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WAYS PARENTS CAN COPE WITH THE LOSS
OF A CHILD
It is most important to be gentle and kind to
yourself. Have patience with your grief. Over a
long time the intensity and frequency of the
emotions will lessen.
Husbands and wives tend to grieve differently.
It is very difficult for one to meet the needs of
the other when grieving styles differ. Couples
may need to negotiate when and how to talk
about their grief. Don't expect your partner to
be able to read your mind. They cannot know
what you need, unless you tell them. If
because of their grief they cannot provide the
support you need, find others to talk to.
GIVE YOURSELF PERMISSION TO MOURN
• Reading books on parental bereavement and joining support groups for grieving
parents (like The Compassionate Friends) can be very helpful.
• Talk about your child. People may avoid mentioning your child's name, because
they don't want to cause you pain. Unfortunately it's up to you to let them know
how important it is to you.
• Keep a journal or write about your feelings. This helps to express the emotions.
Over a period of months you will be able to see how things change for you.
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• If talking and writing don't feel helpful, find something active to do. It may be
related to your child's interests or a way to remember your child. Some people,
particularly men, find active working helps them work on their grief.

WAYS PARENTS CAN COPE WITH THE
LOSS OF A CHILD

• Memorialize your child. Write down memories as they occur. It's a good way to
ensure that you won't forget things about them. Actively create a memorial or
ritual to continue your child's part in your lives.
• Be mindful that in the first year, you experience all of the firsts (e.g., Mother's Day,
family gatherings, holidays) that trigger your grief. In the following years, you have
a better idea of what to expect. You may want to think of starting some new
traditions on these days.

I’M OK, MOM AND DAD

THESE TIPS WILL HELP TO EASE THE EMOTIONAL ROLLER COASTER
• Get plenty of rest. If sleep difficulties persist for many months, you may want to
speak to your physician.
• Maintaining a good diet is essential. While you may not feel like eating meals, eat
numerous healthy snacks throughout the day.
• Exercise on a regular basis.
WHEN TO GET PROFESSIONAL HELP
If depression and anxiety or panic attacks continue past six months to the point that
you cannot maintain normal activity, you may want to contact a grief therapist
and/or your physician.
From www.belovedhearts.com, a grief support network and resource for bereaved
individuals. Copyright 2010 BelovedHearts.com. Reprinted with permission.

I’m Okay, Mom and Dad
FROM CHICKEN SOUP FOR THE GRIEVING SOUL

When I returned home from the funeral of a
church member, my grown daughter, Jenny,
asked me about the service. I had been very
moved by a story the priest told about a
dragonfly, so I shared it with Jen.
A group of water bugs was talking one day
about how they saw other water bugs climb up
a lily pad and disappear from sight. They
wondered where the other bugs could have
gone. They promised one another that if one of
them ever went up the lily pad and
disappeared, it would come back and tell the
others where it had gone.
About a week later one of the water bugs climbed up the lily pad and emerged on the
other side. As it sat there, it transformed into a dragonfly. Its body took on an
iridescent sheen, and four beautiful wings sprouted from its back. The dragonfly
flapped its wings and took off in flight, doing loops and spins through the sunlit sky. In
the midst of its joyful flight, it remembered the promise it had made to return and tell
the other bugs where it had gone. So the dragonfly swooped down to the surface of
the water and tried to reenter the water, but try as it would, it could not return.
The dragonfly said to itself, Well, I tried to keep my promise, but even if I did return, the
others wouldn’t recognize me in my new glorious body. I guess they will just have to
wait until they climb the lily pad to find out where I have gone and what I have
become.
When I had finished relating the short story, my daughter said, with tears running
down her cheeks, “Mom, that’s really beautiful!” I agreed, and we talked for a while
about it.

Perhaps they are not
the stars, but rather
openings in heaven
where the love of our
lost ones pours through
and shines down upon
us to let us know they
are happy.
INSPIRED BY AN ESKIMO LEGEND

Two days later, early Sunday morning, July 9, 1995, Jenny came into my room, waking
me to say good‐bye before leaving for work at a resort on Lake Okoboji. I hugged and
kissed her and told her I would see her that night when I joined her for a week’s
vacation at the lake. I asked her if she had eaten breakfast and if she was wide awake,
as we had been out late the night before. I knew she was tired.
“Yes, Mom, I’ll see you later!”
Several hours later, our worst nightmare began. Jenny had been involved in a head‐on
collision and was flown to Sioux Falls, South Dakota. Thoughts crowded in on me. Why
hadn’t I fixed her breakfast? Did I tell her I loved her? If I’d kept her with me a few
minutes longer, would things have turned out differently? Why hadn’t I hugged her a
little longer? Why hadn’t I kept her home with me that summer instead of letting her
work at the lake? Why? Why? Why?

Turn Again to Life

We flew to Sioux Falls and arrived at noon. Our Jenny was hurt mortally, and at ten
o’clock that night, she died. If God had given me a choice, I would have traded places
with her in a second. Jenny had so much to give this world. She was so bright,
beautiful and loving.

the silent dust, and weep.

On Friday of that week, my husband and I drove to the lake to see family, and we
stopped to see where the accident had occurred. I don’t remember a lot, but I know I
was hysterical trying to figure out what had happened and why.

If I should die and leave you here
a while, be not like others, sore
undone, who keep long vigils by

For my sake ‐‐ turn again to life
and smile, nerving thy heart and
trembling hand to do something
to comfort other hearts than
thine. Complete those unfinished

Leaving the scene of the accident, I asked my husband to take me to a greenhouse, as I
needed to be around beautiful flowers. I just couldn’t face anyone yet.

tasks of mine and I, perchance,

Walking to the back of the hothouse, I heard the fluttering of wings as if a bird or
hummingbird was hitting the top of the roof. I was looking at a beautiful rose when a
beautiful, large dragonfly landed within arm’s length of me. I stood there looking at
this lovely creature, and I cried. My husband walked in. I looked at him and said,
“Jenny is telling us that she’s okay.” We stood and looked at the lovely dragonfly for a
long time, and as we walked out of the hothouse, the dragonfly remained on the rose.

MARY LEE HALL

A couple of weeks later, my husband came running into the house telling me to come
outside quickly. When I walked out our door, I could not believe what I saw. There
were hundreds of dragonflies flying in front of our house and between ours and the
neighbor’s. I have never seen that many dragonflies at once in town, and the strangest
thing about it was that they were only by our house.
There is no way these two experiences were just coincidences. They were more than
that. They were messages from Jen.
Each time I see a dragonfly, beautiful memories of my daughter kiss my grieving heart.
Lark Whittemore Ricklefs Reprinted by permission of Health Communications, Inc.
Copyright © 2003 John T. Canfield and Hansen and Hansen LLC.

may therein comfort you.

