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Cindy will remain as the Treasury-Advisor to  

Theresa DeMarco as she assumes the position.  

Theresa was the BPUSAStL Co-Secretary along 

with Jacque Glaeser for 5 years and recently   

retired from her 40-year day job.  

Jacque Glaeser graciously accepted the role of 

Board Secretary which she co-held for nearly 5 

years along with Theresa  DeMarco.  Jacque will 

continue to facilitate the West County Group in 

St. Louis. 

Thank you, ladies, for continuing to serve 

BPUSAStL in these new capacities.   

“Our grief always brings a gift. 

It’s the gift of greater sensitivity 
and 

compassion for others. 

We learn to rise above  

our own grief by reaching out 

and lessening the grief of others.” 

                       —— Dr. Robert Schuller 

Cindy Morris recently stepped down as BPUSAStL 

Treasurer. She held this position for nearly 5 years 

after transitioning as the St. Louis Chapter Leader 

and Troy, Bowling Green and St. Peters Group       

facilitator.  We appreciate her time and dedication to 

these many positions and also the coordination of 

many fundraisers and workshops.   

Cindy, thank you, as we have grown to rely upon 

your expertise and guidance.  We will miss you, and 

we look forward to seeing you at future events. 



 

 

 

Last year in October, the TV program announced it was National Breast Cancer 

Awareness Month and then an array of women each spoke along with the         

announcement of the number of years they had been a breast cancer survivor. 

It was an “AHAH” moment for me as this year 2018, I am a 30 year survivor of the 

death of my daughter Amy Marie. 

On April 15, 1988, Amy was 22 years and one day old, when she died of Viral      

Myocarditis, a rare heart virus.  Her death was sudden, without warning.            

Undetected/she thought she had the flu, so did we. 

She was young, believed to be healthy, happy in her life with her move to           

California.  She was accomplishing goals in her workplace, going part time to      

college and that summer would be planning her wedding. 

I often refer to her death as “the crap shoot of life” there was no rhyme or reason, nothing made sense. 

We were reeling in the shock of it, fractured and drowning in the grief.  Her death changed us all, her twin sister Beth, 

me, her stepfather and father, the man she was to marry, all the family and all the 

friends she accumulated in 22 years and one day. 

The dictionary defines comprehension > to grasp mentally, to understand. 

Well that wasn’t working for me as I didn’t understand, probably never will.                

I had no idea how I was going to try to “comprehend” how her death colored every 

thought, every process, every attitude… 

So then comes the process of surviving (cause you never think you can possibly   

survive) perusing the “what ifs”,  “the if only”, the “what could have been” instead of celebrating the bouquet of what 

had been.  It’s always a process. 

I took a long time to get to grateful for having Amy in my life for 22 years and one day.  All the good in her life, all those 

precious memories.  I took a while to orchestrate this way of life and put my loss in its honored place and deal with 

reality. 

Time does not heal, it cushions, it tolerates, it allows. 

I came to realize I could not deal with only the loss but needed to embrace her “even being”.  I haven’t let go of Amy, 

never will. I simply don’t want to.  I choose to keep her living in my heart and mind, she is part of me as always.  I still 

feel the warmth of love when I think of her, still laugh when I think of some of the witty and wacky things she said or 

did.  I still cry when the loneliness of her absence pierces my heart and I miss her, as much as in the beginning of my 

journey. 

Gradually, I found I created new habits, found new ways of interacting and reintegrating myself into this crazy world 

which to my surprise did not stop as it had for us. 

Amy Marie Lizzi 

1966  -  1988 

Continued on page 3 

I took a while  

to orchestrate this way of 

life and put my loss in its 

honored place and deal 

with reality. 

It Can Be a Long Time to Get To “Grateful” 



From Beth Johnson:  I am sending you this article that my Mom, Mary Carlstedt, wrote in honor of my sister, 

Amy Marie Lizzi's, 30th year anniversary.  It will be 30 years on April 15th.   

I have read volumes on grief.  I’ve had private counseling and group therapy.  I have kept journals. What I have learned 

is there is no answer to our question… Why? 

I think of my perennial garden I planted in Amy’s memory. 

Of what I originally planted some did not thrive (I thought of friendships), some were consistent (again friendships), 

some plants made room for others and some “appeared” (new friendships), I don’t even remember planting. 

