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INTRODUCTION

Grieving is often a lonely and frightening experience. Most of us have little 
idea of what to expect along the way, and we wonder what is normal, 
and what is not. This journal can be a companion and a guide as you 
travel through the grieving process. It can allow you take your questions, 
worries, and concerns out of your head, heart, and soul and expose them 
to the sunlight. Known as catharsis, this process can be of tremendous 
benefit when attempting to make sense of the devastation and anguish 
when a loved one dies. This journal is your personal memoir. The journal is 
divided into sections; these sections or themes are meant to address the 
concerns and struggles you may have as you work to heal and survive. 
The themes can be used as a guide to help you put your thoughts on 
paper. The writing is for you, and about you. It reflects what is in your 
heart and soul and is an intimate expression of your journey to heal. Let 
the words flow uncensored and unrestrained. Let it be what it is: beautiful, 
raw, rambling, unstructured, horrifying, painful, vulnerable. The words you 
write represent your truth, what is at your full attention at the moment.

As you journal, you may have occasion to look back and reread past 
entries. This may help you monitor your own progress, identify patterns 
and themes, and guide you toward further healing.

There is a power in putting words to paper. Hopefully this power will lead 
to healing and ultimately peace in your journey.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

A CHANGED LIFE

A death has occurred and everything  

has changed…

Life can never be the same again.

– from “a death has occurred” by paul irion

The death of a loved one abruptly changes your life. 

One day you and your loved one are together; the next day you are apart. 

The change is unfathomable. Your heart is stunned. 

You can’t believe it has happened. Yet the change has occurred,

and you can feel the dull weight of it on your soul.

Your life will never be the same. 

Your loved one gave your life so much meaning and purpose. 

Your sorrow is a tribute to this gift of love.

My loved one’s life had meaning. I will let this thought guide me 
through the changes that death has brought. 

I can write about…

…a vivid, positive memory I have of the two of us.

…what my loved one’s life meant to me.

…another time in my life when change was painful.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

FEELING UNPREPARED

I always knew 

He would die 

But not… 

This moment – 

Not now.

– ellen olinger, in memory of her father, harold a. borgh

As brutal as it may seem, death is an inevitable part of the cycle of life.  
Yet death, whenever it comes, shocks and surprises us. Can we be 
prepared? Probably not. It is unlikely we can ever be completely ready  
for the finality that death represents. 

In this moment, my loved one’s death is incomprehensible. 
Still, I know that I would never feel there was a right time for  
my loved one to die.

I can write about…

…a kind gesture someone made to comfort me.

…what it means to me to be prepared.

…the fears that I’ve felt since my loved one’s death.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

A LACK OF CONCENTRATION

I just couldn’t concentrate…, I felt so  

preoccupied… like I was on automatic pilot.

– juliana ehrman, in memory of her grandmother, katherine immel

Grief taxes all of your senses and sensibilities. Every part of your being is  
strained as you grapple with the emotional, spiritual, intellectual, and physical 
tumult in your life. With so much energy expended on grieving, your mind 
naturally loses its ability to concentrate and stay focused. You are preoccupied 
with your loved one’s death – which is how it should be. “Automatic pilot”  
allows us to make it through the day. In the short term, at least, all any of us 

may be able to do is just go through the motions of everyday living.

My loved one’s death preoccupies my thinking and drains my energy, 

but I know that it is normal to feel overwhelmed by loss. 

I can write about…

...a specific instance of being “on automatic pilot.”

…something I want to say to my loved one.

…the frustration of not being able to concentrate.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

THE RIGHT TO GRIEVE

I was not the central person affected…  

Yet I felt a tremendous sense of loss.  

Did I have the right to grieve his death too?

 – elizabeth levang, in loving memory of her uncle, tony rizzo

When we care for and love someone, we are certain to feel strong emotions 
when that person dies. There’s no need to justify such feelings because there 
are no limits or conditions on who can grieve or how long we can grieve.

We all have the right to our grief. Our feelings are our own and are  
not something that can, or should, be taken away.

I have a right to my grief. I cared for – and miss – this special person. 

I can write about…

…a possession I have that belonged to my loved one.

…a strong memory I have of them.

…how it hurts when others ignore my pain.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

INTIMACY AND SUPPORT

Why is it so hard for people to touch a grieving person?  

