It’s Okay....
IT’S OKAY TO GRIEVE: The death of a loved
one is a reluctant and drastic amputation, without
any anesthesia. The pain cannot be described, and
no scale can measure the loss. We despise the truth
that the death cannot be reversed, and that
somehow our dear one will not return. Such hurt!!
It’s okay to grieve.
IT’S OKAY TO CRY: Tears release the flood of
sorrow, of missing and of love. Tears relieve the
brute force of hurting, enabling us to “level off”
and continue our cruise along the stream of life.
It’s okay to cry.
IT’S OKAY TO HEAL: W e do not need to
“prove” we loved him or her. As the months pass,
we are slowly able to move around with less
outward grieving each day. We need not feel
“guilty”, for this is not an indication that we love
less. It means that, although we don’t like it, we
are learning to accept death. It’s a healthy sign of
healing. It’s okay to heal.
I'T’S OKAY TO LAUGH: Laughter is not a sign of
“less” grief. Laughter is not a sign of “less” love.
It’s a sign that many of our thoughts and memories
are happy ones. It’s a sign that we know our
memories are happy ones. It’s a sign that we know
our dear one would have us laugh again.

It’s okay to laugh.

GRIEF - IF WE AVOID IT WILL IT GO AWAY?
Dealing appropriately with grief is important in
helping to preserve healthy individuals and
nurturing families, to avoid destroying bodies and
their psyche, their marriages and their
relationships. You can postpone grief but you
cannot avoid it. As other stresses come along, one
becomes less able to cope if one has other
unresolved grief. It requires a great deal of energy
to avoid grief and robs one of energy for creative
expression in relating to other people and in living
a fulfilling life. It limits one’s life potential.
Suppressing grief keeps one in a continual state of
stress and shock, unable to move from it. Qur
body feels the effects of it in ailments. Our
emotional life suffers. Our spiritual life suffers.
We say that the person is “stuck in grief”. When a
person faces his grief, allows his feelings to come,
speaks of his grief, allows it expression , it is then
that the focus is to move from death and dying and

to promote life and living.
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“If There Was a Way”

If there was a way I could come back and tell you,
I am sorry for all your grief and pain,
If there was a way I could change what I did,
to stop your tears from falling like rain,
If there was a way I could undo the hurt
I've caused you to suffer through,

I'would do it in an instant...
because I really do love you.

But I can’t...I took my life because,
at the time, I was unable to cope,
I'felt empty...void of all emotions.
No anger...no fear...no hope.
Depression was the killer,
not you or what you did or didn’t do,
it wasn’t anyone’s fault except my own.
You need to believe that part is true.

You were loving...you were stern,
you were just...at times...unjust as well.
You were right...you were wrong....
that’s human nature...I was victimized
by a Depression sent from hell.
You couldn’t see the signs, if you could,
the choice wouldn’t have been mine.
So I'had to keep my feelings from you.
That’s how suicide is designed.
I'had faith and trusted in you,
I only wish I would have trusted more in God.
Then maybe I wouldn’t have felt so hopeless.
Maybe I would have beaten the odds.

Still....I want you to know our Father above,
is far more forgiving that I had hoped,
because He took me into His home,
where I finally learned to cope.

It’s beautiful here with Him,
so much peace and tranquility,
it’s a life I look forward to sharing with you
FOR ALL ETERNITY!
written by Carolann V. Jerkovic
dedicated to Pam & Ken Schultz
in memory of Steven E. J. Schultz

who lived from 8-29-78 to 3-5-98
reprinted from SOS, “Mayday” newsletter, Batavia, IL, Jan. 2008
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Hell on earth - a husband’s perspective by Scott Garcia
Seven years ago I received a phone call from my wife. She was hysterical, screaming and crying into the phone. She
- said “He shot himself — he’s dead — O God help me!”

That was the beginning of our family’s version of hell on earth. I remember racing my truck over to “the crime
scene” (as the police called it) to comfort my wife and her parents. I was numb. It was surreal. How can this be
happening to my family? This doesn’t happen to good families. How could I have missed the signs that Jeff was that
depressed? What was I going to do now? Oh God help me!

The weeks, months and years that followed can be described as extremely difficult, challenging, intense and life
changing. For months I lived every day with the agony and fear that my wife, my soul mate, my best friend was
seriously considering suicide herself! Weeks went by, and day after day I would pick her sobbing, limp body off of the
living room floor as she laid there, dressed in her brother’s clothes, listening to his music on the stereo. I would carry
her to bed like a helpless child and we would lay there in the dark, crying together, searching for answers that just were
not there.

We needed help. Ihad to first admit that to myself, and then somehow I had to convince my wife and her family. On
the night of the suicide, the Sheriff’s Chaplain took me aside and gave me a little brochure from a group called Friends
for Survival. We finally got the courage to call, and an angel named Marilyn Koenig answered the phone. We went to
that first meeting the same week we made the call. It was life changing.

We learned that what we really needed to help us was to be able to talk about our experience, our pain, anger, and our
shame with others who had also been affected by suicide. When it came time for my family to speak at the meeting, I
went first and explained what had happened to the group, and the emotions that I was dealing with. Iinstantly felt
better. Then it came to my wife’s turn, but she was paralyzed with grief, unable to speak. My mother-in-law came to
the rescue and said some beautiful things about Jeff, and how much she loved all of us. Then it happened. Deb spoke
out, first in a cracking, soft voice. But as she continued, her voice got stronger. When she was finished there was not a
dry eye in the room, and I saw that twinkle, that spark, that confident smile back on that beautiful face. My prayers had
been answered right before our eyes. We were going to make it through this!

The grief from a suicide never goes away. As I write this it has all come back to me. 1 just found out that I have
successfully kept all of these intense emotions locked up somewhere deep down inside me. The need for this group
(FES) to help others has become a major focus of our lives now. We are on the Board of Directors and helped design
and run the organization’s website, www.friendsforsurvival.org.

Our organization needs your help. In these troubled times for our nation, and our economy, there has never been a
greater need for FFS to be able to reach out and help people get through their “hell on earth”. Will you please consider
using the enclosed donor coupon & envelope, picking up the phone, or logging onto our website and committing to a
monthly donation? We have great plans and committed volunteers here who are helping people every week. Just like
they did for my family over seven years ago. It takes funding which, unfortunately, is harder and harder to get, as the
economy worsens. If this story touched you please be a part of the solution.
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MAIL TO FRIENDS FOR SURVIVAL, P O BOX 214463, SACRAMENTO, CA 95821

$12 $25 $50 $100 other $

LOVE GIFT IN MEMORY OF

FROM

Special designation: $__ Website $_ Office staff $___ Cherished Inspirations (book)
$___ other, please specify

I am committed to sending at least $1 a month for the next twelve months

Comiments.

Please consider remembering Friends For Survival, Inc. in your will.
I have remembered Friends for Survival in my will.


http://www.friendsforsurvival.org.

