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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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Thanksgiving at my house is always a crazy affair. With four 
siblings, their extended fami-
lies, various cousins, odd 
aunts and friends who were 
unable to travel “home” for 
the holiday, on top of my 
own expanding family all 
coming together to cele-
brate life in this great coun-
try. It is loud, lovely and a 
little bit lonely. One may 
wonder how I could possi-
bly feel alone while sur-
rounded by so many people 
who care about me, love me 
and understand the enor-
mous loss that I’ve suffered, but that is the nature of loss. Some-
times it is felt most acutely when there is an abundance of joy 
to be shared. 

I remember one year we had an especially large number as all 
the out-of-towners came in for Thanksgiving. A cousin, not 
meaning to be hurtful, commented, “How wonderful it was to 
have the whole family together.”  She, of course, was right, but 

I, listening with my heart instead of my ears, heard “hole” fam-
ily. And that is the dilemma.  No matter how many friends and 
family I wrap around myself there will always be a hole in my 
family and a hole in my heart. Like an unpainted corner in a 
freshly painted room, it’s the part that stands out. 

For many years after Brad died I was unable to enjoy the bless-
ings of life. Even from the depths of deepest grief, however, I 
understood there were people patiently awaiting my return to 
living. Not unlike an accident victim re-learning to walk, I’ve had 
to re-learn to appreciate this big family of mine. Now I can play 
with the kids, ogle over the newest members, laugh at the stu-
pid jokes (and tell a few myself), eat too much, drink (a little) too 
much and simply enjoy the company of people I’ve loved for so 
many years. 

When I look at the tapestry of my life, when I see its grandeur 
and its beauty, my eyes are still drawn to the hole left by my 
son’s death. Over time, the tapestry has grown in size, ever ex-
panding with marriages and births and new friends and experi-
ences, but the hole has remained. Smaller, to be sure, in com-
parison to the larger picture, but still there, still very much a part 
of who I am. And that, perhaps, is as it should be. 

Editor 

Reminiscing about some old TV shows the 
other day, I recalled the Candid Camera 
program. Alan Funt would create funny 
situations and catch people “in the act of 
being themselves.” One of my favorites 
was the time Funt emptied the ketchup 
bottle at a diner, painted the inside of the 
bottle red so it looked full, and filmed peo-
ple pounding the bottle trying to get 
some ketchup on their burgers and fries.  
Capitalizing on the show’s success he 
made a full length movie called, What Do 
You Say to a Naked Lady, which, as the 
title suggests, caught the reactions of peo-
ple who unexpectedly came face to face 
with totally nude people in very public 
places. One skit involved a naked woman 
wearing only high heels bumping into a 
guy as he came around a corner. Most 

people were flummoxed or flustered and 
couldn’t find the right words (as if there 
were any) or just turned red and walked 
swiftly away. I remember one fellow 
looked the woman in the eyes and said, 
“Nice shoes.” Pretty funny stuff.  

The death of a child is life’s most difficult 
experience. We bereaved struggle with 
many intense and frightening emotions, 
including depression, anger, and guilt. 
Often we feel isolated and alone in our 
grief. Having someone to lean on can 
help the grieving process. Sadly, others let 
their uneasiness prevent them from reach-
ing out to us. Now, more than ever, we 
need their support. Even if they might not 
know exactly what to say or what to do, 
that’s okay. They don’t need to have an-
swers or give advice. The most important 

thing they can do for a grieving parent is 
to simply be there. Their support and car-
ing presence will help us cope with the 
pain and begin the healing process.  

We are like one of Mr. Funt’s naked ladies. 
No one knows what to say. Usually they 
just babble some cliché and move away 
as fast as they can when they, unexpect-
edly, encounter us. They may be afraid of 
saying the wrong thing, making us feel 
even worse, of intruding into our grief, or 
maybe they feel there’s little they can do 
to make things better. They know they 
don’t have answers and if they try to give 
advice it’s usually wrong. We almost pity 
them for their obvious discomfort. How 
grand it would be if they understood.   

