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of anyone from anywhere. The best 
way to explain Josh‟s life and death 
is to share a small portion of the 
book I wrote, One Way Ticket, after 
Josh‟s death—  
   At thirty-eight, Josh was dead from 
a heroin overdose.  
   In 1970, at the age of thirteen, he 
went from shooting hoops in the sub-
urbs to shooting heroin in the ghetto. 
His journey took him from the Bimah 
of the synagogue to the ultimate hu-
miliation of San Quentin. He spent 
twenty-six years in and out of rehab 
programs, jails, torment and hope. 
Throughout his nightmare, he main-
tained strong ties with many of his 
friends and family who were waiting 
for a drug-free Josh to emerge. 
When he drugged out, he hid out. 
When he was in recovery, we gath-
ered new strengths. 
   In June of 1995, he quietly brought 
his journey to its end by taking his 
own life.  

J osh chose to overdose after a 26-
year struggle to live with and with-

out heroin. I have had time to make 
peace that his suicide was the only 
way he knew to get out of a lifetime 
of pain and shame. I also believe that 
my awareness of world history where 
people have continually lost their 
children unnecessarily, cruelly, and 
regularly has saved me from asking 
those never-to-be answered ques-
tions, “Why—why Josh? Why Me?”   

W hen I was asked to write about 
the life and death of our son, 

Josh, I thought, “What can I possibly 
say that is new or not a cliché?” Un-
fortunately, many of us who read the 
griefHaven Newsletter have lived 

through the deaths of our children. 
Poets, philosophers, theologians, 
specialists, and broken-hearted par-
ents have all agreed that this life-
changing tragedy is unparalleled. In 
time, most of us find a way to claim 
new strengths, and that is what I did.   

J osh Lowenthal was an adored 
child, born with an abundance of 

blessings, who should have thrived 
and contributed, but who instead per-
ished in a modern-day plague. He 
was raised with love and support and 
enjoyed many of the special ameni-
ties that growing up in an affluent 
neighborhood could offer. Of course, 
addiction knows no age or socioeco-
nomic background. It eats at the soul 

W e survivors understand that 
there are unlimited unique 

reactions to human experiences—
but yours, mine, and how many 
others seem similar? So many writ-
ers have spoken for me, felt for me, 
and expressed almost all of my 
reactions to the mysteries of life, 
addiction, medical systems, parent-
ing, guilt, God, and love. I further 
believe that the nature of parenting 
unites us. Who has not identified 
with the following? “It hurts so bad 
that I cannot save him, protect him, 

keep him out of harm‟s way, shield 
him from pain. What good are fa-
thers if not for these things?”—
Thomas Lynch, The Way We Are. 
There are never enough of other 
people‟s words. We need them. 
They universalize our pain, and we 
learn that we are not alone and not 
crazy.  

J osh was gone, and so a new 
chapter of our lives had begun. 

We began dealing with mourning—
the need to be simultaneously 
alone and not alone. It is madden-
ing! During that first month I pretty 
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The  holidays were upon me as I 
began to consider the manner in which I 
would honor my daughter and grand-
daughter—Jessica Lee Haynie and 
Drew Madison Haynie in the griefHaven 
Newsletter. Jessica and Drew passed 
away in August 2002, six days apart. 
Jessica was 24, and Drew was ten days 
old. Jess was my only child and Drew 
my only grandchild. 

I t is no less than a miracle to me that I 
have survived the years that have 

gone by since the girls‟ deaths, and that 
I am thriving again and able to share 
with you today from a place of love and 
peace. As I read these words from The 
Healing Runes, “There is a calm to be 
found on the far side of grief, a peace 
unknown to those who have yet to 
grieve,” a chill came over me,  for I have 
found a calm on the far side of grief, and 
yes it is a peace that was unknown to 
me before I grieved. 

C hristmas was always a very special 
holiday for Jess and me. It had 

been just the two of us for years, and we 
had created our own traditions. In re-
flecting now, the last Christmas we 
spent together was most profound. We 
celebrated Christmas Eve, and Jess 
was extremely emotional. Through 
tears, she announced to me that she 
told God, “I do not want to be here one 
more Christmas by myself!” As Jess 
wept, it felt to me like her soul was 
weeping as she poured her heart out. 
We discussed how my divorce from her 
father, and then his tragic death, had 
impacted her and her relationship with 
men. Jess missed her daddy so much 
and longed for his love. Unfortunately, 
because her face was so swollen and 
red from crying, I did not take any pic-
tures of her that last Christmas Eve we 
had together—a decision I would later 
question.  

