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Karen:
"You will lose someone you can't live without, and your heart will be badly broken, and the bad
news is that you never completely get over the loss of your beloved. But this is also good news. They
live forever in your broken heart that doesn't seal back up. And you come through. It's like having a
broken leg that never heals perfectly - that still hurts when the weather gets cold, but you learn to
dance with the limp."
—Anne Lamott
Chuck:
Good afternoon Everyone,
My name is Chuck Digney, and I am the current Saint Louis Chapter Leader and Shamus’ dad. This
is my beautiful wife, Karen. She is Shamus’ bonus Mom! Our son Shamus became an angel on
August 30, 2014. He was killed in a horrific car accident in the Pocono Mountains in Pennsylvania,
along with two of his best friends. A horrific accident that left the first responders, the State Police,
an ENTIRE community, and, most importantly, three families, devastated from the loss.
Shamus was born on November 11, 1998, in Meadowbrook, PA. He was the youngest of nine
children, and, from the moment he was born, his nickname was “Moose.” Why would you straddle a
newborn with a nickname like Moose, you might ask? Well, when your birth weight is 11-pounds …
Being the youngest in a family, you would expect that he would almost always be dressed in handme-down clothes. Nope. When he would outgrow something, he would gladly hand it off to his
older brothers with a “here you go!” He liked to say that he wore hand-me-up clothes.
Shamus’ and his next oldest brother, Cole, were virtually the same weight growing up. Two years
apart, yet almost exactly the same weight. When I would give the two of them their baths, I could
lift Cole out of the tub with one hand under his arm, dry him off, and send him on his way. Getting
Shamus out of the tub was almost like prepping for an Olympic weight lifting contest. You had to
get down on both knees, and really hoist this kid out of the tub. He was as solid as could be.
Having a nickname like “Moose,” and always being one of the biggest kids in his class, you just
knew that he would play sports. He started playing basketball when he was 6 and football and

Candlelight - (Continued from page 1)
baseball when he was 8. When the football coaches saw him coming to sign up, their eyes lit up. “Are
you positive he is only 8?” they asked. “Man, he’s a solid kid!” He was placed on the front line, and there
he remained throughout his playing days. From the first game he played in, up to his freshman year in
High school, he played both offense and defense, every down of every game. Moose could play football!
Fortunately, throughout his time in football, he was never hurt enough not to play. From day one, I was
always afraid of him hurting his knees or arms or him receiving a concussion. So I steered him towards
basketball as an alternative to football, hoping that he would enjoy basketball as much, and he could
switch to the “safer” sport. He started basketball in 1st grade and quickly became the “big” man under
the basket. He loved it! I was thrilled and continued to push him in that direction, reminding him all the
time about life-changing football injuries, concussions, etc. During one of his first 7th-grade school
games, he came down with a rebound, tripped over another kid, and promptly received the first of his
two basketball concussions when his head hit the floor.
“Gee, Dad,” he says. “What is that you’re always saying about basketball being the “safer sport?”
Karen: He went on to play AAU level basketball and was talented enough to gain absolute respect
from his coaches, teammates, and opposing players. It was funny, though, as big and strong as he was,
he could meltdown and cry in an instant if he thought he was wronged. And his tears wouldn’t just roll
down his cheeks; they would fly straight out of his eyes!
As well as an excellent athlete, Shamus was a very kind and empathic young man. He would help anyone that needed it. One year, when he was a little guy, Chuck took him and his siblings to a Burger King
around Christmas time. He saw a big barrel with several toys in it near the front door. He asked Chuck
why there were toys in a barrel, and Chuck explained to him about the concept of toys-for-tot’s and
giving to help needy children. When he got his meal, he took the toy that came with it out of his bag and
walked over to the barrel and dropped it in. His siblings followed suit, and that began his internal drive
to help others.

