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MISSION STATEMENT

Recognizing grief as a life–

changing, yet common human

experience, Horizon Grief

Resource Center is dedicated to

serving those whose lives have

been touched by loss.

We are a walk–in center providing

a safe haven and resources for

individuals, families, community

groups and professionals.
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“While we are mourning the loss of our friend, others are rejoicing to meet him behind the veil.”  John Taylor
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Dear Readers,

On July 11, 2006 a grand opening celebration was held to bless and officially mark
the availability of new resources in our area for the bereaved and for those who
care for them.  Comments were made, thank-yous for work done were extended
and a ribbon to The Horizon Grief Resource Center was cut.  Refreshments and
rain were served with a flair! Tours of the space and introductions to the staff
ensued with gracious approval at the comfort, welcoming nature and gathering of
expert information that the Center will offer. 

Mary Haynor, Horizon Home Care & Hospice CEO spoke of a visitor asking the
bereavement coordinator questions on her mind since the death of her husband of
many years.  We chuckled a bit that other family members might have offered
similar answers… but this widow wanted to hear it from someone outside her
circle of support. Her questions and musings were indeed validated by someone
with personal and professional experience.  Turns out, this visitor had questioned
if anyone will come to such a center of support and then was one of the first to
benefit from our being here. 

So…the pictures are hung, the books are on the shelves, and the data base is in
progress.  Time to sigh and say ‘we did it.’ Not really.  More importantly, time to
start the real work of listening to you and hearing your stories.  Hearing with
tenderness as well as the ability to tell you that you are not crazy.  That it is normal
to forget and set a place at the table even though your husband died several months
ago.  It is normal to yearn for your child who has died and search the faces of
strangers for his or hers.  It is normal to hesitate during those moments when you
awake and for just a moment pretend it was all a bad dream and you have not been
robbed of your loved one so soon. 

In our dedication of the Center, we lit a candle to remember those who have died,
but whose lives have touched ours. We will never forget them.  We spoke of the
unique qualities of river stones, each a stone, yet each different in size, shape and
color-as each person’s grief is unique.  The stones symbolize how different each
of our paths to healing will take.

Grieving has parts that you do alone and parts to do with others. We are here to
help you navigate that journey. We are here to listen.  We are here to help. 

Patrick & Sandy, Bereavement Specialists

Horizon Grief Resource Center
8949 North Deerbrook Trail

Brown Deer, WI 53223

Also visit us on the web
www.hhch.net/griefcenter

We are always looking for volunteers to work with Horizon Hospice families and in

the Grief Resource Center. Opportunities are varied and offer training, preparation

and support.  Professionals as well as community members are encouraged to give

us a call. As you heal from losses of your own, volunteering may become a way to

give new meaning to your life.   Please call 414-586-8383.  

“It is one of the most beautiful compensations of this life that no man can sincerely try to help another without helping himself.”
- Ralph Waldo Emerson

TOUCHING LIVES
          TOUCHED BY LOSS

GRIEF RESOURCE CENTER

8949 N. Deerbrook Trail                                  

Brown Deer, WI  53223

414-586-8383

www.hhch.net/griefcenter
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Our Puzzle
When our children died, the puzzle that was our life exploded. Pieces flew beyond comprehension. It was

unfathomable to believe that those pieces would ever again come together to create any kind of normalcy. Over time,

some of our old pieces started to fit into our new life, but they weren't comfortable. Everything had changed and now

we were searching for ways to put our puzzle back together.

One piece that I searched for after our son, Brendon, was murdered on March

16, 1998, was a definitive answer from him about

his new life. Was it good, was he doing okay, was

he happy? The questions tormented me. I wanted

the finality of that visit where Bren would sit on

my bed, hold my hand and tell me that he was

never happier; that life was indeed the best it had

ever been and that he thought of me as often as

I thought of him. I never got that visit or that

message. I wanted it so badly because it would

have made my sorrow less if I had known he

was doing okay. I wanted that huge piece of my

puzzle back.

