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I’m Pat Dodd, Lindsay Marie’s dad.  Bereaved Parents Association (BPA) has been a Godsend for me.  I’m honored 
for the opportunity to serve as your Chapter Chair.   Changes will be very minimal, however, the modification that 
I want to introduce is the time change for the December BPA Candlelight Ceremony.   We’re moving up the time 
for the Ceremony from 4p.m to 2p.m.  The reason for the time change is because, as you well know, St. Louis 
weather is unpredictable, (to say the least), 70 degrees on “Friday, February 19th, “that’s crazy”.  But I digress, the 
weather may be extremely cold, icy, what have you.  I want to ensure everyone makes it home safely from the 
Ceremony. 
 

My phone number is listed in the newsletter under telephone friends, (alcohol & drugs).  Should you wish to     
contact me, please send a text.  I own a heating / cooling company and I am constantly on the phone, both      
business and personal, etc, texting will avoid playing phone tag.    
  
I also want to send out a thank you to Linda Fehrmann who has done a marvelous job as the Chapter Leader.  I 
only hope to be able to fill her shoes, (she wears a size 20). 
  
Thank you again for allowing me to be your Chapter Leader. 
 

Pat Dodd        

Lindsay Marie Dodd 
Nov 1981  -  Jun 2003 

Pat Dodd        

http://www.bereavedparentsusa.org/
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Barbara Ann Blanton of Granite City passed away on Wednesday, January 13, 
2016 at Barnes Jewish Hospital in St. Louis.  

Barbara was born in Granite City; a daughter of the late Louis "Leo" and Louise 
(Pinkston) Mshar. Barbara was a long time office  administrator at 
Tri City Truck   Canvas and worked at Triangle    Metallurgical in 
Granite City. She attended Calvary Life church in Granite City and 
was well known for her giving spirit. She gave countless hours of her 
time in support of those in need at the      Community Care Center 
and New Creations Food Pantry in Mitchell.  Barbara was active with 
the F.I.G.S. at Trinity Methodist Church and sat on the Board of   
Bereaved Patents of America. She volunteered her time in Sunday 
school at Calvary Life Church, collected hats and gloves for kids in 
need during winter months and was a huge supporter of the Granite 

City High School Marching Band. But most of all she enjoyed spending time with her 
family, especially her grandson, Matthew that she was so proud of.  

She is survived by and will be missed by her daughter; Sheryll Reznack of Granite 
City; her grandson, Matthew Reznack of Granite City; her sister, Diane Dillier of    
Collinsville, IL. 

In addition to her parents Barbara was preceded in death by her husband; Sherwood 
Ronald "Red" Blanton, and her son, Brett Blanton.  

Barb was a great gal and 
yes, gave much to the                     
organization.  She was 
and is Brett’s mom right up 
to the end.  She never 
missed  a chance to      
remember Brett by  giving 
a small gift with his       
famous calling card.  In my 
mind’s eye I can clearly 
see the dark haired young 
fella in the yellow and 
black striped shirt.  

- - - Carol Welch 

St. Louis Bereaved Parents sadly lost a long time board member.   Our thoughts 

and prayers are with her family and friends. 

Jul 1973  -  Aug 2000 



Second Grandson Letter 

Dear Grandson, 

It seems like I wrote just yesterday, but another whole year has passed.  My emotions get tangled up and 

sometimes it gets hard to keep track of time. 

I remember last year telling you how much I missed you, and I still do, but this year has been different.  I 

have thought more about what you might be doing in Paradise with the rest of the family that has  already 

gone there.  Does great grandma Ruth bake you heavenly cookies? Do you get to play with  David and       

Jonathan, your uncles? Does great grandpa Ralph take you on walks to see where the rainbows start?  Just 

what do you do in Paradise?  Do you tend the lovely flower gardens of Heaven?  Do you have a puppy to 

play with?  Do you get to sing with the angels?  

