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Dedication … 

My best friend, partner, husband and love, David, left this 
life  January 30,  2014.  In every way I  am striving to work 
through the unbelievable grief I have experienced. I am not 
alone. I have learned and shared with so many people on a 
similar journey. Maybe you will find some help here as you 
travel a similar path.  

David, I dedicate these thoughts to you.
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Introduction
Please Don’t Say …

Clichés to be avoided when talking to those 
who are experiencing grief.

I am grieving and they give me a list of clichés.

Hospice of the Valley has printed a list of common clichés 
often  spoken  to  someone  who  is  grieving.  Their  list  is  a 
suggestion of phrases to “Please don’t say.” Also included is 
a list of suggested comments that would be more helpful to 
one grieving. 

A  cliché  is  defined  by  Webster’s  dictionary  as  a  trite, 
stereotyped  expression,  a  sentence  or  phrase  usually 
expressing  a  common  thought  or  idea  that  has  lost 
originality and ingenuity. That is a sort of definition of these 
statements.  More  clearly,  they  are  comments  non-grievers 
commonly use in a moment of attempting to communicate 
with a person who is grieving a loss. So often the comment is 
more  hurtful  than  helpful.   The  consoling  person  knows 
there  is  terrible  loss  and  the  grieving  person  must  be 
experiencing  terrible  pain.  And  the  consoler  blabbers 
(expresses) an attempt to be helpful. The truth is, most of us 
confess that we do not know what is helpful. If I only knew 
what to say, we think to ourselves. And this is important as it 
often  results  in  a  lack  of  expression  and  support  for  the 
person who is grieving.   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First  rule:  silence  is  golden.  Often  it  is  best  to  not  say 
anything. Or to simply say, “I am sorry for your loss.” Our 
words cannot make it better, but that is just what we want to 
do when we see someone who is grieving. We want to make 
it better. 

I have mixed feelings about the comments. I don’t want to be 
critical. I look to the person who is trying to make contact. 
They want to be helpful, they want to connect, and they just 
don’t know what to say. Often these expressions come from 
people  who  have  not  navigated  a  major  loss.  I  have 
frequently heard grievers announce with frustration; “They 
have not  experienced this;  they have no idea what this  is 
like.” 

And so often that is the truth. I recently told a counsellor that 
having  a  major  loss  gives  me  credentials.  I  have  an 
experience  like  no other  and about  which I  can now talk 
with knowledge.  

So  when  I  receive  a  comment  of  condolence,  a  comment 
usually  meant  to  ease  my pain,  a  comment  that  someone 
feels  necessary  to  say  to  me,  I  have  a  reaction.   As  the 
comment  comes  at  me,  I,  the  griever,  try  to  maintain  my 
composure. So often it is a simple, “I am sorry.” And that is 
adequate. And so often it fits the list of “Please Don’t Say” 
clichés and I grieve. For many, these comments will incite a 
reaction of  unexpected anger.  A simple statement such as, 
“She’s in a better place,” or, “God needed him,” or, “Keep 
busy, this too shall  pass,” are all  samples of thoughts that 
may have had meaning to the speaking non-griever, but are 
experiences that provide no reassurance to the person  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experiencing grief. In fact it may magnify the pain and add 
fuel to anger. I often wonder: Isn’t it sad that I, the griever, 
have to teach the non-griever how to act and what to say?

Second rule: A simple “I am sorry” can be all that needs to 
be said. And I,  the griever, can help the person facing me 
with a desire to make it better, with a simple “thank you.”

These  insensitive,  “not  much  help,”  statements  can  be 
destructive. But there are also those of us who have grieved 
who  have  had  the  experience  of  the  friend,  neighbor,  or 
family member who make no attempt to contact  or  make 
connection with us. I have heard some vehement comments 
about them: “I thought she was my friend,” or “I thought he 
cared.” And suddenly they are nowhere to be found in this 
life of pain we are experiencing. I have known many who 
suffered  significant  pain  when  friends  made  no  contact. 
Some have even later confessed;  “I  am sorry,  I  just  didn’t 
know what to say.” The truth of this comment gives little 
reassurance. And again it puts the griever on edge. 