The initial gesture of the garden was sincere regimented, purposeful. 

Now I see from past pictures a different memory garden.  The perennial tribute has changed, evolved and I realize I 

have too.  The garden is not the same as it once was.  Neither am I. 

April 15th will always make me pause and take a breath even now 30 years later.   

I survived its devastation in spite of myself, regardless,  even when it seemed too much. 

Grief does not magically disappear after someone says it should or when the public appoints a time they are            

comfortable with.  It just becomes part of us, incorporated into our psyche.  Life reasserts itself and we go on, but I 

find I am more aware, more intense, more sensitive and more “grateful” for what I have and had. 

I no longer take anything for granted.  In this journey I have met or been in the company of some incredible people.  

Incredibly sensitive and incredibly insensitive.  I have learned from both. 

So at 30 years, I choose to ignore the ignorant that have never had a clue about the real me. 

I am also aware and indebted to those special people who know who I am.  Understand to the best of their ability 

where I’ve been, accept who I’ve become and still gently invite me to grow. 

My journey is in its 30th year.  Today I stop with “grateful” tears and weep because I have come so far.  It takes a while 
to get to “grateful” and I am and Amy’s been with me in every step. 
 

Love, Mom 

Continued from page 2 It Can Be a Long Time to Get To “Grateful” 



IN Danny Brauch 

July 1988  -   

Aug 2013 

“particular to the sibling 

experience:  You may feel 

that your grief is 

unacknowledged…” 

ST PETERS GROUP SIBLING COORDINATOR 

The Mission Statement of the Bereaved Parents of the USA is, “We, 

as bereaved parents, help grieving parents and families rebuild 

their lives following the death of a child.”  We welcome interested 

family members to our non-professional, peer-support group 

meetings.  Of course, age appropriateness should be a primary   

caution when considering young siblings in attendance.  However, 

some children do display the level of maturity to attend and        

contribute.  Throughout our history, we have been fortunate, at       

various times, to have a “sibling coordinator” at our Saint Peters 

Group monthly meetings.  They  facilitate meetings and activities of 

our sibling participants.   Recently, our group discussed the need to 

fill the absence of our sibling coordinator.  The Saint Peters Group 

has some siblings who attend on a regular basis.  We know from 

our members that some siblings indicate they’ll attend if we have a 

coordinator available to facilitate their meeting and activities.  In 

this New Year, Daniel Brauch’s sibling, Samantha Schaefer, will be 

our “Sibling Coordinator.”  Samantha brings with her a family and a 

professional career in Elementary Education.  She’s attended our 

group almost five years. 

Our National Sibling Coordinator, Sarah Kravits, has shared some 

sibling grief reactions “particular to the sibling experience:  You 

may feel that your grief is unacknowledged, or given less attention 

than others in the family or friend group.  You may feel protective 

of your parents and frustrated at not being able to comfort them. 

You may feel that you have lost your past as well as your future.” 

As members of the Bereaved Parents of the USA, we focus our help 

on “grieving parents and families” as they “rebuild their lives        

following the death of a child.” We believe that with the addition of 

our sibling coordinator, we will expand our capability further to 

offer our siblings HOPE. 

      By Mike Francisco 



***A few BPA moms have attended the “Weavings” weekend retreat.   This is HIGHLY recommended 
by those that have attended.  This is open  to all mom’s, no matter how long you’ve been on your    
journey.  Mom’s can only attend once and there’s always a waiting list...so register as soon as           
possible.  Cancelations do happen, so your chances to be selected are usually good.   It is TOTALLY 
free!  Network with other moms, enjoy wonderful meals and snacks, massages (if you choose), and the 
opportunity to decorate memory boxes in honor of your child.    Jeanne Francisco can help provide 
names of some past BPA attendees if you wish to hear about their experiences. 

*** 



By:  Pat Dyson, TCF, 

Beaumont, TX 

The smell of Spring is in the 

air. At your house it’s    

probably lilacs, lilies and 

hollyhocks, but at my 

house, it’s Lysol, Lemon 

Pledge and Clorox.  These 

fragrances are the         

harbingers of my favorite 

secular celebration, Spring 

cleaning.  I admit it, 

friends; I love to clean.   

