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I found myself in a funk. 
Not really depressed, but 
not in good spirits either. 
I’ve been there before. This 
time the melancholy had no 
discernable source. No one 
cause that put me off my 
game. The week had its 
usual problems, but noth-
ing remarkable; just the 
normal challenges of run-
ning a small business. After 
forty years I’ve learned to 
not let those issues bother 
me. Physically I was feeling 
ok. I managed to get in a 
racquetball game that week. 
I was eating and sleeping 
well. So why the blues? 

In the early years after our 
son died these periods of 
depression were fairly com-
mon. On more than one 
occasion I looked up out of 
the pit of sadness only to 
realize I was in a pothole on 
grief’s highway. Over the 
years those potholes have 
diminished in number and 
size. Now it takes a fairly 
disturbing event to send me 

back into the valley of the 
shadow. That’s why this 
disquietude, with no identi-
fiable cause, surprised me. 

The weekend arrived with 
me still down. We had din-
ner plans with our best 
friends. I didn’t want to sit 
in a crowded, noisy restau-
rant (the one they picked 
had a 2-fer in the local pa-
per so it was sure to be 
packed) and listen to them 
talk about their grandchil-
dren. Don’t misunderstand. 
They have been wonderful 
friends for over thirty years 
and stayed by us through 
the nightmare when I’m 
sure we weren’t much fun 
to be around; but I just 
couldn’t force myself to be 
sociable. Not then. Not that 
night. And I still didn’t 
know why. 

Instead I asked my wife if 
just the two of us could go 
to a nearby Chinese restau-
rant that we frequent. It has 
big half-round booths we 
can get lost in under sub-
dued light and sports a re-
laxed ambiance. Also they 
have a superb wine list. It 
was exactly what I needed: 
quiet time, free from the 

stresses of life with the one 
person in the world I know 
I can always count on; lean 
on.  

By meal’s end I was feeling 
better. Relaxed and con-
tented. The wine, I’m sure, 
helped. Then came the for-
tune cookies. I don’t pre-
tend to know the ways of 
providence, but I do believe 
there are reasons, some-
times, why things happen. I 
cracked the cookie and un-
folded the paper: Love is 
the only medicine for a 
broken heart. I looked at 
my wife and smiled. Love is 
the only medicine for a bro-
ken heart. I knew it to be so. 

Brad’s death almost eight 
years ago still has amazing 
power over my state of 
mind. Thankfully the peri-
ods of sadness now come 
infrequently. The love of 
those close to me has 
helped make those periods 
short and rare. As you 
travel your own and per-
sonal journey of grief let in 
the love and support of oth-
ers. Believe that tomorrow 
will be a kinder day.  

Richard A. Berman 
Baltimore BP/USA  

It is here, this day of  
merriment 
And children’s pleasure. 
Gremlins and goblins 
And ghosties at the door 
of your house. 

And the other children 
Come to the door of 
your mind. 
Faces out of the past, 
Small ghosts with 
sweet, painted faces. 
They do not shout. 

Those children who no 
longer 
March laughing 
On cold Halloween 
night, 
They stand at the door 
of your mind 
And you will let them in, 
So that you can give 
them 
The small gifts of your 
Halloween- 
A smile and a tear. 

Sascha Wagner,  
Wintersun 
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A few months after our son died, I start-
ed attending the monthly Bereaved 
Parents of the USA meetings in our com-
munity. One night they had a presenta-
tion on all the things one could do in 
memory of his or her child. 

I was overwhelmed. The presenter 
talked about making memory boxes, 
creating a quilt, planting trees, creating 
a special garden. After the presentation, 
one woman talked about how she had 
worked with the state legislature in 
memory of her daughter to change the 
law dealing with drunk drivers. Another 
had created a scholarship at her son’s 
high school and held an annual fund-
raiser that raised thousands of dollars to 
fund the scholarship. Another was 
working on raising funds to purchase 
an Angel of Hope statue and create a 
special garden in which the statue 
would be displayed and to which be-
reaved parents could go to remember 
their children. 

I was overwhelmed. Where were these 
people getting all this energy to do all 
these things in memory of their children 
and to memorialize them?  It was all I 

could do just to get through my days 
and to get to these meetings. What was 
wrong with me?  I must not be doing it 
right. How was I ever going to get 
through this grief?  I had to find some 
way to honor my son; to find a way to 
make some sense from his life; to find a 
way to be sure he was always remem-
bered in our community. Surely his 
death had to have meaning – and it 
seemed to be my job to find or create 
that meaning. 

But I was overwhelmed and could do 
no more than get through the days. I 
did try to think of things we could do, 
but just could not do them. Even the 
smallest efforts were too much. 