Don’t people know that we crave their hugs more than  

their words?

– c. renee anderson, loving memory of her husband, keith

We can sense when people are uncomfortable and apprehensive around 
us because we have suffered a loss. But we should not feel wounded 
by their discomfort and apprehension. Few people know how to extend 
intimacy to a grieving person.

Although hugs of genuine support and understanding can be a warm 
blanket of love when we are cold with grief, we should have compassion 
for those who are unsure how to support a grieving person.

I can gain the intimacy and comfort i need by teaching my friends  
and family what my needs are. I will offer hugs and trust my actions 
will be returned. 

I can write about…

…a hug someone gave me that showed their care and concern.

…my disappointment in those who have made little effort to console me.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

THE SILENCE OF REALITY

Mom died quietly in the hospital bed she  

had occupied for several days… When I went  

back to the house,… I felt overwhelmed by  

the silence… I did not know this home without  

her! The silence was unbearable.

– leah jones, in loving memory of her mother and best friend, ruth

Silence can be overwhelming when you grieve. You hunger for the sounds 
of your loved one and want to retrieve and hold dear all remnants of this 
special person’s existence.

At times your mind may momentarily trick you into believing your loved 
one is near. Then, reality shocks you back to the here and now. Your loved 
one is truly gone, and you must rely on your recollections for comfort  
and strength.

There is an obvious silence created by my loved one’s death.  
I will listen to my memories to ease the reality of this silence. 

I can write about…

…something that reminds me of my loved one.

…what I need to fill the silence.

…the fears I have of forgetting my loved one.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

GRIEVING MY OWN WAY

Stand up tall to friends and to yourself  

and say, “Don’t take my grief away from me. 

I deserve it, and I’m going to have it.”

– from “don’t take my grief away” by reverend doug manning

It may be hard on our friends and families when we are tearful,  
heartbroken, and hurting for what seems to them a long time.  
They want us to get better, to as quickly as possible.

But their timetable need not be ours, nor their understanding of  
grief and loss. We are each entitled to have our own grief.

I can appreciate that my family and friends want to see me in less 
pain. still, I own my grief and will not let anyone take it away. 

I can write about…

…a card or note of condolence I received that felt supportive.

…a coping strategy I am using to deal with my sadness and pain.

…my thoughts and reactions when others try to take away my grief.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

LOVE FINDS A WAY

Instructions were wired to find a beautiful smooth stone for each 

missing member of the family and place them in mother’s hand 

one at a time… When conscious, she held conversations with 

the person whose stone she held, or whispered a message to 

be given to them. Mother died with the smooth stones in her 

hands, secure in the knowledge that all her loved ones were 

with her… While our family was separated, love found a way.

– lila “peggy” azad, ph.d.

It can be agonizing to recall the distance that separated us from our loved 
one. Had there been other options, we would have acted on them. Instead 
of berating ourselves, we can focus on the concerns and wishes we had  
for our loved one. We must trust that our message of love found its way to 
our loved one’s heart.

I can let go of the circumstances that kept me from my loved one.  
My message of my love can be carried through to eternity. 

I can write about…

…a unique object or item that I have saved in memory of my loved one.

…the message of love I want my loved one to hear.

…the pain of missing my loved one.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

DIFFICULTY MAKING DECISIONS

Thirty years we had been married… The mere thought  

that now I had to take the reins in my own hands was  

frightening… Decisions, decisions, everywhere.

– meg hale, in memory of her husband

The burden of decision-making can overwhelm us in the weeks and 
months after the death of our loved one. We may not be accustomed to 
so much responsibility, or we may feel anxious about the consequences  
of our choices. 

We need time to think and plan carefully. It may be wise to seek the advice 
of a trusted friend or family member.

Although I am capable of making decisions, I can ask for help when 
I need more information or another perspective. 

I can write about…

…a friend or family member who has been a compassionate listener   
   and confidant.

…a decision that I have recently made and feel good about.

…my feelings of distress over having so many decisions to make.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

RESTLESSNESS

Sleep was a luxury that eluded me night after night.

– linda taylor williams, in loving memory of her husband

Restlessness is a common experience following the death of a loved one. 
Though we crave sleep, it has a way of evading us time and time again.