I learned the joys of tidiness 

at my mother’s 

(housemaid’s) knee. She is 

Norwegian, and for          

centuries the women in her        

family have dedicated their 

lives to cleanliness.  Early 

in my indoctrination, my 

mother taught me the old 

Norwegian expression 

“Ingen kysten skogen       

mogen!” which loosely 

translated means, “when in 

doubt, toss it out.” 

I’m pretty sentimental my-

self but, until recently, I 

was never a saver of things.  

That changed when Blake 

died.  I found that I could 

not part with anything that 

his little hands might have 

touched, from his childish       

scribblings to lucky rocks to     

Plastic dinosaurs.   

Shortly after he died, I went 

through all of Blake’s clothes 

and gave away his newest and 

Sunday best.  The things I 

saved were his play clothes—-

the shorts and shirts with mud 

and pizza stains that never 

quite came out, his favorite  

pajamas, his Charlie Brown 

underwear.  My mother and I 

gently packed them away in 

tissue paper as if they were the 

finest silks and linens.  Some-

times when I open that drawer, 

I think I catch a sniff of Blake’s 

musky little-boy scent.  The 

yearning it awakens in me is 

almost more than I can bear.   

This Spring, in conjunction 

with my usual cleaning frenzy, 

I’m thinking of getting rid of 

some of the junk I’ve              

accumulated since Blake died, 

stuff I’ve lugged around but   

really don’t need anymore. I’m 

going to call my favorite helpful  

hardware man and ask him 

to bring the biggest box in 

his warehouse.   Into that 

box I’m going to chuck the 

following:   

 That residual bitterness    

toward those who said or 

did the wrong thing, or 

worse, nothing.  Vestiges 

of anger that surprise me 

when they still crop up 

from time to time. 

 That awful anxiety about 

my surviving children 

and other loved ones. 

 That old bugaboo, guilt, 

for all I should have said 

or done or been. 

Friends, this is going to 

have to be a gigantic box!  

I’m probably going to need a 

dolly to get it out to the 

street so the garbage man 

can pick it up.  Maybe I’ll 

just let it sit in the garage 

for a while so I can look in it 

from time to time and think 

about how far I’ve come.  

Better yet, perhaps I’ll just 

dump everything into the 

recycling bin.  Who knows?  

Something  valuable might 

emerge from all that pain. 



 

Balloon Release in our  

Children(s) Memory 
 

St. Peters Group  

  April 5, 2018 

Contact: 

Mike & Jeanne Francisco 

636.947.9403 

 

ANNUAL 
FUNDRAISER 

 

Doors open at 6:00 pm 
Event starts at 7:00 pm 

 

COST    
    

$25/ person 
Tables of 8 (singles welcome, 

we’ll find you a seat) 
(Includes Beverages: 

beer, soda, water) 
 

 
LOCATION      

              
Knights of Columbus -        

Cottleville 
5701 Hwy N 

St. Charles, MO  63304 
 

CONTACTS 
 

Terre  314-393-5713 
Courtney  314-440-7751 

Whispering Woods Hotel & Conference 
Center 

7300 Hacks Cross Rd 
Olive Branch, MS 38654 

Information package is now available on the national 

website:    https://www.bereavedparentsusa.org/2018-

Registration-Packet_2.pdf 

We miss 

you 



Dear Rosie, 

Could it be this long?   

It’s hard to believe. 

It seems like just yesterday 

you were sitting right beside me. 
 

This spring you would be 

the age of thirty-five. 

Oh, how we could celebrate 

if you were alive. 
 

You’d be middle aged, 

that’s so hard to believe.  

Our little girl “all grown up”, 

that’s what you’d be.  
 

Married?  With kids? 

And having a career? 

Still doing your art? 

So many questions for you, my dear.  
 

For us you will always be 20, 

Sweet and happy in everything you do. 

With mixed feelings we lovingly wish  

HAPPY BIRTHDAY to you. 

                            Love Dad & Mom 

Rosie Umhoefer 
Apr 1983 - Jul 2003 

Amy Marie Lizzi 

Apr 1966  -   Apr 1988 

LOVE, Mom 

Thank you for the anonymous           matching donations from employees at Duke Energy... 

...And  

AT&T 

Note:  Once the newsletter is sent to print, it can take as 
long as three weeks to make it to our mailboxes.  If a love 
gift is made and your child(s) picture is missing, it will be 
posted in the next publication.  Thank you 



STONE COLD 

A slab of stone-cold marble protruding from the ground 

records your mournful passing.  You left without a sound. 

