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BPUSAStL 

Invites you, your family, and friends to attend 

A Candlelight  

Memorial Service 

In Memory of our Children 

Date:  December 4, 2016 

Registration: 1:00 p.m. 

Service: 2:00 p.m. 

Location:  SUMMIT COMMUNITY CHURCH **** 

927 E. Terra Lane, O’Fallon, MO  63366  

Invitations will be mailed 

**** NOTE:  THIS IS A TEMPORARY LOCATION.   

SHAARE EMETH TEMPLE  IS UNDER CONSTRUCTION 

 

Angel of Hope 

 

Blanchette Park 

St. Charles, MO 

Weinand Park 

1305 Boone Street 

Troy, MO 

 

S. Lakeshore Dr. 

Washington, MO 

 

Candlelight Memorial Service  

held every year on December 

6th, at 7:00 pm. 

Above are local locations 

Read on page 2 of this     

Newsletter about how the    

Angel Statues were first        

introduced.  The website also 

shows all the current locations  

http://

www.richardpaulevans.com/

angel-statues/locations/ 



The Christmas Box Angel Statue was 
introduced to the world in the book 
The Christmas Box, a worldwide best-
seller and hit television movie by   
author Richard Paul Evans. In the 
book, a woman mourns the loss of 
her child at the base of an angel   
monument. Though the story is   

mostly fiction, the angel monument once existed but 
is speculated to have been destroyed. The new angel 
statue was commissioned by Richard Paul Evans, in 
response to reports that grieving parents were      
seeking out the angel as a place to grieve and heal. 
The monument was dedicated on December 6,  1994 
corresponding with the date of the child’s death in 
The Christmas Box. (Coincidentally, Dec. 6th is         
celebrated in many parts of the world as Children’s 
Day). 
 

BPUSAStL’s own Cindy Morris organized the            
initiative that raised the amount required to build 
the statue in Troy, MO.  

During your travels, if you visit any of these Angel 
Statues across the United States, Ontario, Canada, 
and Miyagi, Japan, please submit a photo and what 
led you to the visit.  We’d LOVE to hear about it. 

SUMMER’S END 

By Sascha Wagner 

Borrowed from  Alive Alone, Fall 2015 

 

Always at summer’s end 

there comes that moment 

when memory brings to me 

gifts from the past. 

I see your faces then, 

shared by the wind. 

And in that glint of time 

I feel you near again, 

as you were long ago, 

at summer’s end. 

BPUSAStL GRIEF WORKSHOP 

SATURDAY, MARCH 11, 2017  
 

Machinists Hall in Bridgeton 

9:00am - 4:00pm  - More details to come 

GROUP MEETING ANNOUNCEMENTS:    Please note, due to building commitments: 

 The West County Group will not meet at Shaare Emeth this December.   

 The Cottleville Group will meet December 8 instead of December 1.  This is the December 

potluck meeting and will begin at 6:30pm.  Watch your email for additional details. 



I originally wrote this column just before Thanks-

giving one year, but the recent tragic deaths of the 

Newtown first-graders make it timely once 

again.  For families who have lost a child, each     

holiday brings fresh grief, hurdles to face, and 

mourning for celebrations that will never happen. 

 

The glittering commercialism and noisy cheer of any 

American holiday can be stressful for most of 

us.  But for the parent who’s lost a child during the 

past year, facing the first of many holidays with an 

empty place at the table can make already           

unbearable grief so much worse. 

No one in modern America expects a child to 

die.  Children only die in nineteenth century novels 

and third-world countries, or so we’d like to think. 

Yet accidents, violence, sudden infant death         

syndrome (SIDS), and cancer, among other causes, 

claim the lives of thousands of American infants and 

children each year.  Their bereaved parents become 

unwilling members of a club you never want to 

join—parents who know what it’s like to stand at 

your own child’s graveside. 

