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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. 
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Bereaved Parents USA

St. Louis Chapter Newsletter

If you have moved, please notify us of your new 
address so you will continue to receive this publication! 
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Washington  Missouri Area's  

Angel of Hope

 
 

 

SAVE the Date

  
 

Bereaved Parents of the USA’s

St. Louis Chapter 

hosts 
A Candlelight Service
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I believe  
that imagination is stronger than knowledge

that myth is more potent than history.

I believe  
that dreams are more powerful than facts 

that hope always triumphs over experience 
hat laughter is the only cure for grief. And  

I believe  
that love is stronger than death. 

—Robert Fulghum
2 15

BOWLING GREEN Group
(3rd Thursday, 7-9 PM) 

Prairie Edge Garden Center,  
18011 Business 161 S.  
Bowling Green, MO  63334
Fac: Bill & Vicki Lagemann 
(573)242-3632

Bowling Green’s Sibling GROUP 
(Meet time same as Bowling Green)

Fac: Wendy Koch (573)822-6123 

ST. PETERS /St. Charles Group
(7:00 PM)

Knights of Columbus Hall 
5701 Hwy N, Cottleville MO
Fac: Mike & Jeanne Francisco
(636) 947–9403
St. Peters’ SIBLING GROUP
Fac: Nikki Boswell
nichole.boswell@gmail.com 
(Meets same time as St Peters) 

TROY, MO Group
(2nd Tuesday, 7 PM)  

Ingersoll Chapel in Troy
211 Boone Street 
Troy, MO 63379
Fac: Cindy Morris (636)462–9961

  
Business • Facilitators 
MEETING 
First Saturday of the Month
Begins @ 9:00 AM
BJC Hospital - St. Peters 
10 Hospital Drive 
Room A/B 
St. Peters, MO 63376
All are welcome! 
Call: Linda Ferhmann 
(314) 878-0890)

Parents of Murdered Children:
Meetings: 3rd Tues 7:30 p.m.
St Alexius Hospital 
 3933 S Broadway
Mata Weber (618) 972-0429 
Butch Hartmann  
(314) 487-8989
LIFE CRISIS CENTER:  
(Survivors of Suicide) 

2650 Olive St,  
St. Louis, MO  63103  
Meetings: Weds 7:00 p.m. 
(314) 647-3100

P.A.L.S. (Parents affected by  
the loss of a child by suicide)  
4th Sat at 10:30 a.m.

St Lukes Hospital (141 & 40)
St. Louis, MO  
*Linda Ferhmann 
 (314) 853-7925

SurvivorS of Suicide
Baue Funeral Home 
620 Jefferson Street  
St. Charles, Mo 63301
1st & 3rd Monday 
*LF (314) 853-7925

GRASP:(Grief Relief After 
Substance Passing)

Sundays at 700pm
Harris House
8327 Broadway 63111
MaryAnn Lemonds
(314) 330-7586
malemonds@gmail.com

Open Arms* Parents Left Behind
4355 Butler Hill Rd 
Fac: Kathy Myers 
(636)343-5262  

Tri-County Chapter
(2nd Thursday)

First Baptist Church 
402 North Missouri St 
Potosi, MO 63664
Fac: Brenda Wilson  
(573)438-4559

JEFFERSON COUNTY Group
(1st Thursday, 7 PM)

St Rose Catholic Church,  
Miller & 3rd St 
Desoto, MO
Fac: Ginny Kamp   
(636)586-8559 
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WEST COUNTY Group
(4th Tuesday, 7 PM)

Shaare Emeth Congregation, 
11645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue)  
St. Louis MO 63141 
Facs: Arlene Thomason
(314) 401–2510 
Co FAC Jacque Glaser 

CITY Group
(2nd Tues. of month, 7:00pm)

St Mary’s High School
(Cafeteria)
4701 South Grand
St. Louis, Mo. 63111
FAC: Belinda Mitchell
(314) 306-7318 
Co FAC Sandy Curran
(314)518-2302

Meeting Times and Places

 

September  
and a new  
School Year 
—PatsY Hedges, TCF, Frederick, MD  

To Most People School Means: 
The kids out from underfoot, 
caps on, buying a new lunch box, 
new clothes and the usual school 
supplies, fixing breakfast and try-
ing to get it eaten, getting to a 
school bus on time. 

What does school mean to a 
mother who has lost a child? 

Watching other children  
filled with excitement. 

A little boy who should  
be in kindergarten. 

A brother who must go off to school 
by himself. 

A teacher who must reach out to a 
class, when her little one won’t be in 
school this year. 

A mother sending two children off, 
when there should be three. 

Many tears,  
behind smiling faces!            













I believe that 
imagination is stronger 
than knowledge
That myth is more 
potent than history.
I believe that 
dreams are more 
powerful than facts
That hope always 
triumphs over 
experience
That laughter is the 
only cure for grief.
And I believe that love 
is stronger than death.

I believe that imagination 
is stronger than knowledge

That myth is more 
potent than history.

I believe that dreams are 
more powerful than facts

That hope always 
triumphs over experience

That laughter is the 
only cure for grief.

And I believe that love 
is stronger than death.

I believe that 
imagination is stronger 
than knowledge

That myth is more 
potent than history.

I believe that dreams are 
more powerful than facts

That hope always 
triumphs over experience

That laughter is the 
only cure for grief.

And I believe that love 
is stronger than death.

I believe that imagination 
is stronger than knowledge

That myth is more 
potent than history.

I believe that dreams are 
more powerful than facts

That hope always 
triumphs over experience

That laughter is the 
only cure for grief.

And I believe that love 
is stronger than death.
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Pumpkins & 
Memories

—Author unknown

Fall is the time for Pumpkins and such,  
a glint in the eye, makes one wonder what’s up?  
Candies and goodies shared freely with all.