As tears fall into raindrops, they fill your letters full. 

I still can’t somehow fathom the sneaky trick God pulled. 

He could have kept His hand there and cured your misery. 

Instead, He let you die there.  Why did that have to be? 

I will admit, at one time, I felt your presence near. 

But in this dreary drizzle, I feel there’s nothing here. 

I’m sure if you weren’t busy, you’d make your way to me. 

I’ll be here for an hour, if later you get free. 

To come with expectations, I still have never done. 

But missing sweet embraces, I’m surely needing one. 

Inside, you were an angel and perfect, more or less. 

You showed me shades of Heaven I never would have guessed. 

I’d like to think God planned one more noble, worthy cause. 

If so, please share the secret and I’ll join with applause. 

But closure isn’t coming.  I’m well aware of that. 

What’s worse - you’re not here, either.  I wonder where you’re at. 

No, Heaven’s not in question.  Your home’s a glorious place. 

It’s just my heart is aching.  I long to see your face. 

This rain and gloomy weather would chill me normally. 

Today, they cloud my vision, but not my memories. 

These green and purple flowers should make a nice bouquet. 

In normal circumstances, they’d brighten any day. 

But these serve no adornment when dropped into this pot. 

They’re here so you won’t wonder if I was here or not. 

I don’t have an umbrella.  There’s two, though, in my trunk. 

I’d choose chronic pneumonia to get out of this funk. 

My mind’s in bits and pieces; like through a Cuisinart. 

That paints a mirror image resembling my heart. 

These thoughts I can’t abandon though some have told me to. 

My strength lies not in leaving, but understanding you. 

A hollow shell that’s fragile is what I seem to be. 

Just thought you might be lonely and wanted you with me. 

Kellie Gregory 

1986  -  2011 

 

 

Written by:  Cary Gregory, 

BPUSAStL 

KELLIE
 



ere it comes!  Spring!  Flowers blooming, weather warming, the cold of winter is 

behind us.  We’re coming up out of our pain, right?  Wrong!  My six-year-old son 

Arthur was killed by automobile on Friday, May 28, 1971.  The Easter before was 

the last time we were together as a complete family. 

For years after, Spring and especially the Easter season began the realization that we were no longer 

a complete family, and never would be again.  Each year brought a new year of pain. 

When the first Spring came after Arthur was killed, I thought I would be better. Buds popped out 

and my sadness was deeper.  Easter came, and my pain was no less.  The temperature rose, but the 

coldness in my heart never left.  Many more Springs came-and none of them brought the relief I 

prayed for.  For me, the hope and renewal that was supposed to be a part of Spring was a  lie. 

Ironically, though, the beginning of the resolution of my grief began in the Spring of 1978.  My grief, 

which by this time had become prolonged and distorted, created a number of other problems in my 

life.  Among them, was the deterioration of my marriage.  We began seeing a marriage counselor.  I 

couldn’t believe it when he told me that it was not only acceptable, but necessary to face Arthur’s 

death and talk about the pain and emotions I had been encouraged to suppress all these years.  

Mine is a long story of struggle and determination, of steps and missteps, and pain and sadness and 

loss.  But it is also a long story of change and growth. 

The beginning of the resolution of my grief may have started then, but it didn’t happen in Spring.  It 

took place over many seasons.  Various seasons are significant for all of us.  The Christmas holidays 

may be significant for you.  The middle of June for someone else.  A colorful fall may be significant 

for another.  But, for some reason, we are led to believe that Spring will be a lessening of our pain.  

This is not true.  Spring is simply a time of year.  It’s a date. It’s a season.  It’s symbolic.  

But, Spring is not magic.  Yes, it hold promises, but those promises are only brought to fruition when 

we work at them.  Spring can be the impetus for change. The changes that take place in early grief, 

we hardly see Spring come.  We are so immersed in our pain and desolation that it is hard to see  

anything.  Just as Winter comes before Spring, dark painful grief work comes before we begin to see 

the light of comfortable life again. 

Don’t expect to sidestep the healthy, albeit painful, normal, and long process of grief. 

Don’t endow a season with magic to make changes in you. 