If you’re a physician and it makes you horribly      

uncomfortable to consider that thought even for a 

moment, that’s good.  Otherwise, you can’t relate 

to a patient or a friend whose child has died.  No 

matter what your specialty is, eventually you will 

encounter bereaved parents.  Medical education  

outside the field of psychiatry gives us little help in 

knowing what’s helpful to these families and what 

isn’t, especially during emotionally charged holiday 

seasons. 

I can speak to this subject as a mother and a        

physician because my baby Alexandra died when 

she was five months and sixteen days old.  It was a 

long time ago, but here is the first piece of advice I 

can give to anyone: understand that the pain of 

losing a child never disappears.   You’d be surprised 

how many people think that any parent—a patient, 

co-worker, or friend—should be “over it” in six 

months or so.  I wish that were true. 

 

“How many children do you have?”  That innocent 

question poses a painful dilemma for the grieving 

parent.  I’m fortunate enough to have three        

wonderful adult children, but it’s still tough to             

answer.  If I say I have four, then the natural follow-

up questions about their ages and what they’re   

doing become increasingly awkward.  If I say three, 

then it feels as though I’m betraying Alex or          

forgetting her.  To answer “Three living” is a serious 

conversation-stopper that seems unfair to guests at 

a holiday party. 

 
Perhaps a better conversational opener is to say, 

“Tell me about your family.”  In a medical interview, 

this gives the patient leeway to disclose painful   

information in whatever way is most                      

comfortable.  In a social situation, it allows the    

respondent to divert the conversation gracefully to 

the latest     misdeeds of the family’s golden         

retriever if that’s what she’d prefer to talk 

about.  The emotions of recently bereaved parents 

are terribly raw, and it can be hard for them to cope 

in social situations where tears would be out of 

place. 

 
It’s hard to advise any grieving parent about the 

best way to approach the first holidays after their 

loss.  In the best-case scenario, other relatives are 

understanding and supportive, and can host a      

holiday gathering at another home.  If there are 

other children in the family, this may be the best 

way to allow them to celebrate the holiday without 

guilt and give the parents some respite. 

Grief takes no holidays 
19 December 2012  

The observations of Karen Sullivan Sibert, MD a Los          

Angeles anesthesiologist, writer, and mother. 

(Continued) 



For other parents, it may be helpful to do something that is completely different from their traditional holiday routine, 

acknowledging that this first year is going to be painful and difficult no matter how they choose to manage 

it.            Volunteering at a local    shelter and helping to serve Thanksgiving or Christmas dinner may be a meaningful 

option for    families with older children. 
 

Support groups can be extremely helpful, especially around major holidays.  If you refer a patient to a support group, 
make sure in advance that the composition of the group is appropriate.  An infant loss support group that consists 
mostly of women who have suffered miscarriages will probably not be much comfort to a couple who has lost an    
infant to stillbirth or SIDS.  Parents who have lost an adolescent child to suicide or drug overdose have different needs 
than a family whose child died of cancer. 

Symptoms such as appetite disturbance, sleeplessness, lack of energy, or fearfulness can be well within the normal 

spectrum for many bereaved parents, especially during the first year or two.  Patients may present with digestive    

dysfunction or secondary   infertility.  As an anesthesiologist, I’ve met patients coming for surgery who seemed at first 

hostile, difficult, or unusually anxious; the underlying reason turned out to be that they had suffered a recent death in 

the family.  It’s been helpful for me to be able to say that I have been through the experience of loss, and describe 

how—almost imperceptibly at first—sorrow lightens over time. 

 

If a parent is unable to return to a normal level of function, and especially if care of other children in the family is   

compromised, referral for psychiatric evaluation is mandatory.  It can be tempting to try an antidepressant first,        

especially when there is a long-standing relationship between the patient and a primary care physician or                   

obstetrician.  But for young parents, the sexual side effects of serotonin reuptake inhibitors can be distressing, and can 

interfere with  success in conceiving again.  The wrong  medication choice could delay a return to normal sleeping 

patterns, and in rare cases increase the likelihood of a suicide attempt. 