T he day after Christmas, Jess called 
me crying and said, “Mom, I have 

something to tell you.” She then said, 
“Mom, I‟m pregnant,” and my response 
was, “Oh my God, Jess! You will not be 
here by yourself next Christmas!” Jes-
sica continued, saying, “Mom, I am 24 
years old, and I am having this baby. 
You raised me by yourself, and I turned 
out great. I know I can do this.”  I said, 
“You will be a great mommy, and you 
will have lots of love and support around 
you.”   

W e soon learned that Jess was due 
August 27, 2002, and was having a 

girl just like she wanted. Jessica was 
very healthy, and the pregnancy 
seemed perfect. Then Jess got what we 
thought was the flu. After several days 
of a high fever and flu-like symptoms, 
Jess was admitted to the hospital, and 
on Friday, August 9, 2002, Jessica gave 
birth to Drew Madison by emergency C-
section. Drew was so beautiful and 
looked so much like her mommy. But 
the very next day, Jessica ended up in 
ICU. Within days Jessica was in a coma. 
Drew spent five days at home   and was 
then rushed to the hospital with a high 
fever. Eventually they both ended up on 
life support. 

W hat started out as a perfectly nor-
mal and healthy pregnancy had 

quickly turned into a nightmare. Drew 
died in my arms on August 19, a mo-
ment I will never forget, and I just knew 
in my heart that Jessica would join her;  
she did, six days later. The autopsy re-
sults showed that Drew died from 
“Sepsis Syndrome and Herpes En-
cephalitis,” and Jessica died from 
“Disseminated Herpes Infection and He-
patic Failure secondary to Herpes Infec-
tion.” It turned out that Jess‟s boyfriend, 
who was Drew‟s father, had been diag-
nosed with herpes ten years earlier and, 
due to lack of knowledge on his part, did 
not realize he needed to inform Jess.  

I n the course of three weeks, my world 
as I knew it was shattered. My life was 

turned upside-down and inside-out. My 
heart began to ache with a pain so deep 
and so intense it took my breath away. 
The “grace” that had sustained me dur-
ing Jess‟s and Drew‟s hospital stays 
dissipated and left the stages of shock 
and grief with raw, stabbing, grating pain 

that would last a very long time. Anger 
surged with the vengeance of a tsu-
nami, and I felt feelings I had never felt 
before. Almost everything I thought I 
knew or believed was challenged, ex-
amined, and “up for review.” The long 
and winding road into the darkest 
nights of my soul began. Family, 
friends, and others who cared, or who 
had also lost a child, surrounded me. I 
refer to them as my “earth angels.” 
And even though, in the first period, 
the gifts of dreaming about Jess and 
Drew or feeling their presence strongly 
around me sustained me for a while, 
that only lasted for brief moments, and 
then down I would go again.  

T hat first Christmas I could barely 
walk into a  Hallmark or depart-

ment store. Just seeing the words 
daughter, granddaughter, mother, or 
grandmother would pierce my heart. 
For weeks I had been praying for 
some semblance of peace, and that 
Sunday, December 8, something pro-
found happened. I awoke feeling so 
angry that I went outside and broke 
four glass bowls, screaming and cry-
ing as I swept them up. I prayed that 
God would heal my heart. I asked Je-
sus to please help me find some 
peace. After all, it was “His” season. 

T he next morning I found a box of 
Jess's Christmas cards. As I pe-

rused the cards, I came upon an unad-
dressed sealed envelope. My heart 
pounded as I opened it. The caption 
read, “May the peace and the promise 
of Christmas fill your heart with joy." 
To my utter surprise, it was signed by 
Jess and included a hand-drawn 
heart. Talk about a Jessica moment! 
And what synchronicity! The splendor 
of finding that particular card and see-
ing my daughter‟s handwriting the very 
day after I had prayed for peace took 
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With Great Honor: 
A Christmas Gift—Heaven Sent 
  by Corinne Cherek, Mom and Grandmother 

Jessica & Drew Haynie 

“ I have found a calm on 
the far side of grief . . . 

unknown to me before.” 



 

Congratulations 
to actor and comedian 

Bob Saget 
Recipient of Our 2008 Peace of Heart™ Award                                                                  
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I nspired by the memories of his beloved sisters, Andrea 
Marce Saget and Gay Audrey Saget, Bob Saget, well-

known comedian and actor, has used his comedic gift to raise 
much-needed funds for the Scleroderma Research Founda-
tion, which is dedicated to fighting a disease that remains in-
curable. Despite his busy life, Bob gives his time and lends his 
name to this and many other humanitarian efforts, bringing 
greater Peace Of Heart™ to many throughout the world. 

