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BPUSAStL will do everything we can to
communicate any changes. We also
encourage you to utilize the National
website for updates.
Thank you and stay well!!!
https://www.bereavedparentsusa.org/annualconference/annual-gathering-conference/
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Eric Korte
May 1985 - July 2015
By Lorna Korte, Eric’s Mom …
BPUSAStL-St. Peters Group.

I've been asked what I've learned along the way.
I stare blankly searching for the right thing to say.
I've learned that you can die and yet still breathe.
You can doubt everything you have ever believed.
You can feel pain, fear and sorrow so deep.
There is an endless supply of the tears you will weep.
You'll beg, you'll plead, you'll scream, scream, scream.
You'll convince yourself it's all a bad dream.
Through this pain you'll become someone new.
You'll only respond to the things that are true.
You'll have no more patience for meaningless things.
You no longer worry about what the future brings.
This great loss brings many lessons to you.
The most important of all and so very true.
Love never dies, It grows stronger every day.
It is the light that will show you the way.
The way back to living though different than before.
A new appreciation for life and so much more.

How to Cope with Bereavement During the COVID-19 Pandemic
Grieving the loss of a loved one may be especially challenging right now.
Posted Apr 07, 2020—Jason Spendelow, PH.D.

https://www.psychologytoday.com/us/blog/bravery-in-bereavement/202004/how-cope-bereavement-during-the-covid-19-pandemic

Bereavement is a painful, stressful, and difficult journey at the best of times. But grieving the loss of a loved one may be
especially challenging during the COVID-19 pandemic.
Why Does the Pandemic Create Additional Strain for the Bereaved?
We live in highly uncertain times, and we are surrounded by fear, anxiety, and illness. But this pandemic will be
especially stressful if already grieving the loss of a loved one. Some of the reasons for increased stress may include:


Being less able to receive in-person support from friends and family, potentially leading to a greater sense of
isolation and loneliness.



A decrease in activity levels which may lead to more "thinking" time and a reduced ability to use hobbies and
interests as helpful distractions.



High levels of social, health, and occupational uncertainty, reducing stability in life as you grieve, which can create
difficulty planning for the future.



More frequent reminders about illness and death, including the fear that you will experience further loss.

There will be other stressful factors but, as we can see, the coping resources of a bereaved person are under severe
strain in the context of the pandemic. You must have a clear game plan to help manage the additional challenges
caused by COVID-19.
Coping Strategies
Here are some suggestions to help support your well-being while grieving during the pandemic:


Acknowledge that grieving at this time is more challenging than coping with loss outside a health crisis. You have
additional sources of stress to contend with, so you must practice self-compassion. Signs of self-criticism might
come in the form of beliefs like "I should be doing better than this" or "I am failing to keep it together." Failing to
acknowledge the additional stress associated with the pandemic runs the risk of blaming yourself for something that
is out of your control.



Staying connected to others is very important if you are grieving AND socially isolated. Often we don't feel like
talking to others after losing a loved one. If you lack this motivation, try to book times for phone calls and video
chats. Arrange these conversations as appointments you must keep. Agree on times with people in advance so you
are more likely to follow through.



Alternate between "loss" and "restorative" activities. This idea comes from the dual-process approach to grief which
says that people move between loss-related activities (e.g., looking at photos of the deceased, crying, talking about
the person) and restorative exercises (e.g., making plans for the future, spending time on hobbies).



Consider minimizing the time you spend watching the news. It is sensible to be aware of major announcements by
government and health officials. Outside of that, don't watch the news if it increases your stress levels.

You might find it useful to think about how your lost loved one would like you to respond in these circumstances. You
can use this exercise to help generate coping strategies. Alternatively, if you could talk to this person in 10 years, what
would you like to say about how you coped during the pandemic? These final two strategies may not suit everyone, so
only use them if they are right for you.
Summing Up
Everyone is living under difficult and stressful circumstances. The pandemic will be especially challenging for the
bereaved. Having a clear coping plan is essential, and some of the strategies suggested above may form a part of that
plan.

The Highway of Life: Get Back on the Bus!
By: Maureen Hunter
Source: www.opentohope.com/the-highway-of-life-get-back-on-the-bus/

The bus stopped for you at GRIEF, and as you stepped off, you sank into an abyss of pain
and sorrow, like nothing you had experienced before. You don’t have to stay forever in
this inhospitable place.
Get back on the bus now!
When we experience the loss of a loved one, we can feel totally powerless as the feelings
associated with grief wreak havoc in our lives. In the short term, we may have little
control over our life and go through the motions in survival mode only. We wonder if we
will ever feel some degree of peace again.
Stepping back onto the bus and getting onto the highway of life takes courage, but more
than that, it takes a commitment to you.
Are you ready?
You must decide if you want life to be more than it is at the moment. Do you want to
have meaning in your life again? Do you want to truly live again? Only you can decide.
Many may think, of course: What a stupid question! Of course I want to truly live, but
getting back on that bus takes a lot of hard work. It will require that resolve, that
commitment to you. It will underpin your actions, as you adapt to grief and gradually
make a new course for yourself in the strangely altered life you now find yourself in.
Continued on Page 7

At Home with Our Grief

LOVE
GIFTS

At home, at home, at home
with our grief.
Has it been cruel,
or has it offered some relief?

