Dear Goo,

Grant me the serenity to accept
the things | cannot change;
Courage to change the

things | can;

And wisdom to ;
know the difference. g

Prayer to Si. ]053/7%

Saint Joseph, whose protection is so great, so strong, so
prompt before the Throne of God, | place in you, all my
interests and desires.

Oh, Saint Joseph, do assist me by your powerful
intercession, and obtain for me, from your Divine Son,
all spiritual blessings, through Jesus Christ, our Lord. So
that having engaged here below your heavenly power, |
may offer my thanksgiving and homage to the most loving
of fathers.

Oh, Saint Joseph, I never weary of contemplating you,
and Jesus asleep in your arms. | dare not approach,
while He reposes near your heart. Press Him in my
name, and kiss His fine head for me, and ask Him to
return the kiss when | draw my dying breath.

Saint Joseph, Patron of Departing Souls, pray for us...
Amen

Lor)

Grant that we may hold dear the
memory of your servant, never bitter
for what we have lost nor in regret of
the past, but always in hope of the
eternal kingdom where you will bring
us together again. We ask this in the
name of Jesus the Lord.

Amen
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Go0 Saw You Getting Tireo

"God saw you getting tired

and a cure was not meant to be.
So He put His arms around you
and He said "Come to me."
With tearful eyes,

we watched you pass away.
Although we loved you dearly
we could not make you stay.

A golden heart stopped beating,
hard working hands at rest.
God broke our hearts

to prove to us,

He only takes the best."”

God looked around his garden,

And he found an empty place,

He then looked down upon this earth,

And saw your tired face.

He put his arms around you and lifted you to rest,
God's garden must be beautiful,

He only takes the best.

He knew you were suffering,

He knew you were in pain,

He knew you would never get well on earth again.
So he closed your weary eyelids, and whispered,
"Peace be thine."”

It broke our hearts to lose you,

But you did not go alone,

A part of us went with you,

The day God called you home.
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WHAT GOD HAS PROMISED ~

God has not promised skies always blue,
flower strewn pathways all our lives through.
God has not promised sun without rain,
joy without sorrow, peace without pain.

But God has promised strength for the day,
rest for the laborer,
light on the way,
grace for the trial,
help from above,
unfailing sympathy,
undying love.

~ Annie Johnson Flint ~
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A 10 Goo S410:
| said, "God, I hurt."
And God said, "l know."

| said, "God, I cry a lot.”
And God said, "That is why I gave you tears."

| said, "God, | am so depressed.”
And God said, "That is why | gave you sunshine."

| said, "God, life is so hard."
And God said, "That is why | gave you loved ones"

| said, "God, my loved one died."
And God said, "So did mine."

| said, "God, it is such a loss."
And God said, "l saw my son nailed to a cross."

| said, "God, but your loved one lives."
And God said, "So does yours."

| said, "God, where are they now?"
And God said, "Mine is on My right
and yours' is in the Light."

| said, "God it hurts."
And God said, "I know."
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| asked God to take away my grief,
And God said "NO."

He said it was not for Him to take
away,

But for me to work through.

| asked God to make my broken heart
whole,

And God said "NO."

He said my spirit is whole.

My pain is only temporary.

| asked God to take away my pride
And God said "NO."

He said it was not for Him to take
away,

But for me to give up.

| asked God to make

My handicapped child whole,

And God said "NO."

He said the body is only temporary.

| asked God to grant me patience
And God said "NO."

He said patience is a by-product of
tribulation.

It isn't granted, it's earned.

| asked God to give me happiness
And God said "NO."

He said He gives His blessings,
Happiness is up to me.

| asked God to spare me from pain
And God said "NO."

He said sufferings draw you apart
from

Worldly cares and brings you closer
to Him.

| asked God to make my spirit grow
And God said "NO."

He said | must grow on my own,
But He will prune me to make me
fruitful.

| asked God if He loved me

And God said "YES."

He gave His only Son who died for
me,

And | will be in heaven someday
because | believe.

| asked God to help me love others
As much as He loves me

And God said,

"Ah, you finally have the idea!"