Marc & Violet Klaas 
presenting award 

Dolly Saget, Bob’s mother, speaks 

Dr. Graham Woolf, MC 

Davis Gaines, Broadway’s & Los 
Angeles’s Phantom of the Opera, Singing 

“Music of the Night” 

Bob Saget, Richard Riordan, 
Former Los Angeles Mayor Bob Saget , Susan Whitmore,  

Founder & President 

Bob Saget, Didi & Rabbi Steven Reuben 

Susan Whitmore speaks 

Bob Saget, Dolly Saget 
A precious mother/son moment Michael Josephson, Character 

Counts, KNX Radio, speaks 

Adam Saget, Co-Chair 

2008 
Peace of Heart Award 

Honoring 
 Bob Saget 

Laughter is music to the soul— 
It lifts the heavy heart, 

Announcing a new moment of joy. 
Your gift of reaching inside 
And gently freeing laughter 

Is surpassed only by 
Your generous, humble and loving spirit. 

In memory of your beautiful sisters, 
Andrea Marce Saget & Gay Audrey Saget, 
Whose legacies live on in all that you do. 

Bob Saget’s acceptance speech 

Jennifer Woolf, 
Chair 

Davis Gaines 

Photos by Mark Davis & Stevens Ross 
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A Child’s Point of View 
by Paisha Fellows 

 

M y name is Paisha Fellows, and I 
am now 14 years old and a 

freshman in high school. I am Erika 
Whitmore Godwin‟s cousin and Susan 
and Wendell Whitmore‟s niece. Dur-

ing the time of Erika‟s sickness, I was 
in second grade. I was eight years old 
when Erika passed away. Many peo-
ple will say that a second grader 
doesn‟t understand—that it‟s just too 
much for her to comprehend such 
complex emotions. They are partially 
right, but mostly they are wrong. 

I  love my cousin. I may have been 
the family member in her life for the 

shortest time, being the youngest, but 
she was a steady part of my eight 
years. I remember family events: 
Christmas playing the game Twister 
where Aunt Susan and Erika cheated 
by trying to push each other over, fun 
get-togethers, and when we met 
Sandy Godwin, Erika‟s fiancé.  

I  may not have consciously noticed 
it, but when your family is as small 

as ours, you become very close. At 
the time when the sickness hit, Erika 
and Sandy were planning their wed-
ding. I was ecstatic because my sister 
and I got to be the flower girls! I had 
attended many weddings, but that 
would be the first time where I got to 
participate in the ceremony—every 
little girl‟s dream!   

W hen Erika was diagnosed with a 
sinus tumor, from my perspec-

tive, things went on as usual for a 

while. But then one day my parents told 
us the wedding was being postponed to 
give Erika more time to “get better.” As 
things got worse and Erika came to the 
United States from Canada for treat-
ment, we began visiting her more often, 
and I understood. I knew she was sick, 
even though it seemed like everyone 
else was acting like things were okay. I 
felt like the adults were trying to “soften” 
the truth to protect me, but that only 
made things harder. 

I  don‟t remember all the details of 
those six months so many years ago, 

but there are a few moments that stick 
out as key points. One is shopping at 
the local Marshalls. My sister, Kendra, 
and I were running around looking for 
the coolest, softest beanie hat we could 
find for Erika, who had just started los-
ing her hair from chemo. We finally set-
tled on a soft cashmere-feeling gray hat 

to give Erika. It meant so much to me to 
be able to give her something special 
that we had picked out. 

A s much as I would like to say I 
don‟t, I still—to this day—remember 

Erika more in her sickness than in 
health. The first picture that comes to 
my mind when I think of her is that day 
we all sat on the couch, she in her new 
beanie hat, eating ice cream, and 
Kendra and I putting her socks on for 
her. We may have been happy and hav-
ing fun, but when I think back on it now, 
I can remember the emotions that I 
couldn‟t place before in Erika‟s eyes: 
sadness  and pain. The next moment 
that stands out is about four months 
later, when the cancer had metasta-
sized to Erika‟s liver. I could hear my 
parents crying in the other room from 
where I was sitting in the family room. 
When they told my sister and me, I did-
n‟t fully understand what it meant. But 
even at that age I could interpret every-
one‟s actions—all the crying when they 
thought I couldn‟t hear, my sister writing 
in her diary all the time, the way no one 
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at home seemed to be talking about 
what was going on, and how my 
teacher, Mrs. Roach, was especially 
kind.  

