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GRATEFUL AND GRIEVING 
By Angela Miller  
  

There are some who believe that positive thinking and gratitude are the answer to most of life’s ailments. 
And perhaps it is the answer for most of them. But is it possible to be both grateful and grieving? 
 

Sure a posture of gratitude can help many situations, but gratitude doesn’t always feel possible when 
grieving the loss of a child. Maybe it’s the quick fix, game changer for some things in life that aren’t as 
permanent, but all the positive thoughts in the world aren’t going to change the fact that my child is dead. 
It will not change the empty chair at my table on Thanksgiving, the 3T clothes my son never grew into, or 
the hole exactly the size and shape of him that is permanently frayed into the fabric of every moment of 
my life now. 
 

Gratitude is great– really, it is– but it can’t fix child loss. Nothing can. The only fix for my pain would be to 
raise my child from the dead. 
 

Bring to the table a cornucopia filled with my blessings and I’ll bring you one filled with my infinite pain. 
Let’s put them both on the empty chair next to me where my seven year old should be sitting, joyously 
stuffing his face with pumpkin pie. 
 

Telling me to only focus on my blessings and not what’s missing this holiday season is like telling me to 
forget if I had lost all my limbs. Yes, I’d still be thankful for what I had left and yes I’d also be deeply sad 
for what is missing. 
 

Both are true. It’s not one or the other. Yes I’m still grieving because I love and miss my son with every 
molecule in my body, but that doesn’t mean I’m not also deeply thankful for my blessings. 
 

As bereaved parents we are forced to learn the art of holding infinite space for both/and– because this 
new life we didn’t ask for is now a heartbreaking juxtaposition of contradictions. Our hearts hold both the 
blessings and the trials, the joy and the pain, the white meat and the dark meat on the same blessed fork. 

Please join us for our next meetings 
Thursday, November 2nd -- Topic: Cultivating a Gratitude Habit 

Thursday, December 7th – Topic: The Gifts of Grief  
7:00 at The Children’s Home of Poughkeepsie, 10 Children’s Way, Poughkeepsie, NY 

Sunday, December 10th – Annual Candle Lighting 
Rombout Fire House 

901 Main St, Fishkill, NY 12524 
6:30 Registration; 7:00 Ceremony 

 

Call Kathy (845) 462-2825 for information 
 

 
A WARM WELCOME TO NEWCOMERS 

We understand how difficult it is to attend your first meeting. Feelings can be overwhelming; we have all experienced them and know 
how important it is to take that first step. Our stories may be different but we are alike in that we all hurt deeply. We cannot take your 

pain away but we can offer friendship and support. Bring a friend or relative to lean on if you wish. 
 
 

 



We are grateful and we are grieving.  
 

The former can’t cure the latter, and the latter doesn’t negate the former. Nor were they meant to. Yes, 
grieving parents are incredibly thankful for every single blessing in their life, and that also doesn’t negate 
the truth of the sorrow in their heart. If only the world could learn to hold the space for both too so bereaved 
parents could catch a break at the table of thanks every once in awhile. 
 

This Thanksgiving, be so very grateful if your table is as full as it should be, for that is truly the greatest 
blessing there is. And in your thanksgiving please remember those of us who come to the table with a 
grieving heart. Remember to hold space for us bereaved parents too. Leave room for the truth of how 
hard the holidays are for those who are missing our very hearts– and be thankful if you’re lucky enough 
to have every single one of your children sitting at the table with you. 
 

Not everyone is quite so lucky. 
 

When you see me this holiday season, pull up a chair beside me, and open wide your heart and ears to 
the truth of my experience.  At first glance it might appear that I seem ungrateful, but I beg you, look again. 
The depth of my gratitude runs deeper than you know, for I know more than most how quickly my greatest 
blessings can be taken in an instant; I know the immeasurable pain of being robbed of my greatest joy. I 
don’t take a thing for granted, so please don’t patronizingly remind me to be thankful for my blessings 
when I share with you the truth of my sadness. I’m not sad because I’m choosing a negative frame of 
mind, I’m sad because I’m grieving the death of my precious child. Those are two very different things. 
 

Trust me, I am thankful, grateful and blessed. And I am also still grieving, hurting and sometimes a mess.  
 