~ Claudia Weisz ~
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Do not Stanod and Weep

Do not stand by my grave and weep
I am not there | do not sleep

| am a thousand winds that blow

| am the diamond glints on snow

I am the sunlight on ripened grain

| am the gentle autumn rain

When you awaken in the morning hush
I am the swift uplifting rush

of quiet birds in circled flight

| am the stars that shine in the night
Do not stand at my grave and cry

| am not there, I did not die

~ Robert Hepburn ~

R

If we must be separated here,
At least let us enjoy the reunion of
Eternity

~ Sr. Elizabeth Seton~
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Go Apead And Mention My Child

Go ahead and mention my child,
The one that died you know.
Don't worry about hurting me further,
the depth of my pain doesn't show.
Don't worry about making me cry,
I'm already crying inside.
Help me to heal by releasing,
the tears that I try to hide.

I'm hurt when you just keep silent,
pretending he didn't exist.

I'd rather you mention my child,
Knowing that he has been missed.
You asked me how I was doing,
| said "pretty good" or "fine".
But healing is something ongoing,
| feel it will take a lifetime.

~ Author Unknown ~
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The Broken Chain

We little knew that morning that God
was going to call your name.

In life we loved you dearly,
in death we do the same.

It broke our hearts to lose you,
you did not go alone;

For part of us went with you,

the day God called you home.

You left us peaceful memories;
Your love is still our guide;
And though we can not see you,
you are always at our side.

Our family chain is broken,
and nothing seems the same;
But as God calls us one by one,
the chain will link again.

~ Author Unknown ~



Togetbemess

Death has caused me to slip away from you.
Whatever we were to each other, we still are.

Call me by my old familiar name.
Speak to me in the same easy way you always have.
Laugh as we always laughed at the little jokes we enjoyed.
Play, smile, think of me, pray for me.

Life means all that it ever meant.
It is the same as it always was.
There is absolute continuity.

Why should I be out of your mind
Because | am out of your sight?
I am but waiting for you, for an interval,
Somewhere very near,
Just around the corner.

All is well.
Nothing is past.
Nothing has been lost.
One brief moment and all will be as it was before..
Only better.

Infinitely happier.
We will be one,
Together,
Forever.



To Those I Love and Those Who Love Me

When | am gone, release me, let me go,
| have so many things to see and do,
You mustn't tie yourself to me with tears.
Be happy that we had so many years.

I gave you my love. You can only guess,
How much you gave to me in happiness.
| thank you for the love you each have shown,
But now it is time | travel alone.

So grieve a while for if grieve you must,
then let your grief be, comforted by trust.
It's only for awhile that we must part,
so bless the memories within your heart.

| won't be far away, for life goes on.
So if you need me, call and | will come.

Though you can't see or touch me, I'll be near.
And if you listen with your heart, you'll hear,
All of my love around you, soft and clear.

And then, when you must come this way alone,
I'll greet you with a smile, and say,

"Welcome Home"

~ Author Unknown ~
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The AfterLoss Credo

| need to talk about my loss.
I may often need to tell you what happened -
Or to ask you why it happened.

Each time | discuss my loss, | am helping myself
Face the reality of the death of my loved one.
I need to know that you care about me.

I need to feel your touch, your hugs.
| need you just to be with me.

(And I need to be with you.)
| need to know you believe in me and in my
ability to get through my grief in my own way.
(and in my own time)

Please don't judge me now -
Or think that I am behaving strangely.
Remember I'm grieving.
I may even be in shock.
I may feel afraid. | may feel deep rage.

I may even feel guilty. But above all, | hurt.
I'm experiencing pain unlike any I've ever felt
before.

Don't worry if you think I'm getting better
And then suddenly | seem to slip backward.
Grief makes me behave this way at times.
And please don't tell me you "know how | feel",
Or that it's time to get on with my life.

(I am probably already telling this to myself.)
What | need now is to grieve and to recover.

Most of all, thank you for being my friend.
Thank you for your patience.
Thank you for your caring.
Thank you for helping, and understanding.
Thank you for praying for me.
And remember, in the days ahead or years ahead,
After your loss - when you need me
As | needed you - | will understand.
And then | will come and be with you.

~ Barbara Hills LesStrang ~
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This, Too, Shall Pass

When some great sorrow, like a mighty river,
Flows through your life with peace-destroying power,
And dearest things are swept from sight forever,
Say to your heart each trying hour:

“This, too, shall pass away.”

When ceaseless toil has hushed your song of gladness,
And you have grown almost too tired to pray,
Let this truth banish from your heart its sadness,
And ease the burdens of each trying day:

“This, too, shall pass away.”

When fortune smiles, and, full of mirth and pleasure,
The days are flitting by without a care,
Lest you should rest with only earthly treasure,
Let these few words their fullest import bear:

“This, too, shall pass away.”