Third Rule:  Connection  to  someone with  loss  is  valuable 
and is almost always appreciated. The grieving person does 
not  know  what  to  say  either,  but  knowing  there  is  care, 
knowing your contact and concern demonstrate you want to 
help, builds our bank of support.

So,  I  have  chosen  to  comment  on  the  clichés  that  are 
introduced as “Please don’t says.” My thoughts about them 
may be your shared thoughts. Let me know. I have chosen a 
few to think on in my reflections.               
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Please Don’t Say …
“HE’S IN A BETTER PLACE.   

It is God’s will.  God needed him in Heaven.”

I’m here on earth. I need him. How do I know God in all of 
this? And who do I trust with such a crazy analysis?  Just 
what is God’s will? And why do I have to accept that as an 
explanation of what I just went through? And who are you, 
fellow human, to say this to me? What do you know?

This is a theology issue I need to explore. It is truly a cliché 
that is intended to reassure the griever, but it is ill advised to 
use  this  idea  to  reassure  me,  a  griever.  I  cannot  see  God 
sitting  up  there  at  the  controls  moving  science,  gravity, 
statistics, and history, while creating His own agenda. And 
to try to reassure me, by creating an idea that God chose to 
take my love from me; this just leaves me empty.

Speaking of a theology issue, my Christian faith leaves me 
an opening on this.  When something happens,  we have a 
unique penchant to label, identify and give God credit for 
moving the earth. I so often hear that as an explanation for 
everything from why that car suddenly was traveling on the 
wrong side of the highway, to why a baby died in utero, to 
why the wind blew the tree across the road instead of down 
onto, and crushing the driver of that car. Do we as Christians 
see our God at the controls? And if the resolution follows my 
request in prayer and is to my liking, then God did a good 

6



job.  No,  that  is  not  the way to approach this  issue in my 
mind. 

All my life I have seen God as my partner, as my strength 
and source of support; as the hand reaching out waiting for 
me when I was in the depths of whatever pain. I never pray 
for cures, I never pray for chariots and angels from heaven 
racing  to  the  rescue.  I  always  pray  for  strength,  insight, 
knowledge, compassion and love for healing in mind and 
body. The science; the natural course of gravity, disease, and 
life in general is there for me to see and march through. I 
have been supported in this by reading Pastor Fred Reklau’s 
book Partners In Care Medicine and Ministry Together. Pray for 
and  seek  healing  not  the  cure.  The  natural  course  of  life 
results  in  death  for  all  of  us.  Now  don’t  misread  me.  I 
certainly was in no way prepared for David’s death. A man 
of 73, a man who lived a gifted life, a physician who saved 
and brought into life many human beings. A man who could 
tear down the walls of bad scenes and gift so many others 
with hope, a man who painted his journey in the midst of his 
cancer life, a man who could still give and bring more to this 
life; and he died! He is gone. And he is gone too soon. Can I 
say God took him? Can I  look to God for answers? No. I 
wish people, especially people of faith, would not burden us 
with that thought. 

Chaplain Joe’s support to me helped me see a new venture 
and a new life with God for both of us when he said, “He is 
not lost. You have not lost David. His soul could no longer 
live in that body and he had to leave. He is with God. He 
awaits your coming to join him.”  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There  is  always  a  gift  in  the  events  of  the  day.  There  is 
always a new beginning, I know. 

No, I cannot see it now. Maybe I never will see it. I do know I 
must search for meaning in life, and most importantly in this 
life that goes on here on earth, without my David.
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Please don’t say …

“I KNOW JUST HOW YOU FEEL.”
The worst grief is your own.