HOPE OR MORE PAIN? 
By:  Margaret Gerner, MSW 

Hard grief work is what will get you to the other side of your 

child’s death, not a date on the calendar. 



he Easter and Passover seasons are upon us.  They are special family times 

that make it more obvious that one is missing.  Some parents are struggling 

with what they believe anymore.  The pretty new dresses and hats don’t seem 

to matter as much as they did.  There are more important things on our minds 

now.  We are facing the renewal of life all around us-and yet the missing child’s 

life is not renewable. We hurt because life is going on and his or hers is not. 

These are normal reactions for some when grief is fresh, for the changing of seasons is a poignant time for 

many.  Those of us who have had the necessary time with to convey to those who have not that it won’t 

always be this painful.   When your grief softens (and it will), so will many of the hurtful responses.  Get 

out in the sunshine, go for a walk, smell the fragrance of the flowers and allow the warmth of the season 

to permeate your being.  It just may make your day a little lighter, and a lighter day is worth trying for. 

Loving lifted from a previous BPUSAStL Newsletter, 

date and author unknown 

Are you a picture person?  Some are, and some aren’t.  Maybe it is something you hadn’t 

even thought about—until an important person in your life died.  It is then that pictures 

of the deceased take on added importance, and it can be of a positive or negative nature.   

I realized after my son died that I am not a picture person; but, after I thought about it, I 

never was.  Maybe your family, like mine, had one member who turned out to be the     

official picture taker.  Any occasion that documents my family’s history is one where the 

designated member was always present.  Otherwise, we would not have a pictorial history 

to look back on. 

My oldest sister, whose only child died as a result of an accident just three months after 

my son died, was the one so designated in our family.  As a result, she has many pictures 

of us all.  She has found great comfort in having countless pictures of her son on display.  

There were a dozen or so of them on her den walls the last time I was in her home.   

But, what of those of us who find no comfort—just pain—in having pictures of the person 

who died around?  If you realize that my sister and I have such differing needs, how about 

spouses who occupy the same household?  Do you know, or have you even asked, how 

your spouse reacts to the pictures of your child who died? 

When you’re under great stress, sometimes seemingly little things gnaw at the roots of a 

marriage.  Survival often requires flexibility and sensitivity.  It doesn’t require major 

Different Styles of Grief 

Continued on page 12 



changes to meet both needs. It just         

requires a little cooperation.  

A suggestion is that, if the spouse who 

finds the pictures comforting can desig-

nate a spot in the house where pictures 

will be displayed, the other spouse, 

knowing where they are, doesn’t have to 

see them unless he or she wants to.  It is 

important to recognize that not wanting 

to see the pictures doesn’t mean that the 

spouse does not care.  It just means, as 

is true with most couples, that signs of 

grieving differ.  

 

“….recognize that not wanting to see the 

pictures doesn’t mean that the spouse 

does not care.” 

 

It is hoped that you have both made   

efforts not to make the pain of the loss of 

a child worse.  Lord knows, grief is bad 

enough at its best, and needs no help in 

making lives miserable.  Noting and 

blaming the differences in styles of griev-

ing, can be the beginning of understand-

ing for both of you.  That is what the 

survival of a marriage is all about. 

 

Mary Cleckley (Past board member of 

both TCF and BPUSA) 

Continued from page 11  Different Styles of Grief 

Like 

a 

bird 

singing 

in the 

rain, 

let  

grateful 

memories 

survive 

in time of 

sorrow. 

 

—-   Robert Louis Stevenson 



T E L E P H O N E    F R I E N D S 
BPUSA ST. LOUIS CHAPTER CHAIR: 

Pat Dodd  Phone / Text  314-575-4178  

email:  pat@dawson-dodd.com 

Part of BPUSAStL’s commitment to you is that 

we are the space where our parents and      

families communicate.  Printed in your news-

letter 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.   

OUR COMMITMENT 

 

As always, for up-to-date information  
on BPUSAStL events visit 

www.bpusastl.org 

Newsletter Submissions 

Cut-off date for our next issue is 

April 15, 2018 

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!! 

 

ACCIDENT,    

AUTOMOBILE 

Katie VerHagen 314-576-5018 

ACCIDENT, NON-

VEHICULAR 

Bill Lagemann 573-242-3632 

ADULT SIBLING Mark VerHagen 314-726-5300 

DRUGS/ ALCOHOL Patrick Dodd 314-575-4178 

GRANDPARENTS 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 

Please ensure we have 

your correct 

mailing address.           

