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

T

Celebrate Spring

he ancient Greeks explained the
seasons through the loss of a child.
Nature’s daughter was forced to spend
half the year in Hades. Winter reflects
the mother’s pain. Barren, cold, hopeless
winter.
Immediately after our children’s death
we exist rather than live, we hibernate
rather than engage, we survive rather
than thrive. Our world is empty and
bleak, lacking even a hint of hope. We
stumble blindly from task to task unable
to focus, unable to plan, unable to
imagine a better time. Pain and Death
reign supreme.
But….Nature’s daughter came home in
spring. The mother’s joy is reflected in
blossoms, buds and rebirth. What was
once barren now thrives.

I’m not crazy. Matt only walks through
the door in my dreams. But with hard
work and the support of friends Matt is a
positive, joyous part of my everyday life.
Others have walked this path before and
found a way to celebrate their child’s life.
Their success can be copied.
I think other Bereaved Parents are the key
to my celebrating Matt’s life rather than
living in that endless winter of despair.
Oh, winter still comes. I still slip on the ice
and fall into that bottomless pit, but I know
spring is coming. I know that no matter
how harsh the day is, it too will pass.
Children are a gift. Our lives changed
with their birth. It is only natural that our
lives change with their death. Now Matt
can come to me (at 2 or 10 or 20), always
laughing, always excited, always happy.

With him
comes
spring and
joy and hope.
It is spring and
I open my arms
wide as I can to
embrace all that
is coming. If I ride
a bike, pick some
flowers, fish in a creek
or walk through the park, I know Matt
is with me and I celebrate. Invite your
child to share their favorite activities
this spring. Using faith, hope and love,
they will rush back to your arms and the
whole world will celebrate spring.
Keith Swett Seymour, WI

GAME SHOW
On the same day, recently, my two closest friends
were struck with family traumas. One found out his
thirty-six year old daughter (married, mother of three)
was diagnosed with breast cancer and was facing radical
surgery and treatment. My other friend’s twenty-five
year old son broke nine ribs and other bones and
had serious internal injuries from a skiing accident
that landed him in the hospital’s critical care unit.
As I related these events to my family at dinner
that evening my oldest son quipped, “You still got
them beat, dad.” His comment gave me pause.
In the ten years since Brad died have I been an
unwilling contestant on some macabre TV game show in
an alternate universe where winning is measured by how
tragic one’s life is? How many times have I wanted to scream
at other parents when they told me how upset they were
because their child failed his math test, wrecked the car, or

came home with a tattoo, piercing or odd colored hair?
Have I developed a disdain for those who do not know
my pain?
Or, have I finally begun to understand that life
continues; that those around us must deal with
the day-to-day successes and set-backs and
expect us (if we’re going to be a part of their lives)
to cheer or commiserate along with them? Is this
acceptance?
I hope, of course, that my friends’ children recover.
When they want to talk about their kids, I will listen
with genuine interest and I won’t be thinking, while they
talk, that I would gladly take Brad back, no matter how flawed
or broken. And maybe, just maybe, I can turn off the TV.
Editor
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No Future in the Past

I lie here tonight in the darkness
I’ve never felt so alone
Tomorrow I’ll wake up still lonesome
‘Cause things haven’t changed since
you’ve been gone

of our son or daughter we may still find
these times momentarily melancholic.

I still remember
How much my love once held you
How long do old memories last
Why can’t I forget it
Why can’t I admit it
There ain’t no future in the past

Great loss can leave people wishing for
the way things used to be. Bereaved
parents take that a bit further. We long
for the things that will never be. Every
time we witness someone else’s child
experiencing a life cycle event; a first
step, a first day of school, a recital, confirmation, graduation, wedding, or the
birth of a grandchild, we imagine what
it might have been like if that was our
child and our life. Years after the death

Be gentle with yourself as
you grieve. You’re not getting
a grade on your efforts;
there are no Oscars for “Best
Performance as a Griever.”
There is no easy, quick way
out of a grief-storm.