It’s been several years now since our son 
died. I have achieved that “inner peace” 
we instinctively seek after our child dies. 
The pain is still there, but I have grown 
stronger and can now bear it without 
being totally debilitated. Yes I will always 
be sad that our son died and is no long-
er with us in this world. But I move 
through my days with joy and happi-
ness, and real appreciation for the few 
years we had with our son – though 

they were not enough. 

And I look back on those early months, 
and even early years, after he died and 
realize that I did do it right. Attending 
meetings, talking with other bereaved 
parents in sharing groups and one-on-
one, the readings I did, that’s what I 
needed to do. 

I never created a scholarship. I never 
changed a law. I did not do any fund-
raisers. While I think that many people 
find those types of projects helpful, I 
came to realize that was not the way I 
needed to grieve. I suspect that is true 
for many of us grieving the death of a 
child. 

In the end, I muddled through, and 
reached a point where I honor and 
remember my son in my heart and 
through the way I live and treat others. 
I hope when I 
see my son 
again and he 
asks me how I 
have used the 
years since he 
died, that he 
will be proud of me. 
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Easter signifies the Risen Christ, the most hopeful and positive symbol of Christendom, and the Jewish Passover celebrates escape from oppression and 
slavery into the promised land.  These holidays have not become burdened with required gift giving, home decoration, and lavish partying.  
 
As winter ends, and the trees, shrubs, and flowers of our valley burst into bloom, many bereaved parents feel their spirits lift a bit, and the pall of gloom 
subsides for many.  Some of our parents, in fact, leap into spring by planting a memorial garden for their child, which gives them something positive to 
do, and provides them with the pleasure of creating a little spot of beauty for them and their family and friends to enjoy.  The exercise and getting out 
into these rare and beautiful spring days are an added bonus.  And to have flowers from your child’s garden to bring inside to brighten your kitchen 
soon gives special joy.  
 
Whatever the approaching religious season holds for you, pitch in and welcome it.  And please don’t forget the power of flowers—especially a spot of 
your own creation.  
 Jackie Rohr, Ventura CA  

I Must Not Be Doing it Right 
      R&D, Maryland, BP/USA 

 A journey together 

An Easter Remembrance 

Replace this header with header from Winter issue (with mission statement) 

A few months after our son died, I start-
ed attending the monthly Bereaved 
Parents of the USA meetings in our com-
munity. One night they had a presenta-
tion on all the things one could do in 
memory of his or her child. 

I was overwhelmed. The presenter 
talked about making memory boxes, 
creating a quilt, planting trees, creating 
a special garden. After the presentation, 
one woman talked about how she had 
worked with the state legislature in 
memory of her daughter to change the 
law dealing with drunk drivers. Another 
had created a scholarship at her son’s 
high school and held an annual fund-
raiser that raised thousands of dollars to 
fund the scholarship. Another was 
working on raising funds to purchase 
an Angel of Hope statue and create a 
special garden in which the statue 
would be displayed and to which be-
reaved parents could go to remember 
their children. 

I was overwhelmed. Where were these 
people getting all this energy to do all 
these things in memory of their children 
and to memorialize them?  It was all I 

could do just to get through my days 
and to get to these meetings. What was 
wrong with me?  I must not be doing it 
right. How was I ever going to get 
through this grief?  I had to find some 
way to honor my son; to find a way to 
make some sense from his life; to find a 
way to be sure he was always remem-
bered in our community. Surely his 
death had to have meaning – and it 
seemed to be my job to find or create 
that meaning. 

But I was overwhelmed and could do 
no more than get through the days. I 
did try to think of things we could do, 
but just could not do them. Even the 
smallest efforts were too much. 

It’s been several years now since our son 
died. I have achieved that “inner peace” 
we instinctively seek after our child dies. 
The pain is still there, but I have grown 
stronger and can now bear it without 
being totally debilitated. Yes I will always 
be sad that our son died and is no long-
er with us in this world. But I move 
through my days with joy and happi-
ness, and real appreciation for the few 
years we had with our son – though 

they were not enough. 

And I look back on those early months, 
and even early years, after he died and 
realize that I did do it right. Attending 
meetings, talking with other bereaved 
parents in sharing groups and one-on-
one, the readings I did, that’s what I 
needed to do. 

I never created a scholarship. I never 
changed a law. I did not do any fund-
raisers. While I think that many people 
find those types of projects helpful, I 
came to realize that was not the way I 
needed to grieve. I suspect that is true 
for many of us grieving the death of a 
child. 

In the end, I muddled through, and 
reached a point where I honor and 
remember my son in my heart and 
through the way I live and treat others. 
I hope when I 
see my son 
again and he 
asks me how I 
have used the 
years since he 
died, that he 
will be proud of me. 

Volume XIX No. 2 

Spring 2014 

Easter signifies the Risen Christ, the most hopeful and positive symbol of Christendom, and the Jewish Passover celebrates escape from oppression and 
slavery into the promised land.  These holidays have not become burdened with required gift giving, home decoration, and lavish partying.  
 