Otherwise, newsletters 

are returned as  

undeliverable. 

Thank you in Advance! 



SPECIALIZED  

MEETINGS 

MEETING LOCATION FACILITATOR(S) / CONTACT DAY TIME 

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 

Sundays 5:00 pm 

Life Crisis Center 

Survivors of Suicide 

9355 Olive Blvd. 
St. Louis, MO  63132 

314.647.3100 Wednesdays 7:00 pm 

PALS:  Parents    
affected by the loss of 
a child to suicide 

St. Lukes Hospital   
(Hwy 141 & 40) 
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 

 

Our doors are open for you. 

GROUP MEETINGS MEETING LOCATION FACILITATOR(S) DAY TIME 

St. Peters / St. Charles, 

MO 

Knights of Columbus Hall 

5701 Hwy N 

St. Charles, MO  63304 

Mike & Jeanne Francisco 

636.947.9403 

1st Thursday 

 

7:00pm 

 

St. Peters / St. Charles, 

MO—Siblings Facilitator 

Same as above Samantha Schaefer 

636.293.1099 

Same as above 

 

7:00pm 

 

West County, MO Shaare Emeth  

11645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue) 

St. Louis, MO  63141 

Jacque Glaeser  636.394.3122 

jlynn63021@yahoo.com 

Co-Facilitator:  Kim Wiese 

314.956.3047 

4th Tuesday 

 

7:00pm 

BUSINESS  /  FACILITATORS MEETINGS LOCATION TIME DATE 

ALL MEMBERS ARE WELCOME! 

CONTACT:   PAT DODD 

                      314.575.4178 

BJC Hospital St. Peters 

10 Hospital Drive 

Room A/B 

St. Peter, MO  63376 

 

9:00 AM 

 

March 10, 2018 

May 12, 2018 

July 14, 2018 

MEETINGS ARE DISCONTINUED CONTACT INFORMATION  PHONE 

               Bowling Green 

               Tri-County  

               Troy, MO 

OPEN ARMS Parents Left Behind 

        Bill & Vicki Lagemann 

        Brenda Wilson 

        Cindy Morris 

        Kathy Dunn 

        (kathydunn333@yahoo.com) 

 573.242.3632 

573.438.4559 

314.954.1810 

314.807.5798 

W 
e 
l 
c 
o 
m 
e 
 



Children of BPUSAStL’s 

Active Board Members, Facilitators & Chairpersons  

 

 

Son & Granddaughter of  
Margaret Gerner 

Founder of BPUSAStL 

Son of  
Theresa DeMarco 

Treasurer 

Joseph DeMarco 

Natalie Frohning 

Daughter of  
Linda Frohning 

Jennifer Francisco 

Daughter of 
Jeanne & Mike 

Francisco 
St. Peters Group 

Facilitators 

Mickey Hale 

Son of  
Jacque Glaeser 

W. County Group 
Facilitator & 

Secretary 

Julie Bardle 

Daughter of  
Marilyn Kister 

Newsletter 
Editor 

Donnie Lagemann 

Son of Bill &  
Vicki Lagemann 

Jeffrey Morris 

Son of   
Cindy Morris 

Treasurer  -  Advisor 

Jeff Ryan 

Son of Pat Ryan 

Daniel Kohler 

Son of  
Arlene Thomason 

Rosie Umhoefer 

Daughter of 
Roseann Umhoefer 

Arthur Gerner 

Emily Gerner 

Matthew Wiese 

Son of Kim Wiese 
W. County Group 

Co-Facilitator 

Lindsay Marie Dodd 

Daughter of  
Pat Dodd 

Chapter Chair 

Kellie Gregory 

Daughter of 
Cary Gregory 

Son of  
Chuck Digney 

Shamus Digney 

Son of 
Donna Arnold 

Candlelight Chair 

Ryan Arnold 

I WISH TO MAKE A LOVE DONATION                       

(See page 8 of this publication)  -  We will include a picture of your child(ren)  
 

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 _____________________________________ 

Danny Brauch 

Brother of  
Samantha 
Schaefer 

St. Peters Group 
Sibling Facilitator 
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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! 