Sleeplessness only compounds the stress that we feel after the death of a  
loved one. Still, we must trust that our body can, and will, take care of itself 
naturally. Over time, sleep will return.

I will not pressure myself to sleep. I will trust my body’s natural process. 

I can write about…

…a place that I can go to that feels safe and secure.

…a favorite bedtime ritual I enjoyed as a child.

…the jumble of thoughts and feelings that race through my mind  
    as I lie in bed, trying to go to sleep.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

DRUG AND ALCOHOL USE

At first, I dealt with death by repressing my feelings and trying  

to forget my loss. This was a mistake and caused me a multitude  

of problems, one of which was a serious addiction to alcohol  

and drugs.

– ken pugh, in memory of his loved ones

We all cope with loss differently. Numbing out the pain with drugs or alcohol 
is a temporary solution with illusory results. The false respite will not last long. 
Eventually, we must accept the truth and feel our pain.

I accept that drinking or using drugs offers only temporary relief.  
I will do the grieving I need to do and seek other means to support 
myself through this process. 

I can write about…

…a personal accomplishment that is a source of pride for me.

…some avenues of support I have for dealing with my grief.

…the mixture of emotions I feel when I think about my loved one.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

QUESTIONS OF FAITH

I had believed God to be a loving father.  

Maybe someday I can believe in Him again.

– mary van bockern, in loving memory of her daughter, catherine mary

The death of our loved one can challenge our understanding and commitment  
to God. We may feel angry, cheated, confused, bitter, helpless, and even 
hopeless when we consider what has happened to us.

Suffering can test our faith and our beliefs in a loving and just Creator. We may 
find ourselves for the first time doubting or questioning God. Such thoughts 
are natural and understandable.

I can question god and my faith. I will give myself time to sort out my 

thoughts and beliefs. 

I can write about…

…someone I know who has been a wise and comforting spiritual presence  
    in my life.

…some of the other aspects of life that I also question because of my  
    loved one’s death.

…the uncertainty I feel and my need for life to make sense again.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

ACCEPTING REALITY

Many times in those first few weeks after my uncle’s death  

I thought of phoning him. But before I even had the telephone  

in my hand, I would remember that he was dead.

 – elizabeth levang, in loving memory of her uncle, tony rizzo

Occasionally, the reality of our loved one’s death may escape us. This 
is natural, for we never really expect relationships to end. But while our 
memory may temporarily falter, reality quickly puts us back on course.  
Like a compass, it can lead us along our journey to a greater sense of 
peace and normalcy.

There may be times when I forget that my loved one has died.  
I will look to reality to help me accept what is true. 

I can write about…

…a hobby or activity that my loved one and I enjoyed and shared.

…how habit and memory can make it seem as if a loved one is still alive.

…the sense of regret I feel that my loved one has died.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

THE HURT OF REMEMBERING

Don’t try to destroy a beautiful part of your life because  

remembering hurts.

– from “living when a loved one has died” by rabbi dr. earl a. grollman

It may hurt to recall the life we once shared with our loved one. Sometimes  
we may even feel that the kind of happiness we once had can never exist  
again. It as if all joy is forever gone, buried in the same soil as our loved one.

Your loved one’s life is part of your life. In spite of all that is happened, your  
life bears the indelible imprint of your loved one’s spirit and being.

At times, it is painful to remember the life I shared with my loved one.  
I will draw strength from knowing that our lives are forever intertwined. 

I can write about…

…a humorous incident or story that involved my loved one.

…an aspect of our relationship that I miss.

…my worries of never being happy again.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

SPECIAL MEMORIES  
AND MOMENTOS

My life has been filled with a storehouse of experiences that my 

Mom made possible… When I look back, I say, “Thanks for the 

memories, Mom.”

– julie faxvog, in memory of her mother,  
charlotte margaret joan doherty klug

Many sights, sounds, and smells remind us of our loved one – the lyrics 
to a song, a brand of coffee, a particular flowering plant. In that pang of 
recognition, we often find ourselves smiling or tearing up or both.

While we may miss the life we shared with our loved one, we are grateful  
for the simple objects and mementos that remind us of this shared life.

I miss the familiar pattern of my loved one’s life. today, I will think 
about a few of my special possessions and the shared memories 
tied to them.. 

I can write about…

…something ordinary that reminds me of my loved one.