As winter ends, and the trees, shrubs, and flowers of our valley burst into bloom, many bereaved parents feel their spirits lift a bit, and the pall of gloom 
subsides for many.  Some of our parents, in fact, leap into spring by planting a memorial garden for their child, which gives them something positive to 
do, and provides them with the pleasure of creating a little spot of beauty for them and their family and friends to enjoy.  The exercise and getting out 
into these rare and beautiful spring days are an added bonus.  And to have flowers from your child’s garden to bring inside to brighten your kitchen 
soon gives special joy.  
 
Whatever the approaching religious season holds for you, pitch in and welcome it.  And please don’t forget the power of flowers—especially a spot of 
your own creation.  
 Jackie Rohr, Ventura CA  

I Must Not Be Doing it Right 
      R&D, Maryland, BP/USA 

 A journey together 

An Easter Remembrance 

Replace this header with header from Winter issue (with mission statement) 



A JOURNEY TOGETHER                                                                                               Page 2

Here it comes, the dreaded anniversary. 
You may be wondering, "How will I deal 
with it? If the stress today is this bad, 
how horrible will I feel on the actual 
date?"  

As the first anniversary looms closer on 
the calendar, you may find yourself visit-
ing the past, reliving the days of your 
loss, the deep sadness, and maybe re-
membering the shock of your child's 
passing. We know the day is getting 
nearer, and it is the anticipation of spe-
cial days that cause our mind to go 
back. Fortunately, many feel the antici-
pation of the date is worse than the 
actual date itself.  

The first year after a loss is so difficult 
because it is a year of firsts. The first 
Christmas, New Year, Birthday (yours 
and theirs), Mother's Day, Father's Day, 
Valentine's Day...each of these special 
dates brings the pain and the anguish 
of living without your child. It is not 
unusual to relive the intense emotions 
that you experienced when your loss 

chance to remember the happy things, 
the things that made our beloved child 
special, and bring opportunities to build 
memorial traditions.  

Corrine O’Flynn 
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was new. Getting through the first year 
is hard.  

Nobody really can know what is in store 
for them in their grief journey. It is differ-
ent for each of us. But after making it 
through The Year of Firsts, we begin to 
see and know we will survive. We made 
it through the funeral or memorial ser-
vice, read and responded to all the 
thank you notes, took the flood of calls 
that are each in their own way so hard 
to bear. Then the quiet time settles in; 
when the calls and the notes stop com-
ing, the visits from well-wishers are few-
er and farther between. We have faced 
some of the difficult milestones - isn't 
this enough?  

Unfortunately, grieving does not "turn 
off" after one year. Time does not erase 
the past but it does provide an oppor-
tunity to think about our loved one, 
process our loss, and find meaning. 
Anniversaries and reminders, although 
painful at first, do become easier. These 
important dates give us a perfect 

 A  J O U R N E Y  T O G E T H E R  

The First Anniversary of Loss  

Why is my grief different in the second year? 

Why do I feel so much more empty in the second 

year? 

Why do I cry more, again, in the second year? 

Is it because I am more alone and the world has 

moved on? 

Has the world forgotten that you ever lived? 

Is it because I realize “with my heart” that you 

are not coming back? 

That forever is a long time? 

Is it because all of the “firsts” are over and I 

must move on? 

Why is my grief different in the second year? 

Because, my child, you are still gone. 

 Eleanor Oberle/TCF 
 in memory of her son Dan Oberle 

The Second Year  

Had we never lov'd sae kindly, 

Had we never lov'd sae blindly, 

Never met – or never parted – 

       we had ne'er been broken-hearted 

Robert Burns 

Her absence is like the sky, 

                spread over everything. 
C.S. Lewis 
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C.S. Lewis 
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Unwelcome Grief

the natural sciences. He worked and 
camped with the YMCA near his 
home in South Orange, New Jersey. 
He joined the Boy Scouts and became 
one of the first Eagle Scouts. He re-
tained an interest in camping and 
hiking throughout his life. 

 

As a professor of biology at Indiana 
University he found the lack of 
knowledge and “widespread igno-

His ability (need?) to spend an enor-
mous amount of time, in the field, 
observing the gall wasp and record-
ing his findings, describing in infinite 
detail its behavior patterns, may have 
been his way of dealing with the grief 
after the death of his five year old son 
from juvenile diabetes. Alfred Kinsey 
used the scientific techniques he de-
veloped during the years he studied 
the insect when he turned his atten-
tion to human sexuality. The wasp 
taught Kinsey that behavior, specifical-
ly mating practices, was not the same 
from individual to individual. He wrote 
a textbook, An Introduction to Biolo-
gy, which was widely used and co-
wrote Edible Wild Plants of Eastern 
North America. 

