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Myths About Grief and Loss
Our culture tends to have some 

unreasonable expectations about the 
grief process and many people are gen
erally misinformed about this topic. 
These expectations and myths affect 
us when we try to make sense of the 
flood of emotions that can overwhelm 
us during our grief journey. Over the 
next few months, we will review some 
of the more common myths and mis
conceptions about grief.

Myth #1-People grieve basically the 
same way.

Actually, there is tremendous 
variation in styles of grieving based 
on family norms, gender, culture, 
circumstances of death and many 
other factors. Just as we 
have unique, special rela
tionships with our loved 
ones, their death will 

prompt a unique and special grief 
journey. Personality type differenc
es can also affect how one grieves. 
Some literally share their grief with 
the world by writing books about 
their loss. Some share with a few 
select friends and others choose to 
grieve privately. Some bereaved visit 
the cemetery daily while others don’t 
feel the need to visit again once the 
funeral is over. All ways of expressing 
grief are okay. We must remember 
there is not right or wrong way to 
grieve. “You are grieving just the right 
way for you.”

You might ask, “When do I know 
if I am grieving in an unhealthy 
way?” The time to seek help of a 

professional is when you become 
depressed and hopeless to the point 
of harming yourself or others. Not 
wanting to get out of bed for weeks 
at a time, not eating for long peri
ods of time, withdrawing from life, 
using drugs or alcohol to cope and 
making suicidal statements are ex
amples of unhealthy coping.

It is important to say here that 
many grieving people who are not 
“at high risk” choose to get the help 
of grief counselors or attend grief 
support groups to gain emotional 
support and affirm their coping 
abilities. These services can pro
vide the positive strokes all grieving 
people need while recovering from 

a loss.
More Myths about 

Grief and Loss in next 
month’s newsletter.

Personal Attributes That Help the Bereaved
You may not believe at first that 

you have these qualities in large 
amounts, but begin by assuming 
that you have some amount of all of 
them. Picture how you would act if 
you possessed them to a greater de
gree.
• Courage — You need the cour

age to face your feelings in order 
to grieve. Courage is being afraid, 
but doing it anyway!

• Patience — Accept that you will 
not always be strong and that grief 
will take time.

• Resilience — The capacity to 
bounce back from stress and go 
on is something we can learn. Our 
ability to do this increases with ex
perience and age.

• Perseverance and Endurance — 
Have the faith that lasting through 
the pain will get you through.

• Capacity to Distance — It can 
be helpful to step back and view 
life from afar, see what has hap
pened or is happening, and move 
forward!

• Sense of Humor — Regaining 
your ability to smile and laugh is 

not a betrayal of your pain. Grief 
is a curious mixture of many emo
tions. Laughter and humor may 
provide some necessary relief and 
strength for the suffering you are 
experiencing.

• Openness to Others — Many 
people say that without friends 
and relatives to support them, 
they would have had far more pain 
and loneliness during their period 
of grief. Choose your confidants 
carefully and use them. You may 
be wise to choose more than one.



Garden of Memories
By Ferna Lary Mills

When I was a little girl, my mother 
was the original recycler. Nothing was 
ever thrown away. When I outgrew my 
clothes, any buttons were placed in a box, 
the zippers in a bag, and the dress torn 
into rags and stored in the garage. The 
buttons would reappear on a new article 
of clothing later on down the road, as 
would the zippers. The rags washed the 
car, cleaned up after the dog, or wiped 
off a cabinet. Nothing was wasted.

This habit of saving buttons continued 
for over forty years. Eventually, she ac
cumulated literally thousands of them, 
all shapes, sizes, and colors. I asked 
her once what she was going to do 
with so many buttons. She replied 
matteroffactly, “You never know 
when you’re going to need a but
ton.” This was her simple philoso
phy. Be prepared.

On several occasions over the 
years, I caught her “sorting” her but
tons. She had a drawer filled with 
neat rows of old fliptop cigarette 
boxes. In white medical tape across 
the top of each box, she had labeled 
them: small white, large red, jumbo black, 
and so forth. Lose a small green button 
with two holes, or a light brown one with 
four holes? One quick glance and she 
could find an immediate replacement.