I wonder what it is like for you because I realize my days here on 

earth are numbered, and I have lived more of them than there are 

left to live now.  One of these days I will be  joining you, and I want 

to know what it is like there.   Your passing seemed so unfair, so out 

of place.  I should have gone first, then your parents, then you.  I 

wonder if there would have been anything that could have            

prevented the  terrible accident that took your life.  Questions,  

questions, questions.  I still struggle with them. 

 

Often I find myself feeling   homesick for Paradise.  I wonder what it will be like there.  I have so many family 

and friends already there, including you, whom I long to see again.  I find myself singing that old song about 

going home, how I’m just going home, that it’s not far, just nearby, through an open door.  I’m not calling 

the undertaker, just saying how much I miss you and the rest of the family who got there before me, and to 

look into the face of a loving God. 

So Tristan, this has been a bittersweet year, missing you, but doing what I can with those still here. I’ve had 

to focus more on them to be fair to them.  The Christmas tree is up. The Hanukkah lights are being lit, and 

winter is setting in, but I have not forgotten you, or what you mean to me and your mom and dad.  You are 

not forgotten.  We remember. 

                                                                                          Love, Grandpa Jim 

                                                                                          ©12/7/2015 James Underhill 

                                                                                          Presented at the 2015 Candlelight  

“I remember last year telling you how 

much I missed you, and I still do, but 

this year has been different.” 

Tristan James Underhill           Nov 2009  -  Aug 2012 



Easter Mourning and Elephants 

Pastel colors, daffodils, shiny new shoes, hats with yellow ribbons, white belts, hugs, hardboiled eggs 

and bunnies; the hams in the oven and the songbirds are chirping  it is Easter morning…but for some 

it’s also an Easter mourning. 

Easter is the U.S. is a major Judeo-Christian holiday that is celebrated by most Americans in a Hall-

mark Card kind of way as opposed to a deeply religious ceremony that some observe.  Regardless of 

your religious convictions Easter is treated as an unofficial national holiday when families get together 

for Sunday afternoon repast and relaxation. When families do get together sometimes there is an empty 

chair at the table and an empty heart in despair. For some this is an Easter mourning. 

How do we survive a loss in our life and face the holidays with honesty and joy?  How do you prepare 

something delicious to eat for others, when everything tastes the same?   Food in general becomes 

meaningless for it represents sustenance when we do not want to sustain.  How do we make small talk 

when our soul is screaming inside?  How do we not cry when all we see and feel is the empty chair that 

no one else sees? For most everyone else all they see is a very large sleeping elephant, one that they dare 

not awake. 

Let’s get serious, a kitchen, a living room or dining room is just no place for a sleeping elephant.  Who 

in their right mind would bring a creature like that into the house? I remember growing up on the 

farm with a variety of animals domestic and feral alike that would get into our house. My dad’s horse 

was his best friend and I will never forget when he brought Lucky into the kitchen when we had guests 

over for dinner. People move quickly when a large animal comes in the room; believe me and why this 

metaphor has such power. 

In our continued despair we speak in frustration about the elephant in the room and why it’s there. We 

have to realize for the most part it is our elephant; we brought it here with us and people are just being 

polite not to mention it. It is up to us to lead it out of the room, ask others present for help in doing so. 

Literally ask them “can you please help me get this elephant out of the room?”  If it steps on a few toes 

on the way out… so be it.  Grief is not pain free; pass your pain around, share it. Wake up the elephant, 

and use it to carry you to a new place at an elephants pace, slowly one step at a time.  An elephant can 

also break down walls if they are in the way, use your elephant. 

 The timing of Easter is interesting as it is determined as the first Sunday following the last full moon 

(Paschal moon) of Passover which roughly coincides with the vernal equinox of March 20/21. Easter 

bespeaks of the resurrection of Christ in the Christian tradition, beginning of Passover in the Jewish 

tradition, and in most cultures is recognized astronomically as the first day of springtime and rebirth 

for the planet, when days get longer and the fields get greener. This cycle governs all living energy 

forms on the planet; we are all on a yearly cycle of death and rebirth. 
Continued on Page 5 



Our calendar days without the rotation of the earth -meaningless; our calendar years without the earths’ 

rotation  around the sun -meaningless; our birth without our death -meaningless; love without loss -

meaningless; extremes define each other, they need each other to exist. So we learn to dance between the 

extremes. 