…the gratitude I feel for having known my loved one.

…the anguish I feel knowing that we cannot create new memories.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

LINGERING RESENTMENTS

My brother and I wanted to say or do something special at  

my sister’s funeral – a prayer or testimonial. My parents asked 

us not to… I can’t help but wonder if our grieving process  

would have been different if we had been allowed to share in 

this service.

– pastor mike zylstra, in loving memory of his sister, mary

Funerals and memorial services are often a time of significant distress 
for families. Working to manage the stress and strain is honorable, but if 
resentment is the result, an airing of our feelings is in order. By expressing 
our feelings in a positive way we can free ourselves from the past and 
move toward forgiveness.

If I have any lingering resentments, I will tell my family.  I can 
choose not to harbor any bad feelings. 

I can write about…

…an amusing memory of our family that makes me laugh.

…my need to feel understood and respected.

…how I feel when I’m expected to keep others happy.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

WILL I SURVIVE?

Why? Why? How can one have this much pain and still be alive?

– joyce barga, in loving memory of her son, christopher lee

Our loved one’s death is a challenge to our will and an unwelcome 
invitation to doubt ourselves. Will we be able to survive? How much can we 
bear, and for how long?

Regrettably, there are no boundaries to our pain and no answers as to 
when the hurt will subside.

For now, we must take small steps, one day at a time.

No one can tell me how long this pain will last. for now, I will find 
others to share my burden and take a day at a time. 

I can write about…

…another time in my life when I felt scared and uncertain of my future.

…what it will mean to “survive.”

…wanting to have an end to the emotional rollercoaster.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

THE FAMILY’S GRIEF

It was rough telling the other children that their older brother 

was dead. They so loved and adored him… It’s been hard to 

deal with my grief and theirs too.

– anonymous

It is tough to deal with our own feelings of vulnerability and uncertainty, 
much less help our friends and family, especially the children, cope with 
their grief at the same time. 

We can set an example by our own behavior. Encouraging openness and 
honesty is important right now, as is respecting everyone’s right to grieve 
in their own way. Finding ways to unify and strengthen the family will help 
to bring healing.

I will model openness and honesty in my grieving and allow my 
family to grieve in their own way. I will work to strengthen my family 
so that we can heal. 

I can write about…

…an activity or event that is a family tradition.

…something positive our family can do to bring us together.

…how tired and discouraged I feel when my family is hurting.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

LIFE ON HOLD

Joe and I had been married for quite some time… Now I feel  

like I’m alone, with little left to look forward to. Quite honestly,  

I’d rather just die too. My whole life is on hold.

– “mrs. joe,” in memory of her husband and longtime companion

When a loved one dies, the comfort and familiarity of our old life is pushed 
aside and replaced with feelings of loneliness and emptiness. Some of us  
would almost rather die than try to create a new life alone. All our dreams, 
hopes, and plans for the future may have evaporated with the death of our 
loved one. For the time being, our life seems to be on hold. While dying 
may sometimes appear to be an answer, more that anything we just want 
our old life back.

I can describe at least one aspect of my life that positively points 
to the future. I will focus my thoughts and energy on this positive 
aspect and let it help guide me to the future.

I can write about…

…something I want to fulfill in memory of my loved one.

…a phrase or saying that inspires me and gives me a sense of hope.

…how discouraged I feel when I think about creating a new future.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

DEPRESSION

All this pain has changed my values… All I can think of is battling  

the depression and tears and just getting through the day.

– hanell nelson, in loving memory of her daughter, amy

Grief can overwhelm us and deepen into depression.

Feelings of worthlessness, hopelessness, and unrelenting sadness are 
potential signs of depression. So too are major changes in our daily routines, 
such as being unable to work, maintain personal hygiene, sleep, or eat.

Sometimes, we may need professional help. Seeking help is a sign of courage 
and may be the most responsible thing we can do for ourselves and our family.

I can monitor my emotional health for signs of depression.  
I can try to change my own attitudes and thoughts, or, if need be,  
seek professional help. 

I can write about…

…a recent event that has encouraged me and rekindled some of my  
    energy for life.

…a negative attitude or thought that keeps running through my head.

