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Sometimes, especially in the early 
months and even years of grief, all we 
can remember is the pain and horribleness of 
our loved one’s death. Pain seems to overshadow ev-
erything. These shadows seem to make every day harder and in 
winter, the shadows seem longer, deeper, darker. The snowflakes seem 
small, less beautiful. The magic of winter’s decorations only leaves us 
cold and barren. If we begin as frozen beings, the journey through grief 
becomes a process of thawing. And each of us will defrost in a pattern 
as unique and individual as the snowflakes that drift across the window-
pane, leaving little icy streaks of memory on the heart.

So, be patient with yourself this winter season. Recognize your own 
unique emotions and hurts and learn to identify the tracings of your own 
snowflakes of grief. You will survive these winter days and this winter 
season. You will begin to defrost eventually, and it will be far less pain-
ful if you will begin to cherish your differences rather than use them as 
weapons and yardsticks of judgement.

Ways to Thaw, Survive and Find Hope

lBrush your teeth, every morning. No matter what else happens, do that 
and you are on your way. Just keeping a routine is a way to counteract the 
craziness. It is a “responsible, adult” thing to do and is a start. Just do it. 
Your dentist, mother and everyone you encounter will be glad you did.

lTake out the trash. Just get it out of the house. Someday you can try 
getting it out on the right day.

lBe realistic. It will hurt, but don’t try to block bad moments. Be ready 
for them. Let those hurting moments come, deal with them and let them 
go.

Continued on Page 3 . . . 

Snowflakes
by Darcie D. Sims, Ph.D.

Have you ever stood outside, with your head tilted back and your 
mouth open wide, trying to catch a snowflake? Snowflakes fall 
everywhere, on your hair, your chin, your eyelashes, even your 
nose, and some even manage to land on the very tip of your 
tongue, only to vanish before you can really get a taste.

Each snowflake is a completely different design and pattern. No 
two are ever created exactly the same. It is a mystery that contin-
ues to delight “snow catchers” everywhere. There are very few 
things that can be so lovely, so delicate, so perfect, so different 
and yet disappear so quickly, never to be reproduced in exactly 
the same pattern again.

Sometimes it seems as though people are like that, too. Those 
we love are so lovely, so delicate, so perfect, so different--and they 
disappeared too quickly, too.

Each of us is as unique as those childhood snowflakes. We each 
have a unique look, sound, smell, touch. We are cut from unique 
patterns, assembled in an endless variety of shapes, styles, com-
binations. We look, sound, talk, think and act differently than 
anyone else. There are no identical matches just as there are no 
perfectly identical snowflakes.

We know this, but when it comes to grieving, we demand that ev-
eryone grieve the same way. Some of us will talk our way through 
the iciness of our grief while others prefer more solitude. Some 
want to read everything they can about grief while others wish to 
submerge themselves in work. Some cry endlessly while others 
never shed tears. We are as unique as snowflakes drifting from 
the sky.

There is no right or wrong way to grieve, although there are some 
ways that are a bit less dramatic. Just as the snowflakes find their 
way to their destination, so too, will each of us find our own way 
through grief. Frozen hearts and numb minds do, eventually, 
thaw. Icy memories that chill to the bone can grow warmer as we 
begin to move through our grief.

Whatever hurt we are carrying begins to weave itself into our very 
being, and eventually it becomes a part of our history. We begin 
to become the sum total of all of our experiences. Our unique 
patterns begin to reflect our unique journeys.

We carry souvenirs of our hurts, each stored away until time to 
add them to the next hurt, thus piling up one hurt after another, 
all to be carried forever in our being. These hurts leave scars, 
some big, some small, but all significant in their pain. Each scar 
must have a place in our being. We become a carefully organized 
mass of layers, as delicate and intricate and individual as a snowflake.
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When a 
Grandparent Dies
by Alan D. Wolfelt, Ph.D.

When a grandparent dies, the grand-
children may or may not actively 
mourn. Their unique responses de-
pend, of course, on the unique rela-
tionships each of them had with the 
grandparent.

Some children are extremely close to 
their grandparents; they may see them 
frequently and even overnight with 
them. In some cases, grandparents 
even assume a primary parenting role 
for their grandchildren. When a grand-
parent to whom a child is close dies, the 
child can be profoundly affected. On 
the other hand, in our highly mobile 
culture, some grandchildren rarely, if 
ever, see their grandparents. Naturally, 
these children may not express a need 
to mourn when a long distance grand-
parent dies.