Continued on page 8
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Why Happy New Year is Tough on Bereaved Parents
by: Alice Wisler https://www.opentohope.com/why-happy-new-year-is-tough-on-bereaved-parents/

When the ball at Times Square drops, champagne corks pop. Ample hugs and kisses
are dispensed all around.
A new year, new hope, new ventures, new possibilities. Wow, it’s all so exciting!
However, for the parent who has lost a child in the previous year, the dawning of a
new calendar year can be rough. In fact, most of the time, it is.
The bereaved parent can feel isolated, lonely, and sorrowful while everyone else is celebrating.
Daniel died at age four in February 1997 and entering 1998 was hard. My mind was filled with questions like:

What am I doing entering a new year without him? How can this be? Why do I get to live and he died?
I was overcome with the feeling that I was leaving him behind. Because there it was, a fresh untouched year
and I knew that none of the 365 days in it would contain a hug from him. There would be no new memories,
no sixth birthday to watch him blow out the candles. 1998 was the year he was to start first grade and be in
school with his big sister. At least in 1997, he had been with me. 1997 was the year he died, true, but he had
also lived 33 days of it.
1998 knew nothing of a blond-haired boy who became bald from cancer treatments and had a love for being
read to and a generosity for giving out stickers.
How could I be excited about a new year?
Change isn’t easy for many of us. While most want to get rid of an old used year, and enter something new
and hopeful, for the bereaved mother or father, that is not always the case. Many can say, “Good riddance to
20XX; it was a lousy year.” But for others, that was the year their son or daughter died, and moving from it,
means a parent is moving further from the last time he or she saw her/his child.
Bereaved parents have fragile hearts. They might look okay, wear matching socks, use the correct salad fork,
and even smile, but deep down in the fibers of their heart, they are struggling. Life seems so normal for
everybody else—–but them. They can think life is easy for others—but them.
Getting out of bed can be a major accomplishment. Celebrating holidays can be
consumed with sadness instead of happiness.
If you have a bereaved friend, help her/him by letting this year be a year where
she/he can freely share stories about a deceased son or daughter. Let those in
your lives with broken hearts speak of the memories etched in their minds. Let
your friends know that you will not forget their children for however short or long
these children lived.
So, it’s a new year. May we all strive to make it an empathetic one where we learn
richly from each another.
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I laid my child
to rest
not their memory...
there is a difference
DAVID STEINER

Jul 1977 - Apr 2012

-Author Unknown
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Thank you to the Bronder Family for the
wonderful trays of cookies.
From The Bonders: “Knowing You Ministries began in honor of our
daughter Kylene who inspired us to open our eyes to those hurting
hearts around us.”
The Bonders also accept help in cookie donations, either bought or
baked, packaging and delivering.
If you wish to receive cookies during the month of December in memory
of your child, please let someone on the BPUSAStL Board know by
October 2020. Or contact Deb Bonder with the address:
knowingyou@sbcglobal.net You can now follow Kys Cookies on
Facebook “Knowing You Ministries”
Kylene Bronder
Apr 1989 - Jun 2004

Contact Deb to receive the tax exemption # for your donations

***THANK YOU to all the helping hands at the BPA 2019
Candlelight ceremony. Donna Arnold spends countless
hours coordinating the event. Volunteers assist with music,
greeting, speaking, lighting candles, name reading,
slideshow, light diming, refreshments and cleanup. Your
service is always appreciated!!! And thank you to
everyone that attended.

