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PASSION FOR LIFE

The other night TCM aired Zorba The Greek. I hadn’t 
seen it in many years. All I remembered about the 
movie was Anthony Quinn’s dancing. What I didn’t 
remember is why Zorba danced. Now I shall never 
forget. 

Sitting at my desk, taking care of some bills and other 
paperwork, I was only half watching the TV. Sud-
denly the movie caught my full attention. In a short, 
but powerful scene, Zorba explains that he ‘has’ to 
dance. It is the only way he can deal with the excru-
ciating pain since Dimetri, his three year old son, 
died. I was riveted. This old picture had taken on far 
more poignancy than I ever would have thought 
possible.

In a later scene, Zorba is accused of not hating a 
Turkish man he meets. [The Greeks and Turks of this 
era had a dark and brutal history with each other.] 
Zorba tells his companion that the Turk is just a man 
trying to get along in a tough world. To hate is a 
waste of time and energy. Nikos Kazantzakis (the 
novel’s author) understood the metamorphosis in a 
person who loses a child. His Zorba became more 
compassionate and passionate.

I think bereaved parents develop a deeper apprecia-
tion of the pain others, whatever their loss, experi-
ence. We feel their deep sadness in a way other peo-
ple cannot. Zorba felt their pain and 
then he danced.

It may seem impossible right now, 
but one day you will, again, find pas-
sion for life. Until then be compas-
sionate with yourself and dance.

Editor

I sit beside the sea, my 
last morning here. I do 
not want to leave. The 
tides of life have drawn 
me to this place, the 
rhythm of the waves 
sooth me. A weathered 

old gentleman strolls the beach; as he approached 
me I notice his limp. He wears a corrective hiking 
boot and uses a walking stick. In front of me there 
is a tidal pool that he must cross. Anyone else 
would just leisurely stroll through. This man can-
not, he has been given a handicap in life. He ap-
proaches the challenge, studies it, then prods the 
water with his stick. He chooses a path and gently 
crosses the water, stays somewhat dry, then 
marches on.

We all face challenges on our journey, I just wish 
everyone could see my disability, then they could 

permanent wound, you are healing and adjusting, 

my challenge, my struggle in life. I boldly march 
ahead with my trusty walking stick, testing the 
waters as I go. I accept the challenge unseen to 
others.

Crawfordsville, IN

My wife and I had attended the 2012 BP/USA Gathering 
and then took a week to relax on the water. On our last 
morning, I went down to the boat to think. This is a true 
story of my last day on the healing waters of the ocean.

I SIT BESIDE THE SEA
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www.bereavedparentsusa.org. This material is to be used and 
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sold for profit without first obtaining the permission of the author 
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5720 Reisterstown Rd.
Baltimore, MD  21215
newsletters@bereavedparentsusa.org
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Bereaved Parents of the USA. You may subscribe or unsubscribe to 
this Newsletter by going to www.bereavedparentsusa.org, and click-
ing on National Newsletter on the menu on the first page. You will 
find the proper forms through that site. You will also find articles, loca-
tions of chapters, and links to other  organizations on that web site.

For other information, contact:

Bereaved Parents of the USA

PO Box 22

ST. Peters, MO 63376

Phone 708-748-7866

Visit: www.bereavedparentsusa.org

2012 BP/USA National Gathering Tampa

The theme for this year’s Gathering was Voyage To Strength On Sunny Shores.
Special thanks to Linda Delk, Chair and Gina Casal, Co-Chair and their entire Gathering Committee. Many hours and 
hard work were put into the Gathering. Every bit of it showed. Thank You!

The week started on Thursday with our Annual Chapter Leader Training Day. It was great to see all of the Chapter Lead-
ers along with many new or soon to be leaders. The day was filled with workshops and then ended with Chapter 
Leader Self Care. Over the next two days we heard wonderful speakers, including Bruce Murakami, Alice Wisler, Darcie 
Sims, Donna Corrigan and Becky Russell. There were over 50 workshop choices and many evening sharing sessions.

