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HOW WISDOM HAS HELPED ME WITH GRIEF
By Alisha Bozarth www.alishabozarth.com
I’ve loved wisdom for as long as I can remember. But it got me thinking…has wisdom helped me to grieve
well? Has it helped the healing process? I think so. How can it not, it’s wisdom. At first it was hard, because
as someone who enjoys the practical qualities of wisdom, grief was nothing but a tyrannical ball of emotions
that seemed contrary to anything wisdom offered. But wisdom has helped to temper the ride. From very early
on, I wanted to grieve well. I didn’t want to “get stuck,” so to speak. I wanted wisdom to lead me rather than
the tyrant. Here are some of the things I feel wisdom has led me in.
One: Allow. Wisdom told me I had to allow myself to feel. Allow the pain. Allow the anger. Allow myself to
cry. Allow myself to break down. I knew if I suppressed it, it would do me no good in the long run. I knew grief
would seep into other facets of life if it wasn’t able to erupt and flow where natural and necessary. So I didn’t
stop myself from feeling. Which meant… I was miserable. So miserable I didn’t know how my skin was still
intact because I felt like a flipping series of explosions. I also didn’t seek to deny, distract, bury or ignore my
grief. Although I did seek distraction, I didn’t seek total distraction. I allowed myself to be busy to offer reprieve,
and then I allowed myself to just sit in my grief and feel all the feels, giving it its proper due.
Two: Roots. Wisdom told me to plant myself into the truths I knew. Although at the time it didn’t make me feel
any better, I made a distinct effort to remind myself of some important truths. Without truth, emotions are a
tempest with no anchor. I wrote some truths I needed on 3×5 cards and set them at easy places to read.
Truths that combated the very things I struggled with. Truths that put my pain into some kind of perspective
(I’m not alone nor have I suffered as much as others). Truths that reminded me what I believed about God
even though I felt far from Him. Without rooting myself in truths, I would have been left to the ravages of grief
with nothing to guide it. Without rooting myself in wisdom, I would have been at the mercy of the roller coaster
of emotions with nothing to temper it. And one of the best truths I rooted myself in was the fallacy of needing
to be strong all the time. Screw that.
Three: Dig. Wisdom said it takes effort. Dig for hope. Dig for healing. Digging is work. Lots of work. It doesn’t
happen by chance. It doesn’t happen casually. I had to actively search for a new vision for my life. I had to
search for a new identity for myself. I dug for a new purpose. Nothing makes grief more powerful than feeling
like all hope, happiness, purpose and identity died with the one you loved. And like all things worth doing,
effort is required for progress.
Four: Self-Control. Wisdom was like a leash. You know those parents that have their kids in those harnesses.
Yeah, those. No one was more shocked than me by the things I contemplated doing. Things I would have
never considered doing before. All my rules and morals seemed superfluous. Why not throw caution to the
wind and distract myself with whatever I wanted, ease the pain with whatever was available? Honestly, if it
wasn’t for wisdom, I’d have done just that. It was only the voice inside me telling me that the roads these
choices could lead me down would be nothing but drama and complications in the long run that kept me in
check. Don’t let grief be your excuse to lack self-control. You will never regret wise decisions. But you will
regret foolish ones.