Candlelight— (Continued from page 2)
Chuck: As he grew older and was playing sports, he could consume immense amounts of food. And I
emphasize “immense.” As we were heading home from practice or a game, he would often ask me if we could
stop at Wawa (a local convenience store) for something to eat. There was sometimes a homeless man or
woman outside the store asking for change. We would go in, and he would order his food, adding an extra
sandwich or some soup to the order, and give that extra food item to the homeless person
outside as we left.
Karen: How can I describe Shamus? He was just drawn to people, and people were
drawn to him! He was irresistible! He could join any group or party and be instantly a part
of it, and instantly the center of it! One time at our community swim club, I couldn’t find
Shamus. After searching for a while, I found him in one of the pools, happily playing with
a family he had just met. I marveled at how much of a social animal he was.
His mother once said Shamus lived every day like it was his birthday. And he did. He had enormous blue eyes,
a big, goofy smile, and nobody could not like him. I think at times, his siblings were a bit jealous of just how
well he could command attention.
Shamus loved to entertain me with his stories. He would often arrive for a weekend visit, eager to share a joke
with me. One of my favorites was of him arriving on a Friday night with Chuck and his brother Cole, pizza
boxes in hand for dinner. “Hey Karen – have you heard about the new movie called “Constipation”? What?
No! “It hasn’t come out yet”. Not to be outdone, I shot back – “Oh, I heard it was crappy...although it is
number two at the box office!”
In the beginning of 2014, Chuck and I moved here to Missouri from our home in New Jersey because of my
job. We eagerly looked forward to seeing Cole and Shamus that August. It was strange for us not to be there
with them as we had been before. This would be the first time we had seen them since Christmas, and were
eager to show them the highlights of St Louis.
Chuck: As Karen said, we hadn’t seen the boys since we were transferred out here. They had never flown
before, so I flew east to meet them and guide them through the whole air travel process. When I picked them
up at their house, Shamus came running out all excited. “Dad, Dad. Get out of the car. Hurry, hurry,” he said.
“Stand back-to-back with me.” “Hey, Cole, am I taller than dad?” He was, at 15, taller than me and damn
proud of it. Cole, for his part, wasn’t too pleased to be smaller than his little brother. When we arrived back
here, Karen and I took them to the Arch, the City Museum, the Zoo, and the Science Museum. We took them
to go-cart racing, to Ted Drew’s, we went on a tour of Busch Stadium, and then stayed for a game. The next
day ….
Karen: A couple of days later, we took them to Chicago. We stayed in a high rise hotel, visited Navy pier, and
went on a boat tour of the city. We toured Wrigley Field and stayed for a game there. We rode the elevated,
visited local restaurants, went to the aquarium. We even went to see a comedy show at Second City. On our
last day there, as we were walking back to the hotel to get the car, Shamus asked us if we were going to do
anything else. We said no that we had to get back to Saint Louis. They had a flight to catch the next morning,
and we needed to get on the road. He had some of his spending money left over, and rather than keep it, he
decided to give it to a homeless man he saw on the street. That act of kindness was so sweet.

Continued to page 9

Candlelight - (Continued from page 8)
Chuck: On the way home from Chicago, he asked;
actually, he pleaded for me to take him fishing.
Fishing was another one of his loves. Because we had
to get back to STL, and because they had to be at the
airport early the next day, and because I was new to
the area and didn’t know where to take him, and
because I didn’t have the gear we needed, and
because he waited until the last minute to ask, and
because, because, because – I didn’t take him fishing.
That was the last time I saw Shamus alive.
Karen: I did get to see Shamus one more time, and
it is one of my most cherished memories. I traveled to
Philadelphia for a business trip. It was the week before Labor Day. That Friday, after work, I drove to the
boys’ school to watch Cole play soccer. Shamus was at
the field, which I loved because I wasn’t expecting to
see him. He was wearing these goofy sunglasses and
baseball cap that we had bought him just three weeks
earlier, which made me smile. He excitedly told me
he was going to the mountains for the weekend with
three of his friends. As Cole played soccer, I turned
around and saw an empty soccer field behind me.
Kids were fooling around on the field, and I saw
Shamus run to kick a soccer ball towards the net. The
ball soared through the air, and it hit the crossbar of
the net, and didn’t go in. I could hear his “Awwww!!!”
and his arms up in the air. It just made me smile, it
was so joyful. I met friends for dinner that night, and
I related that scene. It felt magical, and it is one of my
most precious memories of him. It just captured the
essence of who he was. Little did I know that less
than a day later he would be gone.
While on that weekend vacation with his friends, they
met up with two girls who were also staying at the
resort. Two of those boys had been there earlier in the
summer and had met these two girls, and, as kids will
do, they decided to get together early Saturday
morning and hang out together.
Although all of these kids were 15, and unlicensed,
one of the girls was given permission by her father to
take their Suburban and go pick up the boys to get
something to eat. The girls drove over to the boy's
house, and, after assuring the parents of the boy

