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TIME is the passing of moments 

lived one at a time.  Our recovery 

depends on what we do with each 

moment.  We cannot sit back and 

say “TIME will heal me.” TIME is 

merely the movement of the 

clock.  Our successful return to 

comfortable living is what we do 

while that clock is moving.  We 

have to look at the beauty left us 

in life instead of what we no  

longer have.  We must find        

reasons to go on. 
 

Margaret Gerner, Founder of BPUSAStL 

 

 
A time for looking ahead 

and not behind. 

A time for faith 

and not despair. 

A time for long great gulps of hopeful expectation. 

Drink deeply friend so that 

fortified with the promises it brings. 

This New Year will keep you 

near fresh springs of healing love, 

Where you may come to weave old and loving 

memories with new understandings and                 

acceptance…. 

And find peace. 

 

 

By:  Shirley Ottman, Teri’s Mom, 

Denton, TX 

Lovingly lifted from  

“Sharing the Journey” BPA        

Springfield, Dec 2017  



   We are all here for the same reason, the loss of a child.   We don’t have to    

explain how devastating grief is for all of us.  Our stories of how we got to this 

point in our journey are all different, but what we have in common is that we 

love to talk about our precious children.   

   So we want to introduce you to Rosie.  She is the youngest of four daughters, 

our baby.  She was born on April 24th, 1983.  Everything went very quickly this 

time.  (Larry)  I didn’t even get a chance to have a cup of coffee.  The nurses all 

claimed it looked like a boy this time, but I knew differently.  There was too 

much Barbie stuff in our house to bring a little boy there.  We brought Rosie home 

to a household of helping hands; Chrissy, Patti, and Katie. 

   (Rosann) I remember vividly one morning rocking her, holding her to my heart and 

thinking “this  moment is perfect.”  I knew in my heart that Rosie was my last baby.  I 

had four healthy, happy daughters.  The tears were rolling down my cheeks.  I was so 

happy, so content.  I thought if I could freeze time, this would be the moment.   

   Rosie grew up doing activities much like her older sisters.  She played softball, did 

Girl Scouts, took swim lessons so she could swim in our above ground pool whenever 

she wanted, played dolls and begged for a dog.  I promised her one if she could         

improve her grades.  I brought home a dirty, scraggly dog off the street.  She would 

wrap him up in a doll  blanket and carry him around like a little baby.  We named him 

Mel and he became her constant buddy.  I’m not sure her grades improved.   

   Years later, she told me how much she hated softball and that Girl Scouts had 

its moments also.  She was     happiest just playing hard outside. She always 

wore a cherry Kool-Aid smile.  She told me that she was going to marry her best 

friend, Christopher, the little boy next door.  She would still live with us though and 

she would be a garbage man. 

   In high school, her passion for art developed.  She loved to sketch and was very 

good.  Yet, she never put on airs.  Rosie was very down to earth.  She was very      

casual,  preferring corduroy pants,  t-shirts, and her Van sneakers.  Yet there 

were times when she wowed everyone by dressing up  unexpectedly, usually at Christmas.   

   After high school Rosie enrolled at St. Charles Community College to continue her love of art. She got a job 

at the new Home Goods store.  She loved the job and they loved her artistic eye and her happy, outgoing 

personality. 
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   Rosie was thrilled to have a paid vacation.  She was heading to Lake of the Ozarks for a concert with her 

boyfriend, and to spend time with her sister Katie who had recently moved there. 

   Well, Rosie and Lee never made it to the Ozarks that day.  Rosie was driving when the rear passenger tire 

blew out causing the car to travel across the highway into oncoming traffic.  Lee was thrown through the 

windshield as he was not wearing his seatbelt.  Rosie, strapped in tightly, was hit by a large truck and a car.  

They were air lifted to different hospitals.  Rosie was pronounced dead at St. Joseph’s hospital.  Lee was in 

critical condition at Mercy Hospital.  Lee survived and he is still a big part of our family as we are a big part of 

his family.   

   As you all know, our lives were changed forever.  We went through the motions of daily life, struggling 

fiercely.  Then we started meeting Margaret Gerner at Baue Funeral Home for some therapy.  She helped us 

immensely and pushed us gently to the Bereaved Parents, which became our saving grace.  (Larry) For      

myself, I had to keep busy.  So I was able to take Rosie’s place in the photography class she had enrolled in at 

the college.  Needless to say, I was the old guy in the class but I was well received by all.  Working with these 

students was the best therapy I could get. Working in the dark room became very therapeutic for me as they 

let me work in there as much as I wanted.   