When earnest labor brings you fame and glory,
And all earth’s noblest ones upon you smile,
Remember that life’s longest, grandest story

Fills but a moment in earth’s little while:

“This, too, shall pass away.”

~ Lanta Wilson Smith ~
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Timeless Tredsures

As we go from child to adulthood
We experience a journey filled with lessons taught.
Some of failure, some of success,
Some of goodness, some of naught’
But all in all as life progresses,
God is with us, through all the messes.
We make our mistakes and own choices
He listens to us when we lift up our voices.
One of life’s lessons so hard to endure
Is the loss of a loved one, a love so pure.
“He will guide us through to make amends,
On angels wings ““His” love he’ll send.
In times of grief we are so sad,
Depressed at times and even mad.
But God promises to stay at our side
To Heaven some day with our eyes opened wide.
The timeless treasures are the memories sought
In God’s hand our loved one’s caught
He’ll love them and keep them in the palms of hands
Until we can meet them in Heaven again.

~ Teri Winkler ~



Comfort and Understanding

We each came in with our tears and pain wrapped tightly together.
Comfort and understanding was what we were seeking.
All of this was so new to us, these feelings of ours ...
We quickly glanced around at the others in the room and wondered,
Do they feel and hurt like | do?
We thought we couldn’t tell about our loss... It’s too fresh... too new.
So we sat and quietly waited, around the room we went.
We spoke our name and quickly shared whom we were there for.
Slowly, we each became a bit more at ease.
One shared the story of how her spouse died.
She talked about the pain that is felt so strong.
“Will it ever get any easier?”” was her cry.
We found ourselves nodding in agreement; we thought, that’s how | feel.
Another spoke of family and friends,
“They don’t understand.” ““Don’t they get it!”” he cried.
Again, we agreed and reached out in comfort,
We soon realized how much we had in common;
Although our losses were ours and ours alone,
We understood each other, we felt their pain,
We identified with what they were saying.
Over the weeks, we’ve gotten to know each other.
We look forward to going to group and seeing everyone;
We also wonder if everything is okay when one isn’t there,
Little did we know that in our grief such friendships would be made.

~ Kathy Ayling ~
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If 1 Could Talk With You Right Now...

| would tell you that I love you!
| would ask you not to cry for me
or anguish that we’re apart,
| would hold you
and wipe away your tears,
I would tell you how blessed | was
to have had you in my life,
to have known
Your beautiful heart,
And I would take your hand
and whisper softly,
“Don’t worry ....
For | cannot even begin to describe
the joy of being
in the Father’s arms,
Our separation is but an instant
in the eternity of love we share!”

~ Janet Sullivan ~
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MY FIRST CHRISTMAS IN HEAVEN

| see the countless Christmas trees
around the world below

With tiny lights like Heaven's stars,
reflecting on the snow.

The sight is so spectacular,
please wipe away the tear
For | am spending Christmas with
Jesus Christ this year.

| hear the many Christmas songs
that people hold so dear
But the sounds of music can't
compare
with the Christmas choir up here.

I have no words to tell you,
the joy their voices bring,
For it is beyond description,
to hear the angels sing.

| know how much you miss me,
| see the pain inside your heart.
But | am not so far away,
We really aren't apart.

So be happy for me, dear ones,
You know I hold you dear.
And be glad I'm spending Christmas
with Jesus Christ this year.

| sent you each a special gift,
from my heavenly home above,
| sent you each a memory
of my undying love.

After all love is a gift more precious
than pure gold.
It was always most important
in the stories Jesus told.

Please love and keep each other,
as my Father said to do.
For | can't count the blessing or love
he has for each of you.

So have a Merry Christmas and
wipe away that tear.
Remember, | am spending Christmas
with
Jesus Christ this year.

Cr G e e TSSO 9O



Can S G Ca s Mo I =y T NS NIy
PraRcs

s’@?

£

B3

Avound The Corner

Around the corner | have a friend in this great city that has no end.
Yet days go by and weeks rush on and before | know it a year has gone.
I never see my old friends face for life is a swift and terrible race.
He knows | like him just as well, as in the days when
| rang his bell and he rang mine...

Now we are tired busy men. Tired with trying to make a name.
Tired with trying to play the game. Tomorrow I say | will call on Jim,
just to let him know that | am thinking of him.