Cancer began to win the battle over 
her health. Several weeks prior to her 
death she became completely unrespon
sive and unaware of her surroundings. I 
sat by her bedside day and night on the 
small chance of her waking up just one 
last time. It was then that I discovered 
the true value of her buttons  to her. 
One night in the quiet of the room and 
quite out of the blue, she spoke. Only 
once. Only one thing.

She said softly, “Oh, I’ve lost my but
tons.”

A whirlwind of questions filled my 
mind. Of all things, why, during this 
stage of the dying process, did those but
tons seem like the only thing of impor
tance to her? Of such importance that it 

had stirred an audible response from her 
when nothing else had? It was the last 
thing I ever heard my mother say.

Weeks after her funeral, that one state
ment continued to echo through my 
mind. Buttons! I went to look for them in 
her drawer and they were no longer there. 
Searching through her closet, I finally 
found them. They were no longer “sorted” 
by size and shape, but rather all jumbled 
in a very large zippered bag in the top 
and back of her closet. What a myriad of 
shapes and colors. It was quite impressive!

I sat down on the floor and opened the 
bag. Never had I ever seen or imagined 
such a collection. The tears streamed 

down my face as I pulled out a handful 
of them and let them sift slowly through 
my fingers. Mom’s buttons. Mom’s 
prized jewels. They were so important to 
her that she even thought of them in the 
throes of death. Buttons! I still couldn’t 
understand. What was it that caused 
this magical hold on her? They were just 
buttons. Sure, there were thousands of 
them. Sure, there were some very beauti
ful ones. But of all the things in life to 
miss at death’s door? Buttons???

As the last few buttons trickled through 
my fingers, I saw it. It wasn’t round like 
the others and it was very tiny. I picked it 
up gently with my fingers and just stared 
at it. Shaped like a bowling pin, about a 
halfinch long, with two holes in the cen
ter for thread, was a black button from 
my father’s old bowling shirt. In the late 
1950s my father was on a bowling team. 
I remembered it vividly. He wore a light 
gray shirt with short sleeves, black trim, 

a black collar and pocket and these little 
black bowling pin buttons. A rush of 
memories and emotions flooded over me 
as I remembered the days of my youth. 
Mother took in ironing in those days to 
help make ends meet. My senses became 
so acute that the memories even brought 
back the smell of her spray starch.

Rummaging through her old bag of but
tons, I found even more memories. The 
orangeflowered buttons she sewed on my 
centennial dress for our hometown cen
tennial celebration. The red appleshaped 
buttons she placed on my red and white 
shirt in the sixth grade. Then years later 
I used some of those same buttons on a 

little red summer dress for my own 
daughter. The purple roseshaped 
buttons that had adorned her fa
vorite Sunday dress. The memories 
were more vivid as I sorted through 
those buttons than if I had been pe
rusing old photographs.

I sifted through this colorful 
assortment. My heart filled with 
both joy and sadness. 

Suddenly I knew! This wasn’t a 
bag of buttons. It was a treasure 
of memories! No wonder she kept 

them for so many years. Suddenly it all 
made sense.

I pondered long and hard about what 
to do with Mom’s buttons. Most of her 
sewing andcraft items were sold in the 
estate sale. But I clung to those buttons 
tightly. They were too important. Final
ly, I knew what I had to do.

The print I found was huge. It’s a 
beautiful print of a large floral garden. 
A beautiful white gazebo stands in the 
center, surrounded by trees and flowers 
of every color ofthe rainbow. Placing the 
print on the dining table, I began sorting 
buttons by color and size. I glued white 
buttons over the white flowers, red ones, 
pink and purple, too, over each flower 
grouping of that same color. The brown 
ones covered the walkway to the gazebo 
and many green ones filled in for the 
leaves on the trees.

In some of the areas that I couldn’t find 
(continued on page 4)



“Grief is like weeding a flower garden in the summer.
You have to do it over and over again until the season changes.”