   (Rosann) I was still working.  I cried driving into work.  I cried every time I could steal away some time 

alone.  I cried all the way home.  We tried to eat dinner, but looked at each other and cried.  I took a World 

Religion class to try and determine how other religions viewed death.  My mind could not memorize very 

easily, but at least my mind was occupied.  

  (Rosann) One sleepless night, I laid in bed  wondering how I could have saved Rosie.   I thought of all the life 

lessons I had tried to teach her.  Then I realized how much Rosie had taught us.  I recalled so many things.  

The next morning I wrote them all down.  We’d like to share them with you.   

THINGS ROSIE TAUGHT US THAT WE’RE THANKFUL FOR 

   Clothes do not make a person.  Clothes do not have to match, especially socks.  

Fun socks really are fun.  If you can’t dress for fun, dress for comfort.  Once in a 

while really dress up and knock everyone out.  Treat your feet well.  Appreciate 

Avon.  Experience an electric toothbrush. Learn the limits of fine hair.  Warts and 

hemorrhoids are part of life.  Hives, triggered by anxiety or stress, can be a big 

part of life.  Know that your best make-up is a beautiful smile. 

   Fast food is great  —   especially Mickey D’s No. 2 plain, supersized, with a Dr. Pepper; or 

a bean and cheese burrito, plain from Taco Bell.  A BLT works any time of the day or night.  

Mac n’ cheese is a staple item.  How great are poached eggs!  French toast is a delicacy —  

minimum six slices.  Smashing your sandwich seals in the flavor.  Homemade chili is food 

for the soul.  Chilidogs are a blast!  Drinking out of pretty cups and fun glasses creates a 

mood.  Love and support your buffets!  Always have a salad — and sometimes more is 

better.  Have coffee with sugar along with a Dr. Pepper.  It’s ok if your eyes are bigger than 

your stomach  — leftovers are great. 

Continued from page 2 

Continued on page 4 



   Sleeping late is basic.  Naps are not only good, but also necessary.  Cushy throw pillows 

and warm throws are essential.  Your bedroom is your domain  —  make it special, make it 

you.  Make your bed as plush as you can.  Burn candles; save a few special ones, but burn 

your candles.  Incense is fun too!  Sleep with your doggy. Be grateful for their unconditional 

love.  Voice your opinion to the T.V.  -  get mad, be happy, cry.  You don’t have to clean that 

often, but when you do, do it thoroughly. Then burn some of your candles. 

   Be creative.  Express yourself.  Pursue what strikes your fancy.  Explore your many facets.  

Do what you’re good at.  It’s ok to get frustrated.  Have fun at work.  Make your co-

workers your friends.  Realize your friends are basic to your existence.  Confide in them; let 

them confide in you.  Provide a shoulder to lean on, or an ear to listen when necessary.  Let 

them know they are important to you.  Hold them dear.  Laugh with them, laugh at them 

and let them laugh at you.  Make them your extended family.  Support them.  Enrich them.  

Hold them dear.  Love them.  Be kind to everyone!  Look for good in people. 

   Admire the changing seasons, but be leery of the cold.  Appreciate nature.  Protect the 

environment.  Approach life with open arms.  Smile often.  Be genuine.  Be happy.  Laugh a 

lot.  Laugh out loud.  Express your love a lot.  Express it out loud.  Love the children.  Get 

down on their level.  Act crazy with them.  Cuddle with them whenever you can.  Make 

them know they are loved! 

   Pick your soul mate wisely – then “give it all you got.”  Be faithful.   Be supportive.  Be  

angry when you need to be, but always add “I love you.”  Be happy for them and with 

them.  Be honest  —  you can afford this luxury if your love is true.  Be open.  Be willing to         

compromise.  Foremost, be true to yourself.  With that one, true, constant love all this will 

be natural, difficult at times, yes, but worth every ounce of effort, because some loves exist 

beyond measure of time and distance.  Some loves are already eternal.  So, love with your 

whole self; heart, mind and soul.  Worth repeating, love with your whole self; heart, mind 

and soul.   

 

Thank you for your life lessons, 
Rosie. Your legacy continues in 
those touched by you.   