I still remember well our first Christmas without Alex, who would have been fifteen months old.  We decided to leave 

our home in North Carolina and visit relatives in Los Angeles.  I was seven months pregnant. To say that I was in     

emotional turmoil most of the time would be an understatement, and the boxy hotel room with its small artificial 

Christmas tree didn’t help. 

But the hotel had an outdoor pool that was heated year round, and on Christmas Eve, though the night was chilly, we 

went     swimming.  As I floated in the warm water, looking up at the stars in the night sky and feeling weightless for 

the first time in weeks, I remember a flash of hopefulness.  That was the first moment I thought that happier holidays 

might actually come again, and in time it proved to be true. 

 

Grief Takes no holidays  (Continued) 

http://apennedpoint.com/grief-takes-no-holidays/ 

Those we love don’t go away, they walk beside us everyday. 

                                                                                                     Author Unknown 



Grieving is not a short-term process; it's not 

even a long-term process; it's a lifelong       

process. 'Having a future' now means that    

although your life will flow again, it will flow 

differently as a result of the loss. Your grief will 

become incorporated into your life history,  

become a part of your identity. And you will 

continue now, and forever, to redefine your 

relationship with your deceased loved one. 

Death doesn't end the relationship, it simply 

forges a new type of relationship - one based 

not on physical presence but on memory,   

spirit, and love. 

~ Transcending Loss  by Ashley Davis Bush 

http://www.cragman.com/quotesandpoems.htm 

http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/042515775X/ref=as_li_tf_tl?ie=UTF8&camp=1789&creative=9325&creativeASIN=042515775X&linkCode=as2&tag=httpwwwsialis-20
http://www.cragman.com/quotesandpoems.htm


THE NUTSHELL 
 

I put your box of toys away I'd brought down from the shelf. 
I sorted all the photographs of you with no one else. 

It took me many hours as I worked through all my tears, 
and wondered how a nutshell could contain your wondrous years. 

I had your vivid videos from home and Disney World. 
I had those with your trophies and your hair all up in curls. 

I had your school art projects you had done while still a child 

and superstar Math papers you had struggled with awhile. 
I had the songs and poems and the books you’d made for me. 
And all these things and more made up our special memories. 
But that was not the nutshell others somehow had perceived. 

Instead, they much preferred a detailed death and history. 
“To put it in a nutshell” then became my chosen way; 

attempting to describe your horrifying holiday. 
Each time a thoughtful friend called wanting details with the news, 
it ripped right through my aching soul.  My mind was still confused. 

 

Recalling detailed memories blurred by the death of you: 
to put them in that nutshell was the hardest thing to do. 

The lump caught in my throat could not be soothed with clarity, 
as that was not forthcoming in the reasons given me. 

The shock was like the world and all its weight was on my back 

and I wished for less pain with maybe 50 heart attacks. 
But my wish wasn’t granted.  You were gone.  You’d died alone 

with no heartfelt goodbyes while God sat on His selfish throne. 
Minutely-detailed minutes still torment my aching heart 

and how that fateful morning just keeps tearing me apart. 
I would have been there for you if you'd just called out my name, 

but God had other plans and now my life's forever changed. 
I’m told to let you go, dear; maybe find a peaceful way. 
But still I’m hurting, honey, every night and dreary day. 

Kellie Gregory 

1986  -  2011 

Written By:   

Cary Gregory 

BPUSAStL 



Please, don’t forget about my child. This is my 
heartfelt plea. I know you love and care about my 
family. I know that you don’t always understand nor 
do I expect you to. I know that you wouldn’t want to 
cause more pain to our already aching hearts. So, 
you mention my child less for fear of stirring up the 
dust that has seemingly settled. The truth is, the idea 
that my child will one day be forgotten is one of my 
greatest fears. 
The less you talk about him the more that fear feels 
like a reality. I don’t expect him to be the topic of 
every conversation. I don’t expect you to mention 
him every time I see you. Perhaps at one time or   

another, I wanted that. But time has taken me further and further away from the early days of deep,     
suffocating grief. Even though I am always reluctant to admit it, I know the world has carried on. But what I 
need and what I want now is just to know that he has not been forgotten. 
 
