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“Once again, spring is in
the air. Remember that the
bereaved have a hard time
with seasonal changes.
Things that were sitting
quietly in their minds
suddenly come to life and
old memories are hard to
get a grip on. If you are having a hard time, let
someone know. Whether you call up a supportive
friend or family member, make an appointment with
a professional, or attend a support group meeting, it
doesn't matter. Just do what works for you at that
moment. Just do something. No need to walk this
path alone.
Some suggestions for spring to help you process
your grief:
Plant a tree and put a plaque with their name on
it at the base.
Create a memorial garden in your back yard.
Go to your city council and ask to adopt a little
plot of ground for a memorial garden or park .
Take a walk and talk to those you miss.
Start a scrapbook.
Learn to meditate.
Listen... breathe.... feel…

Mid Hudson New York Chapter, March/April 2014
Newsletter

Hope is grief's best music.
~ Author unknown

http://www.griefhaven.org/e-haven/Friends/FOG_7.13.pdf,
July / Sept 2013 Newsletter

“Child Loss Changed Me Overnight and I Don’t Like the New Me!”
We’ve all heard the expression that a person turned gray overnight. Well, I didn’t turn gray overnight when my son
died, but I turned into a different person — a person I don’t always like. Yes, my physical appearance has changed.
When I look into the mirror the twinkle in my eyes isn’t there. My hair doesn’t shine any more. My skin has a strange
color — dull, and has lost elasticity. In a word, I aged overnight. That’s what a broken heart will do!
I can learn to live with the physical changes of child loss. I’m taking vitamins and I’m drinking extra water. My hair gets
colored more often, and I use layers of moisturizer on my skin. My eyes — well, I’m not sure that the twinkle will ever
return. I know one thing. I have bags under my eyes that I never had before. Those bags should be called “tear bags”
because I really think that’s what they are. I can feel them now as I’m typing. The tear bags are so full they’re ready to
explode into one of my daily crying spells. Worse than the baggy, dull eyes and the wrinkled skin are the emotional
changes that have taken place within me.
I don’t even know who I am since my son died!
I used to be patient and kind to everyone. I used to be so tolerant of others. I used to laugh and find joy so many times
throughout the day. I used to love holidays and parties and social gatherings. I used to love meeting new people and
going to new and different places.
I used to love life, but now I find myself merely existing on many days!
So often, I’m short tempered with people. I can’t tolerate little meaningless nuisances. Far too often I open my mouth
and speak before I think. Oh, how much I hate that about the new me! I find it hard to laugh, and when I do it almost
feels like a fake laugh. I used to love watching little children playing, and I’d listen to them for hours on end, always
finding so much joy in them. Now, about an hour is about all I can handle before it feels like my head is going to
explode.
What’s wrong with me? Why have I turned into this person that I don’t really like? When will I become the old me
again?
As I’m traveling further down this road of child loss, I’m finding the answers to many of my questions. I’ll never be
completely the old me again because that person died when my son died. I remember the moment when the life went
right out of me. I was gasping, screaming, sobbing and wishing myself dead when I heard the words that no mother
ever wants to hear. I fell to the floor, throwing the phone out of my hands and I truly believe for a moment in time I
died. My spirit left me.
That is the exact moment I felt my heart break.
There is no fixing a broken heart. Ever. There is a daily struggle trying to figure out how to live within the pain of this
brokenness. As I struggle to find out how to do this, emotions surface that I never felt before. My God, I’ve never died
before and had to figure out how to come back to life again! It’s hard! It’s painful! There are days when it feels
absolutely impossible! But, I’m trying. And, I will continue to try. I might not get it right all of the time. In fact, I might
not get it right most of the time.
But, I’ll keep on trying.

Clara Hinton, the-new-me/

http://www.silentgriefsupport.com/2016/12/03/child-loss-changed-me-overnight-and-i-dont-likeDecember 3, 2016

John C. Long IV
1963-1992
Miss and love you
SO much. Never
forgotten.
Always, Mom

IN LOVING MEMORY
Thank you for the anonymous,
monthly donation from the Duke
Energy matching foundation.