We understand that our dreams for
tomorrow are just that: hopes and
dreams that will remain unfulfilled. Or
will they? We cannot live our children’s
lives for them, but we can make the
world a better place because of them.
Find a way to honor the memory of

GRIEF

Lynn Eib

your child. Set up (or support) a program that seeks to help others; perhaps
raising funds to research the cure for
the disease from which your child died,
or a half-way house if your child was a
victim of substance abuse. Volunteer
at a branch of the Red Cross or other
charitable organization. Help out in
your local Bereaved Parents chapter.
There may be no future in the past, but
if you give your future value, then you
can make the life of your child, however
short, meaningful to countless others
for years to come.
Editor
(Italicized lyrics by Vince Gill)

I give you this one thought to keep –
I am with you still I do not sleep.
I am a thousand winds that blow.
I am the diamond glints on snow.
I am the sunlight on ripened grain.
I am the gentle autumn rain.
When you awaken in the morning’s hush,
I am the swift uplifting rush

When we give sorrow its due,
sorrow returns the favor by giving us a precious
gift - the assurance that we have indeed loved deeply in
this lifetime - and that is, without a doubt, one of life’s
greatest achievements.
Daniel Grippo
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Our First Meeting
“We have people from all different walks of life and we are not only parents of young children, we have an eighty year old man who
mourns the death of his grown-up daughter and there is one couple who had a still-born baby,” the woman who took my call told me.
We went to our first meeting in October. Mike was tense and I was nervous as we drove to the campus. Once inside, Mike got nervous
and I let go. We were greeted warmly by Louise, one of the chapter leaders. After asking us whether we had lost a boy or a girl, she
handed us square plastic sleeves, with pink slips to write ARIANE’s name on. We sat down at the conference table.
“I hate doing this,” Mike tossed his pen.
I collected my umbrella and coat from the chair next to mine and whispered: “Okay, let’s leave.”
Louise looked at us sadly. “I expect Sisi and Chuck any moment now, they also lost their baby…,” she accompanied us to the door, “It
is not unusual to feel uncomfortable the first time,” she pleaded.
A man stood in the door opening. He would not budge.
“I’m Chuck,” he offered his hand without moving out of the doorway. “And there is my wife Sisi.”
“Hi,” a young woman popped up next to Mike, she as well offered her hand. “I understand you have lost your baby at child-birth, so
did we.”
Mike and I looked at each other.
“Let’s have a coffee in another room, now that you’ve come this far,” Chuck stepped back into the hallway to let other group members
in.
“Yes, if you want you can tell us what happened and if not, we’ll just visit for a while and then you can go,” Sisi added.
“Is that okay with you honey?” I asked. Mike nodded.
Since there were no empty rooms available, Sisi and I sat down on the lower steps of the stairs in the back of the hallway while the
men leaned against the wall opposite us.
“Did you have a boy or a girl,” Sisi looked for the badges we were not wearing.
“A girl, ARIANE EIRA,” we replied in chorus.
Chuck and Sisi both wore a blue badge with BEAN written in capital letters over the picture of a round faced baby.
Reluctant at first, we told our story of loss. Then Chuck and Sisi told us what happened to them. Bean was born a year before ARIANE
and they had had another baby since, Ziggy, a boy as well. To meet with them was wonderful. What a relief to talk to people who had
gone through a similar ordeal. After a while said they would like to join a sharing group. For us meeting with them had been enough.
“I’m sorry we have to meet this way, but good meeting you nevertheless,” Sisi hugged me tightly. That sentence stuck to me, an old
phrase got a whole new meaning. We went home pleased with the contacts we had made.
excerpted from: Creative Acts of Healing (after a baby dies
Judith van Praag
Paseo Press, 1999

MOTHER’S DAY
As I write this, I am very much aware that Mother’s Day
is coming soon. That will be a doubly difficult day in
countless homes. For all the thousands of mothers
who will be glowing with a radiant kind of pride and
happiness on that day, there will also be those of
you whose hearts are aching for that phone call that
will never come, that special visit, that one Mother’s Day card
that will not arrive. For us, the reading and rereading of that
one last card - “Mom, you are the greatest and I love you” - will
have to last a lifetime. How does a mother face a lifetime
of silence on “her” day? Ask those of us who have “been
there already, and we will tell you of lonely Mother’s Day visits
to spring-green cemeteries where the sweet clear notes of a
single spring bird, perch nearby, float over our heads and seen
surely to have been intended as divine comfort for a heart full
to breaking. You will hear of yellow roses being sent to a small
church - “in memory of ...” - and a cherished story of a kind
and sensitive friend who sent a single rose that first Mother’s
Day “in remembrance.”
Always we struggle with the eternal question - how does life
in fairness exact from us the life of a beloved child in exchange
for a clear bird call in a spring-green cemetery, a slender vase of
yellow rosebuds or even the kindness and sensitivity of a friend
who remembered our loneliness and pain in that day? Where
is the fairness and justice of such a barter?