This Easter, this spring, look at each new lengthening day as an opportunity, a day to start a new year 

with hope.  I think most New Year’s resolutions are a sham and are built to fail from the start, they are 

made in the darkest time of our planetary cycle and we make resolutions based on hope not on faith. 

If we are to make a resolution to bring new hope and healing into our life, let us coincide it with the    

natural flow and growth of the planet. Experience our own rebirth, our own renaissance, our own unique 

healing and personal growth as the planet comes alive.  I believe all resolutions should be made at this 

time of the year. This is our own fiscal year of the soul that starts at springtime and we can change our 

tomorrow with faith in an even brighter spring next year. It’s up to us. 

We can become a casualty of our loss or become a springboard to an unknown, non-envisioned future of 

limitless potentialities. We have choices. Grief is a powerhouse of transformation, how and what it turns 

us into is up to us. Use your elephant. 

Peace love n light,  Mitch Carmody      4-15-12 

Mitch is the author of Letters To My Son, a Journey Through Grief and the newly released 

2nd edition Turning Loss to Legacy. Mitch is currently a staff writer with Living with Loss 

Magazine and has published many articles for a variety of national grief periodicals, news-

letters, and internet sites as well as appearing in many radio and television interviews. 

Easter Mourning and Elephants    (continued from page 4) 

http://thegrieftoolbox.com/article/easter-mourning-and-elephants 



I seem to be falling apart. 
My attention span can be measured in      
seconds, 
My patience in minutes, 
I cry at the drop of a hat 
I forget things constantly 
The morning toast burns daily. 
I forget to sign checks                                  
Half of everything in the house is misplaced. 
Feelings of anxiety and restlessness are my 
constant companions. 
Rainy days seem extra dreary 
Sunny days seem an outrage, 
Other people’s pain and frustrations seem  
insignificant. 
Laughing, happy people seem out of place in 
my world. 
It has become routine to feel half crazy. 
“I am normal,” I am told. 
“I am a newly grieving person.” 

    — Eloise Cole 

FALLING APART 

The St. Louis City Group will hold the last meeting on March 16, 2016.  “It 
was an honor and privilege to walk in my member's grief journey for 16 
years as their facilitator. I will continue facilitating the Grief and            
Metaphysics group for those who find After Death Communication a 
healing source. This group meets on the first Tuesday.” 
 
Thanks!   Sandy Curran  
 
See page 15 of this Newsletter for more information. 
  
 

St. Louis City Group Closing 



Hi, my name is Marilyn Kister, 
Julie’s mom. 
 

We lost Julie on Feb. 7, 2013.  
Naturally being torn up, both 
physically and emotionally, and 
in tears, a few weeks later I 
went to see my physician. I 
mostly wanted to hear someone 
tell me I  wasn’t crazy and it was 
a normal feeling for this grief.  It 
was then that he told me he’d 
heard Baue Funeral &  Memorial  
Center has excellent grief      
classes.   Baue is the next exit 
so, needing something, and 
quick, it was my next stop to 
inquire about their  classes, 
which are very good. 
 

Shortly after sharing emails with 
Kelly Karavousanos, Director of 
Grief Services at Baue, she told 
me about the Bereaved Parents 
Association (BPA).  She provided 
the names and phone numbers 
of Jeanne and Mike Francisco 
and Arlene Thomason…..BPA 
Group facilitators.  Both ladies 
were so patient and caring and 
listened to me sob on the phone 
and tell my story about what 
took Julie’s life.   She had com-
plications after her second heart 
valve    surgery, five years after 
her first.  Of my two daughters, 
Julie was my baby at 32 years 
young. 
  