Call that person who understands you,
read that magazine or forgotten book.
Pick a cozy spot near a window
or make an outside “happy place” nook.

The pace has slowed down,
we have so much time to reflect.
Is it something we needed,
or much more that we’d expect.

Take a walk, ride a bike if you can.
Plant some flowers or mail order seeds.
Sketch a garden on paper, or in your head,
start by pulling out those luxurious weeds.

Sad or happy, or in between,
look out the window, step out the door.
What once was brown and bleak
has transformed into a lushness to adore.

Play a game that is fun or challenging,
any kind will really do.
Sort out all your pictures?!
watch HGTV for a room re-do.

Things we’ve put off because
we couldn’t seem to focus or think. Go outdoors to take up a task
before this spring turns into summer heat,
in a blink.

Try a new recipe or two,
do a spring cleaning deep dive.
Whatever you choose during this
crazy pandemic time.
BE HAPPY TO BE ALIVE.

IN MEMORY OF
ROSIE
UMHOEFER
4/24/1983
7/03/2003

Poem by: Rosann Umhoefer BPUSAStL
St. Peters Group.

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 for your donations!

Continued from Page 5… The Highway of Life: Get Back on the Bus!
Let me share something with you. About three months after my son died, I was with a
friend. The emotional pain I found myself in was crippling me. Through my tears, I
made a commitment to myself that night. I made a conscious decision that my son’s
death would not define my life for ever, not in this way. It would not mean I was
destined to live in this extreme emotional pain forever. It would not mean I would
never enjoy moments of peace again. If I succumbed to this forever, I would be dead
whilst alive, something I couldn’t do to myself or to Stuart. I thought of the pain he
must be in watching ME and unable to help ME.
I had to get through this somehow!
Making that decision didn’t mean I could magically appear in a new life and start
afresh. It meant I had to take steps to integrate that loss and get to a new destination.
It meant there were tough times. It meant I had to find new ways of doing, being and
feeling, that wouldn’t come easy.
To get where I am now has been the most difficult thing I have ever done. There were
many times when I couldn’t get back on the bus. When the days were especially tough I
would think back to that night and that decision I made to myself. That is what kept me
going when I wanted to give up. I decided NO! I do want different. I’m getting back on
the bus!
Here are some things to remember:
 You are in charge of you – you have control over you.
 It takes courage to step into the unknown – it takes a leap of faith. Look ahead to
what you want.
 You are stronger than you know – you can do this. Be the strength you need for you.
 Remind yourself every day of your commitment – I am back on the bus.

Maureen is now committed to doing just that through her website, www.esdeer.com.
She provides comfort, hope and inspiration through her writings and Stepping through
Grief re-sources and programs. She writes regularly on grief, healing, resilience and
spirituality and is the creator of “Stepping through Grief: the 7 Steps Pathway,” a
step-by-step process which helps individuals step through grief to find meaning in
their lives once more.
Article Lovingly lifted from Hope for Bereaved September 2019 Newsletter

There is a need to ask, “Why?”
Iris Bolton was the Director of THE LINK Counseling Center when her son ended his life. Her
reflections are helpful not only after a suicide death, drug overdose but to anyone stuck on
“WHY”.

Lovingly lifted from: HOPELINE Newsletter, November 2019

Although this was written to describe life with a special needs child, it is also applicable to the
bereaved. We, too, are navigating with different guidebooks and meeting a new group of people we
would have never known...other bereaved parents. May we all learn to find our way around Holland!
Welcome to Holland
I am often asked to describe the experience of raising a child with a disability – to try to help people
who have not shared that unique experience to understand it, to imagine how it would feel. It’s like
this…
When you’re going to have a baby, it’s like planning a fabulous vacation trip – to Italy. You buy a
bunch of guidebooks and make wonderful plans. The Coliseum. The Michelangelo David. The
gondolas in Venice. You may learn some handy phrases in Italian. It’s all very exciting.
After months of eager anticipation, the day finally arrives. You pack
your bags and off you go. Several hours later, the plane lands. The
stewardess comes in and says, “Welcome to Holland.” “Holland?!?”
you say. “What do you mean Holland?? I signed up for Italy! I’m
supposed to be in Italy. All my life I’ve dreamed of going to Italy.”
But there’s been a change in the flight plan. They’ve landed in Holland
and there you must stay. The important thing is they haven’t taken you
to a horrible, disgusting, filthy place full of pestilence, famine and
disease. It’s just a different place.
So you must go out and buy new guidebooks. And you must learn a
whole new language. And you will meet a whole new group of people you never would have met.
It’s just a different place. It’s slower-paced than Italy, less flashy than Italy. But after you’ve been
there for a while and you catch your breath, you look around…and you begin to notice Holland has
windmills…and Holland has tulips. Holland even has Rembrandts.
But everyone you know is busy coming and going from Italy…and they’re all bragging about what a
wonderful time they had there. And for the rest of your life, you will say, “Yes, that’s where I was
supposed to go. That’s what I had planned.” And the pain of that will never, ever, ever, ever go
away…because the loss of that dream is a very, very significant loss.
But…if you spend your life mourning the fact that you didn’t get to go to Italy, you may never be
free to enjoy the very special, the very lovely things…about Holland.
©1987 BY EMILY PERL KINGSLEY.
ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.