Five: Initiate. Wisdom told me reach out. I didn’t want to wait around to be asked to join an activity, or asked
to lunch after church. I didn’t want to wait to see if life would serve new interests on a silver platter. I knew I
needed to initiate things for myself. Take the reins. I asked people to go do things with me. I started hobbies
I’ve always wanted to try like cello lessons, ballroom dancing lessons, and travelling. I asked people when I
needed help with something. Yes, lots of people say, “if you need anything, just call me.” But no one is going
to wait outside your front door hoping you will give them a job to help you. Tell them. Reach out. Initiate. I
knew if I waited around for life to happen to me, not only would it leave me with too much time on my hands
for grief to manipulate me, it would also leave a foot in the door for self-pity and bitterness to sneak in.
Six: Conquer. Wisdom nudges me to not stay locked in my own head. Fears of all the unknowns seemed to
drown me at first. I don’t like tackling new things outside my comfort zone. Like… at all! The smallest thing
seemed so, so scary. For instance, I didn’t know how to check the water softener, so I avoided it for months.
I finally called someone to come help me (refer to number 5). When I walked out there with him, I noticed the
lid, with arrows that said “salt”. Oh…so you just dump in the salt. I felt a little silly for calling him all the way
out there to show me the obvious. But every time I tackled a new, an unknown, a previously undone thing, no
matter how small…. I felt a little stronger. At the beginning it was little things, like getting an oil change and
changing the air conditioner filters by myself. But it grew to small projects around the yard and tackling belts
on my riding lawnmower. And every step conquered brought a small reminder that I can survive.
Seven: Willing. Wisdom taught me this simple thing: I cannot reach where I am not willing to venture. I HAD
to be willing to get out of my comfort zone. Be willing to get out of the house. Be willing to take that trip.
But….even more important and even more painful to accept is… I also had to be willing to get better. People
cannot be willing to get better for a variety of reasons, many having to do with fear or guilt. But I had to
be willing to reach for a new life. I had to be willing to adapt. I had to be willing to let grief lessen its grip on
me as time went on. If I’m not willing to get better, I will not get better. And mind you, this didn’t come without
challenges, because it is easy for grief to manipulate us into thinking that we are betraying our loved ones by
getting better and moving forward. But because of wisdom, I knew that to be a false notion. So I reverted to
number two (see above), and rooted myself into the truth that moving forward isn’t the same as forgetting.
Eight: Escape Bitterness. Wisdom preaches this…Bitterness is an evil weed that finds fertile soil among the
grief-stricken. And like any weed, it benefits no one and offers nothing healthy. Sure, there were people and
circumstances that I could have focused on and fertilized those weeds. But why? Why would I want that?
Wisdom is a strong proponent of releasing that weight. I didn’t want to focus on what I thought people should
have done but didn’t. I didn’t want to search for ways people had let me down. (By the way, I could have been
at the top of that list.) I didn’t want to concentrate on why the situation was unfair so bitterness could choke
even more of my faith. So like any good gardener, I plucked those suckers out. No room for those weeds
here.
Nine: Grow. The first rule of wisdom is willingness to learn and be corrected. I may not have chosen this
classroom, but I do choose to take advantage of it. I want this experience to teach me, grow me, refine me,
mature me. I can’t change it so I might as well allow it to make me better. I wanted my strengths to become
more refined and my weaknesses to be pruned. I wanted eternity to become more real and what is important
in life to become more….well, important.
At the beginning, when grief was loudest, these nuggets of wisdom were simple measures. Sometimes
conquering was as simple as doing the dishes to overpower the apathy I felt. Sometimes initiating was as
simple as partaking in a church function to make myself get out of the house. Sometimes allowing meant
crying for two hours in bed and skipping an activity because at that moment I didn’t need to be around people,
I just needed to sink in my sadness.
There are always a hundred things swirling around your head while grieving. So step back, and question
which voice is the wise one. It may not be the one you want to listen to. It may not be the easiest. But you will
never regret wisdom.
And, P.S… wisdom never makes you feel condemned for failing or struggling. That’s the last weight we need
to carry. Each day is new. Each day make wisdom your goal. And if one day, you don’t feel strong enough,
try the next day. Big hugs everyone.
Although Alisha Bozarth has not lost a child, her perspective and insights on the grieving process are valuable. Alisha lost
her husband in a car accident on January 5, 2017. She now blogs about grief, widowhood and faith during tragedy on her
website. You can find her on her website www.alishabozarth.com or on Facebook where she has an author's page sharing
tidbits on life as a new writer and life as a widow.