Lindsay Marie Dodd
Nov 1981 - Jun 2003

Happy 34th
Birthday to our
Sweet Baby Girl
Rosie Umhoefer
Apr 1983 - Jul 2003

Guilt and the Emotional Collage, By Bill Cushnie
http://www.hellogrief.org/guilt-and-the-emotional-collage/

Someone close to you has died – spouse, parent, child, dear friend. Now picture a collage made of pieces of tissue paper
glued to an art board. The pieces are different sizes and colors. Each color represents a feeling and the size of each piece
represents the intensity of that feeling. Perhaps red for anger, blue for sad, gray for lonely, purple for frustrated, yellow for
relief, black for guilt.
My own grief experience has taught me that the sizes of the pieces/feelings change over time and, occasionally, disappear
and new feelings surface. Often it’s a new color, like gold for happy memories, or maybe a smaller version of the original
colors, like blue for sad.
The most difficult feeling for me is guilt. Others have told me that this is true for them, also. Like everyone else I’ve done or
said things I regret or not done or said things I ought to have. When the other person is living I can ask for forgiveness or
make amends in some way. Even if the other person was not wholly innocent, that’s not really all that important.
Guilt can be a motivator to do what needs to be done – reconcile if possible. What’s important is taking ownership for my
part of the problem – whatever it is that I did or failed to do. Sometimes the offended party won’t accept my offer and I can’t
do anything about that. I have little or no control over the behavior of others, but I do have control over mine if I take it. I’ve
done what I could and that helps me move on. When the opportunity to seek forgiveness or make amends is lost, such as
when a person dies, guilt can become a (if not the) dominant feeling in your loss. I’ve been there, and many I’ve known
have been there.
The guilt burden some people carry is far beyond what I’ve experienced. I think of a young boy in my group at a bereavement camp who had a bitter argument with his dad before going to school and his dad took his own life that afternoon. I
think of a friend who went home from the hospital for some rest and her husband died in the night and feels she missed the
opportunity for one last touch or word. I think of how a business colleague didn’t confront his dad about his drinking and his
dad died in an auto accident that also killed another person. I think of the parents of a boy who died by suicide because he
was drinking, damaged the family car and was afraid to go home. I think of the wife in a bad marriage who wished her
husband dead and he fell off a ladder and died. How do you deal with any of that? Remarkably, people do. They survive
and move on – changed forever.
I wish that I had easy answers to coping with guilt in such tragic situations. I have some experience based on what I and
others I know have done have found helpful:


Recognize that relationships in life can be difficult at times for most of us. Learning to forgive ourselves and draw
from the experience lessons that make us better persons.



Be the kind of person we lost would be proud of. We can still offer our regrets and ask forgiveness in a letter
addressed to the one who died. And, as someone I know, write a letter back from the one who died expressing
understanding and forgiveness.



When the guilt burden just won’t ease or go away find a counselor. I’ve done so twice in my life and found it
profoundly helpful. Others have found help in attending a bereavement support group where others truly understand
the feeling.



Remember the collage will change during your grief journey. It is when we move towards the hard feelings like
guilt, rather than away from them, that the healing will occur.

The time frame is different with each of us. Grieving is a lifetime journey and not an overnight trip. Add
gold to your collage by capturing the good memories, becoming the best you can be, helping others on
their journey through your experience and treating yourself gently.

We come as strangers,
to sit in this circle.
We come with heavy hearts,
perhaps against our will.
Alone and afraid,
we steal glances at each other.
Wondering who they have lost.
Wondering what we have gotten into.
And then,
tentatively, reluctantly, tearfully,
we begin to share our stories.
Stories of children and siblings lost.
Stories of hearts broken.
Although our paths to this circle
have all been different,
we find that we have discovered
a place where we are understood.
All of us have sat on the same side of the fence
and watched another kind of life on the other side.
So, we continue to share.
Sometimes the pain is so intense,
it fills the whole room.
Sometimes the tears won’t stop flowing.
But our circle becomes a place so safe
that no thought is too outrageous to speak
and nothing we have done is ever called crazy.
All is understood and accepted.
The meetings continue.
We get to know each other
through memories and stories.
Within our circle, all our moms and dads and
brothers and sisters live on.
Our circle is no longer one of strangers, but of friends.
Our shared tears and laughter have brought us healing.
Our hearts are not quite so heavy
as we leave with hope to carry us into the future.
Here in our circle, we have found
that we are not alone.
http://www.hellogrief.org poem by Joan Scott

“I don’t think most
people truly understand
how much is lost when a
baby dies. You don’t just
lose a baby, you also lose
the 1 and 2 and 10 and
16 year old she would
have become. You lose
Christmas mornings,
loose teeth, and first
days of school. You just
lose it all.”