There was an option to attend  the 
Troy, MO Group with facilitator, 
Cindy Morris.  We also had a 
phone conversation.  However, it 
would be a long drive on a cold 
March evening, and the West 
County meeting was scheduled for 
the end of March.  Maybe waiting 
would not be too difficult.  
 

Prior to the March meeting, both 
Jeanne and Arlene told me BPA 
was hosting a one-day grief work-
shop at the Machinist Hall on 
March 23, 2013, six weeks into my 
grief journey. You are surely       
familiar with the self  talk we give 
ourselves, get out of bed, put one 
foot in front of the other, get 
dressed and go.   It was a struggle. 
 

Arlene met me at the door, as we 
had yet to meet prior to the work-
shop.  Someone at    registration 
greeted me with “Good Morning”.  
My   response was:   “I can’t say 
good.  All I can say is morning”.   
Arlene stayed by my side the en-
tire day and we attended the same 
workshops.  Jeanne also checked 
on me throughout the day. We’d 
also met at the workshop.   Pen 
and paper were necessary for 
notes, after all, these people are 
the real experts at the grief        
associated with losing a child.   
Desperately I needed to know how 
they survived the terrible loss that    

had turned my world and body 
into shambles.   
Now, three years later, it is 
often still difficult to say “good 
morning”, as it seems to mean 
‘all is well’.  But, ALL will  NEVER 
be totally well.   Life is Good 
shirts are also not on my list of 
must haves.  After attending two 
meetings a month for over a 
year, the Cottleville BPA Group 
currently fits better with my 
schedule. 
 

It is my nature to take when 
necessary and then give back.  If 
my help  is not wanted let me 
know...as I dig in with my whole 
heart.   Having volunteered on 
various boards at my job and 
other associations, planning   
various events and doing news-
letters, it was easier to say yes 
when in 2015 BPA St. Louis 
needed a newsletter editor.  
Part of our healing is to find 
ways to honor our child.  It is 
healing for me to research     
articles and information about 
grief and to attend BPA events. 
 

Thank you to members of BPA  
for being a comfort and showing 
me life goes on.  We learn to 
walk one step at a time and do 
things our OWN way to cope 
with this new normal that none 
of us asked for and none of us 
want for others.   

Julie Ann Bardle 
June 1980  -  February 2013 Julie loved Christmas and her birthday 

and Disney movies and her friends and 
her family...and Butterflies.  These 
butterflies are for you, my Angel.  I miss 
you every day! 

“Part of our healing is to 

find ways to honor our 

child.” 

This is your newsletter and 
what you share may help 
others in their journey.  
 
Please email to  

snowwhite6591@gmail.com 

or mail to the BPA address: 

P.O. Box 1115 

St. Peters, MO  63376 



Sibling Grief                          http://www.counselingstlouis.net/effects.html 

Sibling survivors are often called the forgotten mourners. When a sibling dies, those siblings left behind, no matter their 
ages, are considered secondary mourners to the parents and/or if the sibling who died had a spouse and children. For 
those siblings still living at home, they will “lose” their parents for some time as the parents grieve the death of the       
deceased child. Parents can become so engrossed in their grief that they forget their living children still need reassurance 
they are loved and wanted. Because of the suicide, the surviving siblings’ roles in the family are altered. They might feel 
the need to parent their parents or protect them from anything else bad happening. The opposite could also happen 

where the parents try to shield the living children, afraid of losing them, too. 

People forget the importance of siblings in our lives. Listed below are some characteristics of the sibling bond: 

 It’s the longest relationship we’ll have in our lives. We are typically only a few years apart when one is born and we 
become aware of each other. We usually know them longer than our parents, spouses, and children. 

 We witness more life events and life changes with our siblings than anyone else. 

 We share a sense of genetics, sense of family, belonging, and culture. 

 They teach us how to function in society and communicate with others. 

The time spent together in our early years is greater than with our parents. 