Spooks and goblins, for big folk and small.
Joy filled Halloweens, enjoyed by so many crisp happy days, alas darkened too soon. 
Laughter and giggles; shedding sadness or gloom.
Except for that season, filled with dismay; in our hearts thinking never, would we get through the day. 
How quickly they ended– far too early we know yet always and ever, those memories still glow.
Treats in abundance, tricks on some, too! 
A Parade of our costumes scary yet few, would forego all the mischief and fun saying “Boo”. 
Now those ventures are viewed, from afar.
Yet you are remembered as we look to the stars not a doubt for a moment, with us all,  
every day particularly on Halloween, in your own special way. 
We know you are watchful, as life’s challenges are met.  
How blessed are we all, for the example you set.
The lessons you taught through your journey in life 
strengthens our endeavors, keeping goodness in sight. 
Because of you we embark on a mission 
continuing a Legacy of Hope. 
With determination, we vow to educate,  
to prevent sadness that comes, silently,  
unexpectedly, from the Rays of the Sun. 
Of course there are questions, 
why is it so difficult still accepting you had to go. 
Quietly often, when alone with our thoughts, 
sadness wells up and tears can’t be fought. 
Faith teaches us much,  
yet a model were you 
accepting and preparing us, 
for the moment soon due.  
With your heart filled with love,  
words softly whispered are mine, 
you physically left, 
for your spiritual odyssey in time! 

Washington MO’s 

Angel of Hope
—Betty Werner and J Ryan

Washington area’s Angel of Hope will celebrate with a 
formal dedication on Sunday,  Oct 6th.  In front of the 
statue are over 175 bricks each engraved with an Angel’s 
name. This Angel of Hope was installed in November 

2012 along with one hundred memorial bricks were. An informal  
Angel of Hope vigil was December 6, 2012. Amazingly, over three 
hundred parents, siblings, grandparents and friends of children who 
have died gathered together to honor their angels and 
inevitably to offer others support. 

OurAngel of Hope is 
located off Grand Avenue 
in Washington Park 
and near Lions Lake. 
However currently a 
direct path to the Angel 
of Hope is closed due to 
the city’s creation of an 
All Abilities Children’s 
Park. Until the children’s 
park completion our 
Angel of Hope can 
only be accessed via a 
path located behind the 
YMCA.   

The Washington, Missouri area’s Angel 
of Hope’s is number 115 in the US. Its 
history is one of collaboration and support, 
for instance the St. Charles,  Angel of 
Hope cmmittee contributed ideas for fund 
raising events. The Washington area’s story 
begins with one mother’s idea that that was 
presented to the Washington Parks' Board 
in May 2012, and was approved by the City 
Council in June of 2012. Collaboration and  
support from BPUSA St. Louis and the incredible Washington area 
community were behind. events like a huge barbecue and an “Absent 
Angel Ball.”  Of course our angel children also touched and helped us 
complete this dream come true. 



 

–Pam Duke, TCF Dallas, TX

We made it through 
the summer;  
another season  
has passed. 

When I look back now,  
I did not think I had the 
courage to reach this point 
in time. 
The worst may not yet be 
over, but things seem better 
than yesterday. 
I’ve realized it’s  
all right to wish for you,  
daily… 
nightly… 
It’s my prerogative  
as your parent. 
I do not have to look 
forward to the seasons 
coming soon,  
but I will because 
I know it’s what you would 
want me to do. 
Just please know, 
I still love you as though  
you were in our home.  
That love  
will never die.
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And then winter, of course- 
the time for festivities that 
light up dark evenings, often 
a time of hidden tears, a time 
of remembered details we 
think nobody else recalls.  
Holidays follow one after 
the other - a season of bright 
festivities, when the enjoyment 
of other children’s happiness is 
accompanied by memories of 
children who could be there, if 
only…
For us, it does not have to be a 
special season, actually. We have 
quite enough to hurt about in 
spring, in summer, and in fall… 

So much for the sorrow; what 
about the light? 

Let me remind you–
Didn’t you decide again just 
yesterday (even if you had  
known how painfully the loss 
would break your life) that you 
were glad to have had the children 
anyway? 
Have you started to realize how 
deeply your memories of the 
children who died affect your 
humanity and your perspective 
about the important things in 
your life? 
Do you recognize the full measure 
of love, feeling and understanding 
of which you are capable, and 
which you may have neglected or 

ignored before the tragedies? 
Do you value your ability to be 
genuine and real, the richness of 
which talent you may not have 
appreciated? 
Even if you remain vulnerable, 
have you been surprised by your 
inner strength? 
Is there a strange comfort in the 
discovery of your deeper self, 
which may well have remained 

unnoticed without the tragedies 
in your life? 
Are you aware of your greater 
understanding for-people around 
you, especially those who are 
deeply hurt? 
True, these things have had their 
high and bitter price - The death 
of Children, the loss of brothers 
and sisters, is greater than the 
value we want to place on our own 
inner development. Yet, I believe 
it will help to think often about 
how our grief experiences have 
changed most of us for the better. 
The sorrow changes, and the light 
increases. 

4 1313

PageInfant & Toddler

—Sascha Wagner,jrom the December 
1990 issue oj LARGO 

It does not have to be a 
special season, actually, 
we have quite enough to 
hurt about in spring, in 
summer and in fall. 

Spring, for instance– 
always has some memory to catch 
the heart first crocus, grades 
in school, proms, graduation, 
qualms about college, basketball 
on slippery driveways or baby’s 
first outing in that buggy, still a 
bit too large
And for some of us, a stillborn 
child. 
And summer–
how many little anniversaries of 
special vacation days by the sea, 
in the mountains, Disneyland 
maybe. A touch of poison ivy, 
heat exhaustion, summer coldsr 
we remember the reluctant, but 
brave, return to school?
And for some of us the anniversary 
of a drowning. 
In Fall–
images of trying to do everything 
all at once (as if to store up a 
surplus of completed activities 
for winter?). Contests, parties, 
dances, and Thanksgiving with 
folks traveling for many miles to 
be at home, together. 
And for some of us, the anniversary 
of a suicide. 

