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We, as bereaved parents, help grieving parents and families rebuild their lives following the death of a child.
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From Our President:

Mike Francisco, President BP/USA

Welcome to summer (in the Northern Hemisphere, June solstice until the September equinox) with June 21st serving as the longest day of the year. Our days get shorter and we’ll
feel cooler in just a few short months. This year, our summer’s main event is Seasons of
Healing, the 2015 National Gathering presented by the Bereaved Parents of the USA in
Hartford, Connecticut, July 24-26. The Gathering is the most important program for our
leadership, newly bereaved and seasoned grievers. It provides training for our leaders and
reinforces training of those who’ve previously attended. The Gathering provides workshops
which present information and give support to those seeking HOPE in their lives. It’s a respite from most
distractions and hopefully, a time for reflection. Time may be taken for workshops for which you have an
affinity, and sharing sessions up until late-night hours, or you may spend time with friends seen annually as
you catch-up with their lives. The Gathering is what you make of it. For more information and to register,
please go to www.bereavedparentsusa.org. I hope to see you in Hartford!
“A Journey Together” will be “going green” with the change of the New Year. The national newsletter will
be available by “softcopy” (electronic) without charge. Hardcopy (printed) subscription will be available for
a low, yearly fee via PayPal. There will be a sign-up for “AJT” as an annual payment (subscribers would
be billed annually until they no longer wish to receive it). PayPal offers the use of “subscription buttons,” so
the customer controls when the subscription ends. There will be more information available in the Fall edition of “AJT” and will coincide with placement of PayPal buttons on the “AJT” page.

TO DONALD

reprinted from the first A Journey Together issue: Fall 1995

Hands, Hands, little hands;
to hold safely crossing the street
to be busy playing during the day
to make casts for mommy and daddy to keep
to be folded in nighttime prayers.
Hands, Hands, larger hands;
to hold another hand going to the dance
to hold the wheel learning to drive the car
to hold the certificate that made schooling complete
to fill out that very first job application.
Hands, Hands, motionless hands;
that won’t hold another hand at the alter
that won’t sign that first mortgage plan
that won’t hold a babe of your own.
Those hands, folded across your chest, hold our hearts forever!
Much love, Mom and Dad
Linda M. Trimmer
York, PA
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2015 National Gathering, Hartford, Connecticut
Please join us in our Bereaved Parents of the USA “Seasons of Healing” at the 2015 National Gathering
conducted at the Sheraton Hartford
Hotel at Bradley Airport, Hartford,
Connecticut, July 24-26. For additional information and to register,
please go to
www.bereavedparentsusa.org.
Catch our special Thursday night
“Kick Off” program: “Meet and
Greet” with Optional Pizza Buffet
and Entertainment provided by Jordan Herskowitz, “Growing Up Jordy
Pordy. There will be a special appearance by the “Love in Motion”
signing choir.
Our keynote speakers include: Sara
Ruble, Deb Carlion Pohill, Scarlett
Lewis, Dave Roberts, Kelly Buckley
and Bart Sumner. These accomplished speakers will deliver messages of hope and healing in conjunction with our meals.
Over 40 workshops are available on
a variety of topics. Workshops are
presented by: Deanna Emberley
Bailey, Paul Balasic, Kay Bevington,
Kelly Buckley, Anne Castaldo, Deb
Carlin Pohill, Nancy Cayward,
Clifton & Michelle Cottom, Jordan
Herskowitz, Lorraine Hughes, Dr.
Doug & BJ Jensen, Scarlett Lewis,
Chris Mulligan & Jane Bissler, Terry
Murphy, Alan Pedersen, Dave Roberts, Sara Ruble, and Becky Russell.
There are workshop topics and ac-

tivities for siblings, both young and
older.
On Thursday, July 23rd, Chapter
Leadership Training (CLT) will be
presented by Becky Russell. All
training will be conducted in the
same room. We ask that chapter
leaders take part in this program
and register on the separate Chapter Leader Training Registration
Form. CLT is an important resource
for new Chapter Leaders, those
contemplating stepping-up to be a
Chapter Leader, or as refresher
training for those who have previously taken the training.
On Friday and Saturday evenings,
“Sharing Sessions” will be led by
facilitators. Participants will share
experiences on specific topics.
There will be a candlelight service
after the dinner on Saturday night
which includes a slide show presentation.

Our Gathering Coordinator advises:
-Registration is only $60
-Room rates at the Sheraton Hartford Hotel at Bradley Airport are
$89 per night, with up to
4 people per room.
-Opportunities are available to
sponsor a page in the program
book, sponsor a centerpiece
or a workshop all in memory of
your child.
-You can also order t-shirts or picture buttons!
-Additionally, we are in need of donations for the raffle and silent auction
-We would also like to have table
favors for each of the meals, so if
your chapter or any individual
would
like to donate approximately 300
items, that would be greatly appreciated.
We hope that you can join us at the
2015 National Gathering in Hartford, Connecticut and share a healing weekend celebrating our children, grandchildren and siblings
who have gone too soon.
If you have any questions, please
feel free to contact Jodi Norman
through email
at bleachermom2000@aol.com