 

Love you! 

Continued from page 3 



We returned to Congregation Shaare Emeth for the 2017 Candlelight Ceremony.  The 

facility underwent major construction and is absolutely beautiful.  

Thank you to the BPUSAStL members and board members for coordinating the event, 

speakers, candle lighters, music, refreshments, and the many “behind the scenes” tasks 

it takes to pull off a successful and memorable event. 

**Information about the 2018 Ceremony will be posted on the BPUSAStL website in the 

November timeframe. ** 

We appreciate all of your poems, articles, 

and quotes.   This is YOUR newsletter.   

Handwritten notes are also special. (See 

page 6)  Your contributions may also help 

others on their grief journey.                     

Submittal information is provided on 

page 13 of this publication.   

Thank you 

    When my sister died, I asked what every 

surviving sibling most likely asks himself or 

herself.  Why?  For quite a while this     

question gave me something to strive for, a 

purpose to fight for.  But what I soon      

realized was that there was no use in      

asking. That question is irrelevant, the 

point is moot.  It no longer matters why 

she died, and there is nothing I can do to 

change that, including finding the answer 

to why.  There is no such answer. 

    If perchance God would speak to me, 

would that change anything?  If He would 

say, “Trey, I took your sister because I want 

her up here in Heaven,” what would that 

mean to me?  I still lost her.  I would still 

question God’s decision. 

    What it comes down to, however, and 

although it is hard, we who have lost a    

sibling must accept the fact that they are 

not gone.  Put aside that fact of why or 

how they died, and remember that they 

once lived and will always be alive in your 

memory and heart.  Bypass the question of 

why they died, and instead concentrate on 

how we should now live.  Remember, they 

would have wanted it that way. 

            By:  Trey Martin, TCF Hardin County, 

OH   Lovingly lifted from TCF, August 2016 

 



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

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. 

IN 

Submitted by Kim Wiese, BPUSAStl 

ROSIE UMHOEFER 

Apr 1983 - Jul 2003 

LINDSAY MARIE DODD 

Nov 1981  -  June 2003 

DANIEL MARK KOHLER 

May 1971  -  May 2005 



ASHER PARRA 

Apr 1994  -  Mar 2017 

CHRISTIAN THOMAS 
ALLEN 

 

Mar 1985 -  Sep 2006 

MAIKA SIMONE 

Jul 1981  -  Apr 2000 

DUSTIN PHILLIP 
TERWILLIGER 

 

Dec 1969  -  Oct 2001 

NATALIE GAYLE 
MEHLMAN 

 

May 1978  -  Mar 1999 

JASON MICHAEL 
SEARS 

Aug 1978  -  Aug 2003 



TIMOTHY ROORDA 
 

Mar 1971  -  Jun 1989 

TONY CRAIG LACHANCE 
 

Sep 1990  -  Jun 2008 

QUIANNA CRYSTAL 
CLAY 

 
 

May 1978  -  Aug 2003 

WILLIAM RAYMOND 
BOUSMAN 

 

Jun 2001  -  Jul 2002 



We often talk about how men and women handle grief so differently. 

Grief is a process.  Recovery is a choice.  

The way we grieve is a decision. 



Andrew’s mom Susie started writing poems after the loss of her 

son.  She said they often come to her in the night.   Bereaved      

parents know these are messages from our loved ones that they 

want us to share.    Thank you Susie!   

By:  Susie Higgins, BPUSAStL 



“I wouldn’t go to one of those grief meetings.  It’s       

morbid  -  people sitting around talking about the dead. “ 

How wrong those people are.   

In so many ways, those who attend are saying, “I am 

hurting now, but I want to go on with my life.”  They are 

saying, “I am crying now, but I want to laugh again.”  

They are saying, “I am sick in body and soul, help me get 

well.”  I see these things as healthy, not morbid.  

It is not easy to walk into a meeting of any kind alone, 

especially one where the subject is very emotional, but 

once there it takes only a few minutes to find out we are 

not alone; that there are those who care about us and 

want to help us. We see others hurting and suddenly we 

want to help them.  I don’t see that as morbid. 

A grieving parent wants to talk about his beloved child 

who is no longer physically part of his life.  That child has 

died with a tragic suddenness or as a  result of an 

illness that usually takes older people.  We want 

to know why or find a reason or some meaning in 

our child’s death.  I don’t see any morbidity in 

trying to understand. 