 

Kinsey acquired an early interest in 

rance of sexual structure and physiolo-
gy,” an area that needed to be stud-
ied. He applied the lessons learned 
observing the gall wasp to developing 
methods that could pierce the silence 
and scientifically study human sexuali-
ty and its variations. He published two 
volumes col-
l e c t i v e l y 
called The 
Kinsey Re-
ports: Sexual 
Behavior in 
the Human 
Male and 
Sexual Behav-
ior in the Hu-
man Female. 
Alfred Kinsey 
found a way 
to channel his grief and in so doing 
opened minds. 

Did You Know They Were Bereaved Parents? 

Unwelcome Grief  
 

I miss my life, before grief walked in, and made itself at home.  

Grief is something I wish would go away and forget how he found his way here.  
Who does he think he is, just showing up unexpected, taking control.  

I want him to go away, never to return.  

Grief is so powerful, it causes so many emotions.  

Grief can silence you, but can make you want to scream.  

Grief will bring you to your knees, but also make you want to run as far away as you can.  
Reading a good devotional can bring you comfort, but going into the woods and yelling at trees can be as soothing.  

Grief is so powerful.  

I want it to go away, but I also need it to stay.  
It makes me numb, but also makes me feel.  

Grief is so confusing, but makes so much sense. Grief can stay in my house.  

Grief can be overpowering but can be contained.  

Mature grief can be told when to go away and when it is needed.  

Mature grief can be entwined in my life and lived with.  
Grief. My life. Forever my enemy and my companion.  

 

Lee Ann Hutson, Greg’s Mom  

President BP/USA  
 

There is, I am convinced, no picture that 
conveys in all its dreadfulness, a vision of 
sorrow, despairing, remediless, supreme. If I 
could paint such a picture, the canvas would 
show only a woman 
looking down at her 
empty arms. 

Charlotte Bronte 

 

the natural sciences. He worked and 
camped with the YMCA near his 
home in South Orange, New Jersey. 
He joined the Boy Scouts and became 
one of the first Eagle Scouts. He re-
tained an interest in camping and 
hiking throughout his life. 

 

As a professor of biology at Indiana 
University he found the lack of 
knowledge and “widespread igno-

His ability (need?) to spend an enor-
mous amount of time, in the field, 
observing the gall wasp and record-
ing his findings, describing in infinite 
detail its behavior patterns, may have 
been his way of dealing with the grief 
after the death of his five year old son 
from juvenile diabetes. Alfred Kinsey 
used the scientific techniques he de-
veloped during the years he studied 
the insect when he turned his atten-
tion to human sexuality. The wasp 
taught Kinsey that behavior, specifical-
ly mating practices, was not the same 
from individual to individual. He wrote 
a textbook, An Introduction to Biolo-
gy, which was widely used and co-
wrote Edible Wild Plants of Eastern 
North America. 

 

Kinsey acquired an early interest in 

rance of sexual structure and physiolo-
gy,” an area that needed to be stud-
ied. He applied the lessons learned 
observing the gall wasp to developing 
methods that could pierce the silence 
and scientifically study human sexuali-
ty and its variations. He published two 
volumes col-
l e c t i v e l y 
called The 
Kinsey Re-
ports: Sexual 
Behavior in 
the Human 
Male and 
Sexual Behav-
ior in the Hu-
man Female. 
Alfred Kinsey 
found a way 
to channel his grief and in so doing 
opened minds. 

Did You Know They Were Bereaved Parents? 

Unwelcome Grief  
 

I miss my life, before grief walked in, and made itself at home.  

Grief is something I wish would go away and forget how he found his way here.  
Who does he think he is, just showing up unexpected, taking control.  

I want him to go away, never to return.  

Grief is so powerful, it causes so many emotions.  

Grief can silence you, but can make you want to scream.  

Grief will bring you to your knees, but also make you want to run as far away as you can.  
Reading a good devotional can bring you comfort, but going into the woods and yelling at trees can be as soothing.  

Grief is so powerful.  

I want it to go away, but I also need it to stay.  
It makes me numb, but also makes me feel.  

Grief is so confusing, but makes so much sense. Grief can stay in my house.  

Grief can be overpowering but can be contained.  

Mature grief can be told when to go away and when it is needed.  

Mature grief can be entwined in my life and lived with.  
Grief. My life. Forever my enemy and my companion.  

 

Lee Ann Hutson, Greg’s Mom  

President BP/USA  
 

There is, I am convinced, no picture that 
conveys in all its dreadfulness, a vision of 
sorrow, despairing, remediless, supreme. If I 
could paint such a picture, the canvas would 
show only a woman 
looking down at her 
empty arms. 