--Fay Harden

•

•

A Thousand Ways to Grieve
By Margaret Brownley

I’m an active griever. By active, I mean that during those first few months 
following my loss, I devoured every book on grief I could get my hands on. 
I poured out my agony in my writing, attended grief seminars, went though 
photo albums and searched on the internet for helpful sites. I cried and fumed 
and spent long hours talking to anyone who would listen.

My husband simply withdrew and grieved in silence. Though we lived in 
the same house, grieved the same loss, and shared a life together, we were apart 
in our grief.

We all have our own ideas on how to grieve and we’re quick to judge those 
who don’t conform to our way of thinking. When Prince Charles wore a blue 
suit to Princess Diana’s funeral, he was condemned by the press until it was 
learned that it was his former wife’s favorite.

A friend of mine was criticized for wearing a pair of red strap, highheeled 
shoes to her husband’s funeral, the same shoes she wore on the day they met.

If we are to grieve in harmony with those around us, we must give up the 
notion that grief can be expressed in limited ways. I once thought that grief 
manifested itself only in tears and depression. But I’ve since found that what 
others whose visions are greater than mine have accomplished in the name of 
grief. Candy Lightner, the founder for Mothers Against Drunk Drivers, is a 
good example.

Resolve to make peace with someone who grieves in ways that seem odd 
to you. Try expressing your grief in a new way; write a poem or song, start 
a journal, buy your loved one a gift and send it to someone who would love 
and appreciate the gesture. Wear something outlandish. Buy a bouquet of bal
loons in your loved one’s favorite color. Laugh at something that would make 
your loved one laugh. 

Tears, depression and sadness are all acceptable ways to show grief. So are 
blue suits and red shoes.

I Know I am
Moving Along in 
My Grief Journey 

When . . .
• I want to do more with my life 

than “just survive”.
• I can laugh without feeling guilty.
• I’m not afraid anymore of losing 

the memory of my loved one.  I 
know it will always be with me.

• I’ve come to realize that doing little 
things for myself is okay.

• I’m not as much afraid of the fu
ture.

• I don’t find myself “searching” for 
my loved one as much as before.

• I can get through the holidays, 
birthdays, and anniversaries more 
easily than I used to.

• I can reach out to help other peo
ple.

• I can engage in some activities I 
had given up after the death.

• It doesn’t hurt as much as it used 
to.

• I can see the memory of my loved 
one as “less saintly” i.e., not per
fect.

• I can put away or give away some 
of my loved one’s belongings and 
feel okay about it.

• I can experience the reminders as 
more positive than negative.

• I can look back and see my prog
ress.
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 Calendar of Upcoming Events

July 10 Thursday Night Grief Support Group, 6:30 p.m., Hospice of 
the Prairie Meeting Room; Jerry Hodges, facilitator

July 14 Compassionate Friends Support Group, for families who 
have lost a child, 7 p.m., Hospice of the Prairie

 
July 16 Bereavement Luncheon, 12 noon, Inn Pancake House, 1610 

W. Wyatt Earp, Dodge City; Nancy Renner, host

July 24 Thursday Night Grief Support Group, 6:30 p.m., Hospice of 
the Prairie Meeting Room; Jerry Hodges, facilitator

“Like” us on Facebook

enough buttons small enough, or of the 
right size or color, I filled it in with some 
craft “puffy paint”. The bowling pin 
buttons fit perfectly on some of the tree 
branches, the red apples hang from the 
trees as if ready to be picked and eaten.

Before this project would be complete, 
it needed just one more thing. I found a 
photograph of Mother, trimmed her out 
of the picture and pasted her in the garden 
standing next to the gazebo. In her hands, 
she now holds the floral centennial button.

The warmth I feel when I stare at 
this print now, of Mother in her beau
tiful button garden, brings a great heal
ing peace to my soul. She has gone on, 
but she left behind a beautiful garden of 
memories.

Garden
of Memories

(continued from page 2)