 
Note from editor: Follows is an email written by a collegue 
of mine at Jennings Senior High to all of her colleuges. Jessica 
Young  was on leave after the birth of her second child, Wesley. 
He did not survive his birth and his mom, dad and big brother 
set about, well you know... living.  Her email seems a good 
description of “living” in an abnormal world.  I liked how Jessica 
stops the speculation surrounding a child’s death with her matter 
of fact explanation to us. After reading her note, I asked her if I 
could share it with you. She said yes, so here is Jessica’s email. 
Jamie

Email Subject: 

Dear JSH Rockstars, To me, you are 
all amazing.  The outpouring of love 
I have received from you has truly 
touched my heart in ways that I 

couldn’t possibly begin to express. 

 The numbers of personal letters, emails, and phone 
calls have been wonderful. Hearing stories and 
prayers of hope have put my mind at ease and have 
really helped my with the ongoing healing process. 
The memorial fund for Wesley was also wonderful. It 
helped to pay for his urn that is currently sitting on 
the mantel. (Such a tiny little thing, but I’m happy to 
have him home with us.)
 I want to keep you all informed about what has been 
happening in the Young house. We really do take 
it one day at a time. Sometimes, it seems like I’ll 
be flying on could 9, only to be interrupted, rather 
rudely, by reality. I am happy that I have the time off 
that I do so I can find a way to re-center myself. After 
all, life at JSH would be so much more boring if you 
didn’t have a firecracker like J-Young-wheezy to keep 
you entertained!
 I’ve spent a lot of my time reading about stillbirths 
and trying to find answers for myself. The autopsy 

 

—Jessica Young

“The sorrow  
changes,  
and the  
light increases”

reports came back normal, meaning that they 
couldn’t find anything abnormal. Sometimes, these 
things just happen! I was actually quite surprised 
by how common this is. Tom and I have both found 
that the most important thing for both of us to do 
is work together as a team and make sure we give 
Jake, our crazy 2 year old, a lot of love. We are both 
moving forward and our bad days are becoming less 
frequent.
For those of you that I saw on Thursday, seeing your 
smiles and getting your hugs really helped me feel 
more at ease. Knowing I have such a strong base at 
my second home means a lot to me. For those of you 
that I didn’t get to see, I will be at graduation and I’ll 
be at the school on the 30th. You have all been on my 
mind and I hope that next year, things will be better 
for everyone. I’ve seen, more than ever, how we can 
all come together as a family when times are tough, 
and I couldn’t ask for a more loving or caring group 
of people. You are all truly extraordinary.
If you see me, don’t be afraid to talk to me. I love talking 
about Wesley and the experience I went through. It 
helps me heal. And… I’m a science teacher, so this 
stuff fascinates me anyway! I love all of you!  
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Telephone Friends
BPUSA
Linda Ferhmann (314) 878-0890 

Accident, Automobile:
Katie VerHagen  ..............(314) 576-5018

Accident, Non Vehicular:
Bill Lagemann  ................(573) 242-3632

Adult Sibling:
Mark VerHagen .............. (314) 726-5300

Drugs or Alcohol:
Patrick Dodd ...................(314) 575-4178

Grandparent:
Margaret Gerner ............ (636) 978-2368

Child with Disability:
Lois Brockmeyer .......  (314) 843-8391

Illness, Short Term:
Jean & Art Taylor  ...........(314) 725-2412

Illinois Contact:
Barb Blanton ..................(314)-303-8973

Jefferson County Contact:
Sandy Brungardt   ........... (314) 954–2410 

Murder:
Mata Weber ....................(618) 972-0429
Butch Hartmann ............ (314) 487-8989

Only Child:
Mary Murphy ..................(314) 822-7448

Suicide:
Sandy Curran ................. (314) 518-2302

Single Parent:
Mary Murphy   ................(314) 822-7448

—Rosemary Maier 

Fall is the time when nature changes 
dramatically. Days are shorter, the air is 
crisper; the leaves begin to change color, 
and children return to school. I used to 

love the fall. This was the season of 
order after a carefree  summer. Time 
for new beginnings at school, a time of  
choosing new interests among the aray 
of possibilities... 

For all of us bereaved parents, changing 
seasons are a  poignant reminder that 
another block of time has passed,  
another season will begin without our 
beloved children.  Each season has its 
own memories, and like turning pages  
in the family album, we experience the 
joy and sorrow  again. We remember 
buying school clothes and, new felt  pens, the soccer 
tournaments, and the excitement of a new  teacher ... 
only for us, the memories stop growing. 

—Julie Parr, TCF, Cincinnati 

Well I guess there’s no more putting 
it off, Thanksgiving is coming, 
whether we want it or not. I’m sure 
you’re beginning to hear plans being 

made around the office, or wherever, about who’s 
going where, cooking what, bringing what, what was 
done last year and on and on and on. Well, alright, 
already, just do it! 

Do they have to talk about it so much? That’s pretty 
much how I felt the first and second year, but I’m 
beginning to feel good about the holidays again. 
For all the newly bereaved, believe me, it does get 
easier to handle, SO I sit here thinking about all of 
us and how we’re all going to handle it, each a little 
differently, I’m sure. 
I pray all that all of you find the love in your heart 
and peace of mind, if only for a moment, to be 

thankful for the children 
we so dearly 

miss, but were 
fortunate 

enough to 
have had 

touch 
our 
lives…  
if only 

for a 
moment. 
Love  
and 

Peace,  
Julie   

Once again we ask ourselves what wouldour child be  
doing now. Changing seasons may usher in feelings 
we  thought we had overcome. How can we fight 
those  feelings? 
Autumn is a time of splendor. The leaves are crisping  
into orange and red. The geese are gathering overhead,  
and the air is filled with the perfume of sun-ripened 
apples  and early morning fog. 
We can draw strength from the orderly progression of  
nature. Of all things, the seasons keep on changing 
in a  predictable pattern. Even though our lives have 

been  shattered, we 
can draw strength 
from the beauty 
and  solidness of 
the natural world 
around us. 
Breathe deeply, 
relive your 
favorite memories 
and then  go for a 
walk. Enjoy the 
beauty around 
you, combine  

memories from the past with a special moment of  
remembrance today. Make this a new tradition. 