…my desire to feel whole and engaged in life.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

BEING UNABLE TO  
FUNCTION NORMALLY

My dad’s death was very trying. One morning I went out, started 

up the car, and backed out only to hear a very loud crash… When 

I glanced in the rearview mirror, I was shocked to see that I hadn’t 

opened the garage door! I was so out of step with life that I didn’t 

realize what I was doing.

– suzanne bangert, in loving memory of her father, robert tenner

What is normal and routine in our lives is instantly disrupted when our loved 
one dies. For a time, everyday activities take a backseat to our emotions. It’s 
as if we are disconnected from everyone and everything around us.

The shock of our loved one’s death numbs us, making us feel disengaged 
and out of control.

I will accept that my body may not function as it usually does.  
I will attempt to be patient during this period of my life.

I can write about…

…a recent situation, humorous or otherwise, that shows how out of sync  
    my mind and body have become.

…some aspects of my life that seem to be improving.

…my distress at being disconnected and out of control.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

EMPTINESS

My own heartbeat sounds like ten thousand drums each beat 

crashes in my brain. I close my eyes… but I still see emptiness.

– from “untitled” by patti fochi, in memory of her son, justin

The pain of grieving can be so loud that it sounds like the thundering beat  
of ten thousand drums. Yet even that great noise can echo hollow and 
empty inside us. We are like a lifeless shell of nothingness, empty without 
our loved one.

Though we know that our life must go on, our heart cannot bear such 
reality. To heal, we must let our heart slowly mend.

My heart is filled with emptiness at the loss of my loved one.  
I will respect this pain and let my feelings be. 

I can write about…

…a pleasant memory I hold of my loved one.

…how my loved one added meaning and purpose to my life.

…my feelings of emptiness.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

SETTLING DIFFERENCES

Many things, small irritations and upsets, had existed between my 

mother and me for some time. As her death was impending, we 

both knew this was “it” for us… I feel grateful for the quiet time we 

had to work through our differences.

 – al honrath, in loving memory of his mother, rose kerkvliet honrath

Most of us have some differences or difficulties in our relationships with 
others, even with our loved ones. Some of us are able to resolve the 
differences with our loved ones while they are still alive, and find peace.  
For others of us, however, this is not the case. Our hearts ache for a 
reconciliation that never came.

Though our loved one has died, we can still make amends by laying aside 
our differences and offering forgiveness.

I will create some quiet time to make peace with my loved one and to 
both offer and ask for forgiveness. 

I can write about…

…what my loved one has taught me about forgiving.

…something I have said or done in the past for which I would like  
    to be forgiven.

…my struggles with finding a sense of peace in my life.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

HUMOROUS MOMENTS

At Mom’s funeral we found my son, Tommy, only five, jumping 

off the table in the foyer of the funeral home. He’d been licking 

shut all the memorial cards that hadn’t been used!... Now, after 

some time has passed, I can laugh about these things. At the 

time though, I just couldn’t.

– mary laing kingston, in loving memory of her mother

Humor seems out of place after the death of a loved one. It’s not that 
humorous situations don’t exist; it’s that we dismiss them as inappropriate, 
or we lack the capacity to respond to them. But with the passage of time 
we may be able to look back and recall some amusing moments.

Recalling such moments, and laughing about them, can build positive 
feelings to replace some of the more painful ones that have fixed in our mind.

I can recall some of the comical things that happened near the time 
of my loved one’s death. I will use these recollections to build some 
positive memories and lift my spirits. 

I can write about…

…one of my loved one’s favorite jokes or funny stories.

…how awkward it felt to laugh after my loved one’s death.

…the strain of being serious so much of the time.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

GOODBYES

That last hug… 

That last goodbye 

I’ll treasure, them always. 

He wouldn’t have wanted to live in that broken body.

– barbara carnes, in memory of her father, francis e. sly

Some people have a chance to say goodbye to their loved one before  
he or she dies. These shared thoughts and feelings may be among the  
most poignant and remarkable moments in their lives.

But not all of us have a last farewell. For us, goodbyes must come in  
other ways. We can create our own goodbyes as we recall our loved  
one and connect with what is in our heart.

I will treasure my last goodbye to my loved on. whether lived or 
created, our parting was poignant and meaningful. 

I can write about…

…a time when a goodbye marked the end of a relationship.

…the bittersweet feelings I have when I think about my loved one.

