Your Journey
THROUGH GRIEF
“Wi th op e n h e a r t s a n d e x p e r t i s e , we s e r ve t h e
s e r i ous l y i l l a n d t h o s e to u c h e d by l o s s .”

Remembering
You’re Not Crazy

A LETTER FROM THE
B E R E AV E M E N T CO O R D I N ATO R

When someone we love dies, something very strange happens to our bodies and minds. We often
cannot remember what day it is, when we last ate, or finish a complete coherent sentence. We may
find ourselves seeking comfort in the company of others in one moment, and the next, feeling
overwhelmed by the idea being around anyone for fear of breaking down in tears in front of them.
Additionally, we may feel like we have little–to–no patience for small talk, minor complaints from
others, and feel like we can’t be bothered to open the mail and pay a bill. We think to ourselves in
the moments when we are at our worst, “Who is this person? This cannot be me.” We worry that who
we are becoming, an angry, forgetful, tearful mess, is who we are going to be forever, and that
thought is terrifying. We fail to recognize (in the midst of our lives being thrown up in the air and
shattered all over the ground) that maybe we need to give ourselves a little grace. No, we are not
going crazy. No, we will not feel this way forever. Yes, we are attempting to learn how to navigate
this mysterious state called grief! Unfortunately, no matter how many loved ones you have lost in
your life time, each new loss is a completely new and frustrating grief experience. One thing to take
comfort in, is knowing that we are not alone.
With thoughts of comfort,
Kaylee Kron, LMSW, CG-C Bereavement Coordinator

Just for You
REMEMBERING GRACE

BY: C H E L S E A N H A L L , R N , B A B E H AV I O R A L S C I E N C E

Once again my alarm sounds, “beep,
beep,beep” and transitions me into a threshold
of unconsciousness; half asleep and half awake.
In this state, I’ve been excelling at my daily
game of Whack-a-Mole each morning. I reach
over to whack my alarm once more. This time, I
miscalculate the edge of the bed, falling onto
the floor. Lying there, “game over,” is all I hear
repeating in my head. Still on the floor
cocooned in my sheets, my mind turns to Grace.
Anger
Fear
Disgust
Happiness
Sadness
Surprise
Contempt
Seven emotions chosen to wear on my face
Emotions, my brick and mortar, my
foundational base
Emotions carefully chosen, rightly so vested
Emotions set in stone until Grace forever rested
Grace, my light, the gate keeper to
my entire being
The moment she was taken, I was blind and
stopped seeing
First hearing of devastation, my loss
did not show
Numbness, emotionless, paralyzed head to toe
People did say “I can’t believe how well she is
handling death.”

Internally numb, absent of mind, only
wanting to feel her breath
I played tricks on myself to outsmart
my own mind
I walked to her room daily
praying her presence I’d find
I searched for meaning, In faith and science
Prayed physics law could be broken,
passionate defiance
Science states that we are comprised of matter
& energy which cannot be destroyed
Continually searching for Grace
if energy remains my search is not void
Nights were hardest, consumed with darkness,
feeling alone
Drifted to sleep, dreams creep,
life became monotone
Cries awoke me from unsound sleep in the dead
of a silent night
Jumped out of bed, I’d run to her room,
to rescue and hold her tight
Her room remained dark, no cooing, no cry
I pretended she had wings, became an angel,
could fly
Months of exhausting days followed,
by endless sleepless nights
No longer loving self nor life,
for only Grace I could fight

Filled with anger, ungratefulness,
Grace was only lent by God
Selfishness manifested, deeply I began to prod
A man did say “anger is a normal, it will
energize you, help you move on.”
That moment I snapped. I yelled,
“Grace is gone!”
No one understood or knew the depth my pain
My mind grew twisted, meta-morphed,
I felt insane
Negotiations began, I pled hard with God
Please take me, for I am flawed
Grace was with me each night in my dream
My only moments of happiness,
real, vivid, serene
Here I held her, stared for hours into
her deep blues
Her contagious giggle, her soft angelic coos
Dreams became the only place
Grace and I still shared