A trigger I did not expect Sarah Lyman Kravits, May 14, 2016
It’s amazing to me how hard it is to predict how I will react in a given situation, or how I will be
coping on a particular day or at a certain moment. I thought it would get more predictable and
manageable over time. Maybe enough time hasn’t passed to qualify as the “over time” amount,
because I’m caught off guard more often than not. Or, maybe it will never follow a pattern I can
anticipate. Maybe how it works will never be consistent enough to allow any comforting level of
understanding.
In the last couple of years I’ve experienced a range of grief triggers, and have heard and read a
lot about how others experience them. I can think of fairly typical and common ones, like
particular days on the calendar, songs, photographs, smells, and holidays – I have triggers in all
of these categories, and it’s safe to say that I expected them.

However, I did not expect to be triggered by stuff in a category I would call
“happy things.”
A delicious dinner. An adorable moment with a dog. A flavorful beer. A restored late-1960s
Mustang. A funny conversation. A warm and sunny day, like it was a couple of days ago when I
started writing this.
To my surprise, I have found that all kinds of happy things can trigger me, and it happens
randomly. I will experience something nice, and it makes me feel good, and then right on the
heels of the positive emotion comes that overwhelming feeling that Frank should be here – he
should be tasting the dinner, hearing the conversation, trying out the beer. The weather is nice
and he should be here enjoying it.
There’s that “should” word again. The word that shines a blazingly bright light on the yawning gap
between what I expected to be at this point in my life and what actually is.
Luckily, I’m not triggered every time something makes me happy. It seems completely random,
but that makes it perhaps more unsettling, because I never know when it’s going to hit. I find it
easier to handle something tough when I can reasonably guess when it’s going to happen – for
example, when I was in chemotherapy, the regimented medication schedule and my predictable
reactions to it led to my feeling far more in control than I had imagined possible. Monday Taxol,
Tuesday and Wednesday hopped up on steroids, Thursday crash with flu-like aches and
exhaustion, Friday crawling back from Thursday’s pit, Saturday and Sunday feeling pretty good,
Monday back in for the next infusion. I could brace myself when I knew I would need to, and relax
when I could guess things would ease up.

My grief, so far, follows no such pattern. It’s a new adventure every day,
sometimes every hour.
I do think of how Frank can be everywhere now in a way, experiencing every happy thing that
each of us on earth who loves him wants to share with him. I return to that thought often to see if I
can find comfort in it. So far it’s kind of like checking the cup of dirt on the windowsill in the
kitchen, the one your kid brings home from school with a seed planted in it. As much as you want
the seed to grow, day after day it’s still just a cup of dirt. You have hope, though, that something
you can't see yet is brewing down in there, something that will poke through and live and bring a
smile to your face. So you keep checking. I keep checking, too.

Cemeteries are a very unique place to visit
Kirk Spencer February 21, 2020 Source: the grieftoolbox.com
My daughter’s final resting place was in a section of
Union Cemetery in Columbus, Ohio they call Baby
Land. I haven’t gone back to visit my daughter’s grave
site very often. I believe that she isn’t really there. I
don’t know, maybe I don’t fully understand the

holidays, vacations, birthdays, first words, and first
steps. Just more days to love on their child. Losing a
child is dreadful and so very permanent. Either way,
it just plain sucks.

significance of cemeteries.

It’s silly I’m sure, but whenever I have visited Baby
Land, it feels like I am standing in a small village
The few times I have visited Union Cemetery, I would where only the parents who have lost a small child
watch my wife carefully wipe away any remnants are allowed. While Lynn and I are always there alone,
Mother Nature may have left behind on Lindsay’s
headstone. Then she carefully arranges some flowers
using those same gentle hands that had held Lindsay
so sweetly while she was alive.