Childhood: Much of children’s reactions to a sibling suicide will relate to their view of death. Some people believe       

children don’t grieve. That’s not true as children have shorter attention spans so their grief will also appear in brief       

periods. The grief might also manifest itself as physical pain (stomachaches, headaches, etc.) because children have   

underdeveloped coping skills and might not know how to express their feelings. 

Adolescence: At this time, the siblings are trying to find their role in society. Each day they look in the mirror, they aren’t 
sure who they see because they are changing so rapidly. They believe they are immortal because they don’t face much 
death at this age. Also, adolescents are trying to separate themselves from their families but the suicide death will throw a 
loop in that. They will struggle with pulling away and still wanting to be hugged by their parents. At school, they might de-

ny their grief feelings because it’s easier to fit in that way. 

Young Adulthood: During our early twenties to mid-forties, we continue to set our identities and carve out our lives and 

careers. We have lots of hope and if we lose our sibling at this time, we learn the hard way that life does not hold         

unlimited promises. We also experience anger that our sibling is not there for important life events like graduations,     

marriages, and the births of our children. 

Middle Adulthood: In our mid-forties to fifties, our sacrifices become rewards as we slow down to enjoy what we have 
worked hard for. If our sibling dies by suicide, we might start questioning our definition of happiness and wondering if we 
completed what we really wanted out of life. At this time, our parents might die. If we also lose our sibling to suicide and 
there were unresolved issues (like disagreeing on the care of a now deceased parent, etc.), we will have to find a way to 

work through them alone. 

Late Adulthood: After we reach our sixties, our sibling might be the only family member alive we can share memories of 

early life. If we lose our sibling to suicide, it will either enhance the feeling that our time to die is coming or we might not 

grieve because we believe we are going to die soon, too. 

Typically, siblings will carry this loss through a large portion of life. We will want a way to memorialize our sibling. No one 
ever gets over a death, it becomes a part of us and we take it with us throughout life. Some ways we can remember our 
siblings include involvement in the Lifekeeper Faces of Suicide quilts, writing about our loved one, or getting involved with 

suicide prevention. There are many possibilities and each of us will come up with what we want to do when we are ready. 



Tim has been gone two years now. I wish I could say 

that it gets easier, but I can't. Loss of a child has no 

words to express how we really are. I thought that   

losing him was the hardest thing I would ever do. 

Turns out, just living is harder. Learning to face each 

day with the knowledge that he is gone and taking the 

next step forward. There are times the scars on my 

heart rip wide open, shedding tears of hurt and grief. 

For a little while, I am back to square one, feeling the 

raw pain of his passing. I still hear his laughter, the 

sound of his voice, the twist of his lips when he'd tell a 

joke. I see the light that shone so brightly from his 

eyes, and I see them closed in eternal sleep. No, it does 

not get easier, but it does change from day to day,   

moment to moment.   

I am grateful for each and every person who let me 

know they were thinking of Tim on his loss date, 

thinking of me and Keith. It helped ease my heart to 

know that others think of us, care about us, understand 

that we will mourn his loss, but are learning to live 

again. I know that others think of us, of him, but some-

times it helps to hear them say it. It tells us that our 

child is not forgotten, our loss is not regulated to the 

shadows. Never has a road been so hard to walk as the 

road of child loss, the life changes that occurred and 

continues to happen. We are not who we were and we 

never will be again. There will always be that empty 

place that belongs only to Tim. 

We live our days differently now. We are more 

grateful for each other and what we have      

suffered. We know each others pain. There are 

times when something comes up that Keith and 

I look at each other and know we are hearing 

feeling, or noticed the same thing. We are more aware. 

It was hard to let that love come out again. Love equals 

pain when one loses a child. It brings fear of loss to the 

front of everything we do. Life is so fleeting after all. 

We think our kids will out live us only because that is 

the way we think things should be. When they don't, 

we feel that it should have been us, not them, not them. 

Yeah, two years may seem like a long time to others, 

but to the parents of a lost child, it is only a moment. 

The loss will not go away, how could it?  