I  sit  across  from a woman who lost  her  husband when a 
truck ran a stop sign, hitting and killing him outright as she 
and the dog stood watching.   As I share the gouging hole in 
my  heart,  the  smack-in-my-face  attack  of  the  loss  of  my 
David, she says, “But you had time to prepare. You knew it 
was  coming.  You  must  have  had  it  easier  in  the  loss  of 
David. It is different for me. I was shocked into it. I did not 
have any preparation. It came, it hit me, and he was gone.”

Yes, we both grieve; yes, we both have pain. We each had 
more than 40 years with our husbands. Our years with our 
loves  were  a  lifetime.   And  then  Mary  said,  “I  had  no 
preparation. I didn’t even have chance to say ‘I love you, I 
can’t  live  without  you.  I  can’t  see  my  life  without  you.’ 
Suddenly the truck hit and he was gone.” 

Yes,  my David  fought  and scrambled  under  the  insult  of 
toxic  chemicals;  drugs  that  killed  fast-growing  cells  of 
esophageal  cancer,  drugs  that  killed  healthy  cells  of  the 
mouth,  the  stomach,  the  colon  and  the  blood.  Cells  that 
created continued life in the body were being erased as fast 
as cells of the invasive cancer. And the invading cells took 
over and won. He was gone!  The moment of “gone” is the 
moment of cease of function, the moment of finality, the  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moment  of  cease-and-desist  death.  It  came for  both  of  us 
with a vengeance. Sure, I saw it coming. Sure, I could put it 
on the calendar with limits. Hospice calls those diagnosable 
limits.  The  rule  for  Hospice  care  is  “with  the  natural 
progression  of  the  disease  death  should  occur  within  six 
months.” 

Was I ready? Was I prepared? Did we know it was coming? 
Of course we did, but no, we did not accept that finality until 
it was a smack in the face reality. Often David said, “Yes, I’m 
ready to meet  my maker.”  He would tell  the story of  the 
minister asking “Who is ready to meet their maker,” and the 
entire  congregation  raises  their  hands.  Then  the  minister 
asks “Who is ready to meet their maker now?” And there are 
no  raised  hands.  “That  is  me,”  he  would  say.  “Yes,  I  am 
ready to meet my God. But not yet.” And each day came as 
we all live; with hope. Each day we had hope for more time.

Now, I said to myself, you knew it was going to happen, you 
were prepared! The reality of it all is this: he didn’t die until 
he died. Out of the room, out of the bed, out of the chair; 
gone!  This  is  an  evacuation  never  planned,  and  never 
anticipated, and never a reality until the spoken word: Dead. 
Well, maybe we will let a moderated, “He has passed” slip 
our tongue.  But we, the survivors, still know that reality. Do 
you know how I feel? So often I’ve heard grievers repeat, 
“Unless you have gone through it you do not know.”

So  who  should  answer  the  question,  “What  is  the  worst 
grief?”  No one can answer the question except the someone 
who is experiencing the loss: that is the worst grief. “It is  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mine,” each of us says. “Mine is the worst grief.”  And that is 
so true. And everyone is unique.

And here I am, the analytical rationalizing wife and mother, 
saying the broken words of admission.  “He was so ill,  he 
was in pain, he is relieved, he is in a better place, he is no 
longer in pain. Let it go, let him go, be at ease, be thankful. 
You had 49 wonderful years. Look at all you did. Look at all 
those good times. Be at ease, relax.”

And I get lost in the tears. “Go away from me,” I reply: “he 
is gone, and I am in pain. I had no idea how great this pain 
could be.”

Think  further  of  the  rationalization  I  have  tried  to  use. 
Young men, taken by a sweeping, out of control mountain 
wildfire,  left  behind  young  wives,  new  wives,  pregnant 
wives,  babies,  toddlers  and  young  children.   Why  do  I 
suffer? Why do I deserve more time, more words with my 
David?  Why cannot I move on to an acceptance of relief for 
him and me?