Please don’t assume because I’m sad that I’m not grateful, or because I seem grateful I’m not still sad 
that my child isn’t here. And keep in mind once Thursday rolls around, I may decide to close my eyes tight 
and not move from my bed until Thanksgiving passes. I may not feel very grateful for much of anything at 
all. And that is perfectly ok too. It’s more than ok– it’s the reality and truth of surviving the holidays after 
child loss. Grief is not a straight line, and the grief landmines of the holidays only amplify a grieving parents’ 
suffering. 
 

Instead of assuming you know how I feel, simply ask me how I’m really doing this holiday season. Ask me 
what the holidays are like for me as a bereaved parent. 
 

Ask me about the empty chair beside me and I’ll gratefully tell you all about the beautiful boy who should 
be sitting next to me, the one who taught me how to stretch my love far and wide enough to span the gap 
between heaven and earth. Ask me about the one who taught me how to gracefully keep my balance 
while juggling impossible juxtapositions of life and death, joy and sorrow, mothering the living and the 
dead. Ask me about the one who showed me how to love beyond all time and space, how to survive the 
unimaginable, how to live for both of us. 
 

Ask me about my greatest blessing and my deepest sorrow– ask me about my child. 
 

Remember him with me. Invite him to the table this year too. I need to know that you remember he lived. 
Share his stories, his memory, his life, his love. And if you’re open to blessing my aching heart even more, 
I invite you to say his name out loud with me.  Often. And without hesitation. To hear his name is to hear 
the most beautiful sound there is. May it always be on the tip of your tongue like it is on mine. There is no 
greater gift. 
 

Remember that for some of us the holidays can be very painful and lonely– not the season of Yuletide 
cheer they once were. Take a minute out of the hustle and bustle of ever-gratefulness to simply 
be real with me. Climb into my skin for awhile. Feel uncomfortable with me as we wade in the waters of 
holiday grief. Embrace my grieving heart with tenderness, with compassion, with love. My heart will forever 
be broken. Remember to treat me gently. It takes everything within me just to show up at the table. 
 

Let me know you’re thankful I did. 
 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
IN THE LIGHT 
 

A shadow of joy flickered; it is me.  
I told you I wouldn't leave. 
My spirit is with you.  
My memories, my thoughts are embedded deep in your heart.  
I still love you. 
Do not for one moment think that you have been abandoned. 
I am in the Light. 
 

In the corner, in the hall, the car, the yard -- 
these are the places I stay with you.  
My spirit rises every time you pray for me;  
my energy comes closer to you. 
 

Love does not diminish; it grows stronger.  
I am the feather that finds you in the yard,  
the dimmed light that grows brighter in your mind;  
I place our memories for you to see.  
 

We lived in our special way,  
a way that now has its focus changed.  
I still crave your understanding and 
long for the many words of prayer and good fortune for my soul.  
I am in the Light. 
 

As you struggle to adjust without me,  
I watch silently.  
Sometimes I summon up all the strength of my new world to make you notice me. 
When you grieve, I try to impress my love deeper into your consciousness. 

 

MID HUDSON BEREAVED PARENTS OF THE USA 

ANNUAL CANDLE LIGHTING CEREMONY 
 

Sunday, December 10, 2017 
 

Rombout Fire House 
901 Main St, Fishkill, NY 12524 

 

6:30 Registration 

7:00 Ceremony 
 
 

Slide presentation of Our Children  
 

Live music performed by Jim Nurre 
 

Reception immediately following the ceremony 
 
 

  Please bring a finger food to share after the ceremony.   
 

   If you have not already done so, please email your child’s picture to be included in the Slide Presentation as soon as possible  
 

Kathy -- kjcorrigan5@gmail.com 
 



My soul is now healthy. 
Your love sends me new found energy. 
I am adjusting to this new world.  
I am with you and I am in the Light. 
 
Please don't feel bad that you can't see me.  
I am with you wherever you go. 
I protect you, just as you protected me so many times.  
Talk to me and somehow I will find a way to answer you.  
 
Mother, father, son or daughter, it makes no difference.  
Brother, sister, lover, husband or wife, it makes no difference. 
I see you with my new eyes.  
I am learning to help wherever you are, wherever I am needed. 
This can be done because I am in the Light. 
 