Guest Room Rate $89.00 plus taxes per night

TIME LIMIT ON LOVE?
For those who might ask, “Are you over it? Have you
gotten past the grief yet?” I say this… “Is there a time
limit on love? Do you only love your child at a certain
age?” How can you ask, “Have you stopped loving your
child yet?” - Because that is what you are saying when
you suggest we “get over it”. Love and grief go hand-inhand; you never “get over” loving your child and so it is
with grief.—It remains in your heart right next to love.
Don’t ask a parent of a deceased child to stop grieving them - it would mean we’d have to stop
loving them.
Did you stop loving your child when they were twelve and broke their arm? Did you stop loving your
child when they became an adult at eighteen? Did you stop loving your child when they got a new
love in their life and got married? Did you stop loving your child when they became a parent and
loved a child of their own?
Remember how much pride you have in them when they accomplish something special - even the
smallest things, like tying a shoe? Remember the pain you feel when your child suffers an illness?
Would you worry yourself silly the first time they borrow the car? Did you cry at high school graduation? Does it matter what age your child is when they complete college or receive some honor? Remember that overwhelming flow of love as they walk down the isle to be married? Will you drop to
your knees in adoring love for the new grandchild who just arrived? Did you stop loving your child
yet?
Please understand...Each little milestone that your child reaches - we are reminded that our child is
gone. Sure, we enjoy hearing about your children and what they’re doing, but don’t turn away if a
tear wails up in our eyes, show some grace and compassion and mention our child; the one that
doesn’t get the chance to do “that”. Don’t be afraid to ask how long they’ve been gone or how old
they would be. We love to hear someone, ANYONE, mention their name. Yes there may be a tear,
but it might be from the joy that you remembered our child. My son Alex - has been gone 9 years,
he’d be 26. The love lives on!!
By Doris Wheelock - Compassionate Friends, Story County, IA January 2012

THERE WILL COME A DAY

There will come a day when the tears of sorrow will softly flow into tears of remembrance...and your heart will begin to heal
itself...and grieving will be interrupted by episodes of joy...and you will hear the whisper of hope.
There will come a day when you will welcome the tears of remembrance...as a sunflower of the soul...a turning of the
tide...a promise of peace.
There will come a day when you will...risk loving...go on believing...and treasure the tears of remembering.
Lovingly borrowed from Sharing the Journey, Bereaved Parents of Springfield, January 2017

A Walk in the FOG (Face of Grief)
As you know... exercise is important for offsetting health issues and depression. Instead of just sitting and
talking about our journeys in grief, we will walk and share / or walk and pray?? Whatever it is you need. We
will walk at a pace that you can manage and the distance can be personalized as well. I can do 1/2 mile or
6 - whatever you are up for. These walks are for our emotional, physical and spiritual well-being.
The meeting place will be Creve Coeur Park (sailboat cove) main pavilion. I have chosen Friday evenings, once
a month, at 6:00...dates below. This is open to anyone experiencing any type of grief / struggles that need to be
talked out or prayed about.
March 24
April 21
May 19
June 16

July 14
August 18
September 15
October 20

Hope to see you at one or all .... Blessings!
Deb Bronder, Knowing You Ministries, in honor of Kylene (1989 - 2004)

knowingyou@sbcglobal.net

and grief
Forest Park Outing
Walk - Talk - Eat Lunch
Come join us for a leisurely outing at Forest Park now that the weather is showing signs of spring.
So put some spring in your step by getting some exercise and soothing your spirit by walking in Forest Park
with your BPUSAStL fellow members.
We will meet at 10am at the Visitor Center (which is next to the Missouri Historical Museum). We will
walk for about an hour and then eat lunch at the Boathouse Restaurant at approximately 11:30am. Lunch is
on your own.
Alternative activities could be to rent a bicycle or a paddle boat while the group walks or after lunch.

Linda Frohning is your group leader (314-541-3419)
Meet: Forest Park Visitors Center

Time: 10:00am

Date: Saturday, April 15

I realize that people are unaware
that they are discounting sibling
grief. But then, that’s why I’m
writing this, so people will know.
I have come to think of sibling
grief as “discounted grief.” Why?
Because siblings appear to be an
emotional bargain in most
people’s eyes. People worry so
much about the bereaved parents
that they invest very little
attention in the grieving sibling.
While dealing with this double loss, he or
she must confront yet another factor: The
loss of a brother or sister is frequently the
surviving sibling’s first experience with the
death of any young person. Young people
feel they will live forever. A strong dose of
mortality in the form of a sibling death is
very hard to take.