R&D, BP/USA Maryland 
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MENDED SHIRT—MENDED HEART  
 

My life changed forever. I lost my oldest son, Brian, in a motorcycle accident. Our family struggled through the fog of 
grief. Many friends and family worked tirelessly to help us along our rough road. None more so than Brian’s car club 
pals. 

As I was sitting and reflecting on the past ten years and how I ever made it from there to here, I looked at a T-shirt 
Brian’s friends had printed up right after they heard the news. I saw many similarities between those T-shirts and my 
grief. Looking at the photos of the new shirts made me think how the image of the design was so sharp, just like my 
grief, on a fabric black as night with a sharp white edge that hurt to look at it. My grief was like that.  I didn’t want to 
look at it because if I did I had to come to grips with the fact that it really did happen…my son was gone. 

I have worn that shirt many times over the last ten years and noticed, not unlike my grief, the shirt has been softened by 
time.  The black is not so black. It has slowly, without notice, shifted colors to a dark gray.  Almost like the gray of the sky 
before the sun rises.  The edges of the image have blurred.  You can still see the ghost of an image but it’s not quite 
white.  I might compare them to the wrinkles that formed on my face from the early days of my grief. They are still there, 
etched in my face but fade when I find occasions to smile. The shirt has holes worn in many places, but are carefully 
patched with thread... much like my heart over the years. A thoughtless comment, people forgetting to mention my 
son’s name, all the special occasions spent without him.  Somehow, with the 
help of loved ones and dear friends I’ve been able to mend the holes in my 
heart just like the holes in my T-shirt. There are days when the patch doesn’t 
quite hold and the tears flow and the heart aches once more, but like the shirt 
a good friend or family member will come along and help me mend the fray-
ing thread. 

My black T-shirt, like my grief has become a part of me.  We have changed over 
time but if you look closely you can see that image still there, showing it’s never 
gone, just faded. Now I can close my eyes and, like the printing on my T-shirt 
when it was new, I can see the good memories of my time with my son as 
sharp, clear and beautiful as a crisp fall sky and thank God for my time with 
him.  
 

Greg Klocke,  St. Charles, Missouri 

 

Looking back, I would say it was important to lean on others for help and support. You may be trying to muscle your 
way through the holiday season, but grief can bubble up and disrupt even the most steadfast resolve. Be gentle 
with yourself and cut yourself some slack. Do the things you are comfortable doing and plan an “out” in case it’s too 
much for you.         

Excerpted from Christmas Without Chris  by Ami Neilberger Miller 

REPRINT POLICY 
Material in the National newsletter of BP/USA may be copied only if 
the article is copied in its entirety, if the person writing the article is 
identified as noted in the Newsletter and if it is clearly stated that it 
was taken from the national Newsletter of BP/USA, A JOURNEY 
TOGETHER, and if you also include our website: 
www.bereavedparentsusa.org. This material is to be used and given to 
help persons with the grieving process and may not be sold for profit 
without first obtaining the permission of the author of the article 
and/or the editor of this newsletter. 

Richard A. Berman, Editor 
BP/USA Newsletter 
5720 Reisterstown Rd. 
Baltimore, MD 21215 

newsletters@bereavedparentsusa.org 

BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA 
A Journey Together is a national newsletter published quarterly by 
Bereaved Parents of the USA. You may subscribe or unsubscribe 
to this newsletter by going to www.bereavedparentsusa.org, and 
clicking on National Newsletter on the menu on the first page. 
You will find the proper forms through that site. You will also 
find articles, locations of chapters, and links to other organizations 
on that web site.  

For other information, contact:  

Bereaved Parents of the USA 
PO Box 622 
St. Peters, MO 63376 
 
Visit: 
www.bereavedparentsusa.org 
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That Really Sucks! 
“I am sorry for your loss.”  It is not as annoying as “He’s in a better place;” nor is it as infuriating as “It was 
God’s plan.” Since our son died, I must have heard “I’m sorry for your loss” a thousand times.  And every time I 
hear it, my teeth set on edge like the screech of chalk on a blackboard. 