by Mary Wildman, Moro, Il

The answer comes back again and again - life does not always
bargain fairly. We are surrounded from birth to death by those
things which we cannot keep, but which enrich, ennoble and
endow our lives with a foretaste of Heaven because we
have been privileged to behold, to experience, to wrap
our arms around the joyous and the beautiful.
Can we bottle the fragrance of an April morning
or the splendor of a winter’s sunset and take it
home with us to place on our fireplace mantle? Can
we grasp and hold the blithesome charm of
childhood’s laughter? Can we capture within cupped
hands the beauty and richness of a rainbow? Can we
pluck the glitter of a million stars on a summer night
or place in a alabaster box the glow and tenderness
of love?
No, we cannot. But to those who have been given the
splendor, the blithesome charm, the glory, the glitter, the
tenderness and the love of a child who has departed, someday
the pain will speak to you of enrichment, of compassion for
others, of deeper sensitivity to the world about you, of a deeper
joy for having known a deeper pain. Your child will not have
left you completely, as you thought. But rather you will find
him in that first clear, sweet bird call, in those yellow rosebuds,
in giving and in receiving and in the tissue-wrapped memories
that you hold forever in your heart.
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Losing Jonathan

Robert and Linda Waxler
Spinner Publications, Inc. 2003

When God & Grief Meet

Lynn Eib
Tyndale House Publishers, Inc. 2009
Many bereaved parents find their faith in God shaken after the
death of their child. Lynn Eib, through personal recollections
and the stories of other grieving people, sheds some light on
how to bring God back into your life and allow him to help you
on the grief journey. Using quotes, biblical references, and some
sage advice Ms. Eib helps those find a way back to their faith.
She does not proselytize; rather she gently guides the reader
seeking God’s help.

Losing Jonathan is a hard book to read. The Waxler’s take us with
them as they find themselves in uncharted territory watching
their son struggle with, and eventually lose the battle to, drug
addiction. The emotional and physical strain on each of them,
on their family and on their relationship is told with the style
and detail one might expect from an English professor. You are
cheering with them when Jonathan is in recovery; you stand
with them when he falters; you are there when the phone rings
for the final time.
After their son dies they are racked with grief and guilt:
“Why weren’t we better equipped to handle this disease, this
addiction?” After five years they are able to look back and find
some answers. Some questions, they now understand, will
never be answered. Most of the book was penned by Professor
Waxler, but Linda’s thoughts are interspersed throughout and
give a compelling picture of the difference between the two of
them. It is perhaps a fair look at the difference between the way
fathers and mothers grieve the death of a child.
Probably Losing Jonathan is not a good choice for the newly
bereaved, but if you are a little further along on your grief
journey you will find this effort well worth reading.

OPENING DOORS--MY CONVERSATION WITH GOD

By Becky Pritchard

Dear God, I’m standing before a door--beyond it “THE MEETING” takes place. My hands are trembling, I’m very scared and there
are tears starting to well up in my eyes. Through the door I can hear voices, even laughter. This can’t be the right room! Do they
really “know my pain” as I’ve been told? I will never be able to laugh like them again. God, please give me the strength to do this.
We sit together and each person gives an account of what has brought them here. There is so much pain; I can barely speak
through my emotions. Yet, they all listen and as the meeting ends, someone touches my hand.
Dear God, I’m at “the door” again. Please give me the strength to go through. As I take my seat, I see familiar faces. They smile at
me and I try to smile back. Do they know how hard this is for me? Was it ever this hard for them?
There are so many sad stories. Maybe they do feel my pain! I shed more tears. This time I’m able to ask a few questions through
muffled sobs. Still, they all listen and as the meeting ends, someone touches my hand.
Dear God, I’ve prayed for strength many times as I’ve entered this room. Each time, as stories are shared, I realize they do “know
my pain.” I feel stronger now so I can share without crying. I realize that all along they were easing their own pain by helping
me through mine! A new person comes through “the door” and takes the seat next to mine. The newcomer sheds many tears as
attempts are made to talk through muffled sobs. Again, we all listen and as the meeting ends I touch a hand.

