
Care Reflection:  Plowing Through Grief 
 
The first blast of news that something is very wrong stops me cold.  I can't quite take it all in. I 
grope for words as the doctor says, "Do you understand what I'm telling you?"   
 
"No, I don't understand.  How can this be?"  I reply. "My husband has chest pain that 
sometimes bothers him.  And now you're telling me that he has lung cancer with only a few 
months to live!"  The shock is too great.   
 
Fred dies in spring when the daffodils and lilies are blooming.  Fred was a much beloved 
surgeon who had given many patients a new chance to live.  Ironic that he should die in the 
prime of his life. 
 
Grief absorbs my whole being.  Every activity is dwarfed by the hollowness, the intensity, and 
the memories when I try to do those chores that were his alone.  Even trying to tackle my tasks 
like grocery shopping, paying bills, and washing clothes seems insurmountable.  Still I know all 
aspects of my life are up to me now.  I start a journal and reread favorite Bible verses from 
Psalms or inspiring books people recommend.  Gradually, I try to find some stability without 
him.  I don't hurry the process. Daily I walk or swim. I meet with a counselor who helps me gain 
a new perspective on managing alone.  
 
About six months later my minister calls with an invitation.  He says, "I've been watching you 
move through the grieving process and I think you can be helpful to others.  Would you 
consider setting up a course dealing with grief?" I was shocked.  "Me?"  I think about it for a 
week and then decide.  If I can convince experts, such as financial advisors and counselors to 
speak, I can open the course with my personal experience and close it with what I learn in the 
process.  Each session will leave time for questions.  The fall after my husband dies, I offer the 
course.  Attendees say that it made a difference in plowing though their grief.  I regain a new 
stability and sense of purpose. 
 
I know grieving doesn't end with a course.  But it can reveal tools to make decisions that need 
to be faced and courage to face them. 
 
After reviewing my finances with a financial advisor, I realize I have to find at least a part-time 
job. At a church retreat I meet my future boss and become an associate editor for a Christian 
mission organization.  This is a fantastic opportunity!  I love writing and interviewing.  As I pour 
myself into the job, I watch my grief recede.  While I will always cherish the years my husband 
and I shared, I realize I can find new rewarding interests that replace the acute pain of loss. I am 
on the road to recovery in a way I never expected.  Eight years later, I marry again and greet a 
whole new way of life. 
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