We learn though, we learn how to walk this rocky 

road, we learn to avoid the pitfalls that trigger our   

sorrow. We learn to see the sunrise as beautiful again 

instead of another long day away from our child. The 

questions of loss will be there, but in time, we quit  

asking for answers, for we realize that there is no one 

who has the answer. Ours hearts will weep, break 

open, reknit, break again. The scars are not strong for 

they hold our love for our child and will open often. 

We learn to accept that and take the next step. 

Keith and I are lucky to have the family and friends 

that we do. They check on us often, even after two 

years. They let us know we are loved and someone is 

thinking of us. Life will go on, for now, no one lives 

forever. There will be hard days, and days that are not 

so hard. We will cry, but we will also laugh. We talk 

about Tim often for he was involved in so many things 

in our lives. So many memories. I wish there was 

more than memories, but I learn to be grateful for 

what I have and let go of what I cannot change. I 

hope Tim knows how loved he is.  

'Forever Mom.' 

Moment to Moment http://thegrieftoolbox.com/article/moment-moment     JANUARY 2016 



Balloon Release in our  

Children(s) Memory 

 

Cottleville Group:   

  April 7, 2016 

Bowling Green Group:   

  May 19, 2016 

 

For locations, see page 15 of this    

Newsletter.  Contact the facilitators    

for more information.     

NOTE:  We regret to inform  you that due to            

circumstances, BPA St. Louis  cancelled the one-day 

Grief Workshop originally scheduled for April 23, 

2016. We are sorry for any inconvenience. 

We plan to offer the Workshop in the Spring of 2017. 

 

For those that can attend, BPA National  will hold the 

annual Gathering in  Indianapolis, Indiana                                    

July 1 – 3, 2016 

 

Information / registration is available at  

http://bereavedparentsusa.org/gathering/ 

 



Grief With No Apologies 
October 16, 2015 by Loni H.E.  

http://stillstandingmag.com/2015/10/grief-no-apologies/ 

No one wants to imagine what it’s like to lose a baby. The thought alone is often too overwhelming. For 
those of us who have lost a baby, it is our inescapable reality. It is what it is and nothing will change it. 
Losing a child feels like your heart has been ripped from your chest. The life you thought you were living is 
taken from you, shaken up and tossed back. Nothing makes sense anymore, including your own emotions. 
In those first agonizing months you’re just barely scraping by…moment to moment. Everything hurts,         
especially your heart. You don’t feel like yourself anymore because you quite simply aren’t yourself any-
more. You’re different. 
 

A bereaved parent is forever changed the moment they say goodbye to their baby. 
 

There is no way to fully explain what it’s like to someone who hasn’t experienced such a devastating loss. 
It’s as though you are trying to describe a color to them that they’ve never seen before. This often leaves 
bereaved parents feeling completely alienated and misunderstood. We rarely receive much empathy or   
support as time passes. 
 

We also often find ourselves feeling the need to apologize for grieving. We are expected to better control 
our emotions and behaviors and prioritize the feelings of those around us. Put that grief away until you’re 
alone and get back to life as usual. 
 

No one should ever have to apologize for their grief. 
 

Whatever you’re feeling is what you need to be feeling. With grief, everyday manners and political correct-
ness go out the window. Emotions flare because they have to. It is the process of grieving. Anyone who    
expects you to put their feelings and needs above your own during such an incredibly sensitive and painful 
time is best kept at a distance. 
 

Here are some examples of things you do not need to apologize for… 
 

Being moody or unpredictable 
You do not have to wear a smile to make others feel more comfortable. Your emotions will shift back and 
forth from feeling highly intense like a raw nerve to feeling like more of a quiet ache to almost feeling    
completely absent or numb. This is grief. Feel what you are feeling -or not feeling- fully and let it pass. If you 
are angry, sad, happy, distraught, depressed (or any other emotion one could feel) it’s okay. 
 