Goodbye With Dignity

Some weeks ago Rick Santorum,
candidate for the republican Presidential
nomination, was ridiculed for taking his
baby, who died just two hours after its
birth, home so his other children could
see and touch the infant in an effort to
give those youngsters an understanding
that the baby was real. His detractors
called him crazy. I think not.

How we handle the death of our child
is a personal ordeal. There is no right or
wrong way to handle the wide range of
feelings that engulf us, especially in the
immediate aftermath of learning our
precious child has died. No one is ever
prepared for the depth of sadness that
comes surging across the emotional
landscape.

Mr. Santorum showed great strength
and compassion when he appreciated
the need of his baby’s siblings to see and
touch the lifeless body so their loss would
be a collective loss of the entire family
and not become an unmentionable
subject in the months and years ahead.
How he was able to consider the
feelings of others while dealing with
his own enormous pain is remarkable.
How he found that strength is a
mystery; but a mystery that all bereaved
parents understand. Each of us, after
the immediate shock wave rolled by,
found the strength that allowed us to
do what needed to be done: we made
the calls, arranged the funeral, prepared

the house for company, and other feats
of magic.
After those first days passed and
grief’s full force totally overwhelmed
us, whatever strength we had ebbed
away. Only then did we realize how
remarkable it was that we were able to
function at all, let alone with some level
of competence. When we look back we
may wonder how we managed to hold
our head up and focused on the tasks at
hand. We did it because we had to. We
did it because we loved our child and
it was important that we said goodbye
with dignity.
Editor
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Practical
Advice
From:

Losing Jonathan
by Robert and Linda Waxler

They say that couples, like branches on a family tree, often break apart after the death of a child. I have looked closely
at the statistics, and the numbers do not support this belief. It is apparently an urban legend of sorts. But it’s true we
grieve deeply and alone in so many ways, and our grief can so weight us down that we do not pay adequate attention
to our loved ones.
I have also read that we mirror the sorrow of our spouse, sharply reflecting the pain, forcing us to look away. I don’t
believe this is true either. I saw Linda’s pain. I wanted to reach out to her in any way I could. Her pain was mine.
Fortunately Linda’s confidence continued to grow during the fifth year. Rooted in her own struggle, she was now
convinced she should create a survival kit for others, orderly, tucked in, numbered. She was right. And she did. Here it is.
How have I survived? I often wonder about that. I stand outside myself and say, “How is this person still living and
breathing?” I am amazed it is me that has gone through this excruciating trauma and come out on the other end, a
changed but whole person. Here are some reasons that come to mind.
I am sure Jonathan would not forgive me if I stayed in that place of constant sorrow and deep pain. He loved life
and wanted everyone around him to love life with him. My re-entry into life has been with Jonathan by my
side, coaxing me slowly but surely.
I must go on and do things that keep Jonathan’s memory alive. It gives me pleasure to give a social justice scholarship
in his name at the university, to work on the board of an organization that battles addiction or simply to help
newly bereaved parents in our support group. It gives me pleasure to remember Jonathan and to think about
all the wonderful times. All of this keeps his memory alive.
I am still a mother and must show Jeremy that our lives, though changed, will go on and be productive and happy.
He too will help keep Jonathan’s memory alive and will carry the happy memories of his brother with him
forever.
Parental grieving is hard work and takes a very long time. It is a job forever. It zaps your energy and strength and
makes you think you are going crazy. The world goes on but you are outside of it and for you, the world has
stopped. I changed. I felt like I was in a foreign country. But life pulls you back in and you find yourself feeling
some of those old feelings of joy. Maybe they are not as intense as before but they are there.
Before Jonathan’s death, things just seemed to work out. Our life was on a good path, we were lucky. When
something was particularly worrisome, it seemed to turn out ok. I looked around me and saw tragedy hitting
other families, but I was sure it would not hit ours. After Jonathan’s death, things are different – I am different.
Certainly, my priorities have changed. I understand that much of life is out of my control and I do not worry as
much. Other things are just not that important and must be addressed with much less thought. I think I am a
more compassionate and less judgmental person. I am more patient. I know if I am feeling sad and stuck, this
will change and get better. When I was at the beginning of my journey in this new life, I did not think I would
ever come out of the darkness.
Time does help. Our pain gets less intense and more manageable. We learn how to manage the bad times and
take advantage of the good. We learn to accept the sadness of holidays and special occasions and how to
appreciate the gift when we are surprised by joy. We learn how to put the pain and sorrow away and take it
out in small pieces rather than all at once, we learn how to remember the wonderful times with our children
and to smile when we are thinking about them. The bitterness and anger begin to fade, perhaps to return
again and again but with less intensity and for shorter periods of time. Our sorrow will never go away and we
will never stop missing our children, but they are as much a part of our new lives as they were of the old, but
in a different way.
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WE GRATEFULLY ACKNOWLEDGE THE FOLLOWING DONATIONS IN SUPPORT OF OUR MISSION
Dave & Sue Alexander in memory of their son Jamie
Alexander
Susan P. Alexander in memory of her nephew Jamie
Alexander
William R.H. Alexander in memory of his nephew Jamie
Alexander
Kay & Rodney Bevington in memory of their daughter
Rhonda Bevington
Rodney Carlson in memory of Troy Carlson
Central Arkansas Chapter in memory of Sharon Fausett, a
dedicated grandmother in their chapter who joined her