My  grief  looks  me  in  the  mirror.  I  am  your  grief.  Move 
through this day. Move through one day at a time. You lost 
your  David  after  months  of  anticipation.  And  did  we 
masquerade the truth, always looking for the report that you 
have more time? And as Mary lingers with a major slam, 
shocking, unprepared, and with no parting words, she too 
suffers. 

Can we score  grief?  Can we add points  for  this  and that 
event or occasion that did, or did not, prepare us? No, the 
grief of Mary, the grief of Blair, all fit the paradigm; the worst  

11



grief is your own. We must honor the grief we feel. We must 
honor each caring thought that comes to us. We must find a 
way to move our lives with it. And while doing this, may 
words of care come to us: “This is a hard time; do you want 
to talk? Shall I just sit with you?”

We must  trust  that  there  is  no end,  no closing down.  We 
must know that our travels through this grief are not met 
with an end or a resolution. We shall  always be with this 
loss. And as time moves on we must find ways to fill those 
holes in our hearts and relish the memories. I have been told 
that this grief will never be less, just less often. And I read, 
and re-read, and hear and re-hear these reassurances. I know 
I will move through all of this, and I know my experience is 
my own. Can I help others as time goes by? I so want to do 
that. And they, each of them, will know their own painful 
grief.
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Please don’t say …

“PUT IT OUT OF YOUR MIND.
JUST THINK HAPPY THOUGHTS.”

Somehow the process of grief hits us with a slam we never 
anticipated.  It  is  true:  there  is  no  preparation.  And when 
they tell me this is normal I drop a set of awareness keys. 

Could I put it out of my mind?  To think it could be moved 
anywhere, including out of my mind: I only wish. Under the 
weight  of  tears  and pain  I  know no connection to  happy 
thoughts just now. And I am months into this journey.  If I 
attend, if I consciously push my mind to it, I can share with 
my  grandchildren  a  moment  of  pleasure.  And  yes,  I  do 
attach to that moment of pleasure and maybe even manage a 
brief smile. And then when I’m unprepared, an unexpected 
wave, a riptide, roars over me with the hollow grief spelling 
pain.

But you say, “just think happy thoughts”; you are truly out 
of the realm. Can I gather myself into a clothing cover that 
allows my body and mind to step out into this world? Can I 
gather myself to even think of the things I should or need to 
do?  Not without a push, a shove, and the question, “Why 
even bother?” can I emerge from the confines of the house. 
Often, a gift of encouragement from a daughter’s, “let’s go,” 
gives me a push and some courage.  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And as I attempt the simple task of filling the car with gas, I 
lose my credit card. Can I simply focus on what I must do? Can 
I focus? How do I focus?

In  the  church  parking  lot  I  was  overwhelmed  with  the 
weakness  of  failure,  the  loss  of  connection  with  the  real 
world, as I walked row by row looking for my car.  This was 
the first time I attended Shally’s church after David’s death. I 
entered the church,  remembering our last  visit  just  before 
Christmas.  Shally,  Eric  and  I  holding  arms,  supporting 
David as he walked to the car. He was barely able to turn to 
sit  in  the  seat  of  the  car.  He  was  so  weak.  He  refused  a 
wheelchair.  “I’m okay,” was his comment.  I  had only that 
vision in my mind as I arrived at church. And then, where 
did I park that car? Overwhelming exhaustion and weakness 
struck  me as  I  called  Shally,  and finally,  with  her  arrival, 
discovered my car.  Would I  do more things like this  over 
time? You can bet I did and do. “Put it out of your mind?” I 
cannot find a way.

Today I read in a meditation book the advice, “Just whistle. 
Whistle speaks of happiness and a smile.”   I feared so much 
I  would not  remember the happy moments.  How could I 
whistle?  And  how  can  I  now  even  smile  or  even  laugh?  
How  could  I  remember  those  happy  moments  when  my 
mind is so filled with the sadness, the pain, and the recurrent 
visions; visions of the act of his dying. 