A nd then perhaps the most influ-
ential moment for me was when 

Erika sat Kendra and me down in the 
backyard of Aunt Susan‟s and Uncle 
Wendell‟s house to talk. She ex-
plained things to us, like how she 
was really sick and how if we ever 
had any questions, no matter what 
they were, we could ask her. I 
wanted to ask so many things, but I 
didn‟t know how, and I was also 
afraid of the real answers. I will al-
ways be grateful to Erika for doing 
that. 

T hen came the day when my par-
ents sat us down to talk. They 

told Kendra and me that we wouldn‟t 

be able to visit Erika as much be-
cause she was sleeping all of the 
time and was very sick. I remember 
one time when I was so angry about 
the cancer and what it was doing to 
Erika whom I loved so much. My 
mom and I were waiting for my sister 
to finish her piano lesson, and I 
asked my mom what happens when 
cancer gets in someone‟s liver. My 
mom explained how sometimes a 
person‟s skin can turn kind of yellow, 
and I thought for a minute and then 
bitterly commented, “I bet the cancer 
will turn Erika yellow for her birthday. 
What a mean present.” But Erika 
didn‟t make it that long, and I was 
naïve enough to believe she would. 

(Continued on page 8) 

Losing A Loved One— 
From A Child’s Perspective 

Paisha, Nanny, Kendra & Erika in 2001 

“ 
Wisdom doesn’t come 

with age— 
it comes from 
experiences.” 

Kendra, Erika & Paisha 



“W e live in stories, not 
statistics,” reads a 

sign in bold black letters on 
Kathleen Gilbert‟s office wall. 
Evidence of a life spent in sto-
ries surrounds the sign, from 
the books crowding the 
shelves with titles like “Giving 
Sorrow Words” and “Making It 
Through the Night,” to the fam-
ily snapshots scattered about. 
Gilbert‟s gentle smile and 
voice evidence years of listen-

ing to other people‟s pain. 

G ilbert is a specialist in grief and bereavement in fami-
lies, especially grief over the loss of a child. She‟s 

heard the worst: children killed in car wrecks and fires; chil-
dren felled by disease or freakish accidents; children lost to 
suicide or murder.  

A s a Ph.D. student at Purdue University, she swore she 
wouldn‟t study bereavement—it would be too intense, 

she thought. But a deep curiosity about how stress works its 
way through families kept pulling her toward the topic. “Grief 
research is nerve-wracking work,” says Gilbert, now associ-
ate professor of applied health science at Indiana University, 
Bloomington. But after 15 years, she‟s still at it, deep into the 
stories. “Parents share with me their story, and however 
much it is, it is their gift.” 

E very bereaved parent she‟s talked to has been com-
pelled to tell the story of their loss all at once, regardless 

of what initial question she asks. The stories that tumble out 
are no mere descriptions. They are the means by which 
they—and all of us—give meaning to pain. A traumatic loss 
tears apart our assumptions about how life is supposed to 
operate. We feel grief as we struggle to restore order and 
rebuild our world around the new reality of our loss.  

A  child‟s death is an especially shocking “out-of-
sequence” loss, and a death that “shouldn‟t have hap-

pened” does exceptional damage to our beliefs about what 
the world is like. “A hole grows inside,” Gilbert says. “There 
is emptiness. The question is, „How do you reconstruct your 
life around emptiness?‟” The hole may be stubbornly real, 
but we find ways to surround it with a new architecture of 
meaning. “People give meaning to a meaningless event 
through spiritual work or service to the community.” She re-
calls one devastated couple who couldn‟t bear to work with 
children, so they established a fitness center for the elderly. 
They named it after their deceased child. 

One Death; Many Griefs 

C ommunity connections and social support are crucial 
after the death of a child, but most bereaved parents 

instinctively turn to family first for solace. That may be ex-
actly the wrong thing to do. In her work, Gilbert has traced 
the impact of what she calls differential grief. “Each parent, 

each person, has a unique relationship with the child who 
has died. The loss has special meaning for each of 
them.” In other words, although a family loses the same 
individual, each family member loses a different 
“symbolic child.” One person may experience relief, while 
another feels only utter devastation. Each person‟s grief 
is shaped by the context of what his or her relationship 
with the child was like, which has profound conse-
quences for the family. Gilbert says disconnects in a fam-
ily‟s experience of grief are common, and the shock of 
discovering that another family member, especially a 
spouse, does not feel as you do can easily compound the 
sense of loss. As family members mourn, “some of the 
loss they feel may be the loss of a perception that you 
would behave in a certain way,” she says. 