As time passed, I now believe I won't get that visit, and I've stopped looking

for it. That belief has helped calm me. When Bren was alive, I got snippets of

information about his life through phone calls, being with him and through my wife,

Kathy. Since he was no longer living at home, I never got a complete, definitive picture

of how he was doing. So, why should I expect to get that same definitive picture from

him now that he was dead? What I do get now are those same snippets in a different

form. The dream, the bird flying close, the coin on the ground, the whisper, etc. Each

one adds a piece to my puzzle, to my new life. I believe in them completely. I don't

second guess or give myself to doubt, but simply revel in the pleasure of his greatly

appreciated messages.

Bren's messages are but one area of my puzzle. Each and every one of my

"compassionate friends," their kids, their sharing and their support on my journey also

add pieces to my puzzle. They are very large and much-appreciated pieces. Each and

every one of them has helped smooth my life. When family, friends or neighbors speak

Brendon's name, share a memory or remember his birth or death days, I receive another

piece to my puzzle. My final piece will be slipped into place as I take my last breath. At

that instant, my puzzle will be complete and I will reunite with our son. What a joyous

time that will be.

As I go through my new life and see and feel those snippets from Bren, I thank

him for the thrill of his messages and having him in my life. He will always be a

blessing to me. I wish my sweet son all the happiness in the world because he gave me

so much of that when he was alive. He also continues to bring me happiness through my memories.

Right here, right now, to each of you reading this, I send you a piece of your puzzle through my sorrow for

your loss. I hope it will bring you a small measure of comfort and hope on your journey. It is a tragic thing that has

happened to us with the death of our children. But it is also a blessing beyond words to have the gift of their lives in

ours. So, visit often, children. You are deeply missed and deeply, deeply loved.

~ by Rob Anderson Geneva, Illinois

Our Lives, 
Our Puzzle

A smile, a piece.

A day passed, a piece.

A sunrise, a piece.

Our puzzle of life, piece

by piece.

All's okay, life is good.

And then our child dies.

Our puzzle explodes.

Pieces hurled beyond

imagining,

Our life Scattered and

Shattered.

What to do?

How do we Start our new

puzzle?

Where are our new

"pieces"

Where's our new life?

We wait, we work, we

grieve, we heal.

New pieces are found.

A new life begun.

Our child's death, a

piece.

Our child's life, a piece.

A new life, a new puzzle. 

by Rob Anderson

Geneva, Illinois

~reprinted with

permission from

Bereavement Magazine

March/April 2004 

AMONG THE LEAVES
I stood among the leaves and cried. 
The November wind, an organ 
To my sorrowful hymns. 

He had walked here a hundred times. 
Strong and tall; stern. 
He must have seen the leaves, 
And known the stillness of this place.

My tears would end, and the 
Leaves would be gone. 
Covered with the white of winter. 
But, he would stay in my mind forever. 

And every year I will stand 
Among the leaves and cry. 
I know no other way. 

Reprinted with permission from
Bereavement Publications, Inc. and
Living With Loss Magazine, October
1988, 888-604-467.

WE REMEMBER THEM
At the rising of the sun and 

at its going down,
We remember them.

At the blowing of the wind and in the
chill of winter,

We remember them.

At the opening of the buds and in the
rebirth of spring,

We remember them.

At the blueness of the skies and in the
warmth of summer,
We remember them.

At the rustling of the leaves and in the
beauty of autumn,

We remember them.

At the beginning of the year and when
it ends,

We remember them.

As long as we live, they too will live,
for they are now a part of us as,

We remember them.

When we are weary and in need of
strength,

We remember them.

When we are lost and sick at heart,
We remember them.

When we have joy we crave to share,
We remember them.

When we have decisions that are
difficult to make,

We remember them.

When we have achievements that are
based on theirs,

We remember them.

As long as we live, they too will live, 
for they are now a part of us, as

We remember them.

Pet Loss Bereavement
By Andrea Gambill

The death of a pet can be a devastating emotional loss
requiring all the support, understanding and compassion that
attends the death of any beloved human.  Unfortunately, pet grief
is often lightly dismissed by onlookers. 

Advice abounds: “It was just an animal…” You can get
another one.  Go to the Humane Society or something.”  “Don’t
be silly, you’ll get over it in no time.”  