…my feelings of discomfort when other things in my life draw to  
    a close.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

FITTING IN SOCIALLY

Trying to fit in is a real dilemma for me… What am I – married  

or single? Where do I fit in now?

– anonymous

Knowing how we fit in socially or how to define our relationships can be 
confusing and hurtful after a loved one dies. If we lose a child, do we have 
two children or three? 

It takes time to adjust to a changed life. How best to describe 
ourselves may be a matter of trial and error. Voicing our concerns to an 
understanding friend can help us feel more comfortable about our choices.

I will be patient with myself as I work to fit in again. I am confident 
that I will soon come to know how best to categorize myself and 
define my relationships. 

I can write about…

…a group of friends I once knew and spent time with.

…my feelings of guilt when I choose not to mention my loved one’s death.

…how awkward I feel when friends or family won’t talk about my loved one.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

THEIR SUFFERING HAS ENDED

What is much too real for me is the large lump of memories  

I carry in my heart of all the pain and sickness that were so 

much a part of over half of my son’s life… I am very glad that  

he is free of that part of the human experience.

– dan j. henderson, in loving memory of his only child, nathan

For some of us, there is a sense of relief knowing that the suffering that 
gripped our loved one’s life is finally over. As a witness to our loved one’s 
torment and distress, we experienced our own kind of anguish.

Now that the pain has ended, we can be grateful that our loved one has  
been set free.

I can feel thankful that my loved one’s suffering has finally ended. 

I can write about…

…a time in my life when I felt thankful for a positive ending to a  
    difficult situation.

…what my loved one might say in response to being free of pain  
    and suffering.

…my lingering sense of anxiety and guilt over my loved one’s death.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

FEELING DESERTED BY  
OUR LOVED ONE

I don’t feel like a survivor. I feel left behind.

– helen bevington, in memory of her husband

The death of our loved one can feel like an abandonment or desertion.  
We had planned to be together forever, and now, suddenly, we have to  
go on alone.

Like it or not, we cannot change places with our loved one. Nor would our 
loved one want us to. We are the survivors. We owe it to our loved one 
to go on, if only to honor our loved one’s memory. In this sense, we don’t 
have to feel abandoned or deserted.

I can accept my status as a survivor. I will make the most of my life 
and honor that of my loved one. 

I can write about…

…something friends, family, or neighbors have done in honor of my  
    loved one.

…what it means to be a survivor.

…my frustration and disappointment that life has not turned out differently.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

FEAR OF ADDITIONAL TRAGEDY

We were afraid that more tragedy would befall us…  

We became afraid of the dark, literally. We slept with a  

nightlight on for over a year.

– steve and mary van bockern

When a loved one dies, many of us feel vulnerable and fear further 
tragedy. We worry that we’ve been singled out for disaster, and we react 
by trying to exert more control over our world. We want some assurance 
that we will not suffer further harm.

Our desire to control our world is understandable. For now, this may be 
how we are able to feel comfortable and safe.

I will work to manage my fears and replace them with feelings of 
safety and comfort. 

I can write about…

…something my loved one taught me about my own inner strength.

…wanting to be safe and protected from further harm.

…my anger at having already made enough sacrifices in life.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

LIFE IS LOOKING UP

Surprisingly, life is looking up, I never thought that I would see 

this day… I am pulling my life together, making right choices, 

consulting my brother as I go along, and knowing he’s watching 

over us.

– michelle dubreuil, in memory of her friend and brother, rich

It can be surprising when life starts looking up. One day we suddenly  
realize that the bad moments are stretching further and further apart and 
that, finally, our reservoir of strength has begun to fill again. Our grief may 
not have gone away, but at least we know now that we can survive it.

I will appreciate my newfound sense of strength. I can be optimistic 
about surviving my loved one’s death. 

I can write about…

…a positive change in my attitude or outlook on life.

…my appreciation for family or friends that have stuck by me.

…having some reserve strength.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

HOLDING ON TO HOPE

One must hold on to hope; Even when the days are darkest, 

The hours the longest, When the heart aches the heaviest, 

And promises that were made never come true.

– from “hope” by catrina ganey, in memory of losing a love relationship

Hope gives us strength when we are grieving. Sometimes it is the only thing  
that enables us to wake each day, get out of bed, put one foot in front of the  
other, and go about our daily activities. Hope lights our way through the dark 
and lonely alleyways of our grief. With hope as our companion, we will survive.