A ge and gender also contribute to differential grief. 
Children grieve differently depending on their devel-

opmental stage. And men, particularly in America, typi-
cally grieve differently than women. Largely socialized to 
be action-oriented “doers,” men tend to spend less time 
expressing emotions and talking about their loss. This 
grieving behavior is usually labeled unhealthy, but Gilbert 
disagrees. “Our models for grief have been based on 
women‟s behavior,” she explains. “We‟ve created norms 

that say you need to talk, to process things with other 
people, to be very emotional. When we say „men don‟t 
grieve,‟ we‟re saying that men don‟t respond to loss as 
women do, and that they should act like women for their 
behavior to be acceptable.” 

The Myth of Closure 

T here is no single right way to grieve, Gilbert points 
out, but she is adamant about one thing:  stage mod-

els for grief are wrong. The familiar “stages of grief” were 
widely popularized by Elisabeth Kübler-Ross‟s On Death 
and Dying, published in 1969. According to Kubler Ross, 
grief progresses through five linear stages. The concept 
has been that grief involves linear stages of recovery 
leading to a successful resolution, what Gilbert calls “the 
Big C”—closure. “‟Closure,‟” says Gilbert, “basically 
means you stop acting sad. You‟re supposed to be 
done.” A linear stage model‟s promise of a positive out-
come has profound appeal because we like our stories to 
have beginnings, middles, and, especially, ends. After the 
bombing in Oklahoma City or the destruction of the Pen-
tagon and the World Trade Center towers in New York, 
for instance, grieving families have been depicted as 
brave, patriotic, and resilient citizens moving on from their 

(Continued on page 6) 

The Story of Grief by Lauren J. Bryant 
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Kathleen Gilbert, Ph.D. 

“ The hole may be stubbornly 
real, but we find ways to 
surround it with a new 

architecture of meaning. " 



loss. But what if those feelings don‟t fit? 

G rief is far more complicated than any stage model can 
suggest. In fact, trying to harness such complex feel-

ings into a sequential, linear pattern may do more harm 
than good. People may expect that grief will lessen in an 
orderly fashion when, especially for parents of deceased 
children, grief often worsens over time or recurs dramati-
cally and painfully years after the loss. Gilbert remembers a 
mother whose preschool-age daughter died in a car acci-
dent. Years later, on what would have been the child‟s 16th 
birthday, the mother was nearly catatonic with sorrow, un-
able to function at all. It turns out that, when the child was 
alive and her mother would give her a bath, the two would 
plan the little girl‟s “Sweet 16” party while the mother sham-
pooed her hair. When that birthday arrived, “the mother had 
reached the final moment in the life she and her daughter 
had planned. She had nothing left.” It was devastating loss 
all over again. 

G rief is like a river, not a ladder, says Gilbert. When you 
suffer a loss and experience grief, you enter that river 

for good. It‟s not a steady stream; there are raging rapids of 

boulder-sized heartbreak and shal-
low pools of peace where you get a 
chance to enjoy what‟s around you. 
But you are always on the river; 
there is no going ashore to return to 
a life without loss. 

S tage models have been useful 
in promoting the idea of grief as 

a process that can be “finished,” but 
it‟s a lifelong effort, as we rewrite 
our own story and the stories of our 

families to include loss and grief.  “After a loss, the under-
tone of sadness becomes a part of who you are, just as 
the deceased person is a part of who you are,” Gilbert 
says.  “The sadness that they are not an active part of 
your life any longer can strengthen you as a person.  Loss 
can open up a new part of you that you can then share 
with other people.” 
 

Lauren Bryant is a writer and editor of Indiana University’s 
Research & Creative Activity magazine. 
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local foundation that provides clothing and toys for mothers 
and children in local shelters. And I started the JADHA 
Foundation, the Jessica and Drew Haynie Awareness 
Foundation, that exists to educate people about the dan-
gers of herpes and how to deal with it in one's life and dur-
ing pregnancy. In memory of Jessica and Drew, I will do 
whatever my heart and soul lead me to do. 

S ometimes when I am purchasing something for a child 
that would be Drew‟s age, I can‟t help but wonder what 

she would look like, what the sound of her voice would be, 
and what she would want for Christmas. There are times 
that I am still in disbelief of all that has occurred. There are 
times that I can hardly believe how much time has passed, 
and then there are those priceless moments where I feel 
Jess and Drew around me, and it feels as if time has stood 
still. 

T his year, I bought gifts for mommies and their babies to 
give to each other; I placed two white roses in the 

Christmas Box angel's arms; I lit two candles; and, as the 
New Year rose over the horizon, I counted the blessings in 
my life and vowed to continue helping others in need.  For if 
I have learned one thing about life, it is that being of service 
allows me to get out of myself—the best medicine of all.     

A s the years move onward, life isn‟t always easy without 
Jess and Drew, and grief can strike at any moment. 