I have heard police, firefighters, EMTs, social workers, and even therapists say it.  I have said it myself.  But 
what does “sorry for your loss” mean? People may actually be sympathetic to my loss, but the phrase has be-
come so trite and spoken so routinely that the expression has become almost meaningless.  If “I’m sorry for 
your loss” is supposed to soften the blow of my child’s death, it doesn’t. And it can’t. Grief and Pain are not 
assuaged by an over-used cliché. 

By saying, “I am sorry for your loss,” the speaker has expressed concern and compassion.  But does he really 
feel that sorrow? Does he truly understand what he is sorry for? There is little I can say in response except 
“Thanks.”  But “thanks” for what? 

Perhaps the younger generation says it better.  “That really sucks!”  Obscene?  Maybe at one time.  But no 
longer today.  It is a phrase that can convey real emotion and feeling.  And you know, the death of our son 
really does suck. When someone says that to me I feel the emotion and compassion and believe that he really 
does get it. 

So if we run into each other one day and talk about the death of your child, don’t be surprised if I blurt out, 
“Ya’ know, that really sucks!”  You’ll understand I am not simply paying lip service to your loss, but real hom-
age to the depth of your grief and pain. 

R&D Maryland BP/USA 

From Our President: 
First, I’d like to say “thanks” for your kind thoughts and words in our association since Gathering 2014.  Next, I need to 

say that Bereaved Parents of the USA is 19 years old.  Although BP/USA has had a brief history, it will see some enhance-

ments in the future as we begin marketing efforts to reach out to the many bereaved that have not identified with any or-

ganization or peer group.   Although we have seen more chapters established, some change their focus between Chapter, 

Outreach, Satellite and Group status, and, unfortunately, some do close.  We hope that our marketing efforts lead to suc-

cessful outreach for those who need our brand of HOPE during their grief journeys.  Best wishes and peace to you in the coming season.  
 

Mike Francisco, President BP/USA 

From A Father’s Heart 
Joyce Beaulieu 
PublishAmerica, 2008 
 
What are the different ways men and women grieve? Joyce Beaulieu does not try to answer that 
question. Rather, she allows several fathers to talk about their child’s death and how they have 
dealt with the emotional roller coaster that followed. The writing is not professional, but is 
straight forward and honest. These stories are written using clear, concise language without any 
fancy prose and are representative of the guy next door. 

These regular fellows talk in real terms about feelings men are often not encouraged to express. Some speak about the horrible an-
guish on learning of their child’s death and the weeks and months following. Others deal with the long term effects on themselves 
and their families. 

“Lately, I have noticed a change in my attitude. Before, I thought of you with a tear in my eyes. Now, I think of you with a smile on my 
face. Before I used to think of you and mourn your death. Now, I think of you and celebrate your life on earth. I remember the beauti-
ful memories that you have left us with.” 

“When we left for the funeral I felt like I was driving to my execution, which would have been preferable to the hell I’m going through. 
Nothing — no book, counselor, or experience — can prepare you for your child’s funeral. During the funeral I felt like jumping into the 
grave so I could be buried with her.” 

Many of these men were consumed by their melancholy until they found a support group near their home or participated in an online 
group. Their advice, unadorned as it is, can be helpful to bereaved dads who are finding it difficult to express their grief. 
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ANOTHER CHRISTMAS 
 
What can I possibly say to help someone through the holidays? I cannot recall how many 
times I have wished for magic words to ease someone else’s pain. But, of course, there are 
no magic words. There aren’t even any answers. But there are suggestions of ideas tried in 
the past. As bereaved parents and siblings, it is important to share our experiences with 
newly bereaved families who look to us for help. 
 