Changing Seasons do theY 
have to talk  
about “it “ So much? 

When a person is born we rejoice, and when 
they’re married we jubilate, but when they die 

we try to pretend nothing has happened.
—Margaret Mead 
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Newsletter Submissions
Cut off date for 

November December 
October 15th

Send your submission to:
Newsletter

PO BOX 1115
St. Peters, MO 63376
 bpusastl@gmail.com

If sending picturer include a  
self addressed stamped envelope

and make checks payable to  
  Thankyou!

art of BPUSA StL’s 
commitment  to you is to be 

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 their writings only for your 

reflection. Sometimes observing nature or 
establishing routines signal solace to the writer. 
Often they turn to religion or spirituality for 
comfort and guidance. 

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

Newsletter’s  

Renewal Notice 
coming soon. 

St Louis Bulletin Board Sibling 
Page Honor your Child   

Support 
The St. Louis Chapter of BPUSA offers three 
ways to honor your child while supporting the 
good works of .

 Make a 
$20.00 donation and your child’s 
picture will grace our Homepage 
and have a link to your child’s vitual 
memorial.

  Simply join a 
group and  your child’s picture will 
be added to 
 “Meet Our Children.”  In addition, 
make a $10.00 donation to submit 
a one page story that links to your 
child’s picture.

 For a donation your 
child’s picture will appear on the 
Love Gifts page.

For any of above, insure that your child’s 
picture and angel dates are in  
database. If  not,  mail one to our PO Box or 
EMAIL: bpusastl@gmail.com. 







i’m  Missing You
—Kris Cunningham, TCF, Moro, IL

I’m missing you…  
all day, every day, 
on a bright summer morning, 
or when the moon is full,
in the golden days of fall, as the 

storm clouds build and it’s snowing,
when the willows begin to turn green 
you are always with me,
in my mind and in my heart.
My brother,  
my good friend,
I’m missing you. 
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Children of BPUSAStL’s 
Board Members & Facilatators 

Michael A. Maixner 
 son of  

Bob Maixner 

Jennifer Francisco  
daughter of  

 Jeanne & Mike 
 Francisco

Donnie Lagemann  
son of   

Bill & Vicki  
Lagemann  

Jeff Ryan 
son of Pat Ryan 

Brett Alan Blanton  
son of Barb Blanton

Joel Fehrmann 
son of  

Linda Fehrmann

Michael Yackly 
son of  
Victoria Kellison

Daniel Kohler 
son of   
Arlene Thomason

Jeffrey Morris  
son of Cindy Morris

Leah  Eisenberg  
daughter of   
Jamie Ryan

Ryan Arnold  
son of   
Donna Arnold

Brian Ruby  
son of Judy Ruby

Michael & Kristen 
Curran 
son &  
daughter in–law  
of Sandy Curran

Joe DeMarco 
son of 

Teresa DeMarco

Arthur   
&  

Emily Gerner 
son & grandchild of 

Margaret Gerner

—submitted by Emma Weiss Schleis, as a tribute to her son Erik (Rik)

As I watch in quiet desperation at your once chiseled 
manly features, now, sunken glazed look, mouth 
open, breath in spurts.  Blue fingers painted with 
the brush of death.

I pray the inner transition is easier than outward 
appearances. How we cling with desperation 
to the world we know. 

Unknown worlds only, dream, prayers, hopes, and God. 
Where was the once strong, vibrant young man with all 
the promises of youth?

A champion, a warrior, adventurous, capricious and 
fun-loving. Oh, the violation, the 
silent intruder, gaining power, 
bringing strength to its knees!

A Journey, self-reve1ation, loss 
of ego, the beginning of a new 
ministry. Incarnations and payers 

for healing stirrings of  faith, love and God dwelling. 

The earth journey is near a end. Heavy breathing, eyes 
no longer see, only embers of strong bright fire.

Beyond the shadows, a soul in search of  light and 
eternal flame. Gentle hands, sweet scents, 
music, soft rhythms of prayers and oms.

The way is lit and 
well-worn by  
the saints, 
for you. 

HALLoWeeN
—Cheri Gordon TCF, FL

For me Halloween marks the 
beginning of the holiday 
season. This used to mark the 
start of an emotional decline 
that ran straight through 
Valentine’s Day. October has 
Halloween, November has 
Thanksgiving Day, December 
has my birthday-my Cathie’s 
birthday- 

Christmas-New Year ’s Eve, 
January has New Year ’s Day 
(the day the accident hap-
pened) and January 13th 
(the day she died). So when 
Halloween came, I would 
just as soon have gone to 
sleep and awake some time 
in February! 

As the children came to the 
door and called out, “Trick or 
Treat!” I could cringe because 
I could never hear Cathie say 
those words again. 

That was “then” and 15 years 
later, I am able to hear those 
words and as I hand out the 
“goodies”, I inwardly thank 
them for letting me remem-
ber when Cathie DID go Trick 
or Treating and had so much 
fun and for having those 
oh-so-very- gOOd-memo-
ries. Because they are GOOD 
memories now.and it ’s all 
those good memories that 
keep me going ... even after 
all these years. 
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A LOVE GIFT is a donation made in your child’s 
memory to BP/USA. We are self-supporting, our chapter 
runs entirely with volunteer staffers, so our fund raising 
efforts & your donations pay all our expenses.
If you ‘d like to have your child’s photo printed and BP/
USA StL doesn’t have a picture on file please send a photo 
along with a self addressed stamped envelope to: 

PO BOX 1115 
St. Peters, MO 63376  
bpusastl@gmail.com 
make checks payable to   

Thankyou!
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In Memory of
Sharon Rene Przybylski

— Joseph Przybylski

In Memory of
Jorge Tumialan

August 11, 1975— October 19, 2001
Jorgi, We love & miss you 

Mami & Papi
—Luis Tumialan

In Memory of
Erik “Rik” Weiss

October 10, 1977—July 9, 2004
A Son is to love, though perhaps very few
have ever been loved, Son, more than you

Miss your good humor,  
your closeness, your laugh, your future.  