THE GAP…
By Michael Crenlinsten

The gap between those who have lost children and those who have not, is profoundly difficult to bridge. No
one whose children are well and intact can be expected to understand what parents who have lost children
have absorbed, what they bear. Our children now come to us through every blade of grass, every crack in
the sidewalk, every bowl of breakfast cereal, every kid on a scooter. We seek contact with their atoms – their
hairbrushes, toothbrushes, their clothing.
We reach out for what was integrally woven into the fabric of our lives, now torn and shredded. A black hole
has been blown through our souls and, indeed, it often does not allow the light to escape. It is a difficult place.
For us to enter there is to be cut deeply and torn anew, each time we go there, by the jagged edges of our
loss. Yet we return, again and again, for that is where our children now reside. This will be so for years to
come and it will change us, profoundly. At some point, in the distant future, the edges of that hole will have
tempered and softened, but the empty space will remain–a life sentence.
Our friends will change through this. There is no avoiding it. We grieve for our children in part, through talking
about them, and our feelings for having lost them. Some go there with us; others cannot and, through their
denial, add a further measure, however unwitting, to an already heavy burden.
Assuming that we may be feeling “better” 6 months later is simply “to not get it”. The excruciating and isolating
reality that bereaved parents feel is hermetically sealed from the nature of any other human experience. Thus,
it is a trap–those whose compassion and insight we most need are those for whom we abhor the experience
that would allow them that sensitivity and capacity.
And yet, somehow, there are those, each in their own fashion, who have found a way to reach us and stay,
to our immeasurable comfort. They have understood, again each in their own way, that our children remain
our children through our memory of them. Their memory is sustained through speaking about them and our
feelings about their death. Deny this and you deny their life. Deny their life and you have no place in ours.
We recognize that we have moved to an emotional place where it is often very difficult to reach us. Our
attempts to be normal are painful, and the day to day carries a silent, screaming anguish that accompanies

us, sometimes from moment to moment. Were we to give it its own voice, we fear we would become truly
unreachable and so we remain “strong” for a host of reasons even as the strength saps our energy and drains
our will. Were we to act out our true feelings, we would be impossible to be with. We resent having to act
normal, yet we dare not do otherwise.
People who understand this dynamic are our gold standard. Working our way through this over the years will
change us as does every experience– and extreme experience changes one extremely. We know we will
have actually managed to survive when, as we have read, it is no longer so painful to be normal. We do not
know who we will be at that point nor who will still be with us.
We have read that the gap is so difficult that, often, bereaved parents must attempt to reach out to friends
and relatives or risk losing them. This is our attempt. For those untarnished by such events, who wish to know
in some way what they, thankfully, do not know, read this. It may provide a window that is helpful for both
sides of the gap.

Editor’s Note: Many of our readers believe that our deceased children and siblings can send them signs and are comforted
to receive a message from them. Below is a submission from one of our readers about signs that she has received from
her son. K.C.

The Butterflies Are Coming - Don’t Miss Them!
By Linda Zelik
My husband and I were devastated when we lost our twenty-four-year-old son, Kevin, from a tragic accident
in 2010. In the years following his death, as we grieved, we were blessed to receive many signs from him. I
firmly believe that Kevin sent these signs to let us know he is happy on the other side as well as to help us
heal.
Afterlife signs in the form of butterflies are one of the most frequently reported types of visits. Perhaps the
reason for this is because of their symbolic significance. The butterfly hatches as a caterpillar that eats
voraciously for several weeks and quickly grows unto a fat, long crawling bug. It then crawls up to a safe
surface and attaches firmly. As it hangs, its body forms a “J” shape that soon becomes shrouded in a cocoon
within a day or two. This has often been thought of as symbolic of death. In the cocoon stage it neither eats
nor drinks as it hangs. The timing varies between species, but for the monarch it is ten to fourteen days. Then,
miraculously, the former caterpillar emerges as a fully formed butterfly with no traces of its former appearance.
It hangs for a few hours allowing the wings to dry out and stretch before flying away as a new life form. This
transformation from one form of life to another has long been thought to symbolize life after physical death.
The first sign we received was at our son’s graveside service. We handed out twenty-four white balloons, one
representing each year of his life. After the brief service, we stepped out from under the canopy and released
the balloons in unison. At that exact moment, a beautiful monarch butterfly flew just over our heads joining
the balloons as they floated heavenward.
Throughout the first two years after his passing I experienced profound grief. I was overwhelmed with both
excessive crying as well as extreme anxiety. My heart raced and I was unable to take a deep breath. Some
months after losing my son, as I was walking in our neighborhood, a small white butterfly caught my eye. It
was sitting in the dirt while wildly flapping its wings. I stopped to stare at this inexplicable sight. As I watched,
mesmerized, I realized that the wings were beating at the same rate as my heart. While standing there,
stupefied, it began to gradually beat its wings slower and slower. That is when a powerful thought came over
me, “Mom, you need to calm down!” Then I noticed that my heart was slowing in sync with the butterfly’s
wings. Also, I was finally able to take a much-needed deep breath. That is when I realized what a wonderful
gift my son had just sent me.