The Saturday evening Candle Lighting and Slide Presentation of our children made for another wonderful sharing and 
healing moment. Sunday, the closing ceremony was at the Angel of Hope. A dedication to Beverley Hurley was made 
for all of her commitment to this Gathering and to the commitment she made to BP/USA. At this beautiful and peaceful 
setting, anyone who wished was given the opportunity to place a flower at the Angel in memory of their child or loved 
one.  The weekend was filled with healing, sharing, teaching, reuniting of old friends and the making of new ones.

Thank you Tampa!

Lee Ann Hutson, BP/USA President
National Board of Directors

VISIT WITH MATT   by Keith Swett   Seymour, WI
Crossing Wisconsin from east to west right where the Wisconsin River nibbles at the toes of Rib Mountain, Matt joints me for 
the ride north on 51.  In Wisconsin we all believe that up North is God’s Country.  The lakes and rivers reflect the trees’ multi-
colored pallet and a man can lose himself in the beauty of nature. Matt and I explored much of the North together and this 
final burst of color before the bleak winter seems like a convenient time to visit with Matt.  Up North you can still burn leaves 
after thoroughly jumping in your pile.  The smell takes me back to happier times, times filled with hopes and plans and 
dreams.

A lot of people think dreams die with our children, but mine come back, sparked by the cool air, clear sky, glorious piles of
leaves.  Matt and I jumped in leaves for hours at a time.  His mother wondered if we’d ever stop, allowing the trash compactor 
to end our game.  Well I’m only 61 so it is too early to stop now. I drag my feet, listening for tiny foot steps behind me.  No 
footsteps run or leap.  I’m nine again and the leaves snuggle around me like Grandma’s quilt. In my laughter I hear an echo 
and my world explodes with joy and promises.  Matt has slipped over and together we share the wonder and beauty of love.

Some of you are realists and demand I recognize death and loss.  I’d call on you to remember love and hope.  I can find Matt 
in a pile of leaves.  How can death separate us?  Those we love walk with us through eternity.  I may be lonely but I’m never
alone.  In God’s country parents and children walk hand and hand through the beauty of nature and an excited high pitched 
voice promise “… come on! Come on!  There is more to see.”
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Congratulations Donna
Roy &  Juanita  pEterson award

On Saturday, June 30th at the Bereaved Parents of the USA National Gathering in Tampa, Florida, our own 
Donna Corrigan was presented with the Roy & Juanita Peterson Award. The Roy & Juanita Peterson Award 
honors those persons who have exemplified truly dedicated service to BP/USA, usually at both the national 
and local levels. The persons so honored are volunteers who have given extraordinary amounts of time and 
energy to assisting newly bereaved families in our common grief journey as well as helping with the work 

Donna Corrigan's son Matthew was killed in a car accident on August 12, 1991. Donna was in the car and in-
jured so severely she was unable to plan and/or attend her son's funeral. From this tragedy the bereaved 
parent community received the tremendous gift of Donna's spirit, dedication and hard work. She came to 
the Hinsdale Chapter of the Bereaved Parents of the USA in search of much-needed support. As soon as she 
was able to begin her journey out of the pit of despair familiar to so many of us, she began to give back to 
the Chapter. Donna joined the Chapter Steering Committee and soon became the meeting planner/
coordinator. She worked on scheduling/organizing the topics for each Chapter meeting. When the Chapter 
Leader decided it was time to step down Donna assumed the role of Chapter Leader in addition to the 
meeting planner/coordinator role. In this role she has a knack for seeking out meaningful speakers for our 
special meetings, such as the annual Potluck in November. She has served as the Chapter Leader and Meet-
ing Planner/Facilitator for many years. Donna always goes above and beyond in making sure the meetings 
are a safe haven of self-help support. There is also everything that Donna does outside of the meetings that 
makes her so special to the bereaved. She takes phone calls at all hours from distraught bereaved parents. 
She meets with them on her own time and listens to their tragic stories. She meets with funeral directors 
and others in the bereavement community to help them to understand what it is like to be a bereaved par-
ent and how best they can help us. 
In 2007 she was the National chairperson for the BP/USA National Gathering in Chicago, Illinois. Her tre-
mendous hard work and dedication to that wonderful event began long before the registration table 
opened in July 2007. So many bereaved families benefitted from Donna's selfless efforts leading up to that 
Gathering. 
Donna reaches out to other bereavement support groups, e.g. Compassionate Friends, Still Missed, Alive 
Alone, and many others, to share ideas and keep communications open. Her reputation in the bereavement 
community has earned her the recognition as someone to be referred to for families who have faced the 
death of a child/children. 
Donna served on the National Board for 6 years. She was the Vice President during her last 2 years on the 
board, the Chair of the Board Nominating Committee and was Chapter Chat editor. She has been a Work-
shop Presenter at the National Gathering and was a Speaker at this year's Gathering. It is impossible to 
measure the positive impact Donna has had on the hundreds of people she has touched in the years since 
Matthew's death. Her tireless commitment and natural communicative ease has been a welcoming comfort 
for so many bereaved parents.

