
Survived by

Donald (Norma) Dremsa of Arundel Maine, 
Rosemary (Dale) Hall of Steuben, Peggy 
(Stan) Updike of Boscobel, Doug (Kilsa) 

Dremsa of Boscobel, Theresa (Robert) Brewer 
of Boscobel, Joseph (Machelle) Dremsa of 
Boscobel, Lori (Gary) Hines of Boscobel, 

David (Tammy) Dremsa of Waukesha, Daniel 
Dremsa of Boscobel, Catherine (John) Sherman 

of Birmingham Al., Michael (Cheri) Dremsa 
of Boscobel, and Mary (Paul) Muenzenberger 

of Holmen.  54 Grandchildren  80 Great-
Grandchildren 14 Great-Great-Grandchildren 
. Two sisters Mary Stuckey of Prairie du Chien, 

Patricia Coorough also of Prairie du Chien. 
She was preceded in death by her parents, a son 
Fred Jr. Two Grandchildren Jaden Dremsa, and  
Darcia M. Hall Two sisters and Two brothers.
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	 In Loving Memory of
	Margaret M. Dremsa Pettera

	 Departed This Life
	 Tuesday,
	 July 26, 2016
	 Age: 91

	 Services Held
	 Immaculate Conception
	 Catholic Church
	 Boscobel, Wisconsin
	 Monday,
	 August 1, 2016
	 12:00 p.m.

Clergy
Father Garrett Kau

Casket Bearers
Donald Dremsa
Joseph Dremsa
Daniel Dremsa

Douglas Dremsa
David Dremsa

Michael Dremsa

At Rest
Boscobel Cemetery
Boscobel, Wisconsin

Arrangements by
Kendall Funeral Services, Inc.

Boscobel, Wisconsin

Organist
Gloria Miller

Music
Jeff Lee         Granddaughters       

My Rosary Beads
A little pair of Rosary Beads,

As plain as plain can be.
But only God in Heaven knows,

How dear they are to me.
I have them always with me,

At every step I take.
At evening when I slumber,

At morn when I awake.
In bright and cloudy weather,

In sunshine or in rain.
In happiness or sorrow,
In pleasure or in pain.

It helps me in my struggle,
It reproves me when in sin.
Its look of gentle patience,
Rebukes the strife within.

In days of pain and anguish,
The greatest help I knew,

Was to hold my Rosary Beads,
Until I calmer grew.

So when the time approaches,
When I will have to die;

I hope my little Rosary Beads
Will close beside me lie.

That the Holy Name of Jesus
May be the last I say,

And Kissing my sweet Rosary Beads,
My soul may pass away.


