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The Stages of Grief
In 1969, psychiatrist Elisabeth Kübler-Ross introduced what became known as 

the “five stages of grief.” These stages of grief were based on her studies of the feel-
ings of patients facing terminal illness, but many people have generalized them to 
other types of negative life changes and losses, such as the death of a loved one or a 
break-up. 

The five stages of grief:
•  Denial: “This can’t be happening to me.”
•  Anger: “Why is this happening? Who is to blame?”
•  Bargaining: “Make this not happen, and in return I will ____.”
•  Depression: “I’m too sad to do anything.”
•  Acceptance: “I’m at peace with what happened.”

If you are experiencing any of these emotions following a loss, it may help to 
know that your reaction is natural and that you’ll heal in time. However, not every-
one who is grieving goes through all of these stages – and that’s okay. Contrary to 
popular belief, you do not have to go through each stage in order to heal. In fact, 
some people resolve their grief without going through any of these stages. And if you 
do go through these stages of grief, you probably won’t experience them in a neat, 
sequential order, so don’t worry about what you “should” be feeling or which stage 
you’re supposed to be in. 

Kübler-Ross herself never intended for these stages to be a rigid framework that 
applies to everyone who mourns. In her last book before her death in 2004, she said 
of the five stages of grief, “They were never meant to help tuck messy emotions into 
neat packages. They are responses to loss that many people have, but there is not a 
typical response to loss, as there is no typical loss. Our grieving is as individual as 
our lives.”

What He Valued Most
It had been some time since Jack had 

seen the old man. College, girls, career, 
and life itself got in the way. In fact, 
Jack moved clear across the country in 
pursuit of his dreams. There, in the rush 
of his busy life, Jack had little time to 
think about the past and often no time 
to spend with his wife and son. He was 
working on his future, and nothing 
could stop him.

Over the phone, his mother told him, 
“Mr.  Belser  died  last  night.  The  fu-
neral is Wednesday.” Memories flashed 
through his mind like an old newsreel 
as he sat quietly remembering his child-
hood days.

“Jack, did you hear me?”
“Oh,  sorry, Mom. Yes,  I  heard  you. 

It’s been so long since I thought of him. 
I’m  sorry,  but  I  honestly  thought  he 
died years ago,” Jack said.
“Well,  he  didn’t  forget  you.  Every 

time I saw him he’d ask how you were 
doing. He’d  reminisce about  the many 
days you spent over ‘his side of the 
fence’ as he put it,” Mom told him.

“I loved that old house he lived in,” 
Jack said.
“You  know,  Jack,  after  your  father 

died, Mr. Belser stepped in to make sure 
you had a man’s influence in your life,” 
she said.

“He’s the one who taught me carpen-
try,” he said. “I wouldn’t be in this busi-
ness if it weren’t for him. He spent a lot 
of time teaching me things he thought 
were important...Mom, I’ll be there for 
the funeral,” Jack said.
As busy as he was, he kept his word. 

Jack caught the next flight to his home-
town.  Mr.  Belser’s  funeral  was  small 
and uneventful. He had no children of 
his own, and most of his relatives had 
passed away.

The night before he had to return 
home, Jack and his Mom stopped by to 
see the old house next door one more 
time.

Standing in the doorway, Jack paused 
for a moment. It was like crossing over 
into another dimension, a leap through 
space and time. The house was exactly 
as he remembered. Every step held 
memories. Every picture, every piece of 
furniture....Jack stopped suddenly.
“What’s  wrong,  Jack?”  his  Mom 

asked.
“The box is gone,” he said.
“What box? “ Mom asked.
“There was a small gold box that he 

kept locked on top of his desk. I must 
have asked him a thousand times what 
was inside. All he’d ever tell me was ‘the 
thing I value most,’” Jack said.

It was gone. Everything about the 
house was exactly how Jack remembered 
it, except for the box. He figured some-
one from the Belser family had taken it.
“Now  I’ll  never  know  what  was  so 

valuable to him,” Jack said. “I better get 
some sleep. I have an early flight home, 
Mom.”

It had been about two weeks since 
Mr. Belser died. Returning home from 
work one day Jack discovered a note in 
his mailbox. “Signature required on a 

(continued on page 3)



The Paradox 
by Jennifer L. Welch 
         

Tears are paradoxical in nature. Though they are linked with joy, they are 
linked even more readily to sorrow. It seems that we have been conditioned to 
fear tears, deny them, dread them and avoid them. Sometimes we even go so far 
as to hate tears. 
We humans are a peculiar lot, hating something God has given us for survival. 