where they were staying that she was, in fact, 16, and
had a license, the boys were allowed to pile into the
Suburban and head out. They made it to the BBQ
joint, had their food, and headed back.
Chuck: On the way back, the girl driving thought it
would be OK to speed on the backcountry mountain
roads, probably wanting to show off for the boys in
the car. She lost control and the Suburban rolled
several times. The two girls up front were air bagged
in so they were not injured, and the only surviving
boy, in the back of the Suburban, tumbled around
much like he would inside of a dryer. The three boys
in the middle seat were not so lucky. The friend who
invited Shamus for the weekend was killed inside the
car. Shamus and his best friend were ejected from
the vehicle. His friend was killed instantly. Shamus
was severely injured but was still alive. He was
transported to a hospital in Scranton, PA. He died in
the hospital from massive injuries sustained in the
crash. As big and tough as he was, he simply could
not recover from his injuries. He died about two and
a half hours after the crash.
Karen: When Shamus was first killed, we were
devastated, to say the least. We spent several months
in a fog, not caring about much, angry that Shamus
was taken away from us. Needing answers to
questions like:
Why did this parent allow his underage, unlicensed
child drive a car alone?
Why didn’t the parents who were watching the boys
ask to see her license? They asked if she was
licensed, and she lied. If only they had asked to see
the license.
Why did they allow all of
those kids to get in that
car? In Pennsylvania,
drivers must be 18
before they can have a
carload of kids. She just
said she was 16. Even if
she was licensed, she
wouldn’t have been
permitted by law to have
all those kids in the car
with her.

Shamus

Continued on page 12

Two Minus One...by Sarah Kravits
Greetings friends. Hoping to get something new out to you as the year
winds down. However, in the meantime, here's some news about
something I wrote a while back for Modern Loss.
A couple of years ago, I wrote a piece for Modern Loss, a terrific grief
support website and community, about suddenly becoming an only child
after the death of my brother. Last week Modern Loss co-founder
Rebecca Soffer was featured in a piece on grief that aired on CBS Sunday
Morning. In advance of the show, Modern Loss chose a selection of their
favorite pieces to appear on the home page, and I was honored that mine
was among them.
Visit www.modernloss.com to find my piece, Two Minus One, as well as
so many other honest and unique expressions of the wide variety of
experiences of grief.

My Sudden-Onset Only Child Syndrome
It’s one thing to grow up with the benefits and burdens of being a single kid. Becoming
one in adulthood – after a brother’s sudden death – is an entirely different ballgame.
I was just a month past my second birthday when my brother Frank was born, and I cannot remember a time when I did
not define myself as an older sister to a younger brother.
Together with our parents we epitomized the 1970s nuclear family for which restaurant booths and mid-size sedans were
tailor-made. From an early age, the assumption that my brother would always be there was so ingrained that I was not
even cognizant of it as a thought. It was kind of like the assumption that I would continue breathing.
Then, last June, my brother was killed instantly when a drunk driver traveling on the wrong side of the highway hit his car
head-on. All of a sudden, my assumption was thrown out the window, and I became an only child at the age of 48.
It’s one thing to be an only child from the day you are born – to have all of the attention, shoulder all the expectations,
receive all the accolades and all the criticism, all the gifts and all the burdens. When it’s all you know, I imagine you
become accustomed to it. But it’s another thing entirely to have only-child status thrust upon you out of nowhere, as in
hey, as of right now, you are on your own.
I have begun referring to my state of affairs as Sudden Onset Only Child
Syndrome. We could call it SOOCS. (Sorry, I was hoping for a classier
acronym, but this is the one that appeared.)