I certainly think often about the folks who did not even have 
those moments to say goodbye, to deal with the anticipation 
of  the  loss,  to  even  imagine  life  without  their  loved  one. 
Maybe there is not even a vision of the final moments. But  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then,  for  them,  there  are  visions  of  the  last  moments 
together, the missed last words and the missed good byes. 
And it is clear to me, it is always the indelible last moment of 
life that we see. And it is from that moment that we must 
begin our life again.
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Please don’t say …

“TIME HEALS.  TIME HEALS ALL THINGS.”

“And they say time is a great healer. I hate that because, after 
all,  time is  the great  constant  reminder of  things lost  and 
gone for good!”

Mary wrote this to me in protest of comments made to her as 
she struggles with the sudden loss of her Tom.  It struck me 
as almost a meaningless pejorative as I struggle with the loss 
of my David.  

I began my own processing of this thought. For me, time has 
been  helpful  when  I  have  wrestled  with  a  comment  I 
regretted saying or a decision I regretted making in the past. 
As  time  carried  me  away  from  those  decisions,  the 
ruminations  and  self-flagellations  decreased.  I  did  little 
thought processing or analyzing. It was time and space that 
moved me from the experience.  I could move on to my life 
routine  and  put  the  painful  emotion  and  mind-locking 
thoughts  into  a  separate  compartment  of  my brain.  It  no 
longer colored everything I thought and did on a daily basis. 
Time healed the pain.

I now began to contemplate this concept of time as a healer 
for grief. Can we categorize it as a healer? And just what do 
we mean by time as a healer? Is it the simple passing of time 
that allows that burn to heal? Is it a process of  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compartmentalizing  and  stuffing  away  of  the  pain  that 
heals? Is it a process of giving permission, even forgiveness, 
to our own self that heals? Is it a recognition and experience 
of trudging through the pain of the emotional shock of loss 
that heals? It may be some and it may be all of these that 
give hope to each of us individually. 

The process of grief that takes and uses time moves in two 
arenas.  The  gouging  hole,  the  pain,  the  emptiness,  the 
absence is in my heart. It has sucked from my very middle; it 
has created a huge vacant absence.  But it is also a burn in 
the  middle  of  my  brain;  in  my  consciousness.  That  burn 
sears,  it  simmers,  it  chars  the  connections  in  my  brain 
emitting a constant barrage of firings to the entire self. This 
barrage  hits  the  thoughts  with  repeating  reminders,  re-
livings,  and  repeating  images  of  pain  and  agony.  These 
images fire the heart into racing rhythms with no meaning; 
they fire the stomach into gouging, burning acid and nausea, 
and  they  fire  the  muscles  into  weakness.  This  constant 
barrage goes on. But this barrage can be dimmed a little by 
intruding good comments, good words, and thoughts. These 
thoughts  and  activities  divert  and  otherwise  engage  the 
mind.  These  activities  smooth  and  limit  the  firing  of  the 
barrage  of  painful  thoughts  and  feelings.  It  is  time,  time 
allowing  these  new thoughts,  that  weakens  the  burn  and 
gouging feelings. It is time that moves us on and away from 
this trauma.

Time  is  a  healer  in  the  sense  that  as  it  passes,  we  gain 
distance.  It  is  the  distance  from  the  event  that  gives  us 
healing. The space, mediated by time, inserts itself between 
the burned mind and the gouging hole.  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Right up front, smack in the face, gouging of the heart is the 
maximum of pain. We see and feel it here and now. We can’t 
for  a  moment  step  back  and  muse,  meditate,  or  even 
consider  anything  but  the  loss.  The  rift  to  our  DNA is 
beyond our comprehension. And I know that is how I am 
experiencing this grief. I am reassured and pleased to read 
that  functional  MRIs  on  people  who  are  grieving 
demonstrate  massive  unusual  firing  in  many parts  of  the 
brain. Yes, I could have told them that.  And then time, space 
and  distance  from  that  great  rift  gives  us  the  chance  for 
healing.

As I now read this, my plea, my plea is to soon clear the fog 
of my preoccupying engagement with my loss. Yes, I must 
live  the  time.  And  I  must  engage  new,  good,  healing 
thoughts. 