Maybe that means the occasional, “I thought about him the other day…” but mostly it means I need you to 
remember the important day he was born and the day he died. You see my friend, I don’t expect you to fix 
any of this. And really all I need is to know that his name can be mentioned without fear, without guilt, and 
without uncertainty. I need to know that he is remembered because, at the very least, he deserves that. He 
does not deserve to be swept under a rug because you fear my tearful response. Or because you think that 
my grief has subsided. Or because you have moved on. Or because you have trouble talking about him. 
He deserves better than to be forgotten or remain unmentioned. After all, he is still my child. 
 
My child is a huge part of who I am now. You know this. His name and his face replay in my mind every      
single day. Even the days I smile or the days when joy washes over me. He is still at the heart of who I am 
now. And I need you to know that it’s okay. It is okay to speak his name whether it is a good day, bad day, or 
a sad day. It’s okay and it’s what I need from time to time. 
 
I need to be reassured that his life holds within it so much value, still. I need to know that his story is not 
over and his story has not been forgotten, even though he has been gone for some time now. I need to 
know that I do not remember him alone. And all it takes to remind me of these things is to say his precious 
name. I don’t need gifts, I don’t need flowers or cards. I just need you to say his name aloud, unapologetical-
ly, and unprovoked. 
 
I need you to remember the significance of important days like his birthday. Because while they are normal 
average days to you, they are days that we remember, that we mourn. They are days that bring up             
extremely complicated feelings. It doesn’t matter how many years have passed. These days are significant to 
my family. And they always will be. 
 
So please, please don’t forget about my child. The greatest gift you can give to my family is the gift of        
remembrance. It costs you nothing. It requires very little. Yet it is more precious than gold. Hearing my 
child’s name is the greatest reminder that he has not been forgotten. 
 
And there is nothing that I want more. 

 

http://www.huffingtonpost.com   10/13/16 

Please Don’t Forget About My Child Who Died 



There is no bond greater than the bond between parent and child. When a child dies, the pain of parental loss is near the top of 
the scale of human grief, and there is an immediate outpouring of sympathy and concern for the bereaved parents. But other 
grieving family members, including siblings, are often seen as secondary players who must provide support to the distraught     
parents. Among these forgotten grievers are the grandparents. 

In many families, the relationships between grandparents and grandchildren are every bit as profound as those between parents 
and their children. The death of a grandchild also ranks high on the scale of human grief – but it is rarely acknowledged. There are 
few books or support groups addressing the grief of grandparents, and bereavement counselors who specialize in this kind of grief 
are rare. Grandparents are usually left to cope as best they can. 

When a grandchild dies, the anguish of grandparents is doubled. Their grief for a son or daughter suffering this tragic loss only 
compounds their pain at the loss of a beloved grandchild. Grandparents who outlast a grandchild struggle with a death that seems 
out of order; they may cope with survival guilt, perhaps wondering why they couldn’t have died instead. Moreover, a grandchild’s 
death chips away at a grandparent’s assumed legacy. Most of us hope to make a mark in the world, and the achievements of our 
children and grandchildren are a part of that dream. When one dies prematurely, that loss resonates through the generations, and 
like the bell in John Donne’s poem – “it tolls for thee.” 

Many families are fractured by divorce, violence or mere inattention, and struggling single parents are hard pressed to provide the 
consistent and unconditional love that children need. Grandparents fill the role of the enduring presence, the ones who are      
available and who can be depended upon for affection and support. The deep, nurturing love shared by many children and their 
grandparents is a bond that is extraordinarily painful when broken by death. It is a grief out-of-sight, but nonetheless powerful. 