I will hold on to hope and rely on it to survive. 

I can write about…

…a recent incident or experience that has given me hope for my future

…some good words of advice that I have received over the last few months.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

THE PRAYERS OF OTHERS

I truly believe my recovery was dependent largely on my friends’ 

prayers. Letter after letter assured me, “We’re praying for you.”

– dorothy hsu, in memory of her husband, min

The prayers of our family and friends can help us heal. They reassure us 
that others love us, care about us, and want to help us. The prayers of 
family and friends give us the courage to believe that we can survive. And 
we are surviving.

I am grateful and appreciative that friends are praying for me. 

I can write about…

…my appreciation at receiving a card or note from a special friend.

…the difficulty I sometimes have asking for help.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

GRATITUDE

…I am so glad you came.  

So incredibly honored to have  

known you at all.

– from “i’m so glad you came” by june peterson,  
in memory of her daughter, colleen kryder murphy

Whether our loved ones live for a long time or a very short time, we are 
honored and grateful to know them. Their presence in our life is an  
incredible gift. We are thankful beyond words.

I am grateful for the gift of my loved one’s existence. I will honor and 
remember them always. 

I can write about…

…an ability or perspective of mine that I feel grateful for possessing.

…how I still feel out of control at times.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

OUR LOVED ONE’S EXAMPLE

My dad left me so many gifts and good memories. He taught  

me to accept both love and death through his example. 

– dick friberg, in memory of his father, roy c. friberg

Our loved ones are our role models, helping us learn how to handle both  
the hardships and the rewards of life. We are empowered by their 
examples, and our achievements reflect their influence. We can – and 
should – acknowledge the influence our loved ones have had on us.

I am proud of the influence my loved one had on me. I will let my 
loved one’s example continue to empower my life. 

I can write about…

…an important life lesson that I learned from my loved one.

…my difficulty paying attention to my own feelings and needs.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

COMING TOGETHER AGAIN

I found that healing is like assembling a puzzle, beginning at  

its center and building outward without knowledge of a border  

or ending. As the scene develops, the intensity softens  

– the healing proceeds.

– anonymous

Our life may have felt very scattered and unconnected after our loved one 
died – all the pieces tiny and fragmented with no shape or form. Those 
early days and weeks were an agonizing struggle.

Fitting our life together again has meant facing unknowns and uncertainties. 
The order and meaning we have in our life today is born of hard work and 
effort. As we have reassembled the puzzle of our life, healing has taken place.

I can recognize the efforts I have made to rebuild and reconstruct my life. 
I have healed and will continue to heal. 

I can write about…

…one or two aspects of my life that feel better now and indicate to me  
    that I am healing.

…someone who has inspired and helped me along the way.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

PEACEFULNESS

Nothing can bring you peace but yourself,

– ralph waldo emerson

After the death of a loved one, it can be very difficult to regain a sense of 
peace. We are so angry, bitter, resentful, and envious in our grief. With 
work and time, however, we adapt and change. We grow in acceptance 
and feel a greater peace in our life.

The sense of peace i need is inside me. as I continue to work on 
my grief, I will feel better about my life and the world I am part of. 

I can write about…

…a shift in my thinking or attitude that has helped me feel more at peace.

…how I am still working to accept my loved one’s death.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

SILENT REMEMBERING

Losing my parents was devastating. Later, when the silence  

allowed a small, gentle flow of music to return to my heart,  

then and only then could I experience the depth of gratitude,  

appreciation, and pride for the richness of their lives.

– dr. beverly musgrave, in loving memory of her parents,  
mr. and mrs. fred p. musgrave

Our pain and sorrow can be so overwhelming that they obscure the 
beauty of our loved one’s life. In the calm, quiet reflection that comes with 
passage of time, we can rekindle fond memories of our loved one. We 
have much to appreciate, and celebrate.

In the stillness of my grief I can rediscover the beauty and richness 
of my loved one’s life. 

I can write about…

…something unique and special about my loved one.