My personal “favorite” line said to
siblings is, “You be sure and take
care of your parents.” I wanted to
know who was supposed to take care
of me, I knew I couldn’t.

The grief of siblings may differ
from that of a parent, but it
ought not to be discounted.
People need to realize that while
it is obviously painful for parents
to have lost a child, it is also
painful for the sibling, who has
not only lost a sister or brother,
but an irreplaceable friend.

Lovingly borrowed from The Compassionate Friends
February/March 2017 Newsletter. Article by Jane
Machado, Tulare, CA Abstracts of “Please Don’t Discount
Sibling Grief”

Normal Isn’t Normal Anymore
By Betsy Beard, Surviving mother of Spc. Bradley Beard
"This article first appeared in the Summer 2015 issue of TAPS Magazine. 1-800-859-TAPS (8277) | www.taps.org"

I used to believe, along with author Patsy Clairmont who wrote a humorous book of the same title,
that
Normal Is Just a Setting on Your Dryer. But it seems like so much more to me, now. When
our son died, "normal" flew out the window and hasn't returned. And because of its departure,
leaving confusion, chaos, and disarray in its wake, the concept of normal seems far more important
now than just a setting on the dryer. And not quite so funny. It should come as no surprise to us
that psychologists and psychiatrists have ideas about what constitutes normal behavior among
humans. I mean, someone decided at some point that we needed to define the parameters. And so
they wrote a whole book of aberrant behavior, called Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental
Disorders (DSM). Periodically mental health professionals get together and compare notesclassifying, measuring, and defining all the things that are deemed to be "not normal."
Disorders, dysfunctions, dysphorias, delusions, and disruptions are all listed and catalogued, along
with criteria and measurements and treatments.
Those of us grieving the death of a loved one know all about
disruptions, delusions, and dysfunction. We know that we are not
the same people we were before the death. We know that we will
never be that person again. After the initial mourning period
allotted by society-something like three months-some of my friends
bemoaned the fact that I was not much fun. They wanted the old
"me" back. They were not alone. I wanted the old "me" back as
well, but she was nowhere to be found.
Although we were notified of the death, no one notified us of the
extreme emotions we would experience. They only told us the bare
facts of time, place, and method, leaving out the really important
information about how the death would affect us. For years to
come.
For months after my son died, I dragged myself to a Vet Center
each week to see a grief counselor. Each time, I would share with
him some bizarre feeling I had or strange activity I had engaged in.
What I really couldn't underI told him about finding Brad's old sock under the bed and sealing
stand at the time was that the
it in a Ziploc bag to preserve its smell. And lining up all the gifts
Brad had ever given me as a memorial display on my first birthday constellation of symptoms I
was exhibiting was exactly
after his death. And listening to his music that I never liked when
normal for someone whose
he was alive. Nothing seemed to surprise the counselor, and his
loved one had died suddenly
response was usually a variation of, "That sounds pretty normal to
and traumatically. I was sad,
me."
I could not believe it. Normal? My answer was, "Well, it may sound depressed, listless, and
touchy. I could barely
normal to you, but it is definitely not what I would call normal. I
function. And I did weird
have never done or said or thought or written anything like that
things. It felt so crazy that I
before. It feels crazy. Demented. How can it be normal?"
figured the grief counselor
would have to agree with me
at some point and institutionalize me.
Continued on next page

Continued from page 11

So I would tell him about my off-the-wall thoughts and actions. Like scrounging through the
garbage cans to find glass containers to throw on the patio, so that they shattered into tiny pieces.
"Normal." Like making grilled cheese sandwiches for dinner every single night for a month, because
I didn't have the energy or creativity to do anything different. "Normal." Like begging God to let me
be the one to die in Brad's place and bring him back to life instead. But guess what? "Normal."
Finally, in exasperation, I asked what it would take for me to shock the counselor with something
abnormal. What would get his attention and worry him? The answer was, "If you came in happy,
carefree, and exuberant, that would be abnormal for the current circumstances of your life. And
that would worry me."
The light bulb finally went on. If I hadn't been behaving and feeling as I did at this point in time,
that would not have been normal-in fact, it would have been abnormal. But this strange "normal"
was not what I was accustomed to. It didn't fit. It didn't feel right. And I hated it.