Several months after burying our son, my husband, Joe, and I needed a distraction and decided to take a
road trip to Colorado. While there we took a hike along a gently flowing waterfall. My husband suggested we
get off the trail and sit in order to enjoy the scenery. As we sat, a monarch butterfly appeared just in front of
us. The odd thing was that it repeatedly flew back and forth while appearing to stare at us. This was such an
odd behavior that it had our full attention. After several minutes, the butterfly landed in the dirt a few feet away
and walked back and forth while continuing to stare at each of us. Now this was getting really strange,
especially as it kept this up for ten minutes before finally flying away. My physicist husband looked at me and
said, “Do you think that was Kevin?” I replied, “Absolutely!”
A year later, we took a guided tour through the Northwest National parks, including Butchart Gardens in British
Columbia, Canada. While there we visited a beautiful and lush butterfly garden nearby. My husband and I
wandered around on different paths. I spotted the most beautiful butterfly I had ever seen, a Blue Morpho.
This caught my interest because when its wings were closed it resembled a large moth with black spots on
its brown wings. However, the top surface, which could be seen as it flew, was a gorgeous iridescent blue. I
desperately wanted to photograph the beauty of this magnificent creature but every time it settled on a flower
or piece of fruit it instantly closed its wings. After thirty minutes of failed attempts, I gave up and told Joe about
my frustration. He frequently talks to our son in thought, so he asked him, ‘If you want, Kevin, would you help
mom get this picture?’ Ten seconds later, that same butterfly flew over to us and landed on the front of Joe’s
cargo pants. The butterfly opened his wings and stayed there for over a full minute. I took both stills and video
while commenting, “This butterfly must really like you!” After it flew away my husband revealed to me what he
had asked Kevin to do. Tears of joy ran down my face as I realized that this was yet another sign from our
beloved son.
To me, each of these occurrences was beyond a coincidence as most were contrary to the natural behavior
of butterflies. There is no doubt in my mind that these were signs from Kevin and as such, have given me
tremendous solace and healing. I think it is important for anyone grieving the loss of someone for whom they
have a strong love-bond to be open to, and be on the lookout for, signs they might be sending. It also doesn’t
hurt to ask for a sign, you just might be pleasantly surprised.
Linda Zelik is a retired Occupational Therapist and happy to be a grandmother to her daughter’s two little girls. She recently
published a book entitled, From Despair to Hope, Survival Guide for Bereaved Parents. For more information go to her web
site www.griefhelp4parents.weebly.com
_________________________________________

Mother-Daughter Connection Leads to
Angel of Hope Garden
By Linda Frohning (St. Louis MO Chapter Bereaved Parents of the USA)

Editor’s note: For the Closing Ceremony of our 2020 Gathering Conference, we
will be visiting the Angel of Hope Garden in St. Louis. We hope there will be many
parent-child or sibling connections facilitated by this tour. K.C.
In January, I took a hiking trip with 40 people on a bus to old and historic
cities in Florida, such as St. Augustine and Jacksonville. Each day we
hiked 8 to 10 miles and visited historical sites that included old
fortresses, historical buildings, churches, cemeteries, and learned about
brave people who formed our nations heritage.
On a sunny morning our bus rolled into Amelia Island, Fla. and our bus
driver announced that we would be dropped off on Historical Main
Street, but that we were taking a detour because the street was too
narrow for our bus to travel down.
We traveled by St. Peters Church built in the 1700’s. It had a cemetery behind it and to my shocking surprise,
a Garden of Hope Angel, glowing stately and elegantly in the morning sunshine. I was not expecting to see
this on the trip and it brought tears to my eyes. I could not stop crying and the people on the bus must have
thought I was absolutely crazy.