You are part of me forever.  Love, Mom
 —Emma Weiss Schleiss

In Memory of
Amy Jenness Oberreither
January 22, 1983— October 15, 2001

Miss you, miss you, miss you!
All our love forever, 

Mom & Dad
–Jeff & Persis Oberreither

In Memory of
Jennifer & Jackie Esworthy

Love you 

–Jim & Barb Esworthy
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Children of BPUSAStL’s 
Board Members & Facilatators 

Michael A. Maixner 
 son of  

Bob Maixner 

Jennifer Francisco  
daughter of  

 Jeanne & Mike 
 Francisco

Donnie Lagemann  
son of   

Bill & Vicki  
Lagemann  

Jeff Ryan 
son of Pat Ryan 

Brett Alan Blanton  
son of Barb Blanton

Joel Fehrmann 
son of  

Linda Fehrmann

Michael Yackly 
son of  
Victoria Kellison

Daniel Kohler 
son of   
Arlene Thomason

Jeffrey Morris  
son of Cindy Morris

Leah  Eisenberg  
daughter of   
Jamie Ryan

Ryan Arnold  
son of   
Donna Arnold

Brian Ruby  
son of Judy Ruby

Michael & Kristen 
Curran 
son &  
daughter in–law  
of Sandy Curran

Joe DeMarco 
son of 

Teresa DeMarco

Arthur   
&  

Emily Gerner 
son & grandchild of 

Margaret Gerner

—submitted by Emma Weiss Schleis, as a tribute to her son Erik (Rik)

As I watch in quiet desperation at your once chiseled 
manly features, now, sunken glazed look, mouth 
open, breath in spurts.  Blue fingers painted with 
the brush of death.

I pray the inner transition is easier than outward 
appearances. How we cling with desperation 
to the world we know. 

Unknown worlds only, dream, prayers, hopes, and God. 
Where was the once strong, vibrant young man with all 
the promises of youth?

A champion, a warrior, adventurous, capricious and 
fun-loving. Oh, the violation, the 
silent intruder, gaining power, 
bringing strength to its knees!

A Journey, self-reve1ation, loss 
of ego, the beginning of a new 
ministry. Incarnations and payers 

for healing stirrings of  faith, love and God dwelling. 

The earth journey is near a end. Heavy breathing, eyes 
no longer see, only embers of strong bright fire.

Beyond the shadows, a soul in search of  light and 
eternal flame. Gentle hands, sweet scents, 
music, soft rhythms of prayers and oms.

The way is lit and 
well-worn by  
the saints, 
for you. 

HALLoWeeN
—Cheri Gordon TCF, FL

For me Halloween marks the 
beginning of the holiday 
season. This used to mark the 
start of an emotional decline 
that ran straight through 
Valentine’s Day. October has 
Halloween, November has 
Thanksgiving Day, December 
has my birthday-my Cathie’s 
birthday- 

Christmas-New Year ’s Eve, 
January has New Year ’s Day 
(the day the accident hap-
pened) and January 13th 
(the day she died). So when 
Halloween came, I would 
just as soon have gone to 
sleep and awake some time 
in February! 

As the children came to the 
door and called out, “Trick or 
Treat!” I could cringe because 
I could never hear Cathie say 
those words again. 

That was “then” and 15 years 
later, I am able to hear those 
words and as I hand out the 
“goodies”, I inwardly thank 
them for letting me remem-
ber when Cathie DID go Trick 
or Treating and had so much 
fun and for having those 
oh-so-very- gOOd-memo-
ries. Because they are GOOD 
memories now.and it ’s all 
those good memories that 
keep me going ... even after 
all these years. 
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Newsletter Submissions
Cut off date for 

November December 
October 15th

Send your submission to:
Newsletter

PO BOX 1115
St. Peters, MO 63376
 bpusastl@gmail.com

If sending picturer include a  
self addressed stamped envelope

and make checks payable to  
  Thankyou!

art of BPUSA StL’s 
commitment  to you is to be 

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 their writings only for your 

reflection. Sometimes observing nature or 
establishing routines signal solace to the writer. 
Often they turn to religion or spirituality for 
comfort and guidance. 

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

Newsletter’s  

Renewal Notice 
coming soon. 

St Louis Bulletin Board Sibling 
Page Honor your Child   

Support 
The St. Louis Chapter of BPUSA offers three 
ways to honor your child while supporting the 
good works of .

 Make a 
$20.00 donation and your child’s 
picture will grace our Homepage 
and have a link to your child’s vitual 
memorial.

  Simply join a 
group and  your child’s picture will 
be added to 
 “Meet Our Children.”  In addition, 
make a $10.00 donation to submit 
a one page story that links to your 
child’s picture.

 For a donation your 
child’s picture will appear on the 
Love Gifts page.

For any of above, insure that your child’s 
picture and angel dates are in  
database. If  not,  mail one to our PO Box or 
EMAIL: bpusastl@gmail.com. 







i’m  Missing You
—Kris Cunningham, TCF, Moro, IL

I’m missing you…  
all day, every day, 
on a bright summer morning, 
or when the moon is full,
in the golden days of fall, as the 

storm clouds build and it’s snowing,
when the willows begin to turn green 
you are always with me,
in my mind and in my heart.
My brother,  
my good friend,
I’m missing you. 
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Telephone Friends
BPUSA
Linda Ferhmann (314) 878-0890 

Accident, Automobile:
Katie VerHagen  ..............(314) 576-5018

Accident, Non Vehicular:
Bill Lagemann  ................(573) 242-3632

Adult Sibling:
Mark VerHagen .............. (314) 726-5300

Drugs or Alcohol:
Patrick Dodd ...................(314) 575-4178

Grandparent:
Margaret Gerner ............ (636) 978-2368

Child with Disability:
Lois Brockmeyer .......  (314) 843-8391

Illness, Short Term:
Jean & Art Taylor  ...........(314) 725-2412

Illinois Contact:
Barb Blanton ..................(314)-303-8973

Jefferson County Contact:
Sandy Brungardt   ........... (314) 954–2410 

Murder:
Mata Weber ....................(618) 972-0429
Butch Hartmann ............ (314) 487-8989

Only Child:
Mary Murphy ..................(314) 822-7448

Suicide:
Sandy Curran ................. (314) 518-2302

Single Parent:
Mary Murphy   ................(314) 822-7448

—Rosemary Maier 

Fall is the time when nature changes 
dramatically. Days are shorter, the air is 
crisper; the leaves begin to change color, 
and children return to school. I used to 

love the fall. This was the season of 
order after a carefree  summer. Time 
for new beginnings at school, a time of  
choosing new interests among the aray 
of possibilities... 

