
 
October 2022 

 
 

Hello, Friends, 
 
We had another great turnout for the October meeting.  We welcomed Joan, our newest member.  Sadly, we lost a member, 
Priscilla Barlay, who died recently from injuries sustained in a car accident.  We send our condolences to her friends and family. 
 

Linda Donaldson wrote a poem, Bereft, which she kindly copied for each of us.  Ingrid Crane read the poem aloud.  A copy of 
her beautiful poem is attached.  
 

Ingrid announced that the annual Hoofin’ it for Hospice will take place on November 12, 2022, starting and ending at Palm 
Grove.  This is a fundraiser that Ingrid lovingly supports in honor of her late husband, Andrew.  The start time is 8:00 a.m. and 
the route takes you through the surrounding neighborhoods.  A donation of $18 will get you a T-shirt, and a donation of $108 
will get a hand painted commemorative rock.  Please contact Ingrid for more information or check out page 30 in the October 
newsletter. 
 

A video was presented to the group: “Living Without the One you Cannot Live Without” by Professor Natasha Josefowitz.  She 
summarized her research and experience with grief with anecdotes and poems.  Following the video, the group discussed the 
topics she touched on in her presentation.  If you are interested in watching (or rewatching) this, here is the link: 
Living Without the One You Cannot Live Without - Research on Aging - YouTube.  Please note that you’ll need to fast forward through 
the beginning of the clip to get to her presentation. The poems she presented are included in one of the attachments to this 
email.  Her book of the same name (a collection of these poems) is available on Amazon. 
 

Attached is an activity roster for those who signed up at earlier meetings.  Bettye Wilcox started this idea a few months ago, 
and I am just now getting the list finished up.  This is for those in our group who might like to get together for games or 
activities but don’t want to join the larger Oak Run groups.  If you are interested, take the initiative and call the people listed 
for that activity and get something going.  Have some fun! 
 

Announcements: 
• October 22:  The Canine Club is hosting a Pet Parade. Bring your pet in his/her finest Halloween costume and join the 

fun.  Begins about 9:00 a.m. I will have a table set up there for anyone interested in learning about Suddenly One.  You 
can find more information on page 18 of the October newsletter. 

• October 28:  Suddenly One Lunch in the Oak Room Grille at 11:30. Please call me to add your name to the list if you 
plan to attend. 

• First Sunday of each month:  The Train Station in Dunnellon hosts music by live, local artists.  $15 cash donation at the 
door. 

• December 17, 2022:  National Wreaths Across America Day.  A sign-up sheet and more information will be available at 
the November meeting. 

 

The November 11th meeting will be held in Sholom Park.  Ingrid will lead two walks (one short one, one longer one), then a 
short meeting followed by lunch at the Stone Creek Bar & Grill.  Please let me know if you plan to attend so I can give the 
restaurant a count.  We can meet at the overflow parking lot by the dog park to carpool.  Meet by 10:30 if you want a ride or 
be at Sholom Park by 10:45. Meet at the covered pavilion.  More information will be coming. 
 

The group discussed and voted on whether to change the day Suddenly One meets to a weekend.  The majority opted to keep 
the schedule as is, so we are now set to continue this through 2023:   
second Friday of each month, 10:30, Card Room. 
 

The latest membership roster is attached. For those of you who don’t have email addresses, Ingrid Crane will deliver this 
message and any attachments to your home. If you don’t plan to return to the group, or don’t want to receive this information, 
please let me know, and I’ll remove you from the list. 

 
Hope to see all of you at the next meeting. 
 
Shelley 
210-410-0090 
 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VIxYj8FEZ34


Excerpts from the UCTV Lecture Series and writings 
“Living Without the One You Cannot Live Without” 

By Natasha Josefowitz 
 

Natasha Josefowitz, PhD, describes the grief process as a series of stepping-stones to be encountered in 
no particular order and for no specified period of time. She has written a poem or two for each stage. 
 

Pre-Grief 1 Shock 2  Numbness 
 

Still at Hospice 
We’re still here because 
his back is still hurting 
he has prostate cancer 

metastasized to his bones 
so we’re here to get some relief 
but the relief comes at a cost 

opiates put you to sleep 
so he lies there, only half-

conscious 
and as the hours become days 
and the pain is only relieved 

by increasing the medications 
the days are turning into weeks 

we came here, believing he 
would get better 
and come home 

but instead 
he only came home to die 
in a different hospital bed 

the one in our continuing care 
unit 

two floors up from our apartment 
in our retirement community 
he can see the ocean from his 

window 
and hear the waves 

hospice people come here, too 
adjusting the pumps 

the nurses are at his bedside 
day and night 

at first he has trouble talking 
then swallowing 

then moving 
then breathing 

and finally 
living 

 
--What I call “Pre-Grief” only concerns those 

whose spouses had been ill for weeks, months, 
or even years. Those who are caregivers often 
drop out of their usual activities and stop going 

out with friends. After the spouse dies, it is 
very difficult for them to reenter the social 

scene. They are grieving—even if relieved after 
a long illness—and initiating contact feels 
daunting. They feel disconnected and may 

need to ask trusted friends to help by 
organizing outings and events for them to 

participate in as a way to start reconnecting. 