For some reason, we have made tears our enemies  instead of our  friends. We 
have been deceived into believing that if we deny tears, we can vanquish pain. 
The act of crying gets blamed when we are feeling pain that rips at our hearts 
and rocks our souls. Actually, the real culprit is resistance to the truth that we 
become devilishly gifted at denial. Oh, how adept mankind has become at put-
ting the cart before the horse!
Who told us the lie that crying is weakness, and denial and anger are strength? 

We have learned to ascribe dishonorable adjectives to those who are brave enough 
and wise enough to cry whenever they need to. We have participated in such 
childish name calling because of our own fears, insecurities, and dysfunctions. 

The wisest of souls are those who have learned how to appreciate tears for the 
reason God gave them to us. They are a released valve! When we take away our 
tears, our release valves may become alcohol, drugs, unhealthy relationships, and 
worst of all, the trigger of a gun! Tears are truly a release. They are a river of flow-
ing surrender within a person’s spirit. They take the form of truth and life and 
allow us to be fully in it. 

Tears are not the indulgence or the perpetuation of sorrow, but rather they are 
the first essential stop to healing. The meanness in the world, the empty ache of 
loneliness are just a few of the reasons that make tears so necessary in this life. 
These wounds to the heart are as a concrete sidewalk is to our knees when we 
fall off a bike. When skin is torn and exposed, do we grab just any old filthy rag 
as a bandage and then go on to pretend we are not injured? Absolutely not. We 
carefully clean and doctor the wound. If the assault is severe enough we favor 
and coddle the injury until it has begun to heal itself. 

It is interesting how the body is so innately wise when it comes to physical 
survival and healing, but we are so unwise about the healing of souls. It would 
behoove us to view tears as a spiritual/emotional antibiotic for the soul. Tear are 
healing streams, cleansing the soul and removing debris left by the emotional 
“bike wrecks” of life.

I’ve Learned
That love never dies.

That time is an ally.

That every moment really matters.

That eventually you do want to go on 
and live again.

That I must create a “new normal” for 
myself.

That I must re-invest the energy I gave 
to my loved one into something/some-
one else.

That over time, I have more control 
over my grief.

That I will always have tears on my 
heart.

That only in the articulation of grief 
does it diminish.

That making new traditions helps.

That over time, the cemetery brings 
peace and solitude…not just tears.

How the pain and grief I feel one day 
isn’t  necessarily  the  way  I  will  feel  the 
next day.

That I can laugh again and not feel 
guilt.

That along with all the pain and de-
spair, joy and happiness have found a 
place in my life again.

Our society is deficient in death edu-
cation  and  really  doesn’t  know  how  to 
respond to the grieving person.

Some people want to see and be 
around “happy” people and only have so 
much to give for those who are grieving.

Everyone grieves differently, and there 
is no “right” or “wrong” way to grieve.

Excerpt from
The Compassionate Friends
Central Kansas Chapter, Salina, KS
Compiled by Nancy Ludt



package. No one at home. Please stop 
by the main post office within the next 
three days,” the note read.

Early the next day Jack retrieved the 
package. The small box was old and 
looked like it had been mailed a hundred 
years ago. The handwriting was difficult 
to read, but the return address caught his 
attention.
“Mr. Harold Belser” it read.
Jack took the box out to his car and 

ripped open the package. There inside 
was the gold box and an envelope. Jack’s 
hands shook as he read the note inside.

“Upon my death, please forward this 
box  and  its  contents  to  Jack  Bennett. 
It’s  the thing I valued most  in my life.” 
A small key was taped to the letter. His 
heart racing, as tears filling his eyes, Jack 
carefully unlocked the box. There inside 
he found a beautiful gold pocket watch. 
Running his fingers slowly over the finely 

etched casing, he unlatched the cover.
Inside he found these words engraved: 

“Jack,  Thanks  for  your  time!  Harold 
Belser.”

“The thing he valued most...was...my 
time.”

Jack held the watch for a 
few minutes, then called 
his office andcleared 
his appointments for 
the next two days. 
“Why?”  Janet, 
hisassistant asked.

“I need some time 
to spend with my 
son,” he said.

“Oh, by the way, 
Janet...thanks for your 
time!”