For all of us bereaved parents, changing 
seasons are a  poignant reminder that 
another block of time has passed,  
another season will begin without our 
beloved children.  Each season has its 
own memories, and like turning pages  
in the family album, we experience the 
joy and sorrow  again. We remember 
buying school clothes and, new felt  pens, the soccer 
tournaments, and the excitement of a new  teacher ... 
only for us, the memories stop growing. 

—Julie Parr, TCF, Cincinnati 

Well I guess there’s no more putting 
it off, Thanksgiving is coming, 
whether we want it or not. I’m sure 
you’re beginning to hear plans being 

made around the office, or wherever, about who’s 
going where, cooking what, bringing what, what was 
done last year and on and on and on. Well, alright, 
already, just do it! 

Do they have to talk about it so much? That’s pretty 
much how I felt the first and second year, but I’m 
beginning to feel good about the holidays again. 
For all the newly bereaved, believe me, it does get 
easier to handle, SO I sit here thinking about all of 
us and how we’re all going to handle it, each a little 
differently, I’m sure. 
I pray all that all of you find the love in your heart 
and peace of mind, if only for a moment, to be 

thankful for the children 
we so dearly 

miss, but were 
fortunate 

enough to 
have had 

touch 
our 
lives…  
if only 

for a 
moment. 
Love  
and 

Peace,  
Julie   

Once again we ask ourselves what wouldour child be  
doing now. Changing seasons may usher in feelings 
we  thought we had overcome. How can we fight 
those  feelings? 
Autumn is a time of splendor. The leaves are crisping  
into orange and red. The geese are gathering overhead,  
and the air is filled with the perfume of sun-ripened 
apples  and early morning fog. 
We can draw strength from the orderly progression of  
nature. Of all things, the seasons keep on changing 
in a  predictable pattern. Even though our lives have 

been  shattered, we 
can draw strength 
from the beauty 
and  solidness of 
the natural world 
around us. 
Breathe deeply, 
relive your 
favorite memories 
and then  go for a 
walk. Enjoy the 
beauty around 
you, combine  

memories from the past with a special moment of  
remembrance today. Make this a new tradition. 

Changing Seasons do theY 
have to talk  
about “it “ So much? 

When a person is born we rejoice, and when 
they’re married we jubilate, but when they die 

we try to pretend nothing has happened.
—Margaret Mead 
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And then winter, of course- 
the time for festivities that 
light up dark evenings, often 
a time of hidden tears, a time 
of remembered details we 
think nobody else recalls.  
Holidays follow one after 
the other - a season of bright 
festivities, when the enjoyment 
of other children’s happiness is 
accompanied by memories of 
children who could be there, if 
only…
For us, it does not have to be a 
special season, actually. We have 
quite enough to hurt about in 
spring, in summer, and in fall… 

So much for the sorrow; what 
about the light? 

Let me remind you–
Didn’t you decide again just 
yesterday (even if you had  
known how painfully the loss 
would break your life) that you 
were glad to have had the children 
anyway? 
Have you started to realize how 
deeply your memories of the 
children who died affect your 
humanity and your perspective 
about the important things in 
your life? 
Do you recognize the full measure 
of love, feeling and understanding 
of which you are capable, and 
which you may have neglected or 

ignored before the tragedies? 
Do you value your ability to be 
genuine and real, the richness of 
which talent you may not have 
appreciated? 
Even if you remain vulnerable, 
have you been surprised by your 
inner strength? 
Is there a strange comfort in the 
discovery of your deeper self, 
which may well have remained 

unnoticed without the tragedies 
in your life? 
Are you aware of your greater 
understanding for-people around 
you, especially those who are 
deeply hurt? 
True, these things have had their 
high and bitter price - The death 
of Children, the loss of brothers 
and sisters, is greater than the 
value we want to place on our own 
inner development. Yet, I believe 
it will help to think often about 
how our grief experiences have 
changed most of us for the better. 
The sorrow changes, and the light 
increases. 

4 1313

PageInfant & Toddler

—Sascha Wagner,jrom the December 
1990 issue oj LARGO 

It does not have to be a 
special season, actually, 
we have quite enough to 
hurt about in spring, in 
summer and in fall. 

Spring, for instance– 
always has some memory to catch 
the heart first crocus, grades 
in school, proms, graduation, 
qualms about college, basketball 
on slippery driveways or baby’s 
first outing in that buggy, still a 
bit too large
And for some of us, a stillborn 
child. 
And summer–
how many little anniversaries of 
special vacation days by the sea, 
in the mountains, Disneyland 
maybe. A touch of poison ivy, 
heat exhaustion, summer coldsr 
we remember the reluctant, but 
brave, return to school?
And for some of us the anniversary 
of a drowning. 
In Fall–
images of trying to do everything 
all at once (as if to store up a 
surplus of completed activities 
for winter?). Contests, parties, 
dances, and Thanksgiving with 
folks traveling for many miles to 
be at home, together. 
And for some of us, the anniversary 
of a suicide. 