Charlotte Bronte 

 

the natural sciences. He worked and 
camped with the YMCA near his 
home in South Orange, New Jersey. 
He joined the Boy Scouts and became 
one of the first Eagle Scouts. He re-
tained an interest in camping and 
hiking throughout his life. 

 

As a professor of biology at Indiana 
University he found the lack of 
knowledge and “widespread igno-

His ability (need?) to spend an enor-
mous amount of time, in the field, 
observing the gall wasp and record-
ing his findings, describing in infinite 
detail its behavior patterns, may have 
been his way of dealing with the grief 
after the death of his five year old son 
from juvenile diabetes. Alfred Kinsey 
used the scientific techniques he de-
veloped during the years he studied 
the insect when he turned his atten-
tion to human sexuality. The wasp 
taught Kinsey that behavior, specifical-
ly mating practices, was not the same 
from individual to individual. He wrote 
a textbook, An Introduction to Biolo-
gy, which was widely used and co-
wrote Edible Wild Plants of Eastern 
North America. 

 

Kinsey acquired an early interest in 

rance of sexual structure and physiolo-
gy,” an area that needed to be stud-
ied. He applied the lessons learned 
observing the gall wasp to developing 
methods that could pierce the silence 
and scientifically study human sexuali-
ty and its variations. He published two 
volumes col-
l e c t i v e l y 
called The 
Kinsey Re-
ports: Sexual 
Behavior in 
the Human 
Male and 
Sexual Behav-
ior in the Hu-
man Female. 
Alfred Kinsey 
found a way 
to channel his grief and in so doing 
opened minds. 

Did You Know They Were Bereaved Parents? 

Unwelcome Grief  
 

I miss my life, before grief walked in, and made itself at home.  

Grief is something I wish would go away and forget how he found his way here.  
Who does he think he is, just showing up unexpected, taking control.  

I want him to go away, never to return.  

Grief is so powerful, it causes so many emotions.  

Grief can silence you, but can make you want to scream.  

Grief will bring you to your knees, but also make you want to run as far away as you can.  
Reading a good devotional can bring you comfort, but going into the woods and yelling at trees can be as soothing.  

Grief is so powerful.  

I want it to go away, but I also need it to stay.  
It makes me numb, but also makes me feel.  

Grief is so confusing, but makes so much sense. Grief can stay in my house.  

Grief can be overpowering but can be contained.  

Mature grief can be told when to go away and when it is needed.  

Mature grief can be entwined in my life and lived with.  
Grief. My life. Forever my enemy and my companion.  

 

Lee Ann Hutson, Greg’s Mom  

President BP/USA  
 

There is, I am convinced, no picture that 
conveys in all its dreadfulness, a vision of 
sorrow, despairing, remediless, supreme. If I 
could paint such a picture, the canvas would 
show only a woman 
looking down at her 
empty arms. 

Charlotte Bronte 

 



Page 5Volume XIX  No. 2,  SprINg 2014

the natural sciences. He worked and 
camped with the YMCA near his 
home in South Orange, New Jersey. 
He joined the Boy Scouts and became 
one of the first Eagle Scouts. He re-
tained an interest in camping and 
hiking throughout his life. 

 

As a professor of biology at Indiana 
University he found the lack of 
knowledge and “widespread igno-

His ability (need?) to spend an enor-
mous amount of time, in the field, 
observing the gall wasp and record-
ing his findings, describing in infinite 
detail its behavior patterns, may have 
been his way of dealing with the grief 
after the death of his five year old son 
from juvenile diabetes. Alfred Kinsey 
used the scientific techniques he de-
veloped during the years he studied 
the insect when he turned his atten-
tion to human sexuality. The wasp 
taught Kinsey that behavior, specifical-
ly mating practices, was not the same 
from individual to individual. He wrote 
a textbook, An Introduction to Biolo-
gy, which was widely used and co-
wrote Edible Wild Plants of Eastern 
North America. 

 

Kinsey acquired an early interest in 

rance of sexual structure and physiolo-
gy,” an area that needed to be stud-
ied. He applied the lessons learned 
observing the gall wasp to developing 
methods that could pierce the silence 
and scientifically study human sexuali-
ty and its variations. He published two 
volumes col-
l e c t i v e l y 
called The 
Kinsey Re-
ports: Sexual 
Behavior in 
the Human 
Male and 
Sexual Behav-
ior in the Hu-
man Female. 
Alfred Kinsey 
found a way 
to channel his grief and in so doing 
opened minds. 

Did You Know They Were Bereaved Parents? 

Unwelcome Grief  
 

I miss my life, before grief walked in, and made itself at home.  

Grief is something I wish would go away and forget how he found his way here.  
Who does he think he is, just showing up unexpected, taking control.  

I want him to go away, never to return.  

Grief is so powerful, it causes so many emotions.  

Grief can silence you, but can make you want to scream.  

