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Everything’s the same...

Nothing really bad ever happens. We all know

those families or people. | was one of them. Until
August 2004 when my brother, John, was killed in a car
accident—on the residential street in the small town he
and | grew up on, no less. He was 53, and | was 45 at the
time. Talk about an “I can’t believe this” situation. And
after 19 years there are some days that I still can't. Sure,
I've accepted it, as we didn't live in the same community,
or even state, for many years, my world didn't change
fundamentally after he died, but life did.

f ; ome people go through life feeling charmed.

Life changed because | had to
accept that bad things do,
indeed, happen. Yes, the bad
thing happened to John, but he
didn't live to tell about it—his
family and friends did. His
family lived to watch our
elderly parents stand in front of
his casket at the visitation,
clutching their own personal
disbelief. The grief | felt for
them in that moment
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superseded the grief | felt for his loss. My siblings and I,
along with his friends, live to miss a funny and talented
guy. The loss and shock was intense at the time, and
then...it’s back to work. Getting groceries, feeding the
cats, the daily routine, etc. As was the case with my
brother's passing—for me anyway.

I am not trying to sound callous and uncaring. Anything

but. My point is, loss is unique to everyone. Even for the

same deceased person, it is devastating to some, is sad

or simply disheartening to others, or elicits a short pause,
and then the turn of a page.

But every death leaves the world
changed in some manner, even
those whom you never met, and
would never know. The recent
anniversary of Princess Diana’s
death is a case in point. How we
were glued to our TVs when we
heard of her accident and the
profound sadness when we learned
of her passing. | recall with
heartache to this day, the sudden
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By all tihese lovely tokens September dayy are here,

Withv summer’s best of weather, And antumn’y best of ceer.

—Unknown




...continued from front

death of musician Tom

Bﬂlieve “, Petty of whom | was Natu re in Grief
such a big admirer, . .
Ila!les people were sending me In S )¢ WO I‘ds
lurn 'or condolences. And the

shock of Johnny
evervone. Carson’s passing |

literally cried out “NO!”

when | saw the headline.

Where am | going with this? | am not even sure |
know. But | think we can all relate to the fact
that there is no one right way to feel about a
person’s death, or a wrong way. It can be a
choice, or it can just sneak up on you. Such as
when a certain song my brother used to sing
comes on the radio, | am a puddle. Or | see a clip
of old Tonight Shows and so much nostalgia
wells up in me of a happy bygone time.

Believe it, pages turn for everyone, even though
we may not be reading the same book.

Eileen Madsen is an award-winning columnist, writer and
editor. She is the publisher of Chapters newsletter based in
southern Minnesota.
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The purpose of this newsletter is to share honest insights with a fresh

_A . approach, on how to navigate through all of life’s chapters.
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