But these words simply pitch the mourning pet lover into a
tunnel of confusion and dissonance.  On the one hand, he feels
an overwhelming sadness and emptiness, while at the same time, he may feel trivialized and
denounced by his own “tribe.”  Dogs are pack animals, but so are humans.  We seek the
approval and acceptance of our own kind, and we feel isolated and degraded when our own
species criticizes or rejects us or our feelings.  Herein lies part of the irony!  Our pet friends
accept us just as we are.  They love unconditionally and without judgment.    They are
faithful to us in ways that approach the supernatural.  They are often more deserving of our
affection than some of our human counterparts.

In the book Mr. Tweety, by Anne Marie Schilling, a family’s pet robin saves them from
carbon monoxide poisoning when they park their travel trailer at a rest stop.  An eighteen
wheeler had pulled in close to them with its engine running.  The family slept as their camper
began to fill with the deadly fumes.  It was only because of the frantic chirping and flapping
of their pet friend that they were almost miraculously awakened in this time.

We have all heard of stories about loyal and faithful pets who risk their own lives to save
their masters, but sometimes they risk themselves even to save another animal friend.  A
recent news story reported that a dog fell through the ice in a pond.  While he exhaustedly
hung on the edge of the ice hole with nearly frozen paws, his companion dog stood nearby
and barked continuously until he attracted the attention of human help.  Cats, raccoons,
squirrels (and even an occasional snake!) have been reported as heroes.  The stories of
dolphin friendship to humans is legend.  Horse lovers can offer heartrending stories about
these magnificent animals.  They love us without question, they protect us with self-
sacrifice, they don’t care what we look like or how old we are, they don’t judge us for our
values or lack of them and they often grieve when they die.  We own a great deal to our furry
or smooth or scaled friends, but too often there are those who either take them for granted or
trash their unselfish sacrifices.  

When pets die, our love and appreciation for their companionship triggers enormous
emotional pain.  We can feel all the same loneliness, guilt, regret, anger and sadness that
accompany the death of a human, but we are often discouraged from expressing those natural
feelings.  

Children, especially, suffer from the “stuffed grief” syndrome.  Well meaning parents
may rush right out and buy another pet to replace the one that died, instead of helping their
child work through the pain of the death in healthy ways.  Children who don’t know how to
express their pain may simply bury their feelings- leaving that pain to surface later in more
emotionally destructive ways.  Sometimes a grieving child will vow never to have a pet
again to avoid the risk of another painful separation.  What a sad message for them about life
in general, not to mention their deprivation of the wonderful company of a pet friend.

Grief is the price we pay for love.  When we dare to love, we risk the pain of loss.  The
other side of that coin is never to risk loving and what a terrible world that would make.

People who are grieving the death of a spouse, a child, a parent, or a sibling or any other
closely bonded relationship may be especially disdainful of the mourning of a pet lover.
However, grief should never be measured by the name of the relationship.  Pain is pain.
When we love, we hurt if that love is interrupted.  The intensity of our hurt depends only on
the intensity of the bond involved.  

For a lonely widow whose best friend has been a faithful pet, the death of that pet is an
excruciating pain.  An innocent child can be taught to show and receive love and compassion
to an affectionate and faithful pet.  When that friend dies, the child’s emotional wound needs
tenderness and understanding in order to not leave a permanent scar. 

People who value and respect animals almost invariably value and respect other people
as well.  Conversely, people who mistreat and abuse animals are entirely likely to mistreat
and abuse other people (especially children).  Usually, these bullies are too cowardly to take
on anybody who can fight back, but they will often act out their cruelties on victims who are
helpless.  Perhaps they were the victim of aborted mourning in their own lives. One wonders
if they would have turned out differently if they had had an opportunity to love and to be
loved in an unconditional way by a pet friend.  

Across the country, pet-loss support groups have formed.  The snickering and ridicule
that this sometimes elicits from the outside community is proof of the need in our country
for a “kinder, gentler society.”  Perhaps if we could learn to be more tolerant, respectful and
appreciative of all life, we could become a more civilized society and a credit to the planet.