Our first Christmas without our son Jesse, we changed almost all of our normal activities. We traditionally had had dinner in my husband’s parents’ 
home. That first year, instead, we had dinner at my daughter’s home. We invited friends who did not have family in the area. We shopped very lit-
tle. The stores and crowds were too much to handle. We hung no decorations or stockings, had no tree — nothing. I stayed busy making candy and 
baking breads.  
 
We tried to help others less fortunate than ourselves. We donated toys and food to various charities. We participated in a Breakfast with Santa with 
Project Kind, the wonderful school Jesse had attended. Basically, we did what we had to do to survive. Friends and family seemed to understand or 
at least accepted our changes. Maybe they just didn’t want to discuss it. Whatever! We survived those first holidays, much to our amazement. 
 
The second Christmas season we had a new one-month old granddaughter. She helped a lot. We all know that our children can never be replaced. 
But if there is someone or something else to focus on, even for awhile, it helps. We had dinner at our home that year. We put up decorations, includ-
ing Jesse’s stocking. We decided that anyone who wished could write Jesse a note and place it in his stocking. Between preparing dinner and loving 
the new baby, again we survived. 
 
Now this year we intend to return to Jim’s parents. I don’t dread Christmas nearly as much as before. I’m not really looking forward to it, but I 
don’t panic at the thought. What I would like to suggest to others is to do what you need to do. Other peoples’ expectations don’t automatically have 
to be met. Discuss your feelings with family members. Remember, they hurt too. They will try to understand and respect your feelings. It takes a lot 
of time and energy to grieve. Allow yourself all the time you need.  
 
I hope that something I mentioned is of help to newly bereaved families. The holidays can be painful, but we shall survive them. Maybe next year 
will be easier, and the next even easier still. Maybe before too long, we can enjoy all the memories of Christmases past without so much pain.  
 
I wish you all a peaceful Christmas.  
 
Brenda Hobbs 
Denton, Texas  

 

 

Join us for the 

2015 National 

Gathering 

in Hartford, CT  

July 24-26  

More information on our website: bereavedparentsusa.org 
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We Speak the Same Language 
 

For bereaved parents, it is often after the funeral in the weeks and months that follow when the full weight 
of grief bears down. Some people try to stay busy by throwing themselves into activities. But at some 
point, you have to address your grief. It is during this time that bereaved parents need to find at least one 
person with whom to share that pain. Sometimes, that person is a counselor or other parent(s) who has 
lost a child. 
 
There is solidarity among people who have experienced this kind of loss. It is, thank God, a very small 
percentage of the universe. If you are part of that small percentage, though, you don’t know if you are go-
ing to survive. Being around other bereaved parents is like talking to people who speak the same lan-
guage.  
 
Jacquie G. Bluethmann 

Normal is having tears waiting behind every smile when 
you realize someone important is missing from all the im-
portant events in your family’s life. 

Normal is trying to decide what to take to the cemetery 
for Birthdays, Christmas, Thanksgiving, New Years, Val-
entine’s Day, July 4th. 

Normal is feeling like you can’t sit another minute with-
out getting up and screaming, because you just don’t like 
to sit through anything anymore. 

Normal is not sleeping very well because a thousand what 
if’s and why didn’t I’s go through your head constantly. 

Normal is reliving that day continuously through your 
eyes and mind, holding your head to make it go away. 

Normal is having the TV on the minute you walk into the 
house to have noise, because the silence is deafening. 

Normal is every happy event in my life always being 
backed up with sadness lurking close behind, because of 
the hole in my heart. 

Normal is staring at every boy who looks like he is my 
son’s age. And then thinking of the age he would be now. 
Then wondering why it is even important to imagine it, 
because it will never happen. 

Normal is telling the story of my child’s death as if it were 
an everyday, common place activity, and then seeing the 
horror in someone’s eyes at how awful it sounds. And yet 
realizing it has become a part of my “normal.” 

Normal is having some people afraid to mention my child. 

Normal is making sure that others remember her. 

Normal is weeks, months, and years after the initial shock, 
the grieving gets worse sometimes, not better. 