After calming down, I explained to them there are Angel of Hope Gardens throughout the country and their
intent is to provide a restful retreat where parents can connect with their deceased child. I also shared that
ceremonies are held in memory of these children and that parents can purchase a brick in memory of their
child to be inscribed and placed in the garden.
I felt my daughter’s spirit tugging at me that morning and I knew that she had a mission for me that was meant
to take me back to the Angel of Hope Garden.
So, I excused myself and went off on my own that day. My first inquiry was at the Visitor’s Center, the ladies
were lovely, but knew nothing about the Angel of Hope Garden.
My second stop was at a bookstore and when one of the first books I saw was 60 Minutes to Heaven, Natalie’s
spirit guided me to talk to the cashier. She also knew nothing, but recommended “The Coffee Shop” restaurant
for a good lunch, so I proceeded up the street getting closer to the Angel of Hope Garden.
I sat on a couch by the front window, deep into thought for about a half hour, when Natalie’s spirit was tugging
at me to start a conversation with the two teenage girls sitting across from me. Stating that they were locals,
I eventually asked them about the church and Angel of Hope Garden. They had seen the angel statue but
were unsure what it represented.
I showed them a picture of the Angel of Hope Garden in the St. Louis area on my cell phone, and they flipped
a few more pictures to the one of Natalie’s brick that says “A Rett Syndrome Angel”. They both responded
with “Oh yea, we know all about that disease, it is very rare and mostly only in girls”. They then shared that
their small town of only 10,000 people has a girl, named Sarah with the disease and that they do community
service and have worked with her mom, Ingrid on the annual fundraiser. I felt a total out of body experience
to be hearing this from these girls. Rarely do you meet someone who knows about RS and never ever teenage
girls in a small town. I hugged the girls and cried once again, telling the girls that Natalie’s spirit had connected
us that day and that it was leading me up to the garden.
So, I followed her spirit up the hill and visited the Angel of Hope Garden, which once again was an emotional
experience. Somehow, I felt peacefulness and that her spirit wanted me to do something, but I had yet not
made the connection.
I headed back down the hill, thinking about the connection with the teenage girls and anticipating the bus ride
back to the hotel, feeling extremely, emotionally exhausted. But Natalie’s spirit now was guiding me into an
antique shop. I said to her, “Natalie, what do you want me to see in here, maybe a baby?” Natalie was a
special needs child and absolutely loved babies. Sure enough, inside I met baby Wyatt and his parents from
Niceville, Fla. Baby Wyatt was such a joy and just smiled and laughed and made me feel so good. I knew that
Natalie wanted me to smile and be happy that day rather than crying and being sad. After I left, I regretted
not taking a picture of baby Wyatt.
Only two blocks from the bus, but Natalie’s spirit was still working on me and led me into a gift shop.
Immediately inside, I saw a wooden block picture of St. Peters Church, where the Angel of Hope Garden is
located. So I picked it up to purchase and expressed to the cashiers that I thought there was an angel in their
shop that my deceased daughter wants me to have. Sure enough, there was an angel called “The Comfort
Angel” who came with this message, “Hold your angel and say a prayer, for no burden is too large to share.
Keep her close within your palm to bring you comfort, peace and calm. In times of sorrow, stress and strife,
she’ll guide you on the road of life; so whether near or far from home, your angel brings comfort, and you are
never alone.”
Within a block from the bus, the thought of a delicious ice cream cone pulled me once again into “The Coffee
Shop” restaurant where I had met the teenage girls and there was baby Wyatt and his parents. So I sat with
them and we all had dessert. I was able to take a picture of baby Wyatt, which I think Natalie wanted me to
have and to depart that day with a smiling face. I see my precious Natalie in every baby’s smile and laugh.
Reflecting on my day that night, I suddenly realized that my mission was to write an article about the Angel of
Hope Gardens and to raise awareness about them. In the three years since Natalie’s passing, I have visited
three Angel of Hope Gardens: the 1st where I live in the St. Louis area, the 2nd in my hometown of Olney, Il.,
discovered after my sister-in-law’s mother’s funeral, and now the 3rd on Amelia Island, Fla. And, last but not
least, my mother’s middle name is AMELIA, another mother-daughter connection on Amelia Island, FL.
Mothers love their babies forever, no matter where they are, on earth or in heaven.