If you are a grandparent who has lost a grandchild, you have every reason to grieve deeply. Life is complex, and many of our fun-
damental questions have no apparent answer: Why do such bad things happen? What is the meaning of such pain? For now, your 
task is to mourn the death of this child and to take care of yourself as best as you can. If you want help, look for a book that ad-
dresses parental grief and substitute “grandparent” as you read. Perhaps your local hospice, faith community or mental health 
center has a support group for grieving grandparents. If not, ask them start one. There may be other grieving grandparents among 
your friends and neighbors, and you can share your common grief and mutual comfort. 

Above all, be patient with yourself, and: 

 Don’t try to suppress your grief. Stoicism won’t work. 

 Select the relatives or friends who give you comfort, and tell them how you feel. 

 Don’t accept a comparison of your grief to that of others; grief is unique to each person. 

 Take time off from your grief occasionally. Go visit a friend or take a short vacation at a place that you love. 

 The loss of a beloved grandchild is a severe blow, but avoid thinking that life has no more to offer. Some of the world’s    
grandest music and literature were created out of personal tragedy. Find your own expression of your loss and your search for 
meaning –- see if you can create your own requiem (hymn). 

 
It is important that you find ways to fill the void in your life. The worlds of literature, music, and art are can be sources of great 
comfort in a time of grief. Think of the great works of Bach, Handel, Mozart, Haydn, and Beethoven; what comfort they can bring! 
If you have always wanted to paint, take some classes and dedicate your efforts to the memory of your grandchild. Sign up as a 
volunteer for a local hospital or food bank. Helping others can strengthen the nurturing identity that has been injured by this 
death. By putting your pain to work, the good that comes from it can heal. 

When a great loss hits us, we are numbed and life seems meaningless for a while. But with the passage of time, we again begin to 

see that life is still worth living, not just for others but for ourselves, as well. Just as you loved a grandchild, there are others –- 

friends, neighbors, and even strangers -– who await your love. For all its cruel twists, this life is still the only one we are given. You 

have every right to be a survivor and to make the most of each day and each year. I suggest you get started today. 

The Grief of Grandparents 
By:  Helen Fitzgerald, CT 
(www.americanhospice.org) 

https://americanhospice.org/working-through-grief/the-grief-of-grandparents/ 



http://www.hfyny.org/ 

There is a long article at this website below, but it may be helpful.    

Winter is Coming: 64 tips for grieving through the winter blues 

http://www.whatsyourgrief.com/64-tips-for-grieving-through-the-winter-blues/ 

Children’s Grief Awareness Day is November 17, 2016.           
www.childrensgriefawarenessday.org 



You Are Forgiven 

 

Regrets, regrets, please  go away 

You can’t convince me they should stay 

I am not perfect, I never was 

We all make mistakes, everyone does 

 

So why do these thoughts forever linger 

There is always a pointing finger 

The ones I’ve made hurt so bad 

They make me feel quite lost, quite sad 

 

A parent does the best they can 

We’re only human, woman and man 

But when love goes so very deep 

Guilt and shame makes one weep 

 

Be hopeful, in time regrets will fade 

You’ll forgive yourself mistakes were made 

This child still loved you, they didn’t see 

Injustice, they loved you unconditionally 

 

With every cross word they understood 

We’d take it back if we but could 

You were not perfect, this they knew 

Their love for you only grew 

 

Absolve yourself, they did long ago 

The love you gave is all they know 

They took it with them, it did not perish 

The love you gave is what they cherish 

 

By:  Karen E. Weis 

From her book:  I’ll Cry to Under-

stand….a piece at a time   

(A local author, Karen published her 

book in 2011 after the loss of their 

son Nathan in 2006.  This poem      

precedes Chapter 10 entitled “No           

Regrets”) 

IN LOVING MEMORY 

Thank you for the anonymous, 

monthly donation from the 

Duke Energy matching         

foundation.    

