linda Fehrman  (314) 853-7925 
MAR 28 – How Many Children Do You Have? 
APR 25 – Grief, Doubt & Faith 
MAY 23 – 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            therubys@earthlink.net
           Jeannette Daugherty  (636) 225-2417  
MAR 28 – Open Discussion 
APR 25 – Open Discussion 
MAY 23 – Open Discussion   

St. Louis Bulletin Board 

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. 

EDITORS NOTE:  The following months are still available for the Web Sponsor – April, May, June, 
July, August, September, & October.   

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 Sabra Penrod (through the website or email saboots@centurytel.net) 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. 

Spring Cleaning 
By:  JoAnne Tappan 
Livonia, MI

It began with merely and urge to clean closets and drawers - to straighten and clean out years of accumulated stuff that no longer had 
any meaning or use.  It ended with sobs and tears, long buried deep inside me. 

One of the boxes that was sorted out that day was labeled “Children’s School Papers.”  This box was started in 1969 when my 
daughter began kindergarten.  The last entry into the box was in 1989 from my son who died while he was a senior in high school.
The box contained a wonderful assortment of 20 years of the best school accomplishments from three children.  There were the first
efforts of making circles and squares, valentines, Mother’s Day cards, handwriting exercises, special reports, artwork and self
portraits. 

I separated the items into three piles.  One for my daughter who now has children of her own and might enjoy sharing her school
years with them.  The second pile was for my son, recently married and now with a home of his own, to keep for sharing with his
children someday.  The third pile was for me, since I have no one to pass it on to.  I placed all these papers and projects in a box, 
along with the cards, notes and calendars from my son’s year long battle with brain cancer.  Also into the box went the sympathy
cards and funeral memorabilia received six years ago.  As I put the box on a shelf, I cried because I will never be able to give these 
school memories to my son so he can share them with his children.  The box and the memories will be mind alone. 

How does one deal with the thought that a complete life has been condensed into a box on a shelf in the basement?  I deal with it by 
being forever grateful that I shared that life for 18 years.  I deal with it by being glad I have good memories of my son forever within 
my grasp.  I deal with it by thanking my son for what he taught me about life and death.  I deal with it by knowing what a wonderful 
experience I would have missed if my son had never been born.  I know I also will deal with it by taking the box down off the shelf, 
from time to time, and crying again for a future lost.  
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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 

Love Gifts 
(Donations Received)  

In Memory Of 
Brian Hackman 

from:  Gerald & 
Diane Hackmann 

In Memory Of 
Jeff House 

from:  Larry & Norma 
House 

In Memory Of 
Eric Michael Hillberg 

from  Haniny Hillberg 

In Memory Of 
Eric P. Hampton 
from:  Kathy Hampton 

In Memory Of 
Sean Boden 

from:  Terri & Kevin 

In Memory Of
Stephanie Marie 

Pacino
02/16/1982 – 01/18/97 

Stephanie you continue to touch 
lives through your story. 
We love and miss you,
Mom & Dan Weinrich 

In Memory Of
George V. Vancil 
12/26/61 ~ 07-10-05 

from:  Mom, Ron, Laura & Dawn 
– Love You 

In Memory Of
Danielle Elizabeth 

McIntyre
11/11/1994 - 10/15/2000 

Love Mom, Dad, Kathy and Steve

In Memory Of
Michael Calvert 
from:  Michele Calvert 
from:  Empress Fund 

from:  IBEW Local 51

In Memory Of
Kelly Noreen Ellis-

Johnson
from:  Carol Ellis 

In Memory Of
Keith Gordon Ellis 

from:  Carol Ellis 

In Memory Of
Laurie Bostedo 

From:  Mr. & Mrs. Wm. 
Bostedo, SR 