But tomorrow comes and tomorrow goes
and the distance between us grows and grows.

Around the corner, yet miles away, here’s a telegram sir,
Jim died today...
So that’s what we get and deserve in the end.

Around the corner, a vanished friend.

~ Author Unknown ~



To Tbose Wbo Mourn

Try not to distract the traveller,
who is journeying to the light.
They are returning to the creator,
let them travel with all their might.
Rejoice at their newfound gain,
and not at your selfish loss,
regardless of the circumstances,
they have gone to meet the boss.

By weeping for your loved one,
you can make sad the soul,
distract them on their journey,
and interfere with their goal.
When they reach their new destination,
Beyond the comprehension of man,
The sick are released from their illness,
and their burdens are placed in the can.
Their life’s purpose has come to an end,
a purpose we can know little of,
if you truly have loved them, release them,
and wish them a good journey’s end.

| release you now, my loved one,
From all your attachments to me,
| wish you a pleasant journey,
And now | set you free.
I will not interfere with your journey,
nor punish myself , at your loss,
| will treasure you in my memories,
and rejoice, at you, meeting “The Boss™.

~ Author Unknown ~
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o, What the caterpillar calls
w the end of the world,
' the master calls the butterfly!

Butterfly Memorial Poem

A rush of wings
they flutter high
to touch the sun
and kiss the sky

A butterfly

Is with us now

No more a caterpillar
upon a leaf

(Person's Name)
with angel wings
A soaring butterfly
with us they sing

~ Lili Pintea-Reed ~

Butterfly Benediction
May the morning sun caress you,
The rains of change refresh you,
And the gentle breeze of His Spirit
Lift the wings of your transformation.

~ Richard D. Breen ~
A Syméo/ 0/ Hope

A Symbol of Hope

A butterfly lights beside us like
a sunbeam

And for a brief moment its
glory and beauty belong to our
world

But then it flies again

And though we wish it could
have stayed...

We feel lucky to have seen it.

~ Author Unknown ~
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I AM NOT THERE

Do not stand by my grave and weep
For | am not there.

| do not sleep.
| am a thousand winds that blow.
| am diamonds that glint on snow.
| am the sunlight on ripened grain.
| am the gentle autumn rain.

When you awaken in the morning hush
| am the swift uplifting rush of butterflies in joyous flight.
| am the soft stars that shine at night.
Do not stand at my grave and cry.
| am not there.
| did not die.

~ Author Unknown ~
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If Tears Could Build A Stairway

If tears could build a stairway,
And memories were a lane,
| would walk right up to Heaven,
To bring you home again.

No Farewell Words Were Spoken,
No Time To Say Goodbye,
You Were Gone Before We Knew it,
And Only God Knows Why.

My heart still aches in sadness,
And secret tears will flow,
What is meant to me to lose you,
No one will ever know.

~ Author Unknown ~
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Rose Beyond the Wall

A rose once grew

where all could see,

sheltered beside

a garden wall,

And as the days passed

swiftly by,

it spread its branches, straight and
tall...

One day, a beam of light
shone through

a crevice that had
opened wide ~

The rose bent gently
toward its warmth

then passed beyond

to the other side

Now, you who deeply

feel its loss,

be comforted ~ the rose blooms there
its beauty even greater now,
nurtured by

God's own loving care.

~A.L. Frink ~

Miss Me, But Let Me Go

When I come to the end of the road,
and the sun has set for me.

| 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 that was 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 master’s plan,

a step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick of
heart,

go to the friends we know.

Bear your sorrow in good deeds.
Miss me, but let me go.

~ Author Unknown ~
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The Lily

We can't know why the lily has so brief a time to bloom
in the warmth of the sunlight's kiss upon its face,
before it folds its fragrance in and bids
the world goodnight to rest its beauty in a gentler place.

But we know that nothing that is loved is ever lost,
and no one who has ever touched a heart can really pass away,
because some beauty lingers on in each memory
of which they've ever been a part.

~ Ellen Brenneman ~

T
ety
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Please Hear What | Am Not Saying ...

Don't be fooled by me. Don't be fooled by the mask | wear. For |
wear a mask, a thousand masks, masks that I'm afraid to take off,
and none of them are me. Pretending is an art that's second nature with
me, but don't be fooled -- for God's sake don't be fooled. I give you
the impression that I'm secure, that all is sunny and unruffled with
me, within as well as without, that confidence is my name and coolness
my game. That the water's calm and I'm in command, and that | need no
one. But don't believe me -- PLEASE.