 

Normal is not listening to people compare anything in 
their life to this loss, unless they too have lost a child. 
Nothing — even if your child is in the remotest part of the 
earth away from you — it doesn’t compare. Losing a par-
ent is horrible, but having to bury your own child is un-
natural.  

Normal is sitting at the computer crying, sharing how you 
feel with chat buddies who have also lost a child. 

Normal is feeling a common bond with friends on the 
computer in the UK or US but yet never having met any 
of them face to face. 

Normal is a new friendship with another grieving mother, 
talking and crying together over our children and our new 
lives. 

Normal is not listening to people make excuses for God. 
“God may have done this because...” I know that my child 
is in heaven, but hearing people trying to think up excuses 
as to why my child was taken from this earth is not appre-
ciated and makes absolutely no sense to this grieving 
mother. 

Normal is wondering this time whether you are going to 
say you have two children, because you will never see this 
person again and it is not worth explaining that my eldest 
child is in heaven. And yet when you say you have only 
two children to avoid that problem, you feel horrible as if 
you have betrayed your child. 

Normal is asking God why he took your child’s life and 
asking if there even is a God. 

Normal is knowing I will never get over this loss, in a day 
or a million years. 

And last of all, Normal is hiding all the things that have 
become “normal” for you to feel, so that everyone around 
you will think that you are “normal.” 

So This is Normal 
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When Grief during the  
                        Holidays is New 
By Pat Schwiebert, R.N. 
pat@tearsoup.com  
 
As we officially enter the holiday 
season those who grieve enter into 
a quagmire of emotions. 
 
 Is it okay to experience joy 

when your loved one is dead? 
 Can you be grateful for the time 

you had with your loved one 
while being overwhelmed with 
missing that person? 

 Will you give yourself permis-
sion to join in the festivities of 
the season or not gather with 
family and friends depending on 
how you feel in the moment? 

 
For those in their first season, you 
may be surprised at how challeng-
ing this time of year may 
be. Friends and family may or may 
not be aware of what this may be 
like for you. Because holidays are 
more intense, and hold more ex-
pectations than other times in the 
year, they are a set up for those 
who grieve. Holidays tend to be 
family time. You would think it 
should mean that family will be 
around supporting each other and 
remembering holidays past and 
those no longer present. Some will 
do it well. Others will deny there’s 
someone missing, while the at-
mosphere will be like there is an 
elephant in the room, but every-
body’s pretending that nothing 
special is going on. 
 
People will mean well. But their 
tendency may be to want to fix 
you. They want the old you back. 
They want you to be happy in or-
der to reduce their discomfort. But 
there is no fixing a broken 
heart. Your heart will never again 
be without blemish. The scar from 
your sorrow will remain, and the 
healing that you will go through 
will make you a different person. 

mean to me personally and how 
do I wish to celebrate it. For 
example will I attend or not 
attend church services etc. 

 What traditions do I want to 
hold onto and which are impor-
tant to others in my family? 

 Am I willing to let others know 
what will help me feel safe at 
gatherings and to ask what 
their needs may be? 

 What rituals could I create 
around the holidays to help me 
remember my loved one? 

 
There is no right or wrong way to 
celebrate the holidays. Set out 
with the intention to do the best 
you can, given the circumstances. 
Whether you stick to old family 
traditions or change the pattern, 
it’s all OK. You will not be able to 
please everyone.  Next year you 
may have more energy and more 
interest in participating in holiday 
routines than you do now. This 
year you may have to figure out 
how to get through the season and 
not set yourself up for what you’re 
not ready for. Try to recognize 
that the holiday is just another day 
of the year filled with all sorts of 
activities, not just dreaded memo-
ries. 

P A G E  6  

That’s not a bad thing. But it’s 
helpful to know that part of you 
will be changing. 
 
To simplify the holidays it may be 
helpful to assess just what is im-
portant to you. Here are a few 
questions to ask yourself about the 
holidays: 

 What kind of celebration do I 
want to have this year? 

 Do I really have to put up 
all those decorations? 