“Those of us grieving the death of a loved one know all about
disruptions, delusions, and dysfunction. We know that we are
not the same people we were before the death.”
It took a long time to come to terms with the fact that I had no say in the matter of Brad's death.
It took a lot of talking and writing and crying. I am still not "okay" with the fact that he is gone. But
at this point I realize that there is nothing I can do to get the old life and the old normal back.
Many who have mourned a significant loss have come to realize this, as well, and we call the place
where we find ourselves now our "new normal." I know this because when I attend TAPS events, I
find people who are experiencing the same feelings I have. We talk about the bizarre, aberrational
things we have done in our grieving. We sometimes find that we have even done the same strange
things. And since a majority of us discover that our reactions are similar, we are in fact setting the
benchmark for what is now "normal."
After the initial shock and numbness wore off, we were left with pain, turmoil, confusion, hopelessness on some days, depression on other days, and sadness much of the time. Finding each other
helps us because we can share in the remnants of joy when we find them, and we can also understand and be there for each other on the not-so-wonderful days: the holidays, the angelversaries,
the birthdays, and the inexplicably painful days. We find that although we can't go back to our old
way of life, we can go forward. Together.
After ten years, I think I have adjusted to the absence of Brad's presence. Life is different from
what it was before. So much so that we divide time by "before" and "after" the death. Time has
moved on. We have found ways to cope with the pain and absorb our new circumstances. We have
begun to find hope and meaning in our lives.
As we continue to move forward, living our lives for lack of anything better to do, we find that
there are times of joy, unwarranted happiness, and feelings of well-being that spring up at odd
moments. Those times make me recollect the "old normal." But they don't take me back there,
because somehow the new feelings are shadowed by loss, tempered by the knowledge of death,
anchored by the sadness of missing the way we were. I don't think the weight of sadness will ever
vanish entirely. But we are stronger and better able to bear the weight. We are better at lifting
the load.
We know that we can live with the pain of absence. We are able to reach back into the darkness
and extend our hands to help others, sharing their similar loads. We find new purpose. We discover
that the things in which we find meaning are different. Events and circumstances that bring us
comfort, joy, and laughter are different.
This is our new normal. But it's our normal now. And it's so much more important than the setting
on the dryer.

TELEPHONE FRIENDS
BPUSA ST. LOUIS CHAPTER CHAIR:
Pat Dodd Phone 314-575-4178
email: pat@dawson-dodd.com

Newsletter Submissions
Cut-off date for our next issue is
April 18, 2017

ACCIDENT,

Katie VerHagen

314-576-5018

ACCIDENT, NONVEHICULAR

Bill Lagemann

573-242-3632

ADULT SIBLING

Mark VerHagen

314-726-5300

DRUGS/ ALCOHOL

Patrick Dodd

314-575-4178

GRAND-PARENTS

Margaret Gerner

636-978-2368

CHILD WITH DISABILITY Lois Brockmeyer

314-843-8391

ILLNESS, SHORT TERM

Jean & Art Taylor

314-725-2412

JEFFERSON CITY

Sandy Brungardt

314-954-2410

MURDER

Butch Hartmann

314-487-8989

ONLY CHILD / SINGLE
PARENT

Mary Murphy

314-822-7448

SUICIDE

Linda Fehrmann

314-853-7325

AUTOMOBILE

Send your submissions to:
Newsletter
PO Box 1115
St. Peters, MO 63376
bpusastl@gmail.com

or to :

snowwhite6591@gmail.com
If sending payment make checks
payable to BPUSAStL.
Six issues per year. $30 Thank you!!
These meetings are temporarily cancelled.
For more information, please call:
Tri-County Chapter:
Brenda Wilson 573.438.4559
Troy, MO:
Cindy Morris 314.954.1810

Do you have an article or poem you wish to see in this
newsletter? Emails are in the upper right corner of this
page. Please sent it in. Your ideas are welcome.

Thank you in Advance!

undeliverable.

are returned as

BPUSAStL share these insights not only for your
contemplation but also to acknowledge our
community’s many and rich sources for
strength and hope.

mailing address.
Otherwise, newsletters

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.