…ongoing obstacles to my healing.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

THE LOSS EXPERIENCE

Guilt: 

guilt when you smile again – laugh again 

guilt when you start forgetting 

guilt that you have the desire to live again 

guilt that you get hungry and need other people

– from “feeling the loss” by gisela schubach,  
in memory of all those who live in her thoughts

Time has marched on, and so has our grieving. We are healing, if only  
little by little. Some of the devastation we originally felt has subsided, yet 
every once in a while it crashes down upon us again in full force. Is it okay  
to go on?

Guilt is always stalking us. But however much we may question ourselves, 
we must go on, if but to honor the memory of our loved one.

I can allow guilt to challenge my choices and thinking.  
In the end, I will chose to go on living. 

I can write about…

…one way that I have dealt with my guilt while grieving.

…what I’ve learned about grief and loss from a bereaved friend or coworker.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

WE NEVER STOP LOVING THEM

The best advice anyone ever gave me was to  

remember that I never have to stop loving her.

– elizabeth levang, dedicated to her grandmother, salute belluz

All of us experience some pressure to put the death of our loved one behind  
us and get on with life. When people admonish us that we are grieving too  
long or too deeply, we feel hurt, even confused.

Our grief has no end. We will love our special person forever. That is our right, 
our gift to our loved one and to ourselves.

I have the right to love forever. Ii will never forget my loved one. 

I can write about…

…a bittersweet memory I have of my loved one.

…a movie or book that has been especially helpful to me.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

DRAWING STRENGTH

My child was my guide in helping me grow even stronger in  

my relationship with my husband, with other people, and with 

myself… So even though my child never got the chance to  

grow physically, in my heart and emotions my child is a giant  

and a large part of my life.

– lois holmes, in loving memory of baby holmes

Our loved ones can inspire us. They can help us to live more productive 
and meaningful lives, to build closer relationships, and to understand 
ourselves better. Even in death, a loved one may open our eyes to other 
possibilities. The changes we make are that loved one’s precious legacy.

The death of my loved one has changed me. I will draw upon my 
loved one’s legacy of love for strength. 

I can write about…

…what I consider to be part of my loved one’s legacy.

…how comforted I feel when someone reminisces about my loved one.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

ACKNOWLEDGING OUR LONG 
STRUGGLE

We have learned what real love is about. We have learned, too, 

that courage and strength can grow as far as we are willing to  

allow them, and that the human spirit has no limit.

– cathy gunning, in loving memory of her son, freddy

The death of our loved one has been an agonizing experience. More than 
once we have been anxious or fearful about our own ability to survive. Our 
suffering has been profound. Healing has come slowly, day by day, week  
by week.

Still, most of us have had some triumphs along the way. We may have 
come to understand what love is, what life is all about, and what the 
human spirit is capable of enduring. Out of our suffering new truths have 
been learned and wisdom gained.

I have learned some invaluable lessons since my loved one died.  
I will celebrate all I have achieved during this long struggle.

I can write about…

…something I’ve learned about myself and others since my loved  
    one’s death.

…the worries I still have about making room for joy.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

LINGERING “WHYS”

I’m still trying to deal with the “whys.” My daughter’s cardiologist  

explained to me that they were able to learn from what happened  

to her and have been able to help three other babies… 

I know that someone else’s baby would have died… but why did  

it have to be my Robin?

– diane crater, in loving memory of her daughter, robin marie crater

Even after much time has passed, the “whys” may linger. Though some good 
may have come from our loved one’s death, it may still seem unfair. We want 
answers.

Trying to understand the “whys” is natural. It is part of the process of healing.  
If nothing else, it helps to have someone who will listen sympathetically to   
our questions.

I can want answers to my “whys.” my questioning is a way to  
foster healing. 

I can write about…

…any answers I have received that have proved helpful to me.

…how I have been able to walk through my fears.



j o u r n a l t h e m e

MEMORIES OF THE HEART

We cry for all the moments 

We know will never be. 

Now our memories must sustain us 

As your spirit is set free.

– from “afterthoughts of the heart” by joyce lung and linda moxley,  
in loving memory of ann marie cavnar

Our life will never be the same. As we remember our loved one, there  
will always be regrets, sorrow, and a longing to have had more time.  
Our memories are our bond with our loved one. Though we will always  
grieve what we lost, we will also always remember what we shared,  
and in this way we will always be together.

I will allow my memories to be my continuing bond with my  
loved one.

I can write about…

…my need for some alone time once in a while to take care of me.

...how I want others to remember my loved one.
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