When you feel despair, reach out to me. I will come.  
My love for you truly does transcend from Heaven to Earth. 
Finish your life with the enthusiasm and zest 
that you had when we were together in the physical sense.  
You owe this to me, but more importantly, you owe it to yourself.  
 
Life continues for both of us. 
I am with you because I love you. 
I am in the Light. 
 
~ Author Unknown 
 

 
 

6 WAYS TO SURVIVE THE HOLIDAYS WITHOUT YOUR CHILD 
By Angela Miller 
 

1). Practice sensational self-care. Give yourself permission to take good care of yourself. You deserve it. And 
you need it. Trust me. Treat yourself as you would a physically wounded person with deep, visible, bleeding 

wounds. Just because emotional wounds are invisible, doesn’t make them less debilitating, or less real. Remember 
that. Remind your loved ones of this too. Treat yourself extra gently this time of year– like the carefully marked 
packages that read, Fragile: handle with care. More than that, be proactive. Have a plan to give yourself the gift of 

good self-care all season long. 
 

2). Remove all expectations. Free yourself to participate in as little or as much holiday hoopla as you’d like. Forget 
about everyone’s expectations, especially yours and people who might not understand your pain. Adjust your 
expectations to be realistic with what is. Keyword: realistic. This year might look much different than last year, so 

adjust accordingly with what you can handle right now, as you are, in this moment. As hard as it might be, try not 
to compare what you are able to do this year with anyone else, including past versions of yourself. Yes, I know. So. 
painfully. hard. But try to do it anyway. Be realistic, radically kind, and oh-so-loving with yourself. 
 

3). Just show up (or not.) Allow yourself to change locations, holiday traditions or defy social norms. Allow yourself 

to show up, or not. Here’s the thing: nothing is “normal” anymore. Normal died the day your child did. Which means 
you’re now living in the land of defying normal. Anything goes. Give yourself permission to do what you need to do 
this year, even if it seems “abnormal” or outlandish to yourself or anyone else. 
 

Allow yourself the “5 minute rule,” where you decide 5 minutes before an event if you can make  it or not. 
Communicate this with your host beforehand. Thank them for the invitation, and let them know you’re not sure if 
you’ll be able to make it, but if you’re up to it, you’ll be there. That alone might feel liberating and more do -able. 
Less pressure, and the freedom to honor what you need in that moment. 
 



Laugh when you need to laugh; cry when you need to cry; let yourself wallow if you need to wallow. Don’t worry 
about what anyone else thinks. They’re not in survivable mode, you are. Staying in bed until the holidays pass, or 
ditching town altogether are all completely acceptable options. Think outside the box, and don’t be afraid to do 
something completely different that shakes up all expectations. And possibly your Great Aunt Bertha. What worked 
in the past might not work now, and that’s perfectly okay. Sometimes a change of scenery is exactly what’s needed 
to survive the holidays without your precious child. 
 
 4). Honor your child in ways that are meaningful to you. Keyword: meaningful to you. Light a candle at your 

holiday table in loving memory of your precious child. Say your child’s name. Ask others to do the same. 
Acknowledge the glaringly empty chair. Participate in random acts of kindness in loving memory of your precious 
child gone too soon. Donate your favorite grief book to your local library, church, hospital, grief center, therapist’s 
office, or to someone who needs it. Volunteer at an orphanage. Volunteer right in your neighborhood. Or, one of 
my all-time favorites: donate gifts for children who are the exact same age your child would be. 
 
No matter what you choose to do, spread hope and help others, even if you don’t feel like you have much to give. 
Whatever you give will be multiplied, and it will be more than enough. After all, the true gift is in the giving, especially 
in the midst of deep grief. 
 
5). Feel your feelings, no matter how messy they are. Give yourself ample space to feel however you feel, 
including opposite emotions at the same time. You might feel hopeful and defeated; joyful and sorrowful; happy and 
sad; grateful and not; angry and peaceful. And all of these emotions might be even more amplified during the 
holidays. A wise person once told me that being able to hold space for contradictory emotions at the same time is 
a sign of extraordinary emotional maturity. It’s true. You’re not crazy– even though it may feel like it, 
you’re extraordinary. Remind yourself of this often. 