Not wanting to see babies of family/friends or not wanting to attend showers/birthday  
parties, etc. 
This is incredibly common and completely normal. Never force yourself to attend a shower or spend time 
around other babies until you feel completely ready. It doesn’t matter if it takes months or even years.      
Explain to anyone with young children that you care about them and their children but it’s too painful right 
now. If they don’t accept the space you need then they aren’t being supportive and you may need to         
distance yourself. 

Continued on next page 

http://stillstandingmag.com/author/loni/


Not opening cards/gifts or not thanking people for them 
This is not a birthday party or shower situation where you need to thank people for thinking of you. You can 
thank people one day if and when you are ready but you mustn’t feel obligated. No one should be offering 
condolences for something in return. When basic tasks feel like running a marathon or go forgotten all      
together, gifts and thank you(s) should remain off your to do list. 
 

Not answering the phone or the door 
Sometimes what feels best is being alone. Sometimes talking and visiting is too much. It’s okay. Take all the 
time you need. 
 

Not being ready to return to work/normal activities 
After what feels like no time at all, the people around you return to “normal life” leaving you in the dust 
wondering how anyone can function when your baby is dead. How can the earth still spin? What is most   
important is taking care of yourself so you can begin to heal. If you need more time, take it. 
 

Laughing or feeling happy in moments 
You do not have to stop laughing for the rest of your life. Your child would want you to enjoy yourself and 
smile. If you find yourself enjoying a moment, allow it. Live your life as fully as you can in honor of your child. 
Happiness is allowed. 
 

Not thinking of your child every moment 
You don’t have to be thinking of your baby every second in order to love them every second. Allow your 
mind to wander and let other things in. Your love is constant; your thoughts don’t have to be. 
Grief changes everything. Allow yourself to grieve and don’t apologize for it. It isn’t a process you can skip or 
rush. If you try to put it off it will just wait for you down the road. Remind yourself that what you are feeling 
right now is exactly what you need to be feeling. Most importantly, create healthy boundaries between you 
and those around you. Who you surround yourself with can help or hinder your grieving process. If they 
don’t offer the support, space and time that you need in your healing journey, they might not belong in your 
life. 

Grief With No Apologies  (continued) 



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

Pat Dodd  Phone  314-575-4178 

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 18, 2016 
Send your submissions to: 

Newsletter 
PO Box 1115 
St. Peters, MO  63376 
bpusastl@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 

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 CTY CONTACT Sandy Brungardt 314-954-2410 

MURDER Mata Weber 

Butch Hartmann 

618-972-0429 

314-487-8989 

ONLY CHILD / SINGLE  

PARENT 

Mary Murphy (314) 822-7448 

SUICIDE Sandy Curran (314) 518-2302 

   



Children of BPUSAStL’s 

Active Board Members & Facilitators 

Honor your child & support BPUSAStL 
 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 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     Check the link 
         to see if your child is there.   

 

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

 

 

Son & Granddaughter of  
Margaret Gerner 

Founder of BPUSAstl 

Son and  Daughter-in-law 
of Sandy Curran 

 
Kristen Curran 

Son of  
Theresa DeMarco 

Joseph DeMarco 
 

Joel Fehrmann 

Son of  
Linda Fehrmann 

Natalie Frohning 

Daughter of  
Linda Frohning 

Jennifer Francisco 

Daughter of 
Jeanne & Mike 

Francisco 

Mickey Hale 

Son of  
Jacque Glaeser 

Julie Bardle 

Daughter of  
Marilyn Kister 

Donnie Lagemann 

Son of Bill &  
Vicki Lagemann 

Jeffrey Morris 

Son of  
Cindy Morris 

Jeff Ryan 

Son of  
Pat Ryan 

Daniel Kohler 

Son of  
Arlene Thomason 

Rosie Umhoefer 

Daughter of 
Roseann Umhoefer 

Arthur Gerner 
Emily Gerner  

Michael Curran 
 

Daughter of  
Stefanie London & 

Steve Littlejohn 

Meredith Littlejohn 
 

Matthew Wiese 

Son of  
Kim Wiese 

Lindsay Marie Dodd 

Daughter of  
Pat Dodd 



 

BUSINESS  
FACILITATORS  

MEETINGS @ 9:00AM 
March 12,2016 

May (TBD) 
July (TBD) 

 

BJC Hospital St. Peters 
10 Hospital Drive 

Room A/B 
St. Peters, MO  63376 

 

ALL ARE 
WELCOME! 