 Can meals be more simply pre-
pared and be just as filling with 
a few less calories? 

 Who is it important for me to 
see and visit with during the 
holidays? 

 Who makes the rules about who 
I must give presents to and 
how much I must spend? 

 Must I attend every event that I 
am invited to during the holiday 
season? 

 Can I give myself permission to 
create some new traditions? 

 Can I believe that people are 
coming to visit me and that 
they are not there to check on 
my housecleaning abilities or 
lack thereof? 

 Can I be kind to myself and 
plan some quiet times during 
the holidays to provide myself 
with enough rest? 

 What does this time of year 

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

 

 

 
When we honestly ask ourselves which 
person in our lives means the most to us, 
we often find that it is those who, instead 
of giving much advice, solutions, or cures, 
have chosen rather to share our pain and 
touch our wounds with a gentle and tender 
hand. The friend who can be silent with us 
in a moment of despair or confusion, who 
can stay with us in an hour of grief and 
bereavement, who can tolerate not know-
ing, not curing, not healing, and face with 
us the reality of our powerlessness, that is 
a friend who cares.  
 
Henri Nouwen 

Practical Advice
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healing that you will go through 
will make you a different person. 

mean to me personally and how 
do I wish to celebrate it. For 
example will I attend or not 
attend church services etc. 

 What traditions do I want to 
hold onto and which are impor-
tant to others in my family? 

 Am I willing to let others know 
what will help me feel safe at 
gatherings and to ask what 
their needs may be? 

 What rituals could I create 
around the holidays to help me 
remember my loved one? 

 
There is no right or wrong way to 
celebrate the holidays. Set out 
with the intention to do the best 
you can, given the circumstances. 
Whether you stick to old family 
traditions or change the pattern, 
it’s all OK. You will not be able to 
please everyone.  Next year you 
may have more energy and more 
interest in participating in holiday 
routines than you do now. This 
year you may have to figure out 
how to get through the season and 
not set yourself up for what you’re 
not ready for. Try to recognize 
that the holiday is just another day 
of the year filled with all sorts of 
activities, not just dreaded memo-
ries. 
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That’s not a bad thing. But it’s 
helpful to know that part of you 
will be changing. 
 
To simplify the holidays it may be 
helpful to assess just what is im-
portant to you. Here are a few 
questions to ask yourself about the 
holidays: 

 What kind of celebration do I 
want to have this year? 

 Do I really have to put up 
all those decorations? 

 Can meals be more simply pre-
pared and be just as filling with 
a few less calories? 

 Who is it important for me to 
see and visit with during the 
holidays? 

 Who makes the rules about who 
I must give presents to and 
how much I must spend? 

 Must I attend every event that I 
am invited to during the holiday 
season? 

 Can I give myself permission to 
create some new traditions? 

 Can I believe that people are 
coming to visit me and that 
they are not there to check on 
my housecleaning abilities or 
lack thereof? 

 Can I be kind to myself and 
plan some quiet times during 
the holidays to provide myself 
with enough rest? 

 What does this time of year 

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

 

 

 
When we honestly ask ourselves which 
person in our lives means the most to us, 
we often find that it is those who, instead 
of giving much advice, solutions, or cures, 
have chosen rather to share our pain and 
touch our wounds with a gentle and tender 
hand. The friend who can be silent with us 
in a moment of despair or confusion, who 
can stay with us in an hour of grief and 
bereavement, who can tolerate not know-
ing, not curing, not healing, and face with 
us the reality of our powerlessness, that is 
a friend who cares.  
 
Henri Nouwen 

favorite) and is a bereaved mom. 
 