I feel I’m sharing an extraordinary and mutual
community with all those other parents I’ve never
met. It seems there is a secret and common kinship
among strangers whose child has left too soon. It
holds you together, like a sacred, but scattered

Standing by Lindsay’s grave, I cannot help but look family.
about at some of her neighboring headstones. Due to
the proximity of every headstone, I am usually We are all part of a common thread that passes
standing on them. Sometimes I say a little prayer for through a place that not many parents have to, or get
those other parents, but usually I simply look at the to, visit. You can’t help but feel the love that has been
names and dates on their little gravestones and left behind on those revered stones. While there are
wonder how short their lives were as well.
no voices lifted out loud, the feeling is still very
comforting. It shows up as a generous embrace left
Some of the headstones have the same date for both behind from all those parents who preceded or
birth and death. For those parents, all the excitement, anticipation, joy, hopes, and dreams were
crushed forever in an abrupt instant. It must be very
sad to have a baby born and die on the very same

followed you there. Every young soul leaves the
traces of a sweet life left behind in this very special
place, purchased by God long before each child was
born.

day. No, I’m certain it is.
For those parents who have held their child a little
longer and then lose them too quickly, their loss is
awful too, possibly in very different ways. Those
parents who have enjoyed their child a little longer
have many memories to savor and miss, like
Continued on page 12

Cemeteries are a very unique place to visit
Continued from page 11

All of us arrived at this destination at
different times and certainly through
different circumstances, but for those
few moments, I can safely share what it
feels like to be a lonely parent. Perhaps
those other parents say a short prayer as
they look at my child’s grave as well. This
temporary sanctuary makes it easier to
stand in the midst of this special group
of heroes.
Many years have come and gone since
that cold week in April 1982. Since my
family moved to Cincinnati, I have only
gone back to Lindsay’s grave a few
times, but Lynn’s mom always went
there to lay some flowers on her grave
for those special occasions: her birthday
and the anniversary of her passing.
Maybe she just wanted to spend some
time near one of her grandchildren. I will
be forever grateful for her acts of kindness and love.
After living through the writing my story,
I have tried to visit that cemetery more
often, sometimes by myself. It doesn’t
take long for those communal hugs to
surround me from all those other
parents whose child sleeps but a few
feet away from mine.
Thank you for all those hugs and I hope
my presence leaves some comfort
behind for you as well when you visit
Baby Land.
kirk-spencer.com

It is not easy returning to the world
of normalcy when your world is so
upside-down. It is not easy to stop
being a mother or father to your
child who has died. The thought
for the day is a word ~ patience ~
patience with yourself who
suddenly and powerlessly has been
thrown into this horrid nightmare;
patience with your spouse who
always seems to be having a down
day; patience with
relatives and friends
who wish to help but
seem to hurt, with
hollow advice and
logical words; and
patience with time,
for it takes time to
adjust, and time
can move so slowly.

Reprinted from Survivors of
Suicide, “Mayday”, July 2009

Our doors are open for you.
W
e
l
c
o
m
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

DATE

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

BJC Hospital St. Peters
10 Hospital Drive
Room A/B
St. Peter, MO 63376
FACILITATOR(S)

DAY

Mike & Jeanne Francisco
636.947.9403

St. Peters / St. Charles, Same as above
MO—Siblings Facilitator

Samantha Schaefer
636.293.1099

West County, MO

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

***Share Emeth is
closed at least
through May 2020.

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

Representation in Lieu of Meetings
Bowling Green
Tri-County
Troy, MO
OPEN ARMS Parents Left Behind
SPECIALIZED
MEETINGS

TIME

1st Thursday

7:00pm

Same as above

7:00pm

4th Tuesday

7:00pm

Contact

Phone

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

MEETING LOCATION

TIME

FACILITATOR(S) /
CONTACT(S)

573.242.3632
573.438.4559
314.954.1810
314.807.5798
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 St. Luke’s Hospital
the loss of a child to suicide (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
Center
608 Jefferson Street
St. Charles, MO 63301

Linda Fehrmann
314.853.7925

1st & 3rd Monday

6:30 pm

Hugs & Healing Grief
Support Group—
Community Room in Main
Lobby

Christian Hospital
11133 Dunn Road
St. Louis, MO 63136

Johnnie Coleman

2nd Wednesday

6:30-8 pm

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

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

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.

Newsletter Submissions
Cut-off date for our next issue is

June 15, 2020
Send your submissions (poems, articles, love
gifts) to:
Newsletter
PO Box 1115
St. Peters, MO 63376
or to :
snowwhite6591@gmail.com
Your writings may help someone.

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

Danny Brauch
Brother of
Samantha
Schaefer
St. Peters Group
Sibling Facilitator

J. P. Rosciglione
Son of Terre
Rosciglione
Trivia Coordinator
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 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
BEREAVED PARENTS U.S.A.
P.O. Box 1115
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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

