
 

Legacy of Love 

For Two Children 
By Jeff Zhorne 

Director, The Grief Program 

My  family and I had just finished a day of touring the 
Cotswolds when rain started to mist the windshield 
on that Friday night in England 19 years ago. As I 

guided the rental car through an intersection, a large car bar-
reled over a hilltop and broadsided us at full speed.  My daugh-
ter, Amelia, 18 months old, was killed instantly, and Jeremy, 
four, went into a deep coma from brain hemorrhaging and was 
hooked up to life support in a nearby hospital. My wife, Wendy, 

suffered internal injuries, a 
broken leg, and multiple 
fractures. I experienced 
herniated discs and later 
underwent surgery. 
 Words cannot ex-
press what it feels like to 

have your entire family unconscious—Amelia would not be com-
ing back, Jeremy might come back, and Wendy almost certainly 
would, but was to experience incredible pain and suffering.  

 The anguish is still today very real. 
 Jeremy’s case was straightforward—straightforwardly 
bad. “I have to say the outlook for survival is not good,” said 
the orthopedic consultant. It looked as if Jeremy was just 
asleep. He had many signs of life: warmth, pink cheeks, respi-
ration. But his chest moved only with the ventilator. 
 Our families were notified and immediately flew to 
England to help us. They sat beside Jeremy and talked to 
him. We tried 
to raise one 
a n o t h e r ’ s 
hopes. “All 
we need is a 
flicker in his 
brain.” But it never came. He died within three days. 
 I wanted to say a few words of tribute and Christian 
hope over him, but I could only weep, not caring who heard or 
saw. Wendy, momentarily taken off morphine, managed better 
and said a prayer of thanks for his short life. She sang a 
hymn. 
 We thanked the nurses, collected a pathetic bundle of 
clothing, and spent the next two weeks waiting for Wendy to 
recover enough to return to our home in the western United 
States. 
 

Missions to Feel Good 
  

On 
ce we returned home, I felt utterly helpless. I did 
not know where to turn. So I went on missions to 
feel good and to escape the painful devastation. 

But my personal life spiraled down with the loss of my mar-
riage, loss of my career, and loss of my health.  I could sense 
within me a low-grade infection akin to melancholy and numb-
ness starting to set in. Life seemed to be closing in around 
me, bringing a guardedness, defensiveness, restriction, and 
even withdrawal. 
 People tried to help us cope by offering phrases of 
supposed comfort like, “Be grateful you still have your wife,” “It 
could’ve been worse,” and, “You just have to let go and move 
on.” 
 

Let go of what? Move on to where? 
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“Like so many others coping with grief, 

I didn’t lack the courage to recover; 

I just didn’t know where to turn.” 

 

“Grief Recovery helped me see 

that pain  doesn’t equal love. 

Pain equals pain.” 



 I heard so much of this stuff that I either wanted to lash 
out or get crazy.  Most of the time I’d just stay home, turn down 
the blinds, order out, and pop in a movie.  I felt attacked by the 
pain, so I projected it outward.  My reactions in life were becom-
ing skewed and disproportionate. 
 The black chasm of grief created an emptiness that au-
thor Henri Nouwen characterizes as “ . . . one of the most painful 
emotions a human can feel.  Empty people can’t feel their own 
need for love, and they can’t feel others’ love for them.”  My deep 
sadness left me drowning in that kind of empty detachment. I felt 
disconnected from the world and the people in it. They didn’t 
seem real. I could see and hear them, but couldn’t feel them. 

Like so many others coping with grief, I didn’t lack the 
courage to recover; I just didn’t know where to turn. I did what 
everybody wanted me to do: Try to get over it. Act as if every-
thing’s all right and put on that “I’m fine” face. 

 

Discovering What Was Unfinished 
  
 I finally came to the point where I had to recover or die.  
After stints with therapists, support groups, and books on griev-
ing, I stumbled onto the process of Grief Recovery. There I found 
a way to “finish the unfinished emotional pain” and end the isola-
tion and loneliness. I learned that pain didn’t have to be a family 
member. I didn’t have to accept my pain as a permanent condi-
tion or build my identity around it. 
 Jeremy and Amelia will never occupy their rooms again, 
never take their places at the table or play in the sandbox. But by 
becoming complete with their deaths, memories of them no 

longer tear me up. Fond memories stay fond now because they 
both leave a legacy of love, not pain. Grief Recovery helped me 
see that pain doesn’t equal love. Pain equals pain. 

Being able to freely express all the thoughts and emo-
tions connected with loss, including the regret, and acknowledg-
ing the loss of unrealized hopes, dreams, and expectations has 
led to a healing that has opened the way to peace of mind—and 
even joy—for me. Recovery provided me with the correct tools. At 
last I’m happy to be reminded of Jeremy and Amelia. Not that I 
somehow “got over it,” for that event is still very much a part of 
me. But I’ve learned to incorporate that loss and my enduring love 
for them into my life. I needed to enjoy the fond memories of Jer-
emy and Amelia. I needed to remember them not only for the way 
they died, but especially for the way they lived.

 

Orange Tree Blooms of Love 
 

For me, a helpful analogy is considering a beautifully 
blooming orange tree wafting a fragrance of sweetness and 
delicious fruit. Those are the fond memories I savor and that 
linger on—it’s the way my two children lived. Unfortunately, 
wrapped around the trunk of that orange tree is a toxic vine 
strangling the life out of the tree. The vine is the pain.  

 

This work is about saying good-bye to the 
pain so sweet memories flourish. And they do. 