Her death was my burden,
why couldn’t her life be spared?
Months passed, her name grew silent,
not so much a word
In loneliness I’d cry to God,
“Are you listening…am I even heard?”
Emotional pain physically pierced
my heart unending
My former life ended, I was merely pretending
Some would say ,“Your feelings are natural,
this too shall pass.”
I’d whisper under my breath, “Go chew on glass.”
Death I did not fear, I longed to be reunited
with the love I had
I partook in every indulgence, sought out pure
anger, was mad
Many questioned,
“Find Grace at the bottom of your bottle?”
A loner I became, an isolate, and laid off my
destructive throttle
Rediscovery of faith, believing what I cannot see
God bestowed the gift of Grace,
forever living in me
Body distressed, my world out of alignment
Questioned self, sanity, purpose, assignment
Still searching for truth,
repeating seven stages of grief
My day to day process, My goal…Relief
Seven stages now inked on the surface
of my heart
A once unwanted path, now a new start
Grace, My Grace, pure elegance, pure wild
Grace, My Grace, rest peacefully my dear child.
Continued on the next page

Shock
Denial
Anger
Bargaining
Depression
Testing
Acceptance
Still on the floor, my alarm sounds once again.
“Beep, beep, beep. My thoughts transition from
“game over” to “start.” A new day, a new start.
It’s been seven months since Grace fell asleep in
death and my memories continue to remain
real. I am reminded daily:
REMEMBER: “YOU ARE NOT CRAZY!”
Death and loss are a process. When a loved one
passes they take a part of you with them. That
missing part leaves you feeling void, empty, and
alone. It leaves you questioning life and

searching for answers. It leaves you spinning as a
tornado of condensed emotions. It leaves you low
on sleep, low on nourishment, low on life.
REMEMBER: “YOU ARE NOT CRAZY; YOU
ARE HEALING!”
Healing is a process. Healing from death takes
far more than time alone. It takes family, friends,
and support groups. It takes kindness, gentleness,
and care. It takes self-discovery, self-expression,
and Self-love.
REMEMBER: “YOU ARE NOT CRAZY;
YOU ARE RESTORING!”
REMEMBER: “YOU ARE NOT CRAZY;
YOU ARE PASSIONATE WITH GRACE!”

THE OTHER HALF OF ME
BY: E R I N H A N S O N
Everywhere I wander
It’s as though I’m split in two.
That there is half of me that lives,
The other watching as I do.
And no matter where I am,
I’m only ever there in part,
How can there be two live
Inside one body and one heart?
I’m here but always elsewhere,
A piece of me has raced ahead,
Half with eyes turned toward the sky,
And half watching where I tread.

Until I’m mourning losing moments
That I’ve not seen end,
Practicing goodbye
On those I’m yet to call friend.
And I’m left holding the question
Of which half is really me,
What if one is who I am,
The other who I hope to be?
But I just chase myself in circles
Trying to live as part of each,
What if I’ve placed all my worth
Inside a half I’ll never reach?

Spiritual Care
SELF-CARE IN GRIEF

B Y R E V. J E N N I F E R H A C K E N B R U C H
S P I R I T U A L C A R E CO O R D I N ATO R
When you are grieving, and your heart is
broken you do a lot of things that are not
characteristically you. You forget to do things
such as fill up your gas tank and then break
down in tears because you run out of gas! You
are told things over and over that you just can’t
seem to remember. You forget what you were
saying mid-sentence, or forget what you are
doing right in the middle of doing it. When
these things happen you question yourself
asking, “How could I have possibly forgotten to
put gas in my car? Why can’t I remember
simple things?” All of this, and more, is normal.
Yes, I said normal! While you are in the midst
of all this, your job is to remember you are not
crazy. All of this is normal and will pass in time.
No, there is not a set-amount of time. This is

your process; be with it. You are moving
through in your own time. Trust in yourself and
remember you are not going crazy.
Take a breath with that. I am not going crazy.
This is normal. I am normal. Breathe all the
way into your body, in through your nose and
out through your nose. Just breathe. Take a few
moments and breathe with the knowing that
all of this is normal and you are not crazy.
As I breathe in
I affirm my process is normal
As I breathe out
I affirm my process is normal
When things start to feel crazy, or you start to
feel crazy, remember to take a breath and
affirm this is normal, I am normal, and I am
not going crazy!