However, more often than not, peace reigns in my heart, 
and I attribute as much of that to service work as to all the 
counseling, praying, meditating, journaling, and loving sup-
port I‟ve received throughout the years. So this Christmas, 
the gift of peace came to me early, and I believe that it was  
Heaven-sent. 

 
In loving memory of my precious daughter 
and granddaughter, Jessica Lee Haynie 

and Drew Madison Haynie  

my breath away. I thought, 
“A Christmas „gift‟ Heaven 
sent—that would be just 
like her!” That is the magic 
of Christmas to me now. 
One by one those pre-
cious moments melded 
into some kind of energy 
that grew inside and al-
lowed me to gain some 
strength until one day I 
could see the light again.  

A fter that Christmas 
"gift" from Jess, I made 

the decision to let our old tree go and decorate a new tree. A 
seven-foot, pre-lit artificial tree was purchased and decorated 
with all of our butterfly, dragonfly, and fairy ornaments. Jess 
had chosen the dragonfly for Drew. I unpacked the ornaments 
and tears streamed down my cheeks as the memories sur-
faced of the origin of each ornament. Jess's favorite orna-
ments have become priceless treasures to me, and I will con-
tinue to buy butterflies, dragonflies, and fairies. It took me a 
while to be okay with the decision to let the little tree go; it 
was over 20 years old and had seen its day. I believe Jess 
would be okay with me breaking old traditions and creating 
new ones. I continue to put up a tree every year because I 
love the memories it invokes and how doing so allows me to 
feel the girls in that time of year when the world is filled with 
love and charity. 

F or me, going forward in life has been about helping others, 
and over the years I have continued to participate in vari-

ous organizations and activities. I became the Compassionate 
Friends Las Vegas chapter leader for a while, and every year 
I participate in its worldwide candle lighting ceremony. As I 
stand there honoring my Jessica and Drew, I realize that 
sometimes there simply are no words. I also volunteer for a 

Story of Grief (Continued from page 5) 

With Great Honor (Continued from page 2) 

Jessica and Corinne 
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much stayed home with my hus-
band, Jerry, who was not Josh‟s 
father, but my husband for over 21 
years, and a few of those people 
with whom I am closest. We 
watched a lot of old sweet mov-
ies—Fred and Ginger and Sleep-
less in Seattle. We laughed over 
my ability to cry over sweetness. 
During that month, we walked on 
the beach, and I made soup. I 
seem to need a lot of soup when 
I‟m in trouble. And I read a lot. 
Mysteries and fiction; I discovered 
Wallace Stefner. He said it just 
right for me in his book, The Spec-
tator Bird. “Take gratefully any 
pleasure the world provides, but 
don‟t curse God when they fail. No-
body in the universe ever promised 
you anything. Most things break, 
including hearts. The lessons of life 
amount not to wisdom—but to scar 
tissue.”  

W e all mourn differently, and 
people often ask me how I‟ve 

gone on to rebuild my life. I answer 
that, as our lives move onward and 
we commit to a better life, we also 
realize that we must choose the life 
we want each and every step of the 
way. Hasn‟t it really always been 

that way? The difference is that it 
was much easier to choose to cre-
ate a life of joy and meaning before 
Josh died, and it was much harder 
after. But choose we must. 

E ight days after his funeral, 
when family and friends left, I 

awoke to a terrifying stillness. As I 
began to face those silent days, I 
started to write—at first as a ca-
tharsis—a need to stay connected 
to him. I made up dialogue, trying 
to understand with him what had 
happened, as if he were still able to 
have conversations. My stream-of-
consciousness became a collage 

of reminiscences, family history, in-
sights, questions, answers, doubts, 
facts, letters and jokes. And soon 
One Way Ticket was born. I wrote at 

first for me, and then with the hope 
that others might gather the strengths 
needed to combat whatever de-
stroyed their children‟s lives. As I 
wrote in my book, “This story is nei-
ther a „how to‟ nor a „how not to‟ raise 
a drug-free child. I profess no an-
swers. But this much I know: that 
many children, like Josh, cannot be 
stopped by family alone. There have 
always been adolescents who put 
their lives in peril—a youthful reck-
lessness that they often outgrow. 
Also, physical addiction to hard drugs 
does not pass quickly or easily. Josh 
explained it this way: ‘At least for a 
while drugs give as much as they 
take. So cool it, Mom. You can‟t com-
pete with heroin.’” 