YOGA FOR GRIEF: THE 5 BEST POSES
By Paula Stephens http://www.crazygoodgrief.com

Time To Move Your Asana
How you take care of yourself during grief and loss is crazy important. Today I’m going to share with you five
simple yoga for grief poses that you can do to help ease your grief. There is so much about yoga that is good
for grief that I almost feel like I’m cheating you by only giving you five of the best yoga for grief poses.
The poses, also called ‘asanas’ in the world of Yoga, are simple ones that no matter how fit you are or how
bad you feel today, you can do these – right now if you want!
Why Yoga for Grief is Important to Your Healing
Unless you have lived under a rock for the last decade you know that yoga is crazy trendy. There is everything
from bootcamp style yoga to meditative/restorative yoga. Which means you can find a style of yoga that fits
you and your needs.
Don’t get discouraged if you tried yoga in the past and you didn’t like it or are worried that you ‘can’t do it’.
Start from where you are today, honor that sexy hunk of beautiful body you are in right now! And by all means
don’t wait until you are in shape , until you lose the weight, or until your BFF will do it with you. Yoga is not
about all those silly things – yoga is about Y-O-U, exactly how you are right now today!
Grief is not just an emotional loss. Grief sets up shop in every nook and cranny of your body. I can see you
nodding your head, yes, right now! You know what I’m talking about don’t you? The physical ache in your
heart, the recurring headache, the joint pain, the fatigue, the digestive issues, changes in sleep patterns…
need I go on?
Yoga allows you to move your body in a subtle way that shifts your grief and creates small changes on the
cellular level. These small changes are empowering! Your grief won’t go away, rather it will become a partner
in the healing process, showing you where to direct your efforts.
5 Asanas To Begin to Heal
These yoga for grief poses are simple and focus on restoring your broken heart and beginning to stitch it back
together. All of these photos were taken from Yoga Journal‘s website and I would encourage you to head
over and check out all the other amazing poses you can learn!
Begin this sequence by sitting quietly for a few minutes and set an intention or dedication for your practice.
This is a fancy way of giving purpose to your yoga. Perhaps you want to dedicate it to your loved one who
has passed, or to someone you know who is struggling. You can also set an intention of loving yourself and
accepting whatever happens during your practice as simply perfect… just like you! 🙂
Stay in each pose for 30 seconds to a minute or 3-5 breathes, whichever feels better to you. Slowly transition
to the next asana and reset your intention as you go.
When you finish the last one, savasana, take a moment to notice any shifts or changes in your mood or
energy. Take 3 breathes, inhaling through the nose and exhaling through the mouth – Smile!

As you come into Child’s Pose. rest your forehead on your
mat. Stay here for 3-5 breathes focusing on feeling your lungs
quietly expand and contract.

Tuck your hands under your buns and press your elbows into
the floor until your head, neck and shoulders rise up. Let your
head dangle back and open the throat and heart. Activate your
leg muscles and press the ball of your foot forward.

Sphinx Pose

Bring your elbows under your shoulders, as you press your
elbows into the mat imagine you can press your heart forward
towards your hands. Tighten your leg and press your tailbone
towards your heels.

Corpse Pose. The traditional closing to most all yoga
practices. Relax by bringing your arms to your sides and
extending your legs (you may also bend your knees if it makes
your back feel more relaxes. Close your eyes, relax your neck,
throat & jaw…. aaahhhhh…..

How Much Yoga Is Enough?
This is a simple yoga for grief series that you could
do every day or you could do just one of these each
day! The magic of yoga is taking time to become
more mindful of how your body feels and how that
affects your mood and mind.
Start from where you are…
This is so wonderful! It can be done with a rolled-up blanket
under the hips (as shown) or not. Keep the neck in a natural
extension of the spine and open the arms to the side.

Breathe – Love – Smile – Accept

___________________________________________
Please join us as we commemorate 25 years of helping
grieving parents and families rebuild their lives after the death
of a child. August 7–9, 2020 in St. Louis Missouri.
Our Gathering theme “25 Years of Hope” says it all. BPUSA
has been a beacon of hope for grieving families since its
beginning in January 1995.
The Gathering Conference will be a three-day event with
keynote speakers, workshops, meals, entertainment and
memorial ceremonies all designed to help bereaved parents
and their families understand that they are not alone in their
grief. Our annual Gatherings have been praised as wonderfully
meaningful experiences, life-changing in many ways.
Participants come away feeling refreshed and revitalized,
better informed about the grieving process, more aware of
hope and promise and affirmed by meeting new friends who
travel the same path. This year, our closing ceremony on
Sunday morning will include a short bus trip to visit the Angel
of Hope Memorial in Blanchett Park, St. Charles, MO.