beloved granddaughter Jessica Lynn Webb last July
Susan & Thomas Crowther in memory of their niece Ruth
Ewart
Doris Cafferato in memory of her son Michael Daniel
Cafferato
John & Therese Goodrich in memory of their daughter
Paula Marie Goodrich
Russell Horn in memory of his wife Linda and their son David
Mort & Lorraine Scharg in memory of Becky
Southern Maine Chapter in memory of Jamie Alexander
Alan Williamson in loving memory of Beverley Hurley

The Bereaved Parents of the USA is a 501(c)(3) non-profit, self-help, support organization. We do not charge any fees or dues to
our chapters, and our chapters do not charge fees or dues to their members. There are no fees for any of our services, including this
newsletter which is printed and mailed free of charge. To finance the activities of our national organization, we primarily depend
on donations from bereaved parents, the community we support, our chapters when they are able, and concerned professionals.
These donations help make possible our website, the printing and mailing of this newsletter, postage, printing of brochures, Annual
Gatherings, start-ups for new chapters, and helping BP/USA serve as many bereaved families as possible. We have no paid staff; all of
the work at the national and chapter levels is performed by volunteers. All contributions go totally to the expenses of our programs
and activities.
If you would like to make a donation in support of our mission, please print out this page, provide the information requested below,
and mail it with your check to: BP/USA, PO Box 95, Park Forest, IL 60466. Alternatively go to our website at www.bereavedparentsusa.
org/BP_Donations.htm where you can make a donation online using your credit card through PayPal.
Your name: _____________________________________________ Your address: ______________________________________________
City: _________________________________ State: _____ Zipcode: __________________ Phone number: _______________________
Email: __________________________________________________

Amount of gift: $____________________

Gift in memory of: ___________________________________________________________________________________________________

Did You Know They Were Bereaved Parents?
Star of radio, television, and movies, Red Skelton
managed to make people laugh throughout his
career even though he suffered the heartbreak
home at fifteen and hit the road working
in medicine shows, vaudeville, burlesque,
showboats, minstrel shows and circuses.
In 1938 he got his big break and over the
next two decades he appeared in over
thirty MGM films.
During this period he married and began
raising a family. With his domestic life
happy and his career on an upswing he
was in great form and developed many of
the characters for which he became known:
Cauliflower McPlug, a punch-drunk boxer; Willie
Lump-Lump, the town drunk; Junior the ‘mean widdle kid’
whose favorite phrase was “I dood it;” singing cabdriver
Clem Kadiddlehopper and many, many others. He did a stint

overseas with the Army entertainment unit during
WWII. At the height of his career his son, Richard,
succumbed at age ten to Leukemia.
Heartbroken, Red turned to work in an
effort to mitigate the pain of grief. His
home life suffered and his marriage
ended. He continued to find new ways
attended he said, “Isn’t it nice to be able
to make people laugh without using four
letter words?”
When his TV show ended he returned to
live entertaining in nightclubs, casinos and
resorts. Later in life he wrote stories, composed
music, and painted images of clowns. Red Skelton
found the best medicine for his grief was making people
smile. The world is a better place because he did.
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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, confusion, 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
ZKDW IDLWK ZH XSKROG DV ZH FRQIURQW WKH WUDJHGLHV RI RXU FKLOGUHQ¶V GHDWKV 7R
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.

