
Cynthia Mae Blauert age 63 of Brooklyn Park, MN, 
formerly of Frazee, MN died October 5, 2021 as a 
result of a motor vehicle accident in Brooklyn Park, 
MN. 
 
Cynthia Mae Blauert was born March 16, 1958 in 
Detroit Lakes, MN to Arnold and Mildred (Sarvie) 
Blauert. She grew up and attended school in 
Frazee, MN, graduating from Frazee High School in 
1976. She then attended broadcasting school in 
Austin, MN. She later attended the Anoka Technical 
College, graduating as a Certified Medical            
Assistant. She was united in marriage to Marc 
LeGros in 1990 at St. John’s Lutheran Church – 
Height of Land. They made their home in Brooklyn 
Park, MN. 
 
Cynthia enjoyed her work and interacting with her 
patients. She loved her cats and liked to do       
needlework in her spare time. 
 
She is survived by her husband; parents; three sis-
ters, Kathleen (Roger) Blauert, of Elk River, MN; An-
nette (Allan) Wendt, of Frazee, MN; and Pamela 
(Matthew) Johnson; of Menahga, MN; three broth-
ers, Arnold Jr (Lydia) Blauert, of Rochester, MN; 
Steven (Shelly) Blauert, of Frazee, MN; and Richard 
(Tina) Blauert, of Blaine, MN; and many nieces, 
nephews, and cousins. 
 
She was preceded in death by one brother, Bruce. 

Cynthia Mae Blauert 
March 16, 1958-October 5, 2021 



 
Born 

March 16, 1958 
Detroit Lakes, Minnesota 

 
Passed 

October 5, 2021 
Brooklyn Park, Minnesota 

 
Memorial Service 

Saturday-October 16, 2021-11:00 a.m. 
St. John’s Lutheran Church 

Frazee-Height of Land, Minnesota 
 

Officiated by 
Pastor Bill Knaack 

 
Pianist 

Carolyn Wenger 
 

Interment 
St. John’s Lutheran Cemetery 

Frazee-Height of Land, Minnesota 
 

Arrangements by 
West-Kjos Funeral Home & Cremation Services 

Detroit Lakes, Minnesota   
 

 

When I come to the end of the day  

And the sun has set for me  

I want no rites in a gloom-filled room.  

Why cry for a soul set free?  

Miss me a little, but not too long  

And not with your head bowed low.  

Remember the love we once shared—  

Miss me, but let me go. 

For this is a journey we all must take  

And each must go alone.  

It’s all a part of the Maker’s plan,  

A step on the road to home.  

When you are lonely and sick at heart  

Go to the friends we know  

And bury your sorrows in doing good deeds—  

Miss me, but let me go.  

Cynthia M. Blauert 