Continued on page 11

My Sudden-Onset Only Child Syndrome (continued from page 10)
My brother and I were a crackerjack parent-relations team. Because I live closer to my parents, I took on the regular
in-person-visitor role. He lived further away, but with his marketing savvy he advised them on personal business choices
like investments and home purchases. Frank and I spoke often on the phone about work, family, and life issues. Each of
us had produced three grandchildren, so we were even on that score. We were truly friends, and we really cared about
each other and about our parents. It was almost too good to be true, although it was that good, and it was true.
Now I’m the only game in town, with no teammate to float ideas to, consult for advice, or shift responsibility to when I am
running low on time or energy. I’ve got all the gifts and the burdens when I’d so much rather share them. I was playing a
great game of catch, but now when I throw balls they drop, bounce, and roll slowly to a halt in the grass. The balls I toss
are strewn about the field, and the balls I hang on to are piling up in my arms.
It’s a mess – but this mess is my life now. So I talk on the phone with my parents, and visit them, and do fun things
together, and sit and cry with them, and sort through mail, and lift heavy things, and help them organize the apartment to
which they’ve just moved. I look over their new will, which has only my name in places where mine and my brother’s used
to be. Together my parents and I move about like a collective amputee, turning to
the phantom limb of my brother, continually confused to find him not there. We still
avoid putting raw onions on things because he didn’t like them. We talk to his wife
and children first, and only, instead of getting the overview from him before he
passes the phone to them for color commentary. We buy the wine he liked but
there’s always some left over.
Going through my parents’ furniture with them the other day, I realized I won’t even
have the chance to fake-fight over family antiques and heirlooms. I am reluctantly considering taking the one antique he
wanted – a side table that, when opened, reveals a circle of green felt on which Frank and I used to play poker with my
grandparents when we slept over on New Year’s Eve. I don’t want this table, because to take it confirms that my brother is
not here to claim it. But because I know he loved it, I cannot let go of it.
And yes, the irony is not lost on me. I’ve been dealt a rotten hand, but at least I seem to have a card table. I’ll get a
SOOCS support group poker game going. I’ll gather some experienced, lifelong only children to give me advice on how to
play this hand. And then I’ll hope for a little guidance, and maybe some luck, from my shadow partner.
Sarah Lyman Kravits blogs about coping with grief, cancer, and crisis at her website
www.lifewithoutjudgment.com and leads grief management and post-cancer wellness workshops. A co-author
on the Keys to Success student success textbook series, she teaches the New Student Seminar at Montclair
State University. Follow her on Twitter at @slymankravits.
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Why? Why? Why? These adults failed to protect them. They failed as parents. They failed our son.
Chuck: As the trial for the driver got underway, we were convinced she needed to spend some time in jail.
After all, she broke the law, she killed our son, and she killed his friends. However, it only took the moment
she walked into the courtroom for us to realize just how devastated she was, how deeply this had affected her,
what a mess she was. As she answered the questions the Judge asked of her, she could barely hold it together.
It dawned on us that that could just as easily have been Shamus up there. It could have been him facing that
Judge. Because, well, fifteen-year-olds don’t exactly make good choices. And, when the “adults” that are
supposed to be guiding them along act more like a buddy than a parent, well, it’s easy to see how this all
happened. This traumatic event was going to be with her for the rest of her life, but it needn’t define the rest
of her life. We believed the tragedy had already devastated so many lives. Dragging it on, demanding
“justice,” destroying yet another life, made no sense to us at all. Sometimes justice takes a different form.
The judge granted us the opportunity to meet with the driver and talk to her in a councilor’s office. I jumped
at the opportunity to do so, and we had a nice open discussion. She filled in a lot of the missing information
on exactly what happened that day. She had only met Shamus that weekend of the accident. I was able to tell
her about Shamus, what kind of person he was. I also was able to see just exactly how this accident had
affected her life. We will never have Shamus with us again, but she has to live with the guilt of three deaths
caused by her foolish actions. We realized she was also a victim of poor decisions made by the adults in the
situation that weekend. Her living a lifetime devastated by this does not honor his memory or the memory of
the other two boys.
Since then, I have reflected back on the whole tragedy, and I believe that Shamus had a lot to do with the
softening of my heart towards this young lady. I believe he showed me what I needed to bring comfort to me
and to ease my pain was forgiveness. Forgiving her is our way of honoring Shamus’ life. I also like to think
that our forgiveness has led her away from some dark moments in her life. I like to believe Shamus has
forgiven her too.
Karen: There are other ways we like to remember Shamus. We like to donate cupcakes to the local high
school on his birthday. Our neighbor who works there has kindly brought in our cupcakes and passes them
out in the hallway between classes. Our daughter is a teacher in Phoenix, and has had homeless students in
her class. We treat those children to books and pay the expenses for other special classroom events that
normally would come out of their parent’s pockets. Shamus liked to think of others, and these small acts of
kindness honor his giving heart.
Chuck: I know he lives in my heart. I know he often guides me in my decisions. And I know he is here, still is playing
his little jokes on me, like when he moves something I’m using, forcing me to say something like “OK Shamus. What did
you do with it?” It reminds me of this anonymous quote I came across while preparing this talk.
"Sometimes I just look up, smile and say 'I know that was you' " —
Karen: And so we’d like to thank you for letting us share Shamus with you this afternoon. We hope you have an
understanding of who he was and how much joy and happiness he brought to our lives each and every day. And I have
something we’d like to share that we have found soothing and helps us with our grief. It is written by Edna St. Vincent
Millay, and it goes like this:
“Where you used to be, there is a hole in the world,
Which I find myself constantly walking around in the daytime,
And falling into at night.
I miss you like hell.”