Reprinted with permission from Grief Digest, April 2006 issue; Centering Omaha, Nebraska,

410-553-1200.  andrea.gambill@insightbb.com



IMPORTANT
WEB LINKS

Death of a spouse
or life partner  

http://www.widowsource.com/
home.html

Widowsource Armed with a

sense of humor, Louise is a fre-

quent speaker at national confer-

ences and local health organiza-

tions. Her interests in grief and

loss, women, and leadership are

longstanding. The contents

found on this website are taken

from the book entitled "Good

Grief for Widows and their

Families" which she is currently

developing.  

http://www.widownet.org/

WidowNet An information and

self-help resource for, and by,

widows and widowers. Topics

covered include grief, bereave-

ment, recovery, and other infor-

mation helpful to people, of all

ages, religious backgrounds and

sexual orientations, who have

suffered the death of a spouse or

life partner.

"People are like stained glass win-

dows. The true beauty can be seen

only when there is light from within.

The darker the night, the brighter

the windows" 

Elisabeth Kubler-Ross, MD

“It is not how much you do, but

how much Love you put into the

doing that matters.” 

Mother Teresa

HORIZON GRIEF RESOURCE CENTER 
SUPPORT GROUPS

Grief support groups are not therapy groups but are groups that provide a safe

haven for those dealing with grief and loss.  They offer an opportunity to meet and

talk with others who are experiencing a similar loss.  The groups are facilitated by

a grief support expert in a non-judgmental manner.  Some of the topics covered

include; what is normal in the grief process, practical considerations after loss, and

how spirituality affects the grief process.  

The Horizon Grief Resource Center groups meet for 1-2 hours and vary in length

of session.  The session may run from 6 to 12 weeks, depending on the time of year

and other center activities.  We will monitor interest in various groups at all times,

and start new groups when needed.  Different support groups will be offered

approximately every 3 months.  In addition, a special seminar will be held once a

month in the evening.   One-to-one grief support is also available in the Center by

appointment.

Some groups that will be offered include the following:

“Love, Loss and Hope” General Grief Support

“Transitions”  Loss of Spouse 

“Unexpected Changes” Loss of Adult Child

“We Remember” Loss of Parent

“Real Men Cry - or Not” Men Only Grief Support

“Expressing Our Grief”  Processing Grief Using Art and Writing

“Alone Too Soon”  Young Widows and Widowers With Children

“Continuing The Journey” Ongoing Loss of Spouse

***PRE-REGISTRATION IS REQUIRED FOR ALL OF THE ABOVE***

CALL THE CENTER AT 414-586-8383

IMPORTANT
WEB LINKS

Crisis, Grief &
Healing

http://www.webhealing.com/
1grief.html

This page is meant to be a

place men and women can dis-

cuss , chat, or simply browse to

understand and honor the many

different paths to heal strong

emotions. TOM GOLDEN

LCSW of Washington D.C. is an

internationally known psy-

chotherapist, author, and speaker

on the topic of healing from

loss. There are many resources

on this page including excerpts

from his popular book

Swallowed by a Snake: The Gift

of the Masculine Side of

Healing

Teenage & General
Grief  Information

http://www.hospicenet.org/html/

teenager.html

By Dr. Alan D. Wolfelt, noted

author, educator and practicing

clinical thanatologist. Dr.

Wolfelt is known internationally

for his outstanding work in the

areas of adult and childhood

grief. Among his publications

are the books, Death and Grief:

A Guide For Clergy, Helping

Children Cope With Grief and

Interpersonal Skills Training: A

Handbook for Funeral Home

Staffs. In addition, he writes the

"Children and Grief" column for

Bereavement magazine and is 

a regular contributor to the 

journal Thanatos.

Continued

HORIZON GRIEF RESOURCE CENTER INVITES YOU
TO SAMPLE THE FOLLOWING RESOURCES.  MORE
INFORMATION AND PERSONALIZED SUPPORT IS
AVAILABLE AT THE CENTER …

BOOK REVIEW ~ 

The Fall of Freddie the Leaf;  
A Story of Life for All Ages  
By Leo Buscaglia, Ph.D.  ISBN #0-8050-7195-4

This is a book that touches children and adults alike, illustrating the delicate bal-

ance between life and death.  This is a warm, wonderfully wise, and strikingly sim-

ple story about a leaf named Freddie.  How Freddie and his companion leaves

change with the passing seasons, finally falling to the ground with winter’s snow,

is an  inspiring allegory.  This is the 20th anniversary edition of the beloved classic

that has helped thousands of people come to grips with life and death. 