--author unknown

Always Will (continued from page 1)

The Carrot, Egg and Coffee
A young woman went  to her mother 

and told her about her life and how 
things were so hard for her. She did not 
know how she was going to make it 
and wanted to give up. She was tired of 
fighting and struggling. It seemed as one 
problem was solved, a new one arose.
Her  mother  took  her  to  the  kitchen. 

She filled three pots with water and placed 
each on a high fire. Soon the pots came to 
boil. In the first she placed carrots, in the 
second she placed eggs, and in the last she 
placed ground coffee beans. She let them 
sit and boil, without saying a word.

In about 20 minutes she turned off 
the burners. She fished the carrots out 
and placed them in a bowl. She pulled 
the eggs out and placed them in a bowl. 
Then she ladled the coffee out and placed 
it in a bowl.

Turning to her daughter, she asked, 
“Tell  me  what  you  see.  “Carrots,  eggs, 
and coffee,” she replied.
Her  mother  brought  her  closer  and 

asked her to feel the carrots. She did and 
noted that they were soft. The mother 
then asked the daughter to take an egg 

and break it. After pulling off the shell, 
she observed the hard boiled egg. Finally, 
the mother asked the daughter to sip the 
coffee. The daughter smiled as she tasted 
its rich aroma.
The daughter then asked, “What does 

it mean, mother?” Her mother explained 
that each of these objects had faced the 
same adversity -- boiling water. Each re-
acted differently.

The carrot went in strong, hard, and 
unrelenting.  However,  after  being  sub-
jected to the boiling water, it softened 
and became weak.

The egg had been fragile. Its thin outer 
shell had protected its liquid interior, but 
after sitting through the boiling water, its 
inside became  hardened.

The ground coffee beans were unique, 
however. After  they were  in  the boiling 
water, they had changed the water.
“Which  are  you?”  she  asked  her 

daughter.  “When  adversity  knocks  on 
your door, how do you respond? Are you 
a carrot, an egg or a coffee bean?”
Think of this: Which am I? Am I the 

carrot that seems strong, but with pain 

and adversity do I wilt and become soft 
and lose my strength?
Am I the egg that starts with a mallea-

ble heart, but changes with the heat? Did 
I have a fluid spirit, but after a death, a 
breakup, a financial hardship or some 
other trial, have I become hardened and 
stiff? Does my  shell  look  the  same, but 
on the inside am I bitter and tough with 
a stiff spirit and hardened heart?
Or  am  I  like  the  coffee  bean?  The 

bean actually changes the hot water, the 
very circumstance that brings the pain. 
When the water gets hot, it releases the 
fragrance  and flavor.  If  you are  like  the 
bean, when things are at their worst, 
you get better and change the situation 
around you.
When the hour is the darkest and trials 

are their greatest, do you elevate yourself 
to  another  level?  How  do  you  handle 
adversity? Are you a carrot, an egg or a 
coffee bean?
May  you  have  enough  happiness  to 

make you sweet, enough trials to make you 
strong, enough sorrow to keep you human 
and enough hope to make you happy.
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Calendar of Upcoming Events
Jan. 9  Compassionate Friends Support Group, for families who have expe-

rienced the death of a child, 7 p.m., Hospice of the Prairie, Martha 
McQueen, facilitator

Jan. 10  Adventure in the Land of Grief Kids Group begins at Linn Elemen-
tary School, Dodge City

Jan. 12   Thursday Night Grief  Support Group,  6:30 p.m., Hospice  of  the 
Prairie Meeting Room; Jerry Hodges, facilitator

Jan. 18  Bereavement Luncheon, 12 noon, Dodge House Restaurant, 2408 
W. Wyatt Earp

Jan. 26   Thursday Night Grief  Support Group,  6:30 p.m., Hospice  of  the 
Prairie Meeting Room; Jerry Hodges, facilitator

Do you know someone who is grieving
and could benefit from bereavement support?

Hospice of the Prairie offers bereavement services to everyone,
regardless of circumstance of the death

and all bereavement services are free of charge.
Please call Nancy Renner, 227-7209 for more information.

THE NEW YEAR 
Old year has gone away
With gift and candle-

Old year has gone away
With thought and song.
Old year has given light
And dark and season.

Old year has been too short
And been too long.

 
Old year has given joy
And disappointment

Old year has given grief
And strength to cope.
Old year was memory
And was forgetting-
Another year is come:
Give it your hope.
--Author Unknown