Please ensure we have
your correct

OUR COMMITMENT

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

Children of BPUSAStL’s
Active Board Members & Facilitators
Arthur Gerner
Emily Gerner

Son & Granddaughter of
Margaret Gerner
Founder of BPUSAStL

Joseph DeMarco

Lindsay Marie Dodd

Joel Fehrmann

Jennifer Francisco

Son of
Theresa DeMarco
Secretary

Daughter of
Pat Dodd
Chapter Chair

Son of
Linda Fehrmann

Julie Bardle

Daughter of
Jeanne & Mike
Francisco
Cottleville Group
Facilitators
Donnie Lagemann

Daughter of
Marilyn Kister
Newsletter
Editor

Son of Bill &
Vicki Lagemann
Bowling Green
Group Facilitators

Natalie Frohning

Kellie Gregory

Mickey Hale

Daughter of
Linda Frohning

Daughter of
Cary Gregory

Son of
Jacque Glaeser
W. County Group
Facilitator

Jeffrey Morris

Jeff Ryan

Daniel Kohler

Son of
Cindy Morris
Treasurer

Son of
Pat Ryan

Son of
Arlene Thomason

Rosie Umhoefer

Daughter of
Roseann Umhoefer

Matthew Wiese

Son of
Kim Wiese
W. County Group
Co-Facilitator

Honor your child & support BPUSAStL


Love Gift: For any donation your child’s picture will appear on the Love Gifts page of this newsletter.



Tribute of the Month:
Make a $20 donation and your child’s picture will grace our Website Homepage and have a link to your
child’s virtual memorial.
Virtual Memorial:
Simply join a group and your child’s picture will be added to “Meet Our Children.” In addition, make a $10
donation to submit a one-page story that links to your child’s online picture.
For any of the above, make sure that your child’s picture and angel date is in BPUSAStL database. If
not, mail one to PO Box 1115, St. Peters, MO 63376 or EMAIL: bpusastl@gmail.com



Our doors are open for you.
BUSINESS / FACILITATORS MEETINGS

ALL MEMBERS ARE WELCOME!
CONTACT: PAT DODD
314.575.4178
GROUP MEETINGS
Bowling Green, MO

LOCATION

DATES

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

MEETING LOCATION

April 08, 2017

9:00 AM

June 10, 2017

9:00 AM

August 12, 2017

9:00 AM

FACILITATOR(S)

DAY

TIME

Bill & Vicki Lagemann
573.242.3632
Sibling Fac: Wendy Koch
573.822.6123

3rd Thursday

7-9pm

St. Peters / St. Charles, Knights of Columbus Hall
MO
5701 Hwy N
St. Charles, MO 63304

Mike & Jeanne Francisco

1st Thursday

7:00pm

West County, MO

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

4th Tuesday

7:00pm

FACILITATOR(S)

DAY

TIME

N/A

N/A

SPECIALIZED

Super 8 Motel
1216 E. Champ Clark Dr.
Bowling Green, MO 63334

TIME

Shaare Emeth
11645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue)
St. Louis, MO 63141

MEETING LOCATION

636.947.9403

MEETINGS

OPEN ARMS Parents
Left Behind

Meetings have been
discontinued.

Kathy Dunn
kathydunn333@yahoo.com
314.807.5798

GRASP: Grief Relief
After Substance
Passing

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

Mary Ann Lemonds
314.330.7586
malemonds@gmail.com

Life Crisis Center

9355 Olive Blvd.
St. Louis, MO 63132

Sundays

5:00 pm

314.647.3100

Wednesdays

7:00 pm

PALS: Parents
St. Lukes 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’s
Community Center
608 Jefferson Street
St. Charles, MO 63301

Linda Fehrmann
314.853.7925

1st & 3rd Monday

6:30 pm

Survivors of Suicide
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We Miss You
If you have moved, please notify us of your new address

so you will continue to receive this publication!

Bereaved Parents of the USA Credo
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 BP/USA to provide a
haven where all bereaved families can meet and share our grief journeys. We
attend monthly gatherings whenever we can and for as long as we believe
necessary.
We share our fears, confusions, anger, guilt, frustrations,
emptiness and feelings of hopelessness so that hope can be found anew. As
we accept, support, comfort and encourage each other, we demonstrate to
each other that survival is possible. Together we celebrate the lives of our
children, share the joys and triumphs as well as the love that will never fade.
Together we learn how little it matters where we live, what our color or our
affluence is or what faith we uphold as we confront the tragedies
of our children’s deaths. Together, 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!

