






Community organizations have a variety of speakers and 
program. A recent speaker began his talk with a poem, “The 
Power of One.” It was a moving poem and the speaker 
said each of us had the power to make the world a better 
place. When I returned home I searched for the poem on the 
Internet.

Written by an anonymous author, the poem made me think of 
my grief journey, a journey of multiple losses and profound 
sorrow. The fourth verse says one step starts a journey, 
one word starts a prayer, one hope raises your spirits, one 
touchshows you care. At the end, the author wrote, “You see, 
IT’S UP TO YOU!”

Grief recovery was up to me. In 2007 I lost four family 
members, my daughter (mother of our twin grandchildren), 
father-in-law, brother, and former son-in-law. Four deaths 
in nine months were so shocking I was almost immobile, 
both physically and emotionally. But I had lost other family 
members earlier in lifeand, thankfully, was able to assess my 
grief.

Just as the poem says, I knew one step would start the 
journey. That step was to write about my grief. My daughter 
and father-in-law died the same weekend. A week later, I 
sat down at the computer and started writing short articles 
about grief-related topics. I also made a promise to myself: 
I’ll write for a year, stop, and see what I find. Month after 
month, I continued to write articles and many of them were 
posted on a royalty-free website.

For me, writing is a spiritual experience, sort of like a prayer.  
Before I begin my writing day I often meditate for a few 
moments. Five years ago I meditated about my husband and 
me becoming GRGs – grandparents raising grandchildren. I 
meditated about my new role, caregiving, and encouraging 
teens. Years passed, and thoughts from my meditations 
worked their way into my writing.

Slowly, four individuals, two loving grandparents, two 
energetic teenagers, merged into a grandfamily. We talked 
more, lingered at the dinner table, and laughed together. 
Our grandson began to ask my husband, a retired physician, 
medical questions that puzzled him. Our granddaughter, a 
wonderful writer herself, asked me about writing. Today, our 
house is the home they come home to, and I think they like 
coming home.

Each college break, each holiday, we await them eagerly, the 
back door opening, footsteps on the floor, and the call, “Hi, 
I’m home!” The twins both graduated from high school with 
honors, received college scholarships, and are succeeding in 
college. Their accomplishments give us, and them, hope for 
the future.

But I must be honest. There we times, really dark times, when 

I went backwards on the recovery path, and was almost out 
of hope. Thankfully, I had family, friends, and church to rely 
upon. I also knew myself, knew my coping skills, and was 
willing to create new ones. To put it another way, I believed 
in my power of one.

No matter where you are in your grief journey, you have that 
power. You can turn negative thoughts to positive, blame to 
acceptance, despair to hope. It isn’t easy, I know, but the 
human spirit is resilient, and you can do it. When the darkness 
fades and light starts to appear, you can plan the new life that 
awaits you, and how you will tap your power of one.

(Posted by harriethodgson@charter.net)
Harriet Hodgson has been an independent journalist for decades. She is a 
member of the American Society of Journalists and Authors, Association 
of Health Care Journalists, and Association for Death Education and 
Counseling. Author of 30 books, she has appeared on more than 160 talk 
shows, including CBS Radio, and dozens of television stations, including 
CNN. Her work is cited in Who’s Who of American Women, World Who’s 
Who of Women, Contemporary Authors, and other directories. Harriet 
lives in Rochester, Minnesota, with her husband and twin grandchildren. 
Please visit her web site for more info about Harriet, www.harriethodgson.
com. Reprinted with permission from Grief Digest, Centering Corporation, 
Omaha, NE, 402-553-1200.

Even in Grief, You Have the Power of One
By Harriet Hodgson

The Power of One

One song can spark a moment,
One flower can wake a dream.
One tree can start a forest,
One bird can herald spring.

One smile begins a friendship,
One handclasp lifts a soul.

One star can guide a ship at sea,
One word can frame the goal.

One vote can change a nation,
One sunbeam lights a room,

One candle wipes out darkness,
One laugh can conquer gloom.

One step must start a journey,
One word must start each prayer.

One hope will raise our spirits,
One touch can show you care.

One voice can speak with wisdom,
One heart can know what’s true.
One life can make a difference,

You see, IT’S UP TO YOU!



JULIET FAITH HARRINGTON
Sept. 2, 1976 ~ Aug. 25, 1994

Dearest Juliet:

Our best friend, our sister and daughter, our 
savior at times.  This is the best description of 
you.