 
Note from editor: Follows is an email written by a collegue 
of mine at Jennings Senior High to all of her colleuges. Jessica 
Young  was on leave after the birth of her second child, Wesley. 
He did not survive his birth and his mom, dad and big brother 
set about, well you know... living.  Her email seems a good 
description of “living” in an abnormal world.  I liked how Jessica 
stops the speculation surrounding a child’s death with her matter 
of fact explanation to us. After reading her note, I asked her if I 
could share it with you. She said yes, so here is Jessica’s email. 
Jamie

Email Subject: 

Dear JSH Rockstars, To me, you are 
all amazing.  The outpouring of love 
I have received from you has truly 
touched my heart in ways that I 

couldn’t possibly begin to express. 

 The numbers of personal letters, emails, and phone 
calls have been wonderful. Hearing stories and 
prayers of hope have put my mind at ease and have 
really helped my with the ongoing healing process. 
The memorial fund for Wesley was also wonderful. It 
helped to pay for his urn that is currently sitting on 
the mantel. (Such a tiny little thing, but I’m happy to 
have him home with us.)
 I want to keep you all informed about what has been 
happening in the Young house. We really do take 
it one day at a time. Sometimes, it seems like I’ll 
be flying on could 9, only to be interrupted, rather 
rudely, by reality. I am happy that I have the time off 
that I do so I can find a way to re-center myself. After 
all, life at JSH would be so much more boring if you 
didn’t have a firecracker like J-Young-wheezy to keep 
you entertained!
 I’ve spent a lot of my time reading about stillbirths 
and trying to find answers for myself. The autopsy 

 

—Jessica Young

“The sorrow  
changes,  
and the  
light increases”

reports came back normal, meaning that they 
couldn’t find anything abnormal. Sometimes, these 
things just happen! I was actually quite surprised 
by how common this is. Tom and I have both found 
that the most important thing for both of us to do 
is work together as a team and make sure we give 
Jake, our crazy 2 year old, a lot of love. We are both 
moving forward and our bad days are becoming less 
frequent.
For those of you that I saw on Thursday, seeing your 
smiles and getting your hugs really helped me feel 
more at ease. Knowing I have such a strong base at 
my second home means a lot to me. For those of you 
that I didn’t get to see, I will be at graduation and I’ll 
be at the school on the 30th. You have all been on my 
mind and I hope that next year, things will be better 
for everyone. I’ve seen, more than ever, how we can 
all come together as a family when times are tough, 
and I couldn’t ask for a more loving or caring group 
of people. You are all truly extraordinary.
If you see me, don’t be afraid to talk to me. I love talking 
about Wesley and the experience I went through. It 
helps me heal. And… I’m a science teacher, so this 
stuff fascinates me anyway! I love all of you!  
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Pumpkins & 
Memories

—Author unknown

Fall is the time for Pumpkins and such,  
a glint in the eye, makes one wonder what’s up?  
Candies and goodies shared freely with all.

Spooks and goblins, for big folk and small.
Joy filled Halloweens, enjoyed by so many crisp happy days, alas darkened too soon. 
Laughter and giggles; shedding sadness or gloom.
Except for that season, filled with dismay; in our hearts thinking never, would we get through the day. 
How quickly they ended– far too early we know yet always and ever, those memories still glow.
Treats in abundance, tricks on some, too! 
A Parade of our costumes scary yet few, would forego all the mischief and fun saying “Boo”. 
Now those ventures are viewed, from afar.
Yet you are remembered as we look to the stars not a doubt for a moment, with us all,  
every day particularly on Halloween, in your own special way. 
We know you are watchful, as life’s challenges are met.  
How blessed are we all, for the example you set.
The lessons you taught through your journey in life 
strengthens our endeavors, keeping goodness in sight. 
Because of you we embark on a mission 
continuing a Legacy of Hope. 
With determination, we vow to educate,  
to prevent sadness that comes, silently,  
unexpectedly, from the Rays of the Sun. 
Of course there are questions, 
why is it so difficult still accepting you had to go. 
Quietly often, when alone with our thoughts, 
sadness wells up and tears can’t be fought. 
Faith teaches us much,  
yet a model were you 
accepting and preparing us, 
for the moment soon due.  
With your heart filled with love,  
words softly whispered are mine, 
you physically left, 
for your spiritual odyssey in time! 

Washington MO’s 

Angel of Hope
—Betty Werner and J Ryan

Washington area’s Angel of Hope will celebrate with a 
formal dedication on Sunday,  Oct 6th.  In front of the 
statue are over 175 bricks each engraved with an Angel’s 
name. This Angel of Hope was installed in November 

2012 along with one hundred memorial bricks were. An informal  
Angel of Hope vigil was December 6, 2012. Amazingly, over three 
hundred parents, siblings, grandparents and friends of children who 
have died gathered together to honor their angels and 
inevitably to offer others support. 

OurAngel of Hope is 
located off Grand Avenue 
in Washington Park 
and near Lions Lake. 
However currently a 
direct path to the Angel 
of Hope is closed due to 
the city’s creation of an 
All Abilities Children’s 
Park. Until the children’s 
park completion our 
Angel of Hope can 
only be accessed via a 
path located behind the 
YMCA.   

The Washington, Missouri area’s Angel 
of Hope’s is number 115 in the US. Its 
history is one of collaboration and support, 
for instance the St. Charles,  Angel of 
Hope cmmittee contributed ideas for fund 
raising events. The Washington area’s story 
begins with one mother’s idea that that was 
presented to the Washington Parks' Board 
in May 2012, and was approved by the City 
Council in June of 2012. Collaboration and  
support from BPUSA St. Louis and the incredible Washington area 
community were behind. events like a huge barbecue and an “Absent 
Angel Ball.”  Of course our angel children also touched and helped us 
complete this dream come true. 



 

–Pam Duke, TCF Dallas, TX

We made it through 
the summer;  
another season  
has passed. 

When I look back now,  
I did not think I had the 
courage to reach this point 
in time. 
The worst may not yet be 
over, but things seem better 
than yesterday. 
I’ve realized it’s  
all right to wish for you,  
daily… 
nightly… 
It’s my prerogative  
as your parent. 
I do not have to look 
forward to the seasons 
coming soon,  
but I will because 
I know it’s what you would 
want me to do. 
Just please know, 
I still love you as though  
you were in our home.  
That love  
will never die.
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I believe  
that imagination is stronger than knowledge

that myth is more potent than history.