S e a rc h f o r n e w e d i to r
Many years ago Betty Ewart created a
newsletter for our organization. Its mission was assisting those whose child
had died with writings from other bereaved parents and various pieces of
useful information. She did a remarkable job publishing A Journey Together
every season for fifteen years.
After her death I was approached
about taking over AJT. I agreed to give
it a try for a “little” while. We made
some improvements, added color, cre-

ated some recurring features and generally modernized the newsletter. I tried
to keep the content, however, true to its
root purpose…helping bereaved families.
It has been an honor and a privilege to
be entrusted with such a worthwhile
endeavor for the last five years. Of all
the things I did after my son’s death,
nothing helped me more than the time
I spent putting each issue together.
Now, however, I feel it is time to turn

AJT over to someone with fresh ideas. If
you’d like to give it a try “for a little
while” then please contact me or Mike
Francisco.
Richard Berman
Editor
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A Happy House
“I raised three boys.
Two are living.”
This is the response
I give when someone asks about
children. Of course
this response does
not begin to express the many emotions and images that cross my
mind when I respond thusly.
When Brad died the life went out of
our house. Let me explain: Our oldest, studious and bookish, kept to
himself and rarely invited friends
home. Our middle son was independent, shared little of his social
life with me or his dad, and was
usually out of the house on some
activity. Brad drew people to him.
He had a constant entourage of
friends, boys and girls, in our house.
And what a mix! The Korean boy
who gifted Brad a pet crayfish

(which we had to collect bugs for it
to eat when the boys went away to
summer camp). The Japanese kid
whose dad helped us read the
Japanese baseball cards my husband got from a co-worker recently
home from Tokyo. The Peruvian lad
whose mom hadn’t learned English
yet so I had to break out my high
school Spanish to give her driving
instructions to our house. Once he
became a teenager there were
more than a few mornings I found
the basement full of boys sleeping
on the floor and the refrigerator
empty. The house always seemed
alive. I enjoyed hearing about all
the activities, antics, and goings-on
that Brad, unlike his brothers, loved
to share with us.
I miss Brad terribly and the aurora
of life that surrounded him. No
more stories; no more noise; no

SOLITUDE
Laugh, and the world laughs with you;
Weep, and you weep alone;
For the sad old earth must borrow its mirth,
But has trouble enough of its own.
Sing, and the hills will answer;
Sigh, it is lost on the air;
The echoes bound to a joyful sound,
But shrink from voicing care.
Rejoice, and men will seek you;
Grieve, and they turn and go;
They want full measure of all your pleasure,
But they do not need your woe.
Be glad, and your friends are many;
Be sad, and you lose them all,—
There are none to decline your nectared wine,
But alone you must drink life’s gall.
Feast, and your halls are crowded;
Fast, and the world goes by.

more people. Along with Brad the
house itself, seemed to die. As I
grieved for Brad, I also grieved for
those happy, exciting days.
A dozen years have disappeared
and I’m still in my beloved home.
There are changes, however. Most
welcome are grandchildren that
bring commotion and messes. Toys
and picture books are scattered
hither and yon. Highchairs and port
-a-cribs commandeer living space.
Bibs, bottles and
building
blocks
bl ossom
from
every
available
surface. The house
has re-awakened!
New dreams. New
hope. New noise. Who knew you
could miss it so much.
Susan Berman
Baltimore, MD

by Ella Wheeler Wilcox

Succeed and give, and it helps you live,
But no man can help you die.
There is room in the halls of pleasure
For a large and lordly train,
But one by one we must all file on
Through the narrow aisles of pain.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox, a well known and published
poetess of the late 19th and early 20th centuries
became a bereaved parent when her infant son
died. I think she would appreciate that the opening
lines from this meaningful poem have stood the test
of time. Editor
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BOOK REVIEW
The Terrifying Wind
Judith Sullivan
Melissa’s Garden Publishing, 2013
The Terrifying Wind is an interesting approach to dealing with the grief over a number of years after the death of a child. Ms. Sullivan’s daughter died in her mid-twenties from heart failure as a result, apparently, of an eating disorder. Our author spends about
one-third of the book acquainting us with Melissa and then proceeds to take us on her ten year grief trek.
She covers a lot of territory such as help from friends, professional therapy, the value of support groups, new rituals, triggers, and
memorials. Some of the information is from her first hand experiences and some is gleaned from other published works. She blurs
the line, at times, between solid advice and explaining the emotions she encountered. That is not uncommon in self-published
efforts, but still produces a useful telling of the many faces of grief.
Listen to her describe the guilt when healing commences:

I continued to yearn for Melissa, though the intense daily sorrow that kept me preoccupied with her death had let up
somewhat. However, this meant that now she felt farther away. John and I hated that feeling more than anything.
How [do I] have a happy, carefree family life when someone you dearly love has died? I had much to learn.
The Terrifying Wind is the story of Ms. Sullivan’s ‘education’.

Grief is a process. Recovery is a choice. The way we grieve is a decision.