COMMUNITY OFFERINGS~

ONGOING SUPPORT GROUPS 

STARTING IN OCTOBER

MONDAY AM 11:00-12:30 Open group-any loss  

TUESDAY PM 4:00-5:30 Death of a spouse/parent 

THURSDAY AM 11:00-12:30 Death of a child  

THURSDAY PM 5:00-6:30 Death of a child 

FRIDAY AM 11:00-12:30 Death of a spouse/parent  

FRIDAY PM 5:00-6:30 Open group-any loss 
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Our Puzzle
When our children died, the puzzle that was our life exploded. Pieces flew beyond comprehension. It was

unfathomable to believe that those pieces would ever again come together to create any kind of normalcy. Over time,

some of our old pieces started to fit into our new life, but they weren't comfortable. Everything had changed and now

we were searching for ways to put our puzzle back together.

One piece that I searched for after our son, Brendon, was murdered on March

16, 1998, was a definitive answer from him about

his new life. Was it good, was he doing okay, was

he happy? The questions tormented me. I wanted

the finality of that visit where Bren would sit on

my bed, hold my hand and tell me that he was

never happier; that life was indeed the best it had

ever been and that he thought of me as often as

I thought of him. I never got that visit or that

message. I wanted it so badly because it would

have made my sorrow less if I had known he

was doing okay. I wanted that huge piece of my

puzzle back.

As time passed, I now believe I won't get that visit, and I've stopped looking

for it. That belief has helped calm me. When Bren was alive, I got snippets of

information about his life through phone calls, being with him and through my wife,

Kathy. Since he was no longer living at home, I never got a complete, definitive picture

of how he was doing. So, why should I expect to get that same definitive picture from

him now that he was dead? What I do get now are those same snippets in a different

form. The dream, the bird flying close, the coin on the ground, the whisper, etc. Each

one adds a piece to my puzzle, to my new life. I believe in them completely. I don't

second guess or give myself to doubt, but simply revel in the pleasure of his greatly

appreciated messages.

Bren's messages are but one area of my puzzle. Each and every one of my

"compassionate friends," their kids, their sharing and their support on my journey also

add pieces to my puzzle. They are very large and much-appreciated pieces. Each and

every one of them has helped smooth my life. When family, friends or neighbors speak

Brendon's name, share a memory or remember his birth or death days, I receive another

piece to my puzzle. My final piece will be slipped into place as I take my last breath. At

that instant, my puzzle will be complete and I will reunite with our son. What a joyous

time that will be.

As I go through my new life and see and feel those snippets from Bren, I thank

him for the thrill of his messages and having him in my life. He will always be a

blessing to me. I wish my sweet son all the happiness in the world because he gave me

so much of that when he was alive. He also continues to bring me happiness through my memories.

Right here, right now, to each of you reading this, I send you a piece of your puzzle through my sorrow for

your loss. I hope it will bring you a small measure of comfort and hope on your journey. It is a tragic thing that has

happened to us with the death of our children. But it is also a blessing beyond words to have the gift of their lives in

ours. So, visit often, children. You are deeply missed and deeply, deeply loved.

~ by Rob Anderson Geneva, Illinois

Our Lives, 
Our Puzzle

A smile, a piece.

A day passed, a piece.

A sunrise, a piece.

Our puzzle of life, piece

by piece.

All's okay, life is good.

And then our child dies.

Our puzzle explodes.

Pieces hurled beyond

imagining,

Our life Scattered and

Shattered.

What to do?

How do we Start our new

puzzle?

Where are our new

"pieces"

Where's our new life?

We wait, we work, we

grieve, we heal.

New pieces are found.

A new life begun.

Our child's death, a

piece.

Our child's life, a piece.

A new life, a new puzzle. 

by Rob Anderson

Geneva, Illinois

~reprinted with

permission from

Bereavement Magazine

March/April 2004 

AMONG THE LEAVES
I stood among the leaves and cried. 
The November wind, an organ 
To my sorrowful hymns. 

He had walked here a hundred times. 
Strong and tall; stern. 
He must have seen the leaves, 
And known the stillness of this place.

My tears would end, and the 
Leaves would be gone. 
Covered with the white of winter. 
But, he would stay in my mind forever. 