I believe  
that dreams are more powerful than facts 

that hope always triumphs over experience 
hat laughter is the only cure for grief. And  

I believe  
that love is stronger than death. 

—Robert Fulghum
2 15

BOWLING GREEN Group
(3rd Thursday, 7-9 PM) 

Prairie Edge Garden Center,  
18011 Business 161 S.  
Bowling Green, MO  63334
Fac: Bill & Vicki Lagemann 
(573)242-3632

Bowling Green’s Sibling GROUP 
(Meet time same as Bowling Green)

Fac: Wendy Koch (573)822-6123 

ST. PETERS /St. Charles Group
(7:00 PM)

Knights of Columbus Hall 
5701 Hwy N, Cottleville MO
Fac: Mike & Jeanne Francisco
(636) 947–9403
St. Peters’ SIBLING GROUP
Fac: Nikki Boswell
nichole.boswell@gmail.com 
(Meets same time as St Peters) 

TROY, MO Group
(2nd Tuesday, 7 PM)  

Ingersoll Chapel in Troy
211 Boone Street 
Troy, MO 63379
Fac: Cindy Morris (636)462–9961

  
Business • Facilitators 
MEETING 
First Saturday of the Month
Begins @ 9:00 AM
BJC Hospital - St. Peters 
10 Hospital Drive 
Room A/B 
St. Peters, MO 63376
All are welcome! 
Call: Linda Ferhmann 
(314) 878-0890)

Parents of Murdered Children:
Meetings: 3rd Tues 7:30 p.m.
St Alexius Hospital 
 3933 S Broadway
Mata Weber (618) 972-0429 
Butch Hartmann  
(314) 487-8989
LIFE CRISIS CENTER:  
(Survivors of Suicide) 

2650 Olive St,  
St. Louis, MO  63103  
Meetings: Weds 7:00 p.m. 
(314) 647-3100

P.A.L.S. (Parents affected by  
the loss of a child by suicide)  
4th Sat at 10:30 a.m.

St Lukes Hospital (141 & 40)
St. Louis, MO  
*Linda Ferhmann 
 (314) 853-7925

SurvivorS of Suicide
Baue Funeral Home 
620 Jefferson Street  
St. Charles, Mo 63301
1st & 3rd Monday 
*LF (314) 853-7925

GRASP:(Grief Relief After 
Substance Passing)

Sundays at 700pm
Harris House
8327 Broadway 63111
MaryAnn Lemonds
(314) 330-7586
malemonds@gmail.com

Open Arms* Parents Left Behind
4355 Butler Hill Rd 
Fac: Kathy Myers 
(636)343-5262  

Tri-County Chapter
(2nd Thursday)

First Baptist Church 
402 North Missouri St 
Potosi, MO 63664
Fac: Brenda Wilson  
(573)438-4559

JEFFERSON COUNTY Group
(1st Thursday, 7 PM)

St Rose Catholic Church,  
Miller & 3rd St 
Desoto, MO
Fac: Ginny Kamp   
(636)586-8559 
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WEST COUNTY Group
(4th Tuesday, 7 PM)

Shaare Emeth Congregation, 
11645 Ladue (Ballas & Ladue)  
St. Louis MO 63141 
Facs: Arlene Thomason
(314) 401–2510 
Co FAC Jacque Glaser 

CITY Group
(2nd Tues. of month, 7:00pm)

St Mary’s High School
(Cafeteria)
4701 South Grand
St. Louis, Mo. 63111
FAC: Belinda Mitchell
(314) 306-7318 
Co FAC Sandy Curran
(314)518-2302

Meeting Times and Places

 

September  
and a new  
School Year 
—PatsY Hedges, TCF, Frederick, MD  

To Most People School Means: 
The kids out from underfoot, 
caps on, buying a new lunch box, 
new clothes and the usual school 
supplies, fixing breakfast and try-
ing to get it eaten, getting to a 
school bus on time. 

What does school mean to a 
mother who has lost a child? 

Watching other children  
filled with excitement. 

A little boy who should  
be in kindergarten. 

A brother who must go off to school 
by himself. 

A teacher who must reach out to a 
class, when her little one won’t be in 
school this year. 

A mother sending two children off, 
when there should be three. 

Many tears,  
behind smiling faces!            













I believe that 
imagination is stronger 
than knowledge
That myth is more 
potent than history.
I believe that 
dreams are more 
powerful than facts
That hope always 
triumphs over 
experience
That laughter is the 
only cure for grief.
And I believe that love 
is stronger than death.

I believe that imagination 
is stronger than knowledge

That myth is more 
potent than history.

I believe that dreams are 
more powerful than facts

That hope always 
triumphs over experience

That laughter is the 
only cure for grief.

And I believe that love 
is stronger than death.

I believe that 
imagination is stronger 
than knowledge

That myth is more 
potent than history.

I believe that dreams are 
more powerful than facts

That hope always 
triumphs over experience

That laughter is the 
only cure for grief.

And I believe that love 
is stronger than death.

I believe that imagination 
is stronger than knowledge

That myth is more 
potent than history.

I believe that dreams are 
more powerful than facts

That hope always 
triumphs over experience

That laughter is the 
only cure for grief.

And I believe that love 
is stronger than death.
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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. 
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Bereaved Parents USA

St. Louis Chapter Newsletter

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

BPUSASt Louis  1
Angel of Hope in Washington, Mo 3
The Sorrow and the Light  4
St. Louis Bulletin Board 6
Love Gifts 8, 9 
Sibling Page 11
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Infant & Toddlers 13
Halloween 14
Meeting Times and Places  15

Washington  Missouri Area's  

Angel of Hope

 
 

 

SAVE the Date

  
 

Bereaved Parents of the USA’s

St. Louis Chapter 

hosts 
A Candlelight Service