I  now see  a  possible  gap in  my thinking.  Yes,  time gives 
space, but what kind of space? Is it the space of nothingness? 
Is it the space of riveting pain? Can time give me the space of 
sensing, feeling, grieving and sharing, that gifts me with a 
clarity  about  this  grief?  Yes,  time  marches,  and  yes,  time 
gives space. But time must also carry me as I walk through 
the deep, in-touch, feelings of loss.

Reuben (my counsellor) says this is not a head job. Pointing 
to his head and tilting slightly toward my waiting self, he 
says, “We don’t grieve or find peace within our head. It is 
the emotion, the feeling, it is the expression and living of the 
pain that allows us to find the depth and resolution of our 
grief. It is big-time work. It is life-engaging work. And most 
importantly, it is work that is personal to each of us. Just as  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the grief is not measured by the incident of the loss, the work 
to sense and process the grief is personalized for each one of 
us.” 

Grieving is truly a process, not a path to final closure. That 
process moves with time. That process is never-ending. And 
it can bare itself anytime anywhere.

Can that time be supplanted with other remedies? Some say 
medications and alcohol soften the sharp firings and allow 
us a chance to move through that time. There is a danger 
here,  though,  that  the  numbing  effect  of  some  of  those 
added-in  substances  may delay actual  grieving.  Some say 
talking, feeling the pain and sharing the thoughts that pain 
generates,  moves  our  minds  away  from  the  barrage  of 
thoughts and inserts  good,  helpful  messages to buffer  the 
pain.   Some say  simply  keeping busy  with  other-directed 
thoughts  helps  buffer  that  pain.  Talk  and thoughts  in  the 
company of others with similar experiences can help too,

With time we can step back. We can push away and view 
from a distance.  But most importantly, we can now open 
our eyes to a world with more reality and more living than 
the emotional slam of the loss to our DNA.  As that space 
widens itself  in the passage of time, we see our loss with 
slightly more acumen and with a burn and gouge that are 
being  tempered.  Sharp  edges  yield  to  some  slight  blur.  
Maybe an edge is even beginning to obscure itself. And as 
we wade on, as we grope with our days, we sense a lifting of 
the fog. We begin to see through the gouging pain. We see 
other things; we see new things.  We may even see other  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people.  We see outside the confines and fog of our own loss.  
(Oh, as I write this, may I soon find that reassurance, please.) 

How does time serve as a constant reminder of things lost 
and gone for good? It is time we serve as we go on, as we 
live day by day. It is time that sees the pain imposed on our 
fragile  psyche.  It  is  time  that  serves  us  our  memory  and 
nurtures  our  meaningful  living.  And it  is  time alone  that 
allows that fragile psyche of ours to put space and distance 
between our own self and the attack. But my reader says to 
me; “I thought you didn’t want me to say ‘time heals?’”  Yes, 
I see what you are asking. I guess I am saying, “Please don’t 
barrage me with that quick cliché, ’time heals’ just as I enter 
this huge, heart-gouging time.” When I am in the sudden, 
shock time of the loss, I don’t feel the possibility of healing. I 
don’t know if I can even go on. That is it: that is what I think 
I am saying; time may heal, but give us time!  

I recently learned from several grievers in the support group 
how they see time in the grief process. They all agreed that 
time has given them the opportunity to learn ways to cope, 
learn ways to grow, and learn ways to move on with this 
major loss now in their lives. Daily I ask, can this help me to 
move on? Will this reading give me insight? Can I find a way 
to go to that event? Can I  possibly laugh at that event or 
story?

And I now see that with the passage of time and with the 
grieving, we have the opportunity to stretch our thoughts to 
those distant wonderful memories. It is the passage of time 
that allows us to recall the memory of wonderful moments 
of our life. Fleeting memories revisit us with time. Time  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allows us the opportunity to muse, to grab the memories, 
and to even have some joy. Most importantly, it is time spent 
and shared in grieving that now gives us the opportunity to 
pull back and bask in those memories,  and to share those 
memories with our family and friends. Those memories can 
now be pulled into our mind and heart and can be lived any 
time we choose, any time we ask. 
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Please do not say…

“YOU NEED TO GET ON WITH YOUR LIFE.”