Mary Berry contracted polio at a young 
age and was quarantined for three 

months as was the custom in the 1940s. 
“I sometimes look back on that time,” 
she writes, “when I had polio and the 
desperate feeling of loneliness that 
went with it and wonder if it helped 
prepare me for the moment the very 
worst thing happened to me. I didn’t 
just learn how much my family mat-
tered to me. I also learned that some-

The name Mary Berry may not mean 
much to Americans, but she is the doy-
enne of British baking. She is an Eng-
lish food writer and television pre-
senter. After being encouraged 
in domestic science classes at school, 
she went to college to study catering. 
She then moved to France at the age of 
21 to study at Le Cordon Bleu school, 
before working in a number of cooking 
related jobs. She has published more 
than 70 cookery books (her first be-
ing The Hamlyn All Colour Cook-
book in 1970) and hosted several tele-
vision series for the BBC and Thames 
Television. Berry is an occasional con-
tributor to Woman’s Hour and Saturday 
Kitchen. She has been a judge on 
the BBC One television program The 
Great British Bake Off since its launch 
in 2010. She is one of the best known 
and loved celebrities in Great Britain, is 
a personal friend of the Royal family 
(her brownies are Prince William’s 

times the only way you can endure 
something is by powering on through 
it.” 
 

Ms. Berry and her husband, Paul Hun-
nings, lost their middle child when he 
died at the age of nineteen after an auto 
accident. They sought help from Child 
Bereavement UK and subsequently 
became a patron and avid supporter  of 
that organization. 
 
“When I think of William, it’s with joy 
and happiness. I miss him immeasura-
bly, but I know how fortunate I was to 
have him even for that short time. I still 
have two other children. How lucky am 
I? William’s death changed me. Little 
things simply do not bother me any-
more. You have to count your blessings 
instead, and my life has been im-
mensely blessed.”  
  
And the British public has been blessed 
that Mary Berry found some of her 
blessings in brownies. 

have chosen to create. At its best, this 
process is a deeply personal expres-
sion of love for the special person in 
your life who has died but who lives on 
in your memories. 
The funeral 
The funeral is a way of saying goodbye 
and is also an occasion to look back on 
and to remember. Because of its impor-
tance do make sure you know about the 
wide range of choices which are avail-
able these days. A funeral service no 
longer needs to follow a fixed format. 
You can create a ceremony that really 
expresses the spirit of the person who 
has died. Take time to consider the 
options. Whatever you decide, the 
memory of a beautiful service that felt 
absolutely right will bring you comfort in 
the future. 
Different types of funeral are discussed 
in detail in separate articles. 
Visiting the grave 
This can be a way of “visiting” the per-
son who has died. For many people it is 
a chance to put the rest of the world 

Remembering  
Written by Julia Samuel for Child Be-
reavement UK 
 
“Grief is not about forgetting the person 
who has died, but about finding ways to 
remember them. Remembering brings heal-
ing. When someone dies, our feelings for 
them and memories of them stay alive and 
active inside us. We need to find ways of 
expressing those feelings so that we can 
move on in our lives” says Julia Samuel, 
an experienced bereavement counsel-
lor. 
When you lose someone important in 
your life, you may fear you will be un-
able to conjure up all the happy memo-
ries of your life with them. This fear is 
very common. By taking an active part 
in creating ways of remembering, you 
can turn those memories into your most 
prized possessions. This is as true for 
children as it is for adults. 
Finding ways to remember can help 
you. There is no right way or wrong way 
of remembering, nor is this a question 
of seeking perfection in whatever you 

aside. You may find that telling them 
your news, expressing your feelings to 
them and showing your love through 
flowers and other gifts becomes an 
integral part of your mourning. 
A memory box 
You can make or buy a special box in  
which to put precious possessions. 
These could include letters or cards 
from friends or dried flowers from the 
funeral. You could also put into the box 
treasured things which belonged to the 
person who has died such as diaries or 
letters. Ready-made memory boxes 
often have sections for different keep-
sakes and a clear plastic cover on the 
lid for a photograph. 
A remembrance book 
Creating a book in memory of the per-
son who has died can be a healing 
process. Include photographs, po-
ems, letters or your own thoughts. In 
the future the book will bring your 
memories back to life. 
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Did You Know They Were Bereaved Parents? 
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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 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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