Still, don’t assume that distance in 
child-grandparent relationships deter-
mines the depth of feelings. A child 
who lives down the street from his 
grandmother may feel less close to 
her than a child whose far-away grand-
mother writes, calls or visits often.

We also know that many children feel 
disenfranchised after the death of a 
grandparent if the death is not openly 
acknowledged, publicly mourned or 
socially supported. You may have heard 
people say, “Well, it was only his grand-
parent. The child has to have known 
that the grandparent would die some-
day.” Obviously, these kinds of com-
ments don’t allow for the ”teach me” 
philosophy I advocate.

In families where grandparents were 
strong matriarchs or patriarchs, there is 
often a ripple-effect across generations 

as the family unit struggles to redefine 
itself. Perhaps the family doesn’t get to-
gether as often as it did before Grand-
ma’s death. Now the children may not 
see their cousins and aunts and uncles 
as often as they did before, creating a 
compounded sense of loss.

The per-
sonality of 
the grand-
parent also 
i n f l u e n ce s 
c h i l d r e n ’s 
responses. 
Some older 

adults are naturals with children and 
the kids feel very close to them. Other 
older adults may have a difficult time 
relating to young children. Therefore, 
they may be around the children but 
still not create any kind of emotional 
bond.

A personal example might help illus-
trate here. When I was growing up, I 
had very different relationships with - 
and feelings for - my two grandmoth-
ers. One grandma was nurturing and 
supportive; in her eyes I could do no 
wrong. When she died and her loving 
personality was gone, I felt a deep sense 
of loss and sadness. My other grand-
mother was hypercritical and strict 
disciplinarian. Often she made me feel 
ashamed. When she died, I had more 
mixed feelings, I still missed her and 
grieved her death, but I did not miss her 
personality and the way she sometimes 
made me feel.

As always, the key in companioning 
children through grief after the death 
of a grandparent is to let the children 
teach you about what the death means 
to them. Then, support them non-judg-
mentally in their need - or lack of need 
- to mourn the death.

Death of my Grandpa
My Grandpa was a kind and loving 
person. I was six when my grandpa 
died, and I only remember a few things 
about him. He was very proud of me 
and took me places. He always took me 
across the street and bought me candy.

“The day my grandpa died, we got a 
phone call and they said my grandpa 
was very sick and in the hospital. My 
family drove to Jasper and before my 
mom got to the hospital, my grandpa 
was already dead. Once my whole fam-
ily found out, we all started crying.

“My grandpa knew me at times when 
he couldn’t remember other people. 
The last words he said to me were, 
‘Goodnight, Sweetheart.’ I know my 
grandpa is happy now because he is in 
Heaven.”

Essay written by a sixth grader about 
the first death she ever mourned. Thanks 
to teacher, Dave Harris, Newburgh, In-
diana, for submitting this essay to Dr. 
Wolfelt.

Anyone old enough to love is old 
enough to grieve. Even before chil-
dren are able to talk, they grieve 
when someone loved dies. And those 
feelings about the death become a 
part of their lives forever.

Caring adults, whether parents, rela-
tives or friends, can help children dur-
ing this time. If adults are open, hon-
est and loving, experiencing the loss 
of someone loved can be a chance for 
children to learn about both the joy 
and the pain that comes from caring 
deeply for other people.

Dr. Alan Wolfelt

“We also know that many
children feel disenfranchised after 
the death of a grandparent if the 
death is not acknowledged, 
publicly mourned or socially 
supported.”
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Snowflakes Continued . . . 

lTake care of yourself physically. Eat right. 
Exercise (or at least watch someone else). If 
nothing else, jog your memory.

lLeave the word “ought” out of this holiday 
season. Work at lifting depression. Take re-
sponsibility for yourself. We cannot wait for 
someone else to wrap up some joy and give it 
to us. We have to do that for ourselves. Think 
of things you enjoy and give yourself a treat 
occasionally.

lBuy a gift. But a gift for yourself. Wrap it, 
but don’t hide it! Just when you think you are 
going “off the deep end”, open it up and en-
joy. While you are buying a gift for yourself, 
buy one for your loved one as well. Wrap it 
up and give it away to someone who might 
not otherwise have a gift. Pass on the love 
you shared together and it can never die.