Contact:   
Pat Dodd 

314-575-4178 

Tri-County CHAPTER 
Meetings temporarily  
canceled.  Please call: 
   Brenda Wilson 
   (573)438-4559 

Troy, MO   GROUP 
Meetings temporarily 
canceled.  Please call: 
   Cindy Morris 
   (314) 954-1810 

OPEN ARMS Parents Left 
Behind 
4355 Butler Hill Road 
Fac:  Kathy Dunn   
kathydunn333@yahoo.com 
(314) 807-5798 

St. Louis City GROUP 
(3rd Wednesday, 7:00PM) 
Fifth Spiritualist Church (lower 
level)  **LAST MEETING 
MARCH 16, 2016** 
6026 S. Kingshighway (Lisette  
and Kingshighway) 
St. Louis, MO  63109 
Fac:  Sandy Curran 
(314)518-2302 
CoFac:  Stefanie London 
(314)-651-0752 

Parents of Murdered Children 

Meetings:  3rd Tues 7:30PM 
St. Alexius Hospital 
3933 S. Broadway 
St. Louis, MO  63118 
   Mata Weber:  618.972.0429 
   Butch Hartmann  (314) 487-8989 

PALS:  Parents affected by the 
loss of a child to Suicide 
4th Sat. at 10:30AM 
St. Lukes Hospital (141 & 40) 
St. Louis, MO  63017 
Linda Fehrmann  (314) 853-7925 

Survivors of Suicide 
1st & 3rd Mondays at 6:30pm 
Baue Funeral Home’s  
Community Center 
608 Jefferson Street 
St. Charles, MO  63301 
 

Linda Fehrmann (314) 853-7925 

GRASP: Grief Relief After 
Substance Passing 
Sundays at 7:00PM 
Harris House 
8327 Broadway, 63111 
   MaryAnn Lemonds 
   (314) 330-7586 
   malemonds@gmail.com 

Bowling Green GROUP  
(3rd Thursday, 7-9:00PM) 
Super 8 Motel 
1216 E. Champ Clark Dr. 
Bowling Green, MO  63334 
Fac:  Bill & Vicki Lagemann 
(573) 242-3632 
Bowling Green’s Sibling 
(time same as Bowling 
Green) 
Fac:  Wendy Koch   
(573) 822-6123 

St. Peters - St. Charles GROUP 
(1st Thursday, 7:00PM) 
Knights of Columbus Hall 
5701 Hwy N, St. Charles, MO 
(Cottleville), MO 63304 
Fac:  Mike & Jeanne Francisco 
(636) 947-9403 

West County GROUP 
(4th Tuesday, 7:00PM) 
 Shaare Emeth                     
Congregation 
11645 Ladue (Ballas & 
Ladue) 
St. Louis, MO  63141 
Fac:  Jacque Glaser 
(636)394-3122 
jlynn63021@yahoo.com 
CoFac:  Arlene Thomason 
(314)401-2510 

Additional Meetings www.bpusastl.org 

Grief & Metaphysics  Support 
Group 1st Thursday of the 
month...sharing all aspects of 
After Death Communication.   
Sandy Curran, 314-518-2302   

Life Crisis Center 
(Survivors of Suicide) 
Wednesdays at 7:00pm 
9355 Olive Blvd. 
St. Louis, MO  63132 
(314) 647-3100 

Our doors are open for you. 

tel:314-518-2302


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

 

RETURN SERVICE REQUESTED 
POSTMASTER:  Dated Material 
Contained within...please do not delay! 
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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! 