Grandma’s Arms

Grandma’s house is quiet, the laughter doesn’t come.
There is only the silence of lullabies unsung.

Grandma’s heart is heavy, the days and nights are long.
Some minutes last for hours, the joy of life is gone.

Grandma’s arms are empty, No spoiling to be done.
Somehow she has to find a way to live without our son.
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“I was down in Washington hiring my 

staff, and I got a phone call saying that 

my family had been in an accident. And 

just like you guys know by the tone of a 

phone call – you just knew, didn't you? 

You knew when they walked up the 

path. You knew when the call came. You 

knew. You just felt it in your bones 

something bad happened,” Biden said.

“And I knew. I don't know how I knew. 

But the call said my wife was dead, my 

daughter was dead, and I wasn't sure 

how my sons were going to make it. 

They were Christmas shopping, and a 

tractor-trailer broadsided them and in 

one instant killed two of them and –

well.”

Biden, a practicing Roman Catholic, 

said he was so angry he cried out in the 

Capitol. “I remember being in the Ro-

tunda, walking through to get to the 

plane to get home, to get to identify the 

– anyway. But I remember looking up 

and saying, ‘God!’ It was if I was talking 

to God myself: ‘You can't be good! How 

can you be good?’”

Biden said he was pulled out of his grief 

with the help of his mother, his sister 

and, eventually, his second wife, Jill 

Biden, whom he married five years 

later. “This woman literally saved my 

life,” he said.

“There will come a day, I promise you, 

and your parents as well, when the 

thought of your son or daughter or your 

husband or wife brings a smile to your 

lips before it brings a tear to your eye. It 

will happen,” he said. “My prayer for 

you is that day will come sooner or 

later. But the only thing I have more 

experience than you in is this: I'm tell-

ing you it will come.”

Kathleen Hennessey, LA Times
You can view the entire speech on 
line at: [I highly recommend, Ed.]
http://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=GwZ6UfXm410

Speaking to the families of dead sol-

diers, Vice President Joe Biden deliv-

ered an emotional retelling of his own 

family tragedy, the death of his wife and 

daughter in a car crash 40 years ago, 

saying the experience helped him un-

derstand why people commit suicide.

Biden said the shock and pain of the 

deaths in 1972, shortly after he was first 

elected to the Senate, was a “black hole 

you feel in your chest, like you're being 

sucked back into it.”

“It was the first time in my career, my 

life, I realized someone could go out –

and I probably shouldn't say this with 

the press here, but – no, but it's more 

important. You're more important. For 

the first time in my life I understood 

how someone could consciously decide 

to commit suicide,” Biden said. “Not 

because they were deranged, not be-

cause they were nuts; because they'd 

been to the top of the mountain and 

they just knew in their heart they'd 

never get there again, that it was never 

going to be that way ever again. That's 

how an awful lot of you feel.”

Biden addressed a group associated 

with the Tragedy Assistance Program 

for Survivors, a national nonprofit 

group that supports friends and families 

of service members killed in action.

Biden has previously spoken about the 

accident, although he rarely describes 

the emotional aftermath in such detail. 

He described how he heard the news 

while in Washington.