Grief will bring you to your knees, but also make you want to run as far away as you can.  
Reading a good devotional can bring you comfort, but going into the woods and yelling at trees can be as soothing.  

Grief is so powerful.  

I want it to go away, but I also need it to stay.  
It makes me numb, but also makes me feel.  

Grief is so confusing, but makes so much sense. Grief can stay in my house.  

Grief can be overpowering but can be contained.  

Mature grief can be told when to go away and when it is needed.  

Mature grief can be entwined in my life and lived with.  
Grief. My life. Forever my enemy and my companion.  

 

Lee Ann Hutson, Greg’s Mom  

President BP/USA  
 

There is, I am convinced, no picture that 
conveys in all its dreadfulness, a vision of 
sorrow, despairing, remediless, supreme. If I 
could paint such a picture, the canvas would 
show only a woman 
looking down at her 
empty arms. 

Charlotte Bronte 

 

 

PRACTICAL ADVICE  
                                                                                                                          Excerpted from A Life Care Guide to Grief and Bereavement 

THE GRIEF PROCESS 

To help explain the grief process, psychologist William Worden outlined four ‘’tasks’’ of grieving.  This framework offers a way to identi-
fy all that is involved in grieving, but keep in mind that the tasks are not separate aspects of grief.  You may work through the different 
aspects again and again in different ways as you move through the tasks. 

 The Tasks of Grief 

 Accept the reality of the loss.  From the moment you are told that a love one has died, or may die, you know it mentally.  
However, it may take a much longer time to accept it emotionally.  For weeks or months after the death, you may reach for the tele-
phone, or even dial the number to call your loved one, only to realize he or she is gone.  It is then that you have to remind yourself of 
your loss---- and accept that your loved one is gone.  However, even after adjusting to life without your loved one, you may have a 
new surge of disbelief.  You may feel torn between wanting to accept reality and feeling disloyal to your loved one for doing so.  Re-
member, accepting the loss does not mean letting go. 

 Experience the pain of grief.  How long does normal grief last?  The answer is different for everyone and every situation.  It 
can take several years to establish a new sense of normalcy.  But life goes on, the process of grieving can help you restore harmony 
and balance to your life. 

 Adjust to life without your loved ones.  Each day you may be confronted in small or large ways with the absence of your 
loved ones.  He or she is not there to go to lunch with, to call in the evening, to celebrate the holidays, to go on vacation or do the 
taxes. The process of adjusting may go on over the course of a lifetime.  You may have to adjust to the loss of your child, for example, 
when his or her friends graduate from high school, get married or have children.  Holidays and other traditions you would have 
shared may also be constant reminders--- as are daily rituals--- and each one requires adjustment.  The empty chair at the dining room 
table, the personal belongings in the closet are all still reminders of your loss...some things you may choose to keep as a comforting 
reminder of your loved one.  And some things you may change and adapt as your life moves on. 

 Find ways to remember. At first, you may struggle to adjust your life without your loved ones, but as time goes on, your life 
will continue to evolve, just as you do.  It is not so much a matter of “letting go,” rather, it means shifting from being with that person 
to just have thoughts of that person.  This simply means that as time goes on, you will be choosing memories, rituals and other ways of 
remembering and relating to your loved one.  As you grow and change your memories of your loved one will grow and change as 
well. 

Book 
Review 

The Death of a Child 
Elaine E. Stillwell 
ACTA Publications 2004 
 
Elaine Stillwell writes a thorough guide to bereaved parenthood. Included in her effort are all the chapters 
one would expect with such a book such as anger, guilt, journaling, managing bad days, learning to live 
again and so on. She deals with each area of grief by sharing her personal story and what she has learned. 
She gives us lots of ideas on how to navigate on the grief journey and is quick to credit the ideas of others 
often wondering out loud, “Why didn’t I think of that?” Recognizing how different types of death (disease, 
accident, suicide, murder, acts of terrorism, etc.) cause unique issues for surviving family members, she ex-
tolls the value of attending a support group. Elaine is not afraid to explain how her faith helped her, but 
does not preach nor proselytize. This excellent effort will be valuable to newly bereaved and those close to 
them as well as parents still finding their way after some years. 

Books last long after the flowers have withered, the casseroles have been eaten, and the sympathy cards have been packed 
away.  They whisper to our inner voice and answer some of the questions of our heart.  They make wonderful gifts to ourselves 
and to those who want to understand our pain. 
      Elaine Stillwell 
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A PRAYER FOR 
SPRING 

 
By Janis Heel 

BP/USA Chapter, Ocala FL 

 

Like Springtime, let me unfold 

and grow fresh and anew from 

this cocoon of grief that has 

been spun around me. 

 

Help me face the harsh reality 

of sunshine and renewed life 

as my bones still creak from 

the winter of my grief. 