Our doors are open for you.
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e

BUSINESS / FACILITATORS MEETINGS

ALL MEMBERS ARE WELCOME!
CONTACT: Chuck Digney
267.229.8338

GROUP MEETINGS
St. Peters / St. Charles,
MO

MEETING LOCATION
Knights of Columbus Hall
5701 Hwy N
St. Charles, MO 63304

LOCATION
BJC Hospital St. Peters
10 Hospital Drive
Room A/B
St. Peter, MO 63376

West County, MO

Jacque Glaeser 636.394.3122
jlynn63021@yahoo.com
Co-Facilitator: Kim Wiese
314.956.3047

Representation in Lieu of Meetings

Bowling Green
Tri-County
Troy, MO
OPEN ARMS Parents Left Behind

SPECIALIZED
MEETINGS

DAY

Mike & Jeanne Francisco
636.947.9403

Samantha Schaefer
636.293.1099

7:00pm

Same as above

7:00pm

4th Tuesday

7:00pm

Phone

Bill & Vicki Lagemann
Brenda Wilson
Cindy Morris
Kathy Dunn (kathydunn333@yahoo.com)

FACILITATOR(S) / CONTACT

GRASP: Grief Relief
After Substance
Passing

Concordia Lutheran Church
505 S. Kirkwood Road
Kirkwood, MO 63122

Mary Ann Lemonds
314.330.7586
grasp.stl@gmail.com

Life Crisis Center
Survivors of Suicide

9355 Olive Blvd.
St. Louis, MO 63132

TIME

1st Thursday

Contact

MEETING LOCATION

TIME

Contact Chuck
9:00 AM
Digney. Meeting
dates vary depending
upon unforeseen
events

FACILITATOR(S)

St. Peters / St. Charles, Same as above
MO—Siblings Facilitator
Shaare Emeth
11645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue)
St. Louis, MO 63141

DATE

573.242.3632
573.438.4559
314.954.1810
314.807.5798

DAY

TIME

Sundays

5:00 pm

314.647.3100

Wednesdays

7:00 pm

PALS: Parents
St. Luke’s Hospital
affected by the loss of (Hwy 141 & 40)
a child to suicide
St. Louis, MO 63017

Linda Fehrmann
314.853.7925

4th Saturday

10:30 am

Parents of Murdered
Children

St. Alexius Hospital
3933 S. Broadway
St. Louis, MO 63118

Butch Hartmann
314.487.8989

3rd Tuesday

7:30 pm

Survivors of Suicide

Baue Funeral Home-Comm Cntr
608 Jefferson Street
St. Charles, MO 63301

Linda Fehrmann
314.853.7925

1st & 3rd Monday

6:30 pm

TELEPHONE FRIENDS
BPUSA ST. LOUIS INTERIM CHAPTER CHAIR:
Chuck Digney Phone / Text 267.229.8338
email: chuck.digney@gmail.com
Accident,
Automobile

Theresa DeMarco 636-544-3478

Accident, NonVehicular

Bill Lagemann

573-242-3632

Adult Sibling

Samantha
Schaefer

636-293-1099

Drugs/ Alcohol

Mary Ann
Lemonds

314-330-7586

Grandparents

TBD

Child with Disability Linda Frohning

314-541-3419

Illness

Marilyn Kister

636-634-6019

Jefferson City

Sandy Brungardt

314-954-2410

Murder

Butch Hartmann

314-487-8989

Only Child /
Single Parent

Donna Arnold

314-608-3655

Suicide

Linda Fehrmann

314-853-7325

Newsletter Submissions
Cut-off date for our next issue is
February 15, 2020
Send your submissions (poems,
articles, love gifts) to:
Newsletter
PO Box 1115
St. Peters, MO 63376
bpusastl@gmail.com