Vice President Joe Biden’s TAPS Address 

We are permitted to grieve because we 
have been privileged to love. To escape 

grief at the cost of never having loved is too 
dear a price to pay.
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where everyday looks pretty much the same and you have 
very little hope that you will ever be happy again.
When you do get in touch with the beauty of the season, you 

beauty of each new season. To remind yourself that while 
you may be in the depths of your grief, you are surrounded 
by life. Surround yourself with living things in order to reas-
sure yourself that just as the seasons change, so, too, will 
your grief. When you go outdoors, breathe in fresh air 
deeply to replace the stagnant air of grief. Take a moment to 
feel the breeze against your face or the warmth of the sun 
against your skin. To remind yourself that you are still alive, 
even though your loved one has died. Plant and nurture 
things to reassure yourself that things will grow with care. 
Remind yourself often that your grief will ease if you honor it 
and take care of it. Indeed, you may find yourself growing in 
ways you could have never imagined. Find others who will 
hold your hope for you, when you have no hope. Others who 
will remind you that right where you are is where you need 
to be, that you will not always be in the depths of despair.
Imagine yourself as the fragile little crocus, buried beneath a 
mountain of frozen ground. A tiny crocus that was planted 
with the hope that it would emerge as a beautiful flower to 
herald the coming or spring. The crocus is one of the noblest 
of flowers, because it does most of its work beneath the 
ground, unobserved by others. And though there is no evi-
dence of its hard work on the surface, it continues along its 
difficult path, forging ahead with courage and determination. 
And, then, one day, it bursts through the damp and cold 
ground, long before other flowers, to renew hope in life and 
the passage of time. Others may not see your grief or recog-
nize the hard work that you are doing. But hold fast to this 
truth where you are right now in your grief is where you 
need to be. Even though your task is daunting and may 
seem senseless at times, you will one day unfurl your petals 
through the density of your grief toward the warmth of a new 
life filled with new beginnings.
If you have no seeds of hope, let someone else plant them 
for you. Surround yourself with others who will tend to you, 
encourage you and provide an environment where you can 
do your work. Remember, time alone will not heal your grief; 

your time that heals 
your grief.
Trust in the rhythm 
of your grief and 
carry on with cour-
age and determina-
tion.

By Linda Lehmann, M.A., L.P.
Bereavement Coordinator

There is an oft-quoted Bible passage that has per-

son of your grief, you may notice that nature's 
change of seasons may affect you. As you experi-
ence the change from winter to spring, spring to 
summer, summer to fall and fall back to winter, not 
only does the temperature and landscape change, 
but so, too, does your grief.
The first year after you have experienced the death 
of a loved one, you may mark time by remembering 
the significant and even the insignificant events of 
your life from the previous year. You may catch your-

Your memories of those seasons of life include your 
loved one and you may be painfully aware that when 
the season comes again, you will have lived a whole 
year without him or her. This reality confirms what 
you may already have known the physical pres-
ence of your loved one is lost forever, just like the 
last hint of snow that melts into the ground. And with 
that realization comes a new sense of how time and 
the seasons pass.
The subtle changes that signal the approach of a 
new season observed by others, may be overshad-
owed by the grief that looms over each passing day. 
And then, before you know it, time has continued to 
tick off minutes, hours, days, weeks and months, and 
you are confronted with a new season that brings 
with it more change, stress, and grief. Instead of 
looking forward to the change of seasons, you may 
dread what that brings without your loved one.
With each new time of year, you may find that your 
mood does not fit the season. As the weather turns 
colder and forces you indoors, you may feel even 
more alone and isolated in your grief. The shorter 
days amplify the darkness you may feel in your soul. 
As spring arrives, you may feel like you are in the 
winter of your grief, only to be surrounded by new 
growth, new beginnings and people who talk about 
things like hope and anticipation of warmer weather. 
Summer months are often spent doing family and 
outdoor activities that may heighten your sense of 
loss. The days full of despair may be longer than you 
would like them to be. It may be a beautiful day, but 
you may feel stone cold inside. As the leaves fall 
from the trees in the fall and the growing season 
ends, you are reminded of the dullness and drabness 
of your life. Your grief may be in its fallow time, 
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Beyond Tears 
Ellen Mitchell
St. Martin’s Press 2004