Kids In Grief

REFLECTION ON CAMP KANIKSU, 2018

This past July, Hospice of North Idaho, along
with 25 trained volunteers hosted 60 grieving
kids and teens at the Lutherhaven Outdoor
Ministries campus. These 60 brave individuals
came to camp, knowing that it was their
significant losses that brought them. Upon
entering camp, each child stood up in front of
their peers to introduce themselves and named
the person in their life who had died. In this
opening ceremony, kids, teens, and their
guardians came face-to-face with one, very
significant and humbling fact: are not alone in
their grief.
Throughout the weekend, these campers were
asked to share stories of their loved one, and
express their feelings related to the death of their
loved one during sharing circles. Many campers,
for the first time, were able to express their
feelings of grief because of their feelings of
acceptance and support by fellow members of
their sharing group.

At the end of the weekend, campers decorated
paper luminaries and put them in the water as
act of remembrance for their loved one. This final
ceremony brought all grief activities, all the
difficult feelings, and community, full circle.
During this ceremony, many campers sought
comfort from fellow campers, the many
volunteers who had been supporting them all
weekend, and the Hospice Pet Therapy Dog,
Charlie.
This camp is so meaningful to the campers who
attend, and many return for additional summer
sessions.
Hospice of North Idaho puts this camp together
under these basic tenants;
1. Anyone who is old enough to love is old
enough to grieve.
2. Kids and teens will express themselves when
they feel safe.
3. Kids and teens can be resilient in their grief if
they are given the tools and support to do so.
4. The best way to support a young person in
grief is to show them that they are not alone.
Continued on the next page

Hospice of North Idaho complies with applicable federal civil rights laws and does not discriminate on the basis of race, color, national origin,
age, disability, sex or spiritual and religious belief. ATTENTION: If you speak Spanish, Chinese, Russian, Vietnamese, Tagalog - Filipino,
Arabic, Ukrainian, Cambodian, Japanese, French, Romanian, German, Portuguese, Korean, or Nepali language assistance services, free of
charge, are available to you. 1-800-368-1019, (TTY: 7-1-1). ATENCIÓN: si habla español, tiene a su disposición servicios gratuitos de
asistencia lingüística. Llame al 1-800-368-1019, (TTY: 7-1-1). 注意：如果您使用繁體中文，您可以免費獲得語言援助服務。請致電
1-800-368-1019, (TTY: 7-1-1).

Hospice of North Idaho provides youth
bereavement services throughout the year,
completely free of charge.
The next youth bereavement event is our Kids in
Grief Support Group, which begins September
17th. This is a 6-week, after school program that
mirrors the values of Camp Kaniksu. If you have
a child who is experiencing grief over the death
of a loved one, please call 208-772-7994 to
register for this group.

RECOMMENDED READING
I T ’ S O K T H AT YO U ’ R E N OT O K ;
M E E T I N G G R I E F A N D L O S S I N A C U LT U R E T H AT
D O E S N ’ T U N D E R S TA N D, BY M E G A N D E V I N E
In her 2017 book, Megan Devine seeks to
normalize the grief experience by telling
her readers that it is okay not to be okay
while you are in grief. In this book,
Megan Devine discussed common issues
grievers face including well-meaning, but
very hurtful comments made from friends
and family. She debunks grief myths that
give grievers false impressions on how
grief “should” look, and takes a look at the
feelings of judgment and disapproval that
grievers often feel from those who have
not experienced a life shattering loss. For
anyone in grief, or anyone seeking to
support or understand someone in grief,
this book is a must read.
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Upcoming Events
HOSPICE OF NORTH IDAHO IS HERE FOR YOU

ONGOING
SUPPORT

KIDS IN GRIEF SUPPORT GROUP
Join Hospice Bereavement Counselor, Sonja Dove in this
6-week, after-school grief support group for kids ages 6 – 11
ye a r s o l d e ve r y Mo n d a y s t a r t i n g o n S e p t e m b e r 1 7, 2 0 1 8 ,
from 4:00 – 5:00PM. During this group, kids will learn more
about how to manage the strong emotions that often
accompany grief, and see that they are not alone.

JOURNEY THROUGH GRIEF
This 8-week, structured support group is suggested for
anyone with a desire to gain a better understanding of their
grief, while processing with fellow grievers. This group
begins September 12, 2018, at 5:30PM at the Hospice
Community Building. Please call to register.

Share this newsletter and find more events at www.hospiceofnorthidaho.org