It’s hard to forget someone; who 
gave you so much to remember.    
                                                       Author Unknown 



Dale & Cindy Mathis @ St. Peter's Chapter 

MEMORIAL BALLOON LAUNCH 

On Saturday, September 10th 2016, we had a memorial balloon launch at Legacy Park in Cottleville, MO 
for our son Jason who passed September 10th 2015. We printed small tags with his picture & info, with 
email and my phone #. Several of his friends, coworkers, and family were there. Probably about 35-40 
balloons were released about 3:30 pm.  
 
1st notice (email) was that evening. Several balloons got tangled, and were found in a back yard about a 
mile away, a couple of hours after the release. They cut all the tags except one and re-released them.  
 
2nd, I got a call from a young man (15) in Crown City, Ohio - on the West Virginia border - about 505 miles 
away. He found the balloon early Sunday morning, while he was hunting. It was special to him and his 
mother since he had lost a brother and they had done a balloon launch a while back. His mother sent a 
picture of him with the balloon, and a picture of the attached card. The card had a picture of a cat, drawn 
by a special 2 year old (she was          diagnosed with cancer at about 3 months, and just recently declared 
in remission).   Her mom helped with signing her name.  
 
3rd was from a gentleman in Rheatown TN, high in the Appalachian Mountains, about 595 miles away. He 
found the balloon floating in his driveway early Sunday morning. Travelled from under 500ft elevation in 
MO, to over 1500ft elevation. That one was signed by our  grandson Ty, Jason's nephew.  
 
Amazing that little helium balloons can travel so far, so fast, and so high in such a short time! 



Lovingly lifted from “A Journey Together”, BP/USA National Newsletter, Fall 2016 

This request is from the Indiana Chapter in support of the 2017 BP/USA Gathering 



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 

Please ensure we have 

your correct 

mailing address.           

Otherwise, newsletters 

are returned as  

undeliverable. 

Thank you in Advance! 

Newsletter Submissions 

Cut-off date for our next issue is 

December 18, 2016 

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 

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 CITY  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 

Do you have an article or poem you wish to see in this 
newsletter?  Emails are in the upper right corner of this 
page.  Please sent it in.  Your ideas are welcome. 

These meetings are temporarily cancelled.          

For more information, please call: 

Tri-County Chapter:  

 Brenda Wilson   573.438.4559 

Troy, MO: 

 Cindy Morris   314.954.1810 



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 

Mickey Hale 

Son of  
Jacque Glaeser 

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 

Lindsay Marie Dodd 

Daughter of  
Pat Dodd 

Chapter Chair 

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

 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 online 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      

Kellie Gregory 

Daughter of 
Cary Gregory 



SPECIALIZED  

MEETINGS 

MEETING LOCATION FACILITATOR(S) DAY TIME 

Grief & Metaphysics 

Support Group 

Contact Facilitator 

    Sharing all aspects of After  
    Death Communication 
  

Sandy Curran 

314.518.2302 

1st Tuesday  7:00pm 

OPEN ARMS Parents 

Left Behind 

Meetings have been                 

discontinued. 

Kathy Dunn 

kathydunn333@yahoo.com 

314.807.5798 

   

GRASP:  Grief Relief 

After Substance   

Passing 

Concordia Lutheran Church 

505 S. Kirkwood Road 

Kirkwood, MO  63122 

Mary Ann Lemonds 

314.330.7586 

malemonds@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 

Mata Weber:  618.972.0429 

Butch Hartmann: 

314.487.8989 

3rd Tuesday 7:30 pm 

Survivors of Suicide Baue Funeral Home’s              

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 

Bowling Green, MO Super 8 Motel 

1216 E. Champ Clark Dr. 

Bowling Green, MO  63334 

Bill & Vicki Lagemann 

573.242.3632 

Sibling Fac:  Wendy Koch 

573.822.6123 

3rd Thursday 7-9pm 

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 DATES 

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 

9:00 AM 

9:00 AM 

November 19, 2016 

January 14, 2017 

March date is TBD 
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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! 