S o to answer the question of how 
I‟ve gone on, I was able to rebuild 

my life partially by choosing to write 
and by continuing to be involved in 
social and political action, carefully 
hanging out with people with like val-
ues. As I wrote, I thought, “Wouldn‟t it 
be enough to compile our family‟s 
personal history and tuck it quietly 
away in the drawer? Must I expose 
our failures so others living similar 

nightmares might identify and not 
feel as uniquely insane?” And then 
the old feminine mantra screamed 
loud, “Rita, the personal is political. 
Share your truths—come out so oth-
ers will join you, and you can change 
the system. Addiction has to be 
about care, not punishment, and it 
needs to find its way out of the crimi-
nal justice system and into the public 
health system.”  I embraced the 
cause. 

F inally, I hoped that possibly 
Josh‟s story would influence a 

few kids who, like him, craved excite-
ment and thought it was cool to be a 
part of the drug scene. I want them to 
know that experimenting is a 
choice—but addiction is not.  

A ll of these years later—when I 
know that I have no need to con-

jure him up to admonish him or weep 
for him—I simply keep him with me, 
talk to his photographs, tell him 
jokes, and love him dearly. And I 
learned, like most survivors, that his 
end was not my end. Once a heart 
has been broken and we have sur-
vived our worst fears, we are left with 
a grateful heart for every pain-free 
moment. And we learn from the po-
ets that nothing is wasted in nature 
and love. 
 
 Rita Lowenthal, MSW, retired from the 
faculty of Hebrew Union College, School of 
Jewish Communal Service, Los Angeles. 
Currently she lives in  Santa Monica, CA,  
with her husband, Jerome Cushman, where 
she continues to write and serve on a num-
ber of boards and committees dedicated to 
progressive social agendas. 

 

Purchase her book, One Way Ticket, on 
the griefHaven website. 

One Way Ticket (Continued From Page 1) 

Josh Lowenthal 

“ And I learned, like 

most survivors, that 

his end was not my 

end.” 

“ I was able to rebuild 

my life partially . . . by 

carefully hanging out with 

people with like values.” 



A Child‟s Point of View (Continued From Page 4) 

Everyone 
has seen 
the mov-
ies or read 
the books  
where the 
m i r a c l e 
h a p p e n s 
just when 
the dying 
p e r s o n 
needs it 
t h e 
m o s t —
well, they 
d o n ‟ t 

make the children‟s books where the 
tragedy actually happens, so I kept on 
hoping and waiting for that miracle. Until 
on Thursday, May 30, 2002, when 
someone came and pulled me out of the 
assembly my class was in. At first I was 
angry that I was missing all the fun, but 
then I saw my sister and mom, and I 
knew it wasn‟t good news. 

E rika had died early that morning in 
Aunt Susan‟s arms with Sandy and 

Uncle Wendell right there next to her, in 
her own bed at home. I was numb. It 
was too much to understand. But then I 
did—every time I woke up in the morn-
ing and started to wonder how Erika 
was doing, every time I caught myself 
thinking about holidays, when we sold 
my flower girl dress because I never got 
to wear it, and when everyone talked 
about their cousins and how big their 
families were. I understood that Erika 
was gone. Forever. That‟s a hard con-
cept even now for me to comprehend. 
How does anyone?  

I  will never know what would have 
happened if Erika hadn‟t died from  

cancer. Would she have had children—
little girls and boys for me to be a role 
model to and to teach how to play soc-
cer? Would she have become a famous 
doctor who chose to find a cure after 
surviving cancer? Would holidays be 
different? But while there are infinite 
things I will never know for sure, there 
are a few I do know. Erika would be so 
proud of my Aunt Susan for starting a 
foundation in Erika‟s name and the web-
site griefHaven.org that helps so many. 
Erika would have loved to see how far it 
had come and how she had been a part 

of getting it there. And I wouldn‟t be the 
same person if she hadn‟t died. I had 
to do some quick growing up, and I 
believe there is still a part of me that is 
older and wiser than most people my 
age—an understanding I can‟t quite 
articulate.  

E rika is a very big part of me. It was 
after her death that I decided to be 

a doctor, and not the way most kids 
decide and switch back and forth day 
to day. I decided I wanted to be a pedi-
atric oncologist, cardiologist, or trans-
plant surgeon, because I want to be 
there for the kids who have to grow up 
even faster than I did, and for the ones 
who both do and don‟t survive.  

I  have suffered other losses of differ-
ent kinds since Erika: other family 

members dying, moving for the first 
time, losing my dog. But nothing com-
pares to what it is like to lose someone 
at such a young age. It is a tragedy—
something I think no child should have 
to experience, but unfortunately often 
does, which is why it is so important to 
understand how it is for that child who 
is so near to you. They may be young, 
but they understand enough. They may 
need it explained differently or more 
times, but they will get it. And what 
knowledge they don‟t possess at the 
time, they will gain in the years follow-
ing. Wisdom doesn‟t come with age—it 
comes from experiences, and it is from 
those experiences that we grow, not 
the actual passing of time itself. You 
would be amazed at the wisdom within 
some children who have been through 
a loss, for such things bring knowledge 
beyond their years.   