or to :

snowwhite6591@gmail.com

As always, for up-to-date information
on BPUSAStL events visit
www.bpusastl.org

OUR COMMITMENT
Part of BPUSAStL’s commitment to you is that
we are the space where our parents and
families communicate. Printed in your newsletter are articles to educate and ones that are
private expressions of writers. We offer our
writings only for your reflection. Sometimes
serving nature or establishing routines signal
solace to the writer. Often they turn to religion
or spirituality for comfort and guidance.
BPUSAStL share these insights not only for your
contemplation but also to acknowledge our
community’s many and rich sources for
strength and hope.

Please ensure we have
your correct
mailing address.
Otherwise, newsletters
are returned as
undeliverable.
Thank you in Advance!

Children of BPUSAStL’s

Board Representation

Ryan Arnold
Julie Bardle
Son of
Daughter of
Donna Arnold
Marilyn Kister
Candlelight Coordinator Newsletter
Editor

Joseph DeMarco Shamus Digney
Son of
Son of
Theresa DeMarco Chuck Digney
Treasurer
Chapter Chair

Jennifer Francisco
Daughter of Jeanne
& Mike
Francisco
St. Peters Group
Facilitators

Natalie Frohning
Daughter of
Linda Frohning

Children of BPUSAStL’s

Special Events

Kellie Gregory
Daughter of Cary
Gregory

Mickey Hale
Son of
Jacque Glaeser
W. County Group
Facilitator &
Secretary

Donnie Lageman
Son of Bill &
Vicki Lagemann

Arthur Gerner / Emily Gerner
Son & Granddaughter of
Margaret Gerner
Founder of BPUSAStL
Jeff Ryan
Son of Pat Ryan

Rosie Umhoefer
Daughter of
Rosann Umhoefer

Matthew Wiese
Son of Kim Wiese
W. County Group
Co-Facilitator

J. P. Rosciglione
Son of Terre
Rosciglione
Trivia Coordinator

Danny Brauch
Brother of
Samantha
Schaefer
St. Peters Group

Aaron Cole
Son of Courtney &
Justin Lehmann
Trivia Coordinators

If you wish to make a love donation - IN ANY AMOUNT - We will include a picture of your child(ren)
(See page 4-6 of this newsletter)
NAME________________________________________________________________PHONE___________________
ADDRESS___________________________________________________________CITY________________________
STATE ________ ZIP ___________ NAME OF CHILD(REN)________________________________________________
BIRTH DATE(S) ___________________ ANGEL DATE(S)__________________________________________________
I WOULD LIKE A LOVE GIFT DEDICATED TO MY CHILD(REN) IN THE MONTH OF: ______________________________
I WOULD LIKE TO DONATE $______________ IN LOVING MEMORY OF _____________________________________
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ST. LOUIS CHAPTER
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P.O. Box 1115
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POSTMASTER: Dated Material
Contained within...please do not delay!

If you have moved, please notify us of your new address

so you will continue to receive this publication!

WELCOME
We are the parents whose children have died. We are the siblings whose brothers and sisters no
longer walk with us through life. We are the grandparents who have buried grandchildren.
We come together as Bereaved Parents of the USA to provide a safe space where grieving
families can connect, share our stories, and learn to rebuild our lives. We attend meetings
whenever we can and for as long as we find helpful. We share our fears, confusion, anger, guilt,
frustrations, emptiness, and feelings of hopelessness, knowing these emotions will be met with
compassion and understanding. As we support, comfort and encourage one another, we offer
hope and healing. As we confront the deaths of our loved ones, our shared grief brings us to a
common ground that transcends differences, building mutual understanding across the
boundaries of culture, race, faith, values, abilities, and lifestyle. Together we celebrate the lives
of our children, siblings, and grandchildren, sharing the joys and the heartbreaks as well as the
love that will never fade. Together, strengthened by the bonds we create, we offer what we have
learned from one another to every bereaved family, no matter how recent or long ago the death.
We are the Bereaved Parents of the USA.
We welcome you