 

Life has dared to go on around 

me and, as I recover from the 

insult of life’s continuance, I 

readjust my focus to include 

healing and growth as possibility 

in my future. 

 

Give me strength to break out 

of the cocoon of my grief, but 

may I never forget it is the 

place where I grew my wings, 

becoming a new person because 

of my loss. 

The Rose  
 

by Amanda McBroom 
 

Some say love, it is a river  
That drowns the tender reed.  
Some say love, it is a razor  
That leaves your soul to bleed.  
Some say love, it is a hunger,  
An endless aching need.  
I say love, it is a flower,  
And you it's only seed.  
 
It's the heart afraid of breaking  
That never learns to dance.  
It's the dream afraid of waking  
That never takes the chance.  
It's the one who won't be taken,  
Who cannot seem to give,  
And the soul afraid of dyin'  
That never learns to live.  
 

When the night has been too lonely  
And the road has been too long,  
And you think that love is only  
For the lucky and the strong,  
Just remember in the winter  
Far beneath the bitter snows  
Lies the seed that with the sun's love  
In the spring becomes the rose. 

Brothers and Sisters Remembered 
We’ve lost special loved ones, now gone from our sight 
We are left to go on living, 
So let us light candles and speak their names 
Remembering the love they’re still giving. 
 
We are the candles that keep them alive, 
Shining their memories around us! 
Peace to your hearts my compassionate friends. 
May the glow from their faces surround us. 
 
Joy Caporello, Cape Cod, MA 

 
Poetry 
Page 

 

A Peak Into Heaven 
by Callie Sanders Thornton 

; 
Just one little peek into heaven, 

Is all I’m asking for today. 
I just want to know how she’s  

doing, 
And heaven seems so far away. 
Is she playing on the clouds with 

angels? 
Is she laughing and running  

today? 
Does she miss me? 

I guess only she knows. 
Oh why does heaven seem so far 

away? 
If you just let me look for a  

moment, 
To catch a glimpse of her sweet 

smiling face, 
I promise I won’t try to take her, 
I know, she’s in a better place. 

Just one little peek into heaven, 
Is all I’m asking for today. 

I just want to know how she’s  
doing, 

And heaven seems so far away… 

Gift of  
Roses 
 by Billy M. Smallwood 
 

A loving gift of roses,  

       just one can say it all, 

To stand upon time's table,  

      until the petals fall, 
To draw the sun of morning,  

       but no more to feel the dew, 

On the other side of roses, 

         I hurt from losing you. 
 

How very softly you tiptoed into our 
world, almost silently, only a moment 
you stayed.  But what an imprint your 
footsteps have left upon our hearts. 
Dorothy Ferguson  

Where you used to be, there is a hole 
in the world, which I find myself con-
stantly walking around in the daytime, 
and falling in at night.  I miss you like 
hell.  

Edna St. Vincent Millay  

Waiting For Me 
 My cousins and I spent endless hours swimming in Crystal Lake outside of Tomahawk.  
Grandma Smith sat in a homemade wood chair with a small seat and slanted back for those 
same hours.  We dove off the boat, fished off the dock, built in the sand all under Grandma’s 
watchful eye.  We all knew that nothing bad could happen to us because Grandma was there 
watching over us. 
 
 In the fall that simple chair was stored in the cottage until we rushed spring into summer and brought it out again.  
None of us could go into the lake until the chair was in place.   
 
 At a wedding this fall under Rib Mountain, twenty five miles from Tomahawk I wondered if the wooden chair was 
still sitting under the shade tree next the to beach.  I wondered if I’d ever feel that safe again.  Now, I know that winter is 
coming. 
 
 Winter is coming, but Grandma’s message was not that life is an endless summer.  Her message was to enjoy life, to 
celebrate our time together.  Death is coming for us all.  Our job is to live, to love, to celebrate without fear.   
 
 For our honeymoon I took my wife swimming at Grandma’s cottage.  Later we visited Grandma at the nursing 
home.  Grandma had dementia but she had one more message to pass on. 
 
 I wanted Grandma to know me so I explained I was Gene’s oldest and this was my brand new wife.  I asked if 
Grandma knew me.  She said “ I don’t remember names anymore but I loved you before you were born.” 
 
 If I worry about where Matt is or how he is doing, I think of Grandma Smith.  She loved him before he was born.  
Grandma is someplace in that old wooden chair and Matt is more than safe.  They’re just waiting for me to get there.   
 