Nine mothers lose their children, find each other and share their stories. The women became friends
after meeting at a support group. Ellen Mitchell has organized the thoughts and words of these nine
bereaved mothers (and to a lesser extent their husbands) into a useful and instructive presentation of
what it is like to be on this grief journey after a child dies. This book, unlike others, does not dwell on
how each child died, but rather focuses on the difficulties that followed for these women, their spouses
and their living children. Each has a slightly different take on such issues as: Holidays and birthdays, Be-
lief in an afterlife, Laughter, Gratitude, Redefining themselves and the Value of each others’ friendship.  
They also speak frankly on issues that are sometimes difficult to talk about in group such as returning to
intimacy with their husbands. This effort will aid the newly bereaved as well as those in their third or
fourth year. Veterans will find the comments made by these women useful to share with rookies when
in group.

*****************************************************************************************

Comfort: A Journey Through Grief
Ann Hood
W.W.Norton and Company, 2008

Ann Hood, best known for her fictional account about dealing with grief in The Knitting Circle, has
taken on the difficult task of bearing her emotions as she and her family struggle with the sudden
death of her five year old daughter. She holds nothing back as she rails against the injustice of this 
tragedy. Readers will recognize the ups, downs, and inside outs that the grief journey holds for be-
reaved parents as we move along grief’s trail. Both rookies and novices among us will find some-
thing of themselves in these pages. Because Ann is a professional writer she is able to choose words 
to describe, in succinct terms, those saddest thoughts: “Life was moving on, without Grace. As much 
as we had been forced to stand still, we couldn’t really.”

Although Comfort is written four years after Grace’s death, writing now from a more seasoned per-
spective, Ms. Hood easily transports us back to those early days. Her excellent prose makes this a 
good and meaningful read. Keep the tissues handy.

2013 National Gathering

WWW BEREAVEDPARENTSUSA ORG GATHERING
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Did You Know They Were Bereaved Parents?
Bereaved parents understand the enormous struggle to re-gain a foot hole on life after a child dies. One of 
the major obstacles is our selves. We feel disloyal to our dead child if we laugh or smile or find enjoyment in 
almost anything. It takes a long time before the wisps of happiness begin to creep back into our lives. Even 
then when something good happens, the joy it brings us is narrowed by the knowledge that one member of 
our family is missing.

The mystic smile on Lisa del Giocondo’s face, made famous by Leonardo da Vinci, has been the subject of fre-
quent conjecture as to what was on her mind. Commissioned by her husband to paint the portrait, da Vinci 
saw in her countenance a happy woman with wealth, station, family and so much to 
live for. Apparently he also saw a touch of sorrow. Sadly, you see, Lisa’s youngest child 
had died only a few short years before. The artist captured the essence of a bereaved 
parent finding her way through grief. Perhaps Nat King Cole came closest to the truth 
when he sang …is this your way to hide a broken heart?

Others can only guess at what she was really thinking, but we understand. Lisa wore 
that bittersweet smile because the death of her baby tempered the many other joys in 
her life. Mona Lisa is one of us.

Recently, BP/USA has become an Affiliated Member of Amazon.com. When you visit the BP/USA National website, on the home-
page, near the bottom, you will see an Amazon.com link. If you access Amazon by clicking on this link, BP/USA will receive a per-
centage of all sales. 
The use of this link does not increase the cost of your purchase. 4-13% of all sales comes back to BP/USA. Please share this wonder-
ful opportunity with your chapters, families and friends. I am excited.  I do a lot of online shopping over the holidays, and now while 
shopping I know that Bereaved Parents will benefit.
Thank you for everything you do to help and support our great organization.

Lee Ann Hutson, President

AMAZON CONTRIBUTES TO BP/USA



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 ar-
duous grief journeys. We attend monthly gatherings whenever we can and for as 
long as we believe necessary. We share our fears, confusion, anger, guilt, frustra-
tions, 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 

gether, 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.