And every year I will stand 
Among the leaves and cry. 
I know no other way. 

Reprinted with permission from
Bereavement Publications, Inc. and
Living With Loss Magazine, October
1988, 888-604-467.

WE REMEMBER THEM
At the rising of the sun and 

at its going down,
We remember them.

At the blowing of the wind and in the
chill of winter,

We remember them.

At the opening of the buds and in the
rebirth of spring,

We remember them.

At the blueness of the skies and in the
warmth of summer,
We remember them.

At the rustling of the leaves and in the
beauty of autumn,

We remember them.

At the beginning of the year and when
it ends,

We remember them.

As long as we live, they too will live,
for they are now a part of us as,

We remember them.

When we are weary and in need of
strength,

We remember them.

When we are lost and sick at heart,
We remember them.

When we have joy we crave to share,
We remember them.

When we have decisions that are
difficult to make,

We remember them.

When we have achievements that are
based on theirs,

We remember them.

As long as we live, they too will live, 
for they are now a part of us, as

We remember them.

Pet Loss Bereavement
By Andrea Gambill

The death of a pet can be a devastating emotional loss
requiring all the support, understanding and compassion that
attends the death of any beloved human.  Unfortunately, pet grief
is often lightly dismissed by onlookers. 

Advice abounds: “It was just an animal…” You can get
another one.  Go to the Humane Society or something.”  “Don’t
be silly, you’ll get over it in no time.”  

But these words simply pitch the mourning pet lover into a
tunnel of confusion and dissonance.  On the one hand, he feels
an overwhelming sadness and emptiness, while at the same time, he may feel trivialized and
denounced by his own “tribe.”  Dogs are pack animals, but so are humans.  We seek the
approval and acceptance of our own kind, and we feel isolated and degraded when our own
species criticizes or rejects us or our feelings.  Herein lies part of the irony!  Our pet friends
accept us just as we are.  They love unconditionally and without judgment.    They are
faithful to us in ways that approach the supernatural.  They are often more deserving of our
affection than some of our human counterparts.

In the book Mr. Tweety, by Anne Marie Schilling, a family’s pet robin saves them from
carbon monoxide poisoning when they park their travel trailer at a rest stop.  An eighteen
wheeler had pulled in close to them with its engine running.  The family slept as their camper
began to fill with the deadly fumes.  It was only because of the frantic chirping and flapping
of their pet friend that they were almost miraculously awakened in this time.

We have all heard of stories about loyal and faithful pets who risk their own lives to save
their masters, but sometimes they risk themselves even to save another animal friend.  A
recent news story reported that a dog fell through the ice in a pond.  While he exhaustedly
hung on the edge of the ice hole with nearly frozen paws, his companion dog stood nearby
and barked continuously until he attracted the attention of human help.  Cats, raccoons,
squirrels (and even an occasional snake!) have been reported as heroes.  The stories of
dolphin friendship to humans is legend.  Horse lovers can offer heartrending stories about
these magnificent animals.  They love us without question, they protect us with self-
sacrifice, they don’t care what we look like or how old we are, they don’t judge us for our
values or lack of them and they often grieve when they die.  We own a great deal to our furry
or smooth or scaled friends, but too often there are those who either take them for granted or
trash their unselfish sacrifices.  

When pets die, our love and appreciation for their companionship triggers enormous
emotional pain.  We can feel all the same loneliness, guilt, regret, anger and sadness that
accompany the death of a human, but we are often discouraged from expressing those natural
feelings.  

Children, especially, suffer from the “stuffed grief” syndrome.  Well meaning parents
may rush right out and buy another pet to replace the one that died, instead of helping their
child work through the pain of the death in healthy ways.  Children who don’t know how to
express their pain may simply bury their feelings- leaving that pain to surface later in more
emotionally destructive ways.  Sometimes a grieving child will vow never to have a pet
again to avoid the risk of another painful separation.  What a sad message for them about life
in general, not to mention their deprivation of the wonderful company of a pet friend.

Grief is the price we pay for love.  When we dare to love, we risk the pain of loss.  The
other side of that coin is never to risk loving and what a terrible world that would make.