 
Especially every time you feel ripped apart at the seams by your dueling and oppos ing emotions. It’s hard work to 
continually feel that way. Grief is unpredictable, exhausting, confusing and messy. Do your best to feel all of it until 
you need a break from feeling. It’s ok to take a break and re-set. Deep breathing, chatting with a friend, a brisk walk 
outside, yoga, exercise, herbal tea, and healthy eating are all good ways to support the emotional toll grief takes on 
your body during the holidays. 
 
6). Ask for help. Whether online, or in person, compassionate, empathetic support saves lives. Period. Having a 

village of support can often make the difference between surviving or not. I wasn’t lucky enough to have a village, 
but I had one person– and that was somehow enough to keep my head above water. Hopefully you have a village, 
or at least one dearest one who knows how to offer you compassionate and loving grief support whenever you need 
it. If you don’t have anyone, count me in your corner. Seriously. 
 
Everyone needs someone to lean on. There is no worse feeling in the world than feeling utterly and completely 
alone on your own deserted planet called: Bereaved Parent. Do yourself a favor and ask for help, for whatever you 
need. Be proactive by having your core support “team” at the ready. For whatever might come. Your “team” might 
be made up of one person, or ten– it doesn’t matter. What matters is that a support person will be there when you 
need him or her most. It might be your spouse, your best friend, or your therapist. Whether you need someone to 
listen, cry with you, or lie in the ditch of grief with you, have these dear souls ready. As your safety net, your safe 
place to land, your whispers of hope. It might be the one sure thing that eases your mind and heart this holiday 
season, in a way nothing else will. 
 
In the words of Sarah Longacre, “Let your support rise up to meet you.” 
 
Remember, this is not an exhaustive list of ways to survive. These are just some ideas of things that might be 
helpful to you. Take what is helpful, leave what is not. 
 
I’m no expert, only an expert at trusting my own heart and doing what works for me. 
 
Just like grief, there are no rules for surviving holiday grief. Do what you need to do to survive. Honor your child 
how you need to, and do what feels best for your fragile, aching heart. You are missing a huge piece of you, so do 
whatever you need to do to find a sliver of peace. 
 



In this season of light, remember the light your loved one has brought 

to your life. Light a special candle—not in memory of a death, but in 
celebration of a life and a love shared. Spend a moment in a quiet 

prayer of thanksgiving for having loved and been loved by this person.  
~ Darcie Sims 

Remember that no one, no one, no one has the exact relationship you do with your precious child. No one will feel 

the exact same piercing agony, pain and longing you do for your child. Therefore, no one has a right to give you 
unsolicited advice about how to tend to your soul-deep wounds– this holiday season– or any day of the year. 
 
Throw out well-meaning but unhelpful advice. Throw out any to-do lists that don’t work for you. 
 
Trust your own broken, beating heart. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Seasons of Grief 
by Sandy Goodman 
 

It is winter today. There is no sun, not even a flash of light to focus on. The air has become murky as if it has 
solidified, losing its clarity. Ice covers everything, smothering any life that might have been. 
 

Staring out my window, I compare the bite of winter to my grief: the coldness, the shadows, and my reluctance to 
breathe in any more discomfort. Grief, like winter, appears uninvited and unwelcome. We abhor the pain and wonder 
why we must endure the distress, while all along we feel the imminent arrival. 
 

Winter compels the earth to rest. Everything stops struggling, stops performing, and sleeps. Abruptly, nature's need 
to "do" is gone and "being" is all that is necessary. All that was living before appears lifeless. The leaves disappear 
from the trees, flowers no longer grace our gardens, and the grass is entombed by snow. But what is going on 
beneath that which we see? Are the flowers really gone, or are they only changing. . . becoming new, becoming 
different? 
 

I ponder how much further I dare go with this. Can I contend that grief, like winter, is a gift? Can I talk about the 
metamorphosis of grief, and contemplate gratitude for its presence? I do not know, but that is where my thoughts 
are leading me. 
 

Grief necessitates a sabbatical from living. We stop struggling, stop performing, and freeze. Our compulsion to "do" 
dissolves, and "being" is all that is possible. Our life as we knew it disappears, dreams are shattered, and our hearts 
are ripped from us in the blink of an eye. We are gone, lost in our grief. But what is transpiring in our heart? Is 
everything gone, or is it only changing. . . becoming new, becoming different? 
 