      

Okay, it is five months; it is time to move on, I say to myself.

My friends did not engage me in this thought, or did they? 
“Are you keeping busy?” they ask. “Are you moving on?” 
“What are you doing with your time?” 

I think the intention is to see us as we were. Our friends and 
family know us in a certain frame and functional level. And 
now we are not. We have a loss. We have a gouging of our 
heart.  And we  don’t  even  know how to  fill  the  car  with 
gasoline and we don’t want to take out the garbage can; that 
was his job. So in their attempts they try to be helpful, and at 
the same time tell us it is time to move on. Move away from 
this grieving.

Okay,  now,  it  is  five  months.  My  tears  have  flooded  the 
shower,  streamed  the  chair,  and  doused  my  pillow.  The 
floods of tears, accompanied by my diaphragm going into a 
major  spasm,  sucking  my breath  from deep  in  my lower 
abdomen, continue to drench me. And my heart with a huge 
hole and my psyche with all those firings are shocked to the 
limit.   How could my entire  physiology come forward in 
sync with my grieving mind? This  experience called grief 
knows no special body part, no special body function, and 
certainly no special brain function. Here I am smiling and 
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thinking I have gotten somewhere. And without warning I 
am  struck  by  a  cataclysmic  wave  of  grief.  The  grief  that 
brings the sucking spasm in my diaphragm and tears. 

Always in my life, always in crisis, time has helped me move 
on, move to comfort. And I hear over and over again: it is 
hard work, this work of grieving. It is not something to be 
put away, to be put aside, to be avoided. It is something we 
must crawl, walk, and run through. It takes time. And sitting 
here waiting for time to march by is not the answer, they say. 
The  harder  we  work  to  avoid  it,  the  harder  becomes  the 
grief. One of the women in a support group even stated “if 
you don’t work on it now, it will come around and get you 
from the blind side later.” 

So simple, but not so simple, I say.  Here I am trying so hard 
to move with it, feel the pain, and do the hard work. And all 
I want is to just return to the joy.  All I want is my David here 
with me.

I so fear my preoccupation in this grieving with his sickness; 
the  weakening  muscles,  the  detachment  of  feeling  and 
preoccupation  with  the  marching  death  forces  that 
overwhelmed my David’s existence and pervaded our world 
of being. Could I, would I ever be able to see the smiles, the 
jokes, the happy moments of his life, as this horror of grief 
surrounded me?

And here it is five months into this grief.  I picked up that 
crazy  photo  I  took  in  the  kitchen  just  months  before  his 
death. This photo represented for me the energy, the caring 
concern, and the investment of myself in his illness. He had 
severe diarrhea. I found masculine Depends; that medical,  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padded,  disposable,  baby-formed  underwear  I  thought 
would  prevent  an  embarrassment  for  him.  “Here,  wear 
these, they will protect you,” I said.

“No,”  I  was  told  in  no  uncertain  terms.  “I  will  not  wear 
Depends.”  And that  was  final.  But  I  was  the  caring  wife 
trying to ease his discomfort and wanting to give him loving 
care. 

The kids are visiting. We are sitting in the kitchen sharing 
stories.  Charles  and  Denise  are  visiting  from  Maryland. 
Amaya at 7 and Jesse at 9 are amidst the family. David has 
exited the kitchen. Oh, I say to myself, another episode, another 
weakening diarrhea. And then, into the kitchen, with a stately, 
proud prance of the model on the runway, appears David. To 
our shock, he is clothed in only the “masculine, grey-colored 
Depends” I have purchased for him. With an arm behind his 
head and a tilt to his waist, he is modeling. He is modeling 
the underwear I begged him to wear for protection and to 
prevent embarrassment. 