©Gail Gastfield (Unmasked)

My surface may seem smooth, but my surface is my mask, my ever-varying and ever-concealing
mask, beneath lies no smugness, no complacence. Beneath dwells the real me in confusion, in fear,
in aloneness. But | hide this. I don't want anybody to know it. | panic at the thought of my
weakness and fear being exposed. That's why | frantically create a mask to hide behind, a
nonchalant, sophisticated facade, to help me pretend, to shield me from the glance that knows.
But such a glance is my salvation. My only salvation. And | know it. That is, if it's followed by
acceptance, if it's followed by love.

It's the only thing that can liberate me from myself, from my ownself built prison walls, from the
barriers that | so painstakingly erect. It's the only thing that will assure me of what | can't
assure myself, that I'm really worth something. But | don't tell you this. | don't dare. I'm
afraid to. I'm afraid that you'll think less of me, that you'll laugh, and your laugh will kill me.
I'm afraid deep-down I'm nothing, that I'm just no good, and that you will see this and reject
me. So 1 play my game, my desperate pretending game, with a facade of assurance without and
a trembling child within. And so begins the parade of masks. And my life becomes a front. |
chatter to you idly in the suave tones of surface talk. I tell you everything that's really nothing,
and nothing of what's everything, of what's crying within me.

So when I'm going through my routine do not be fooled by what | am saying. Please listen
carefully and try to hear what I'm not saying, what I'd like to be able to say, what for survival |
need to say, but what I can't say. | dislike hiding. Honestly. | dislike the superficial game I'm
playing, the superficial, phony game. I'd really like to be genuine and spontaneous -- and me.
But you've got to help me. You've got to hold out your hand even when that's the last thing
I seem to want, or need. Only you can wipe away from my eyes the blank stare of the
breathing dead. Only you can call me to aliveness. Each time you're kind, and gentle, and
encouraging, each time you try to understand because you really care, my heart begins to grow
wings, very small wings, very feeble wings, but wings.

With your sensitivity and sympathy, and your power of understanding, you can breathe life into
me. | want you to know that. | want you to know how important you are to me, how you can be a
creator of the person that is me, if you choose to. Please choose to. You alone can breakdown
the wall behind which I tremble, you alone can remove my mask, you alone can release me from
my shadow-world ofpanic and uncertainty, from my lonely prison. So don't pass me by.

It will not be easy for you. Along conviction of worthlessness builds strong walls. The
nearer you approach me, the more blindly I may strike back. It's irrational, but despite what
the books say about man. | am irrational. | fight against the very thing that I cry out for. But I
am told that love is stronger than strong walls, and in this lies my hope. My only hope.

Please try and beat down those walls with firm hands, but with gentle hands -- for a child is very
sensitive. Who am I, you may wonder? | am someone you know very well. For | am every man
you meet. And | am every woman you meet. And | am every child you meet.
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At the rising of the sun,
And at its going down,
We remember them,

At the blowing of wind
And the chill of winter,
We remember them.

At the opening of the buds
And in the rebirth of spring,
We remember them.

At the blueness of the skies
And in the warmth of summer,
We remember them.

At the rustling of leaves
And in the beauty of autumn,
We remember them.

At the beginning of the year
And when it ends,
We remember them.

As long as we live, they too will live,
For they are now a part of us
As we remember them.

We we are weary
And in need of strength,
We remember them.

We we are weary
And in need of strength,
We remember them.

We we are lost
And sick of heart,
We remember them.

When we have joy
That we crave to share,
We remember them.

When we have decisions
That are difficult to make,
We remember them.

We we have achievements
That are based on theirs,
We remember them.

As long as we live, they too will live,

For they are now a part of us
As we remember them.
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The Mourner’s Bill of Rights
by Alan D. Wolfelt, Ph.D.

Though you should reach out to others as you do the work of mourning, you should not feel
obligated to accept the unhelpful responses you may receive from some people. You are the one
who is grieving, and as such, you have certain “rights” no one should try to take away from you.

The following list is intended both to empower you to heal and to decide how others can and
cannot help. This is not to discourage you from reaching out to others for help, but rather to
assist you in distinguishing useful responses from hurtful ones.

1. You have the right to experience your own unique grief.
No one else will grieve in exactly the same way you do. So, when you turn to others for help,
don’t allow them to tell what you should or should not be feeling.