D i d yo u k n ow t h e y w e r e b e r e av e d pa r e n t s ?
Roy Rogers (born Leonard
Franklin Slye) was an American
singer and cowboy actor who
was one of the most popular
Western stars of his era. Known
as the "King of the Cowboys", he
appeared in over 100 films and
numerous radio and television
episodes of The Roy Rogers
Show. In many of his films and
television episodes, he appeared
with his wife, Dale Evans, his
golden palomino Trigger, and
his German Shepherd dog,
Bullet. His show ran on radio
for nine years before moving to
television from 1951 through
1957.
In August 1950, Evans and
Rogers had a daughter, Robin
Elizabeth, who had Down Syn-

drome and died of complications
with mumps shortly before her
second birthday. Evans wrote
about losing their daughter in
her book Angel Unaware.
Rogers and Evans were also
well known as advocates
for adoption and as founders and
operators of children's charities.
They adopted several children.
Both were outspoken Christians.
In Apple Valley, California,
where they made their home, numerous streets and highways as
well as civic buildings have been
named after them in recognition
of their efforts on behalf of
homeless and handicapped children. Rogers was an active Freemason and a Shriner,
and was noted for his support of
their charities.

Even with saddened hearts, Roy
and Dale continued to work together, within the entertainment
industry and outside of it until
their deaths. We are the beneficiaries of their efforts.
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PRACTICAL ADVICE
Returning to Work After Losing a Child

By Helen Fitzgerald , CT

After a death in the family, the time comes when grieving family members begin to re-enter the routines of everyday life. Out--of-town relatives return home. Children go back to school and grieving adults must get back to work. For some, returning to work is a
welcome change. It is a part of their life that did not include their loved one, and it can create a break from what has been an ever present grief. The office may be the only part of life that seems normal and routine.
But for many who have experienced a recent loss, returning to work can be difficult. If you are grieving, you may be dreading the
thought of returning to the business world for several reasons:
*Seeing coworkers for the first time exposes you to “I’m so sorry” comments, and they remind you of your loss. As difficult as these
expressions of sympathy may be to hear, they are better than no acknowledgement at all. A simple “thank you” is all the response
that is necessary. You do not owe anyone a story you do not wish to share.
*You may have a high- pressure job with many deadlines and little room for mistakes. You have probably noticed that it is hard to
concentrate and retain information in your grief. You may be easily distracted, and errors can occur. It is useful to check everything
twice, or ask a coworker or supervisor to review what you have done. Let your co-workers or supervisor know how difficult things
seem at this time and where you need their help.
*You may worry about breaking down in front of colleagues or in the middle of an important meeting. This can happen, but save
yourself embarrassment by briefly letting people know what has occurred in your life. If you need to excuse yourself, do so.
Before returning to work, try some of the following suggestions:
*Be sure your office knows what happened. Give them as much information as you are comfortable sharing. Sometimes the circumstances around a death are very personal; if people ask too many questions, let them know you are not comfortable going into that
right now. Allow one key person to have enough information to keep speculation at a minimum. Keep him or her informed about
funeral arrangements, time away from work, and how you are doing.
*Let your office know you want to be included in regular e-mail correspondence so you can be kept updated on what is happening
at the office.
*You might arrange to go into the office to meet coworkers for lunch, getting past the first encounters and “I’m so sorry” comments.
It can make it easier to go back to work at a later date.
*Consider returning for half -days for a week or so, easing your way back into the normal routine.
*Ask a grief therapist — or ask your employer to arrange for one — to meet with co-workers, especially if the death was sudden or
traumatic. An example: One employer called a grief therapist to help employees after a co-worker reported the death of her child.
These coworkers had some good questions: “What do we do with the pictures of our kids that are on our desks? Should we put
them away because it is going to be so hard on her?” The answer: “It will be hard for her to see the pictures. But she must deal with
it at some time, and it is better she do it with people like you who care for her. It may be worse if you put all the pictures away. She’d
surely notice, and know it is because of her. Expect her to keep the picture of her dead child on her desk, and it is okay to comment
on it.”
*Encourage your co-workers to learn more about grief so they can better understand what you are going through. Let them know
what is helpful to you when you are having a particular hard day: giving you a hug, allowing you to have some alone time, fixing a
cup of coffee, or going for a short walk. The more they know what they can do for you, the more comfortable they will be with your
tears and the more comfortable you will be in their presence.
*Keep good communication going. Set up regular meetings with your supervisor, colleagues or employees to talk about what is
happening. Ask for feedback. Good, clear communication will discourage idle and unhelpful chatter.
*It is important to tell your story. But be careful not to share your feelings too much or too often. If you notice people getting bored,
looking at their watch, or changing the subject, you may be overdoing it. Ask a trusted co-worker if you are talking too much. However, the need to talk to help yourself heal is very real; setting up an appointment with your company’s EAP (Employee Assistance
Professional), contacting your local hospice, or joining a support group can give you an appropriate place where you can say what
you need to say.
*You may need help with certain projects or deadlines. Don’t forget to thank those who help you. Small rewards are often appreciated, such as coffee break snacks, flowers, public thanks at a meeting, or an appreciative e-mail.
Thinking ahead will make your return to work easier and less painful. Healing from the death of a loved one is a long, slow process,
but getting back into a routine is an important step in the journey.
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