 
I still miss my kids. It’s okay that I’m sad from time to 

time. That’s being human. But pain—I can do something 
about pain. Instead of reaching for a drink, I can reach for the 
phone and express to a friend any undelivered communica-
tions or emotional truths I want to express. For example, I 
might say: “Jeremy, I miss you right now. I wonder how you 
would have looked at 8 (or 18 or 28). Thank you for your giddy 
laugh, for helping me with the yard work, and for being so 
good with a hammer. I’m sorry I couldn’t do more for you the 
day you died. I’m so grateful for all our times together in the 
mountains camping and fishing. I want you to know how much 
I love you and miss you. And now I will say good-bye until 
next time. Good-bye, Jeremy.” 

Today I have the privilege of helping hurting people 
who are stuck in confusion and loneliness move beyond loss 
by completing incomplete emotional relationships. I help pro-
vide the correct skills we were never taught from our earliest 
ages. By saying good-bye to conflict, pain, and isolation, we 
are able to hold the fond memories of loved ones forever. 

To all of you today who are dealing with the pain of 
losing your child, my heart goes out to you, and my prayer for 
you is that you, too, will find greater peace and joy.  If you 
would like to speak with me, please contact me. 

 
 You may reach Jeff at 

www.thegriefprogram.com  
or by calling  

(661) 733-0692 
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Jeremy & Amelia 
Forever Loved 



A s we watch the 
tragic and pain-

ful live coverage of 
the people living in 
Haiti, we find our-
selves deeply im-
pacted by what we 
see, creating a 
swelling of deep 
emotions and per-
haps even feelings 
of helplessness 
within. In general, 
their losses remind 

us of our own, and we 
feel our compassion 
pouring forth.    

   We are each so deeply connected by the losses we have ex-
perienced in our own lives that we immediately recognize the 
meaning of “that look” on another person’s face—that look of 
hopelessness, pain, and shock. In that moment, we are deeply 
moved. That is the compassion we feel because we “know” and 
care. 
   Seeing another person who is also suffering a loss evokes the 
feelings within us that we have over our own losses. For most 
reading this newsletter, it is the deaths of our children. Over and 
over again we see the images of people grieving or in shock as 
they deal with the deaths of their loved ones in the aftermath of 
the earthquake. As bereaved parents, we are naturally drawn to 
thinking about the parents whose children have died. It is not un-
usual for some of us to turn away from the coverage and devasta-
tion because we are already overwhelmed with simply living day 
by day with our own grief. For others, we are compelled to watch 
and feel, as we figure out how we might help. There is no right or 
wrong way for you to approach tragedies such as the Haiti earth-
quake. There is simply the way that works for you and best sup-
ports where you are right now on your own grief journey as you 
are rebuilding your lives without your children. 
   When tragedies such as the disaster in Haiti are brought into the 
privacy of our homes, we each have to decide what we are able to 
handle based on where we are in our own grieving processes at 
the time. Some will find that they simply cannot handle hearing 
and seeing the images and stories regularly, and others find that it 
is helpful to get involved in whatever way possible. Just a re-
minder that we are all different, and we need to remember to care 
for ourselves during such a tender and difficult time. We would 
encourage you not to make yourself wrong or feel guilty if the im-
ages and stories are simply too overwhelming to take in right now. 
If that is the case, then avoid immersing yourself in them. If you 
can tolerate some, but not all, then do that. If you want to get in-
volved and help, then do that. In other words, know your limits and 
respect them. There will come a time later down the road where 
you will be able to be there for others. If it’s not right now, then so 
be it. 
   So in the wake of the Haiti and other tragedies, care for yourself 
and handle them in the way that works best for you at the time. In 
the meantime, know that there are tens of thousands of people 
who can handle helping at this time and that are doing so. Also, 
when the time is right, know that griefHaven will be there in what-
ever way possible. 

 

 Last month we told you about the beautiful memory 
candles created by Kim Griffin, and many of you contacted 
her and ordered your own special candles. 
 

Wow!  Was I Ever Surprised and Happy With Mine! 
 

   Although we don’t usually do a second article about mean-
ingful products, we are making an exception this time.  That is 
because I ordered my own 
candle with Erika’s photo on it, 
and it arrived just before 
Christmas. I cannot begin to 
tell you how beautiful, serene, 
meaningful, and special it has 
been seeing Erika’s sweet 
face glowing with the soft, 
gentle flicker of a candle be-
hind it.  
   It has been almost eight 
years since Erika died, and I 
would never have dreamed 
after all of this time that this 
candle would bring Wendell 
and me such warmth, peace, 
and serenity, but it has. We light it every night. For the 
amount of meaning it brings, you cannot beat the price, ei-
ther. 
   If you are interested, a candle would be a great gift for your-
self, something wonderful to give to someone who is coming 
upon their loved one’s anniversary, or as a special way of 
saying “I care” to anyone who has lost a loved one. I’m so 
happy to have mine.   
   Again, to order, contact Kim directly at: 
 

kimbergriffin173@yahoo.com or by writing to her at: 
 

Kim Griffin 
c/o Memories Of You Candles 

173 Black Rock Lane 
St Charles, MO  63304 
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Memory Candles 

Kim’s son, Ryan Thomas Griffin 

This satellite image shows Port-au-Prince, Haiti. The image was 

taken by the GeoEye-1 satellite from 423 miles in space at 10:27 

a.m. EST on Jan. 13, 2010. Courtesy of Star.com. 

The EWG Foundation and griefHaven are secular organizations dedicated to bringing you information that may be of 
support to you and others.  Information contained in any of our newsletters does not constitute a direct endorsement by 
us for any specific method, individual, or product unless otherwise stated.  Our purpose is to present you with varied 
possibilities, allowing you to choose what you feel will be of support. 

Haiti 
Dealing With Tragedy During Your Grief 

—By Susan Whitmore, Founder & President 