2. You have the right to talk about your grief.

Talking about your grief will help you heal. Seek out others who will allow you to talk as much
as you want, as often as you want, about your grief. If at times you don’t feel like talking, you
also have the right to be silent.

3. You have the right to feel a multitude of emotions.

Confusion, disorientation, fear, guilt and relief are just a few of the emotions you might feel as
part of your grief journey. Others may try to tell you that feeling angry, for example, is wrong.
Don’t take these judgmental responses to heart. Instead, find listeners who will accept your
feelings without condition.

4. You have the right to be tolerant of your physical and emotional limits.

Your feelings of loss and sadness will probably leave you feeling fatigued. Respect what your
body and mind are telling you. Get daily rest. Eat balanced meals. And don't allow others to push
you into doing things you don't feel ready to do.

5. You have the right to experience “griefbursts.”
Sometimes, out of nowhere, a powerful surge of grief may overcome you. This can be
frightening, but is normal and natural. Find someone who understands and will let you talk it out.

6. You have the right to make use of ritual.

The funeral ritual does more than acknowledge the death of someone loved. It helps provide you
with the support of caring people. More importantly, the funeral is a way for you to mourn. If
others tell you the funeral or other healing rituals such as these are silly or unnecessary, don't
listen.

7. You have the right to embrace your spirituality.

If faith is a part of your life, express it in ways that seem appropriate to you. Allow yourself to be
around people who understand and support your religious beliefs. If you feel angry at God, find
someone to talk with who won't be critical of your feelings of hurt and abandonment.



8. You have the right to search for meaning.

You may find yourself asking, "Why did he or she die? Why this way? Why now?" Some of
your questions may have answers, but some may not. And watch out for the clichéd responses
some people may give you. Comments like, "It was God's will" or "Think of what you have to be
thankful for" are not helpful and you do not have to accept them.

9. You have the right to treasure your memories.

Memories are one of the best legacies that exist after the death of someone loved. You will
always remember. Instead of ignoring your memories, find others with whom you can share
them.

10. You have the right to move toward your grief and heal.

Reconciling your grief will not happen quickly. Remember, grief is a process, not an event. Be
patient and tolerant with yourself and avoid people who are impatient and intolerant with you.
Neither you nor those around you must forget that the death of someone loved changes your life
forever.

PRAY, REST, WORK, READ, SOCIALIZE, PLAY

Dear God,

Grant me the serenity to accept
the things | cannot change;
Courage to change the
things | can;

And wisdom to
know the difference.

Please call the Parish Office for the Grief Support Group’s Saturday (at St. James) and
Monday (at St. Thomas) Schedule.



BEREAVEMENT SUPPORT - SUGGESTED READING MATERIAL

Anticipatory Grief: (Those caring for someone terminally Ill)

Midwife for Souls {Spiritual Care for the Dying -- A Guide for Hospice Care Workers
and All Who Live with the Terminally 111}
by Kathy Kalina

Final Gifts
by Patricia Kelley & Maggie Callanan

Toward My Father's House {Hope-filled Meditations for the Terminally 111}
by Mary Jane Mason

Grief Support:

No One Cries the Wrong Way: {Seeing God Through Tears}
by Fr. Joe Kempf

Blessed Are Those Who Mourn {Comforting Catholics in Their Time of Grief}
by Glenn M. Spencer, Jr.

Grief Therapy (EIf Self Help)
by Karen Katafiasz

A Season of Grief: {A Comforting Companion for Difficult Days}
by Ann Dawson

Finding Your Way After Your Parent Dies {Hope for Grieving Adults}
by Richard Gilbert

Grieving the Loss of a Parent
by Linus Mundy

Remembering Mother, Finding Myself: A Journey of Love and Self-Acceptance
by Patricia Commins

A Grief Observed
by C. S. Lewis

Finding Your Way After Your Spouse Dies
by Marta Felber



Finding Your Way When Your Spouse Dies
Edited by Linus Mundy

You Can Help Someone Who’s Grieving
by V. Frigo, D. Fisher, M. Cook

On Grief And Grieving
by David Kessler, Elisabeth Kubler-Ross

To Help Children Understand:

Sad Isn't Bad - A Good-Grief Guidebook for Kids Dealing With Loss
by Michaelene Mundy

When Your Grandparent Dies
by Victoria Ryan

The Fall Of Freddie The Leaf: A Story Of Life For All Ages
by Leo F. Buscaglia