People who are grieving the death of a spouse, a child, a parent, or a sibling or any other
closely bonded relationship may be especially disdainful of the mourning of a pet lover.
However, grief should never be measured by the name of the relationship.  Pain is pain.
When we love, we hurt if that love is interrupted.  The intensity of our hurt depends only on
the intensity of the bond involved.  

For a lonely widow whose best friend has been a faithful pet, the death of that pet is an
excruciating pain.  An innocent child can be taught to show and receive love and compassion
to an affectionate and faithful pet.  When that friend dies, the child’s emotional wound needs
tenderness and understanding in order to not leave a permanent scar. 

People who value and respect animals almost invariably value and respect other people
as well.  Conversely, people who mistreat and abuse animals are entirely likely to mistreat
and abuse other people (especially children).  Usually, these bullies are too cowardly to take
on anybody who can fight back, but they will often act out their cruelties on victims who are
helpless.  Perhaps they were the victim of aborted mourning in their own lives. One wonders
if they would have turned out differently if they had had an opportunity to love and to be
loved in an unconditional way by a pet friend.  

Across the country, pet-loss support groups have formed.  The snickering and ridicule
that this sometimes elicits from the outside community is proof of the need in our country
for a “kinder, gentler society.”  Perhaps if we could learn to be more tolerant, respectful and
appreciative of all life, we could become a more civilized society and a credit to the planet.

Reprinted with permission from Grief Digest, April 2006 issue; Centering Omaha, Nebraska,

410-553-1200.  andrea.gambill@insightbb.com
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Dear Readers,

On July 11, 2006 a grand opening celebration was held to bless and officially mark
the availability of new resources in our area for the bereaved and for those who
care for them.  Comments were made, thank-yous for work done were extended
and a ribbon to The Horizon Grief Resource Center was cut.  Refreshments and
rain were served with a flair! Tours of the space and introductions to the staff
ensued with gracious approval at the comfort, welcoming nature and gathering of
expert information that the Center will offer. 

Mary Haynor, Horizon Home Care & Hospice CEO spoke of a visitor asking the
bereavement coordinator questions on her mind since the death of her husband of
many years.  We chuckled a bit that other family members might have offered
similar answers… but this widow wanted to hear it from someone outside her
circle of support. Her questions and musings were indeed validated by someone
with personal and professional experience.  Turns out, this visitor had questioned
if anyone will come to such a center of support and then was one of the first to
benefit from our being here. 

So…the pictures are hung, the books are on the shelves, and the data base is in
progress.  Time to sigh and say ‘we did it.’ Not really.  More importantly, time to
start the real work of listening to you and hearing your stories.  Hearing with
tenderness as well as the ability to tell you that you are not crazy.  That it is normal
to forget and set a place at the table even though your husband died several months
ago.  It is normal to yearn for your child who has died and search the faces of
strangers for his or hers.  It is normal to hesitate during those moments when you
awake and for just a moment pretend it was all a bad dream and you have not been
robbed of your loved one so soon. 

In our dedication of the Center, we lit a candle to remember those who have died,
but whose lives have touched ours. We will never forget them.  We spoke of the
unique qualities of river stones, each a stone, yet each different in size, shape and
color-as each person’s grief is unique.  The stones symbolize how different each
of our paths to healing will take.

Grieving has parts that you do alone and parts to do with others. We are here to
help you navigate that journey. We are here to listen.  We are here to help. 

Patrick & Sandy, Bereavement Specialists

Horizon Grief Resource Center
8949 North Deerbrook Trail

Brown Deer, WI 53223

Also visit us on the web
www.hhch.net/griefcenter

We are always looking for volunteers to work with Horizon Hospice families and in

the Grief Resource Center. Opportunities are varied and offer training, preparation

and support.  Professionals as well as community members are encouraged to give

us a call. As you heal from losses of your own, volunteering may become a way to

give new meaning to your life.   Please call 414-586-8383.  

“It is one of the most beautiful compensations of this life that no man can sincerely try to help another without helping himself.”
- Ralph Waldo Emerson

TOUCHING LIVES
          TOUCHED BY LOSS

GRIEF RESOURCE CENTER

8949 N. Deerbrook Trail                                  

Brown Deer, WI  53223

414-586-8383

www.hhch.net/griefcenter
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