Keith Swett, Matt’s Dad   Seymour, WI   

Bereaved Parents of the USA Loses a Good Friend 
Darcie D. Sims 
May 20, 1947 – February 27, 2014 

Darcie Sims was one of us.  She listened to our stories, she felt our pain, she walked our walk, she made 
us laugh, she made us cry and she always taught us something to help in our grieving the death of our 
child or children.  She was a strong supporter of Bereaved Parents of the USA, often spoke at our gather-
ings, attended our workshops, and was a frequent workshop presenter.  She wrote and spoke both from 
personal experience of grief over the death of her son, Austin (“Big A”), and from extensive academic 
learning and interactions with thousands of bereaved parents.  Darcie was a genuinely nice person.  Her 
death is a great loss to all of us who knew her personally, those thousands who heard her speak and read her writings, and those 
many bereaved parents to come who will never hear her speak. 
Darcie’s accomplishments are impressive.  After Austin’s death she discovered there was very little available to support or assist 
parents facing the nightmare of child loss.  She made it her life’s purpose to learn all she could about the grief process and teach all 
she learned to other grieving parents.  She earned a number of degrees and became a grief management specialist, a certified thana-
tologist, a certified pastoral bereavement specialist, and a licensed psychotherapist.  She is the author of Why Are the Casseroles 
Always Tuna?, Footsteps Through the Valley, Touchstones, and If I Could Just See Hope.  She co-authored A Place For Me: A heal-
ing Journey for Grieving Kids, Footsteps Through Grief, The Other Side of Grief, and Finding Your Way Through Grief, with her 
daughter, Alicia Sims Franklin.  She co-authored The Crying Handbook, In the Midst of Caregiving, and Exploring the Heart, Soul, 
and Challenges of Caregiving for Professionals, with Dr. Robert Baugher.  She also wrote and produced the videos Handling the 
Holidays and What Color is Dead: Death From A Child’s View, as well as authored numerous chapters in professional books and 
textbooks.  Darcie was featured in the award-winning video series “Good Grief” produced by Iowa Public Television, and has been 
featured in several other videos as well.  She wrote six Care Notes for Abbey Press.  She was an internationally recognized speaker 
who delivered her message of hope with compassion, grace and a fair amount of humor.  
The bereaved parents community was greatly enriched by Darcie Sims and her life.  Her writings will continue to help us for years 
to come. 
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healing and growth as possibility 

in my future. 

 

Give me strength to break out 

of the cocoon of my grief, but 

may I never forget it is the 

place where I grew my wings, 

becoming a new person because 

of my loss. 

The Rose  
 

by Amanda McBroom 
 

Some say love, it is a river  
That drowns the tender reed.  
Some say love, it is a razor  
That leaves your soul to bleed.  
Some say love, it is a hunger,  
An endless aching need.  
I say love, it is a flower,  
And you it's only seed.  
 
It's the heart afraid of breaking  
That never learns to dance.  
It's the dream afraid of waking  
That never takes the chance.  
It's the one who won't be taken,  
Who cannot seem to give,  
And the soul afraid of dyin'  
That never learns to live.  
 

When the night has been too lonely  
And the road has been too long,  
And you think that love is only  
For the lucky and the strong,  
Just remember in the winter  
Far beneath the bitter snows  
Lies the seed that with the sun's love  
In the spring becomes the rose. 

Brothers and Sisters Remembered 
We’ve lost special loved ones, now gone from our sight 
We are left to go on living, 
So let us light candles and speak their names 
Remembering the love they’re still giving. 
 
We are the candles that keep them alive, 
Shining their memories around us! 
Peace to your hearts my compassionate friends. 
May the glow from their faces surround us. 
 
Joy Caporello, Cape Cod, MA 
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A Peak Into Heaven 
by Callie Sanders Thornton 

; 
Just one little peek into heaven, 

Is all I’m asking for today. 
I just want to know how she’s  

doing, 
And heaven seems so far away. 
Is she playing on the clouds with 

angels? 
Is she laughing and running  

today? 
Does she miss me? 

I guess only she knows. 
Oh why does heaven seem so far 

away? 
If you just let me look for a  

moment, 
To catch a glimpse of her sweet 

smiling face, 
I promise I won’t try to take her, 
I know, she’s in a better place. 

Just one little peek into heaven, 
Is all I’m asking for today. 

I just want to know how she’s  
doing, 

And heaven seems so far away… 

Gift of  
Roses 
 by Billy M. Smallwood 
 

A loving gift of roses,  

       just one can say it all, 

To stand upon time's table,  

      until the petals fall, 
To draw the sun of morning,  

       but no more to feel the dew, 

On the other side of roses, 

         I hurt from losing you. 
 

How very softly you tiptoed into our 
world, almost silently, only a moment 
you stayed.  But what an imprint your 
footsteps have left upon our hearts. 
Dorothy Ferguson  

Where you used to be, there is a hole 
in the world, which I find myself con-
stantly walking around in the daytime, 
and falling in at night.  I miss you like 
hell.  

Edna St. Vincent Millay  



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 
what faith we uphold as we confront the tragedies of our children’s deaths. To-
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.
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