S o don‟t underestimate those suffer-
ing a loss at such a young age, 

thinking they don‟t understand or that 
it‟s not as bad for them. Take it from 
me, someone who was in that position, 
that it is just as powerful, painful, and 
confusing as it is for everyone else. 
Please take the time to sit down and 
explain honestly what is going on, for 
we take in everything that isn‟t said, 
and that scares us even more. 

I  wrote this poem in September 2008 
about my experience of losing Erika 

and what it was like for me at the time.  
 
I was so young when you left, 
Taken away, an untimely death 

At only 32. None of us knew 
That our days together would be so few. 
 
Only second grade, how was I to know 
It wouldn’t turn out like a TV show? 
There really was no cure for what had made 
   you so ill, 
I prayed and dreamed and hoped for you a 
   miracle still. 
 
I pined for you to play with Kendra and me once 
   more, 
Even though I knew you were still too sore. 
Holidays seemed leaden with a mist of sorrow. 
I was unaware you might not be here tomorrow. 
 
You sat us down to talk, and to let us know, 
It was okay to let our tears and feelings show. 
You said that we could always ask anything we 
   felt, 
A million questions came to mind as beside me 
   you knelt. 
 
Now that it’s too late, I finally can ask 
All the things, that before, the courage to voice I 
   lacked. 
What will happen?  Are you scared? 
To die so young, are you prepared? 
 
To let go of all you knew? 
And us, how would we let go of you? 
Then came a confusing day when Dad sat us 
   down, 
Saying you’d no longer recognize us now. 
 
I couldn’t seem to grasp the extent of those 
   words, 
Instead emotions flooded me in herds. 
I wanted to yell, “But it’s me, Paisha! The cousin 
   that you love!” 
I felt the wind had gone out of both my lungs. 
 
What I didn’t understand, but others recognized, 
The power of that stage—what it signified. 
Time was numbered in days, not months, 
No more hope was there for medical stunts. 
 
Instead you went back home, treatment all 
   stopped. 
When I was pulled out of school, my spirits 
   dropped. 
At first I was mad; I was missing all the fun, 
But then I felt like I just wanted to run. 
 
When I saw my sister already there, 
I knew something had happened that 
   wasn’t fair. 
And Mom soon confirmed that you had left us 
   here, 
To be with God in Heaven and take away your 
   pain and fear. 
 
She said Aunt Susan was there, as your final 
   breath you took, 
With loved ones on both sides, taking their final 
   look. 
Committing you to memory, in adoration gazing, 
At the incredible person our world is now 
   missing. 

Laughter is music to the soul—it lifts the heavy heart, announcing a new moment of joy. Page 8 
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So What’s New at griefHaven? 

Love Wall 

We have made it easy for everyone to honor 
those they love through our beautiful Love 
Wall.  Donate any amount, write a tribute, 
and your tribute will become part of this 
beautiful memory wall.  See what others have 
written at griefHaven.org/In Loving Mem-
ory. 

 

Remember Me 
By Kathleen Arnason 

 

For those who are 
wondering how to 
help their young 
children keep their 
brother’s or sister’s 
memory alive, we 
recommend this 
lovely story and 
memory journal. Or-
der easily online : 

g r i e f H a v e n . o r g /
Support/Books. 

Shopping For A Cause— 
And the Cause is 

 griefHaven! 
 

Vince on Robertson Blvd. 
 in Los Angeles, California 

has partnered with griefHaven 
March 14, 2009, 4 - 8 P.M. 

20% of all purchases will be donated to griefHaven 

* Everyone Is Invited! * 

* Meet Your griefHaven Family * 

* Sip Cocktails While You Shop * 
* See the New Spring Line * 

 
Thanks to the efforts of Jennifer and Graham Woolf, Vince is sponsor-

ing a four-hour private party just to help griefHaven!  
  

As seen at Bloomingdales, Neiman Marcus, Saks, and Barneys—
comfortable, stylish, trendy, and simply beautiful clothing! Something 

for everyone, including the guys!  
 

Can’t Make It?  No Problem! 
Go to www.vince.com, pick out something you want, call Ashley at 310-247-
8299, and she’ll ship it to you. GriefHaven will STILL get the 20% donation  

OR 

Go to the store before the date, and tell Ashley you want 20% to go to 

griefHaven. 
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