Grief is harsher than winter. The tasks of daily living are amplified, and what was once soft and blurred becomes 
sharp and ragged. While winter invariably ends and I remember that spring will arrive, grief makes no such promise. 
I must wait without assurance. There are moments when winter is beautiful: a blanket of fresh snow on Christmas 
morning or the surprise of a warm breeze in February. There are nights when winter is hard and ugly, when 
temperatures plummet and the howl of the wind threatens our sanity. Grief is the same. A special memory comes 
into my heart and grief becomes bittersweet. . . beautiful. Then, a letter addressed to my son arrives in the mail, 
and I am back to the harsh reality that he is gone. 
 

My grief transformed me. It tore out everything within me and said, There! It is GONE! What are you going to do? 
You have NOTHING LEFT TO HANG ON TO! You must begin again. You must change. 
 

And change is what I did. As winter alters the earth, my grief changed me. It gave me a period of time to step back 
from living and just be, a space in my existence to feel only that which I needed to feel. It was a time for reflection, 
reprioritizing, and searching. Without it, I would remain as empty as a garden that never rests. 
 

"But it was painful, horrifying, and devastating," you say. "How can you be thankful for such a thing?" 
 

Grief, like winter, freezes our world. Both appear painful, horrifying, and devastating, but it is our preparation for, 
reaction to, and perception of that creates our discomfort. It is our need to label that which appraises discomfort as 
bad. If we deny that death is possible for those we love, we will be stunned and terrified by its occurrence. If we 
react to the first blizzard of winter with panic and fear, we will be too afraid to honor its power. If we perceive a fatal 
ice storm as an act of God, we will shake our fist at Him and spend more time than we have asking why. And if we 
distinguish death as the end of a loved one's existence, we will be eternally saddened by their absence. The path 
to spring, to the end of winter, requires only our patience and perseverance. The path to healing requires that and 
more: it requires that we learn to think differently. 
 

We are a society that fears death. We consider it an end to life, love, and all that came before. Those who die either 
cease to be, or they exist in a place that is unavailable to us. It is not surprising that fear is present. However, if we 
alter our beliefs, we can then change our preparation for, reaction to, and perception of death. If we come to know 
that death is a change in form and not an end, we will not eliminate the winters of our grieving, but we will lessen 
our suffering. 
 

When my son died in 1996, I had no other option but to change my thinking. I could not live another day presuming 
he no longer existed. By saying to myself often I am changing my perception of death, I announced to the universe 
and my higher self that I intended to change what I believed. I placed my intent, reached for it, and settled for 
nothing less. 



I began searching for and finding information to support my new perception. I read books about life after death, 
mediumship, after death communication, spirituality, and reincarnation. I perused websites, joined email lists, and 
joined chats where these topics were addressed. I found like-minded friends who understood what I was feeling. I 
observed mediumship activities on television, at seminars, and on the Internet. I began to support my new belief 
system with knowledge.  
 

I invited experiences by talking to Jason and asking him to come to me in a dream or to give me a sign of his 
presence. I meditated and made myself more aware of that which isn't seen or touched. I opened up a doorway of 
possibility and welcomed all that came from love to enter. 
 

Finally, I accepted what happened and expressed gratitude. When the lights went off and then on again for no 
apparent reason, I was quick to say "thank you." If I was only thanking the power company, it didn't matter. No one 
knew. The more I accepted as real, the more I experienced. We hear often that "seeing is believing," but this is 
about "believing is seeing." 
 

My journey has been both desolate and inspiring. There have been moments when I thought the cold and darkness 
would never end, and moments when tears of joy washed away the pain and light permeated my being. I invite you 
to walk the path of grief a little differently: to nurture winter's bleakness and look deep into its purpose. And just as 
we must think differently to see winter's grace, we must think differently to see the gift of grief. It is there, buried 
beneath a frozen crust that protects and restores while the winter of our soul. . . ensues. 
 

Sandy Goodman is the author of Love Never Dies: A Mothers Journey from Loss to Love (Jodere Group, 2002 

 