We have been missing all that you were for nearly 
20 years, and it still feels like yesterday.

All the memories of us together are so vivid.  I’m 
glad for them, even though the memories hurt.

Thank you for everything you were.  You were 
always there when we needed you, and probably 
didn’t really know how much we appreciated 
you.

We are so glad you were 
a part of our lives.

Our love always,
 Mom and Michael

CLARA HARRINGTON-JONES
Aug. 26, 1994 ~ Aug. 26, 1994

My Dear Precious Clara:

There is a lovely verse that speaks these words:

 “Life’s most beautiful things are not seen 
with the eyes, but felt with the heart.”

For almost 20 years I have been feeling you with 
my heart, unable to hug you or touch you in the 
way any mother yearns to with her child.

I am unsure of most things in life anymore, but 
of this I am certain - when we see each other for 
the first time, there will be no doubt who belongs 
together.  I will know my “baby” immediately!

Until then, I love you 
more and more,

 Your Mom

Submitted in Loving Memory by Mary Harrington, Topeka TCF Chapter



Musings 
Isn’t it strange that things we once took for 
granted, have changed so much? 

Things like the soft wings of a brilliantly colored 
butterfly, or the radiant colors in the sky at dawn 
and sunset or perhaps a song we heard in passing 
or a movie, we once took for granted. But now, 
these very same things can bring on tears and 
leave us feeling a deep sense of longing. 

Why? Are these not the same as before? What 
changed? We did. The things we once took for 
granted are now viewed with much more than 
human eyes. We now experience these things 
through the eyes of a broken heart. 

I believe grief gives us a very different view on 
things. A heart bruised and broken by loss has 
a new tenderness and compassion.  Just look  
inside yourself at how your views have changed.  
I also believe this is our children speaking to us 
saying ... look at the beauty and know that I am 
still near. 

~ Sheila Simmons, TCF Atlanta, In Memory of my son Steven Simmons 

Rosebush Full Of Blooms

On a rosebush full of blooms, there is
occasionally one rose more fragile 
than the rest. Nobody knows why. 
The rose receives the same amounts 
of rain and sun as its neighboring 
blooms: it receives the same amounts
 of food and water from the earth, 
of clipping and tending and gentle encouragement from 
the gardener. 

Its time on earth is neither more nor less significant 
than that of the other blooms alongside It has all the 
necessary components to become what it is intended to 
be: a beautiful flower, fully open, spreading its petals 
and fragrance and color for the world to see.

But for some reason, once in a while, a single rose 
doesn’t reach maturity. It’s not the gardener’s fault, nor 
the fault of the rose. So it is that sometimes, despite 
the best growing conditions, the best efforts of the 
gardener, the best possibilities for a glorious blooming 
season, a particularly fragile rose will share its growth 
for awhile, then fade and die. And the gardener and the 
rosebush and the earth and all around grieve.

We are never ready for a loss, not for the loss of a 
promising rosebud, whose life appears ready to unfold 
with brilliant color and fulfillment, in the midst of our 
grieving, we can remember the glimpses of color and 
fragrance and growth that was shared. We can love the 
fragile rose and the fragile soul for the valiant battles 
won and the blooming that was done.

And as our own petals unfold, we can remember the 
softness and beauty of those who touched us along the 
way.

                ~ Ernestine Clark, TCF, Oklahoma City OK
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A self-help organization offering friendship and
understanding to bereaved parents and siblings.
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We need not walk alone. We are The Compassionate Friends.

We reach out to each other with love, with understanding, and with hope.

The children we mourn have died at all ages and from many different causes, but our love for them unites us. 
Your pain becomes my pain, just as your hope becomes my hope.

We come together from all walks of life, from many different circumstances.
We are a unique family because we represent many races, creeds, and relationships.

 We are young, and we are old. Some of us are far along in our grief, 
but others still feel a grief so fresh and so intensely painful that they feel helpless and see no hope.

Some of us have found our faith to be a source of strength, while some of us are struggling to find answers. 
Some of us are angry, filled with guilt or in deep depression, while others radiate an inner peace. 

But whatever pain we bring to this gathering of The Compassionate Friends, it is pain we will share, 
just as we share with each other our love for the children who have died.

We are all seeking and struggling to build a future for ourselves, but we are committed to building a future together.  
We reach out to each other in love to share the pain as well as the joy, share the anger as well as the peace, 

share the faith as well as the doubts, and help each other to grieve as well as to grow.

We need not walk alone. We are The Compassionate Friends.
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