The laughter and cheers burst forth and he enjoyed every 
second of  his  moment  in  time.  Can you believe  it?  I,  the 
loving wife, trying to be of help to my very sick husband, 
now find him posing, surrounded with love and laughter in 
those “I will not wear” Depends.  And I kept him standing 
as I recorded that moment. And now here I am five months 
into  this  process  smiling  at  that  photo.  And  isn’t  that 
characteristic of my David, I think.  I know now. I will never 
lose this funny, clever, “showtime” David from my memory 
bank. I can laugh. I can move on with this grief. I can carry  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that love in my heart as I fill it with the memories and laughs 
that made David my David. 

The  pervasive  question  from questioners  continues;  “how 
are you doing?” Questioners who probably want to know, 
“are you getting on with your life?”  

Yes, I am also wondering, questioning, “where am I in this 
life?” And I am also still asking, “What is my life?  What is 
my life apart from this man?” 

Yes, who am I? Do I know who I am? Am I a different person 
absent my David? I keep saying no.  I still  have the same 
loves, the same personality, the same self. Can I find a new 
self through all of this? Do I need to find a new self through 
all of this? 

And  am  I  mindfully  using  this  tragedy  in  my  life  to 
experience this grief as a purposeful, meaningful journey? 

In regards to getting on with my life I think I am starting to 
get  a  foothold.  I  sensed  a  wonderful  guide  as  I  trudged 
through the book, Grieving Mindfully by Sameet Kumar. To 
deal  with  intense  distressing  emotions  one  needs  to  use 
radical  acceptance.  Radical  acceptance  comes  from  the 
Buddhist concept that has been shown to be an effective way 
to  deal  with  many  different  types  of  intense,  distressing 
emotions.  Radical  acceptance teaches that  the best  way to 
overcome a perceived threat is not to look for ways to ward 
it off but to change your relationship to it. Do not linger with 
the painful negative aspects of this experience. Do not run 
from this experience. Change your relationship with it. Look 
for ways to grow from it. Find ways to use it for better self 
understanding.  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I like this and it may be a way for me to “get on with my 
life.” I understand that to mean just what I already know. I 
must feel  the pain,  I  must understand the pain,  and most 
importantly, I must understand it as a growth point, a time 
of new thinking. This is a huge move for me, but a possible 
move as I walk, crawl, and maneuver through this journey. 
My God and my faith are there, and now I think I even feel 
my David there. 

One thing is for sure. I have started talking with him. I am 
telling  him  about  my  pain.  I  am  also  telling  him  my 
successes.  I am on my way, I think.

Just as time passes and I am now recounting a ten-month 
anniversary, I am again swept by that riptide on the way to 
purchase  Christmas  lights.  And  now  I  ask  myself  again, 
“Didn’t you figure this out? Didn’t you recognize life goes 
on? Didn’t you just this day say these rational, clear thinking 
arguments that  he is  not  going to return,  he is  gone,  you 
must go on living?” 

Yep, here I am again, sitting on the sofa, the tears beginning 
their flow. Here I  am saying, “Yes,  you are getting there.” 
Here I am saying, “Go watch a movie, call Peg, call another 
woman who is experiencing this pain, get out of the house. 
Move  on.”  I  tell  myself  I  must.  “Yes,  I  must.  I  must 
experience this grief.”
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Closing words…

Thank you for sharing my thoughts.  It  is  nearly one year 
since  David  died.  I  think  I  am  making  progress  in  my 
journey.  There  are  still  so  many  times  of  overwhelming, 
painful tears of loss. There are still times I want to talk with 
him. 

But now I  am able to smile  and laugh about some of  his 
many ventures. I continue to feel that huge hole in my heart 
and now I love to think on the memories and not always the 
grief. Please trust yourself to this journey, also.

If you wish, please share your thoughts and ideas with me.

Blairanne Revak

blairmom@cox.net 

June 7, 2015  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