lBreathe. In and out, in and out. It’s that 
simple and that hard. Some days just breath-
ing is all you can manage. Other days it’s a 
bit easier, so relax and enjoy those moments 
when you can remember your loved one’s 
life instead of focusing only on the death.

lHang the stockings; place a wreath on the 
grave. Do whatever feels right for you and 
your family.

lMake a snow angel. Get outside. Catch 
snowflakes. Build a sand castle. Take a mem-
ory walk.

lPut something that reminds you of your 
loved one in your pocket and every time you 
need a hug, just pat your pocket and recall 
the loving connection between you. I carry 
a rock with me always, to remind me of the 
steadiness, security and sturdiness of his love. 
I’ve carved the word HOPE on that rock so 
I won’t forget what hope is all about. Hope 
isn’t a place or a thing. Hope isn’t the ab-
sence of pain, or sadness or sorrow. Hope is 
possibility. Hope is the memory of love given 
and received.

Surviving really isn’t too hard. Living can 
be. No matter how crazy the world or out 
of “sync” you feel, don’t lose the treasure of 
your loved one’s presence in your life. You 

don’t have to say good-bye. You don’t stop 
loving someone just because he died.

Claim your grief and your unique way of sur-
viving. Do whatever it takes to remember the 
life of your loved one, not just the death.

Each footprint is unique, each hurt is differ-
ent, each snowflake the only one ever creat-
ed. Your love is real, just as is your pain. But 
leave the regrets behind in the slush. Bring 
the joy of loving with you into this holiday 
season. Let its memory light your world. Our 
loved ones died, but we did not lose them. 
Time and space become meaningless for us. 
The bonds between us are too strong to let 
death sever the ties. So light a candle and 
whisper a thank you for the moments you 
traveled together. Our arms may be empty, 
but the heart is full. And every time you see a 
snowflake or just imagine one, remember to 
cherish its unique design and pattern...and to 
cherish your unique footprint through grief.

Reprinted with permission from 
Bereavement Publishing, Inc. (888-604-4673). 

 

Come Join Our Hospice of Salina Volunteer Team! 

Volunteering for Hospice of Salina helps make a difference in the 

life of a patient and/or their family.  A little of your time can be a 

significant, positive change to our patients.  We have many volun-

teer opportunities available to fit your talents.  

*  Patient /Caregiver Assistance 

*  Bereavement 

*  Administrative 

*  Fundraising 

For more information, contact Julia D’Albini, Volunteer Coordinator 

at 785-825-1717.  

  

In Memorium

Lavonne T. Woody...................................1/12/2022
Jane Louise Crichton..............................1/13/2022
Gearl Bailey................................................1/18/2022
Carol Vogan...............................................1/22/2022
Michael J. Cedillo.....................................1/22/2022
Gretchen M. Morgenstern....................1/23/2022
Audrey L. Miller.........................................1/24/2022
Roscoe T. Acklin, Sr..................................1/24/2022
Frederick W. Johnson.............................1/25/2022
Marcia F. Anderson.................................1/29/2022
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NOTICE OF NON-DISCRIMINATION: Hospice of 
Salina provides services without regard to race, color, 
national origin, disability, age, sexual orientation, any 
other protected status, or inability to pay.

Websites
www.salpublib.org
www.americanhospice.org
www.childgrief.org
www.aarp.org/griefandloss
www.centering.org
www.griefnet.org
www.centerforloss.com
www.compassionatefriends.org
www.willowgreen.com
www.compassionbooks.com
www.insightbooks.com
www.hopethroughhealing.com
www.livingontheedge.org
www.highmarkcaringplace.com
www.journeyofhearts.org

Adult Books 
Author ........................................................................................................................................ Title

Rev. Arlene Churn ................................................................ The End is Just the Beginning: 
 Lessons in Grieving for African Americans

Richard Gilbert .................................................Finding Your Way After Your Parent Dies:
 Hope for Grieving Adults

Nita G. Aasen ............... Living Still, Loving Always: Essays of a Bereaved Adult Child

Beryl Glover .................................The Empty Chair: The Journey of Grief After Suicide

Children Books
Ellen Sabin ........................................................The Healing Book: Facing the Death, and
 Celebrating the Life of Someone You Love

Lucille Clifton ........................................................................... Everett Anderson’s Goodbye

Julie Reece Deever ............................................................................. Say Goodnight, Gracie

Joan Prestine ........................................................................................Someone Special Died