Memories of our child are all we have left.  We have a 

driving need to hang on to those memories lest we lost 

that small bit of our child.  It is not morbid to want to 

keep that small part alive forever, at least in our hearts 

and minds.   

To walk into a support group meeting is   a loud shout — 

“I want to live and b e happy again.”  It is a cry that “My 

child is dead, but I know he would want me to go on and 

be a better person for the suffering.”  It is a confirmation 

that even though part of life is gone, there is a reason to 

go on.  There is nothing morbid about doing what is               

necessary in order to re-enter the mainstream of life.   

SOME PEOPLE SAY 

By Margaret Gerner, St. Louis, MO  BPUSA 

 

MEMORIES  

WILL BRING YOU 

LOVE FROM THE PAST 

COURAGE IN THE 

PRESENT 

HOPE FOR THE FUTURE 

 

By Sascha 

From WINTERSUN 

Grief is neither 

a sign of weakness 

nor a lack of faith. 

 

It is the price we pay 

for love. 

 

Darcie Sims 

FOOTSTEPS THROUGH THE 
VALLEY 

QUOTES LOVINGLY BORROWED FROM  

“A JOURNEY TOGETHER” - NATIONAL BPUSA, Fall 2001 



MORE DETAILS IN THE MARCH/APRIL NEWSLETTER 

Thank you once more 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. “ KYLENE (1989  -  2004) 

The Bonders also accept help in cookie  donations, either bought or 

baked, packaging and  delivering. 

 If you wish to receive cookies in the month of December in memory of 

your child, please let someone on the BPUSAStL Board know in          

October 2018.    Or contact Deb Bonder with your address:  

knowingyou@sbcglobal.net        

I  

ONLY  

MISS YOU  

WHEN I’M  

REATHING. 

                    My Child 

You are the poem I dreamed 

of writing, 

the masterpiece I longed to 

paint….. 

You are the shining star 

I reached for in my  

ever-hopeful quest for life fulfilled… 

You are my child. 
 

Lovingly borrowed from TCF, Nov 2016 

Kylene Bronder 

Apr 1989  -  June 2004 



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 

Feb 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! 



Children of BPUSAStL’s 

Active Board Members & Facilitators 

 

 

Son & Granddaughter of  
Margaret Gerner 

Founder of BPUSAStL 

Son of  
Theresa DeMarco 

Secretary 

Joseph DeMarco 

Joel Fehrmann 

Son of  
Linda Fehrmann 

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 

Julie Bardle 

Daughter of  
Marilyn Kister 

Newsletter 
Editor 

Donnie Lagemann 

Son of Bill &  
Vicki Lagemann 

Jeffrey Morris 

Son of  Cindy Morris 
Treasurer 

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 

I WISH TO MAKE A LOVE DONATION  (Pages 6–8 of this publication) 

NAME________________________________________________________________PHONE___________________ 

ADDRESS___________________________________________________________CITY________________________ 

STATE ________ ZIP ___________ NAME OF CHILD(REN)________________________________________________ 

BIRTH DATE(S) ___________________ ANGEL DATE(S)_______________SON ___________DAUGHTER__________ 

I WOULD LIKE A LOVE GIFT DEDICATED TO MY CHILD(REN) IN THE MONTH OF: ______________________________ 

I WOULD LIKE TO DONATE $______________ IN LOVING MEMORY OF _____________________________________ 

Son of 
Donna Arnold 

Candlelight Chair 

Ryan Arnold 



SPECIALIZED  

MEETINGS 

MEETING LOCATION FACILITATOR(S) / CONTACT DAY TIME 

OPEN ARMS Parents 

Left Behind 

Meetings are discontinued. Kathy Dunn 
kathydunn333@yahoo.com 
314.807.5798 

 N/A N/A 

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 
Community Center 
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 

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 

 

 

TBD 

MEETINGS ARE DISCONTINUED CONTACT INFORMATION  PHONE 

               Bowling Green 

               Tri-County  

               Troy, MO 

        Bill & Vicki Lageman 

        Brenda Wilson 

        Cindy Morris 

 573.242.3632 

573.438.4559 

314.954.1810 



ST. LOUIS CHAPTER 
BEREAVED PARENTS U.S.A. 
P.O. Box 1115 
St. Peters, MO  63376 
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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! 