 

Where Are You? 
Give me a sign 

blow out the candle 
rustle the curtain 

make a sound in the wind 
touch my cheek 

with a breath of air 
give me a sign 
so I will know 
you are here 

somewhere with me 
please let me feel you 

in the room 
in the air 

in the energy 
pulsating in the universe 

my love 
where are you? 

--The first state right after the wife or husband 
dies is “Shock.” Even if the death has been 

anticipated, the end of a life is jarring. During 
shock you fluctuate between unbearable 

emotional pain and the need to be rational and 
logical in order to deal with practical concerns 

such as funeral arrangements. Facing the 
reality of what needs to be taken care of pulls 
you away from the flow of tears and acts as a 

respite until a hug or display of sympathy 
causes you to break down again. 

 
 
 

 

 

Tired! 
Ever since he died 
I have felt tired 
I wake up tired 

I may have a bit of energy 
during the day 

but then I’m exhausted 
afterward 

I have become a person 
who drags her feet 

pushes herself out of an 
armchair 

with a sigh 
I walk slower, 
think slower, 

and everything matters less— 
the way I look, 

what clothes I wear, 
whether I need a haircut, 
I am also more forgetful 
I have to keep checking 

my calendar 
lest I forget to go somewhere 

or do something I’ve promised to 
do 

I forget who just asked me a 
question 

or what that question was 
I walk into a room 

and wonder why I’m there 
I mix up names and faces 

and worry whether 
I’m losing my mind 

I wonder whether I have MCI 
“mild cognitive impairment” 

but maybe it’s not even 
“mild” anymore 

yes, I’m more tired and forgetful 
than I was a year ago 

--After shock comes the second state: 
“Numbness.” People say, “I feel nothing,” “I 
feel like a ghost,” “I walk around like a 
zombie.” I suspect this is the brain’s way of 
protecting against intense and disabling pain. 
What often makes this such a difficult time is 
that it is also the period when there are papers 
to fill out and sign, decisions to be made, 
financial questions. This is a time when you 
need a trusted lawyer or accountant, and 
someone to deal with the paperwork. 

 



3 Disbelief 4 Reality 5 Alienation 
 

Maybe 
Maybe it’s all a mistake 

maybe it wasn’t real 
maybe it was a bad dream 

maybe it didn’t happen 
maybe when 

I come home tonight 
he’ll be there, saying 

“Hi, how was it?” 
and I’ll tell him 

all about it 
except 

he wasn’t there 
and he didn’t ask 

--“Disbelief” is the third state. Slowly 
numbness becomes cognitive dissonance. The 
phone rings, you think it’s him—it isn’t, he’s 
dead. You get some news you want to share 
with her, for a split-second you plan on doing 
so, then you realize you cannot, because she is 
gone. Even though you know your husband has 
passed, you keep expecting to see him sitting 
on the sofa reading the newspaper when you 
come home or to hear him making coffee when 
you get up in the morning; you shop for two; 
you say “us” instead of “me.” Your unconscious 
has not yet caught up with the new reality of 
your life, and it will take time to reprogram 
your reflexes and habits. 

 

 

Pain 
The pain comes on suddenly 

while I drive 
or eat dinner 

or talk to a friend 
the pain is terrible 

it starts somewhere 
in the center of my body 

and radiates out 
everywhere 

it’s the pain of being aware 
of how I miss him 
in that moment 

the overpowering awareness 
of his forever absence 

and there is no one to turn to 
nowhere to go 

no getting away 
no possible refuge 

no stopping the pain 
it sits there 

enveloping me 
and I am helpless in its grip 

contemplating with awe 
the immensity 

of how much pain one can bear 
without dying from it 

 
 

--Finally you are emotionally able to accept 
“Reality,” the fourth state. You get in touch 
with the finality of death, with the permanent 
absence of the beloved spouse, with having to 
live without the one you cannot live without. It 
is a period of intense grief for most people. You 
may be plagued with guilt, the urge to blame 
someone, and unanswerable questions. “How 
could this have happened?” “Maybe we could 
have done more to save him.” All the “could 
have,” “should have,” “why did I?” “why didn’t 
I?” come surging into our consciousness. 
 
You are left alone; there is no one to share the 
minutia of daily life. You have lost the witness 
to your life —no one knows what you had for 
breakfast, what you just read, where you went, 
what you thought, and, worst of all, no one 
really cares. The feeling of isolation is 
pervasive. You are no longer the center of 
anyone’s life, nor is anyone the center of yours. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Alone at a Party 

Going alone to a party 
will the people there be friendly? 

will someone talk to me? 
or will I stand in a corner 

glass in hand 
scanning the room 
for a familiar face 
not finding one 

looking for a smile or nod 
approaching close-knit groups 

unable to enter? 
I am a stranger among the natives 

an alien in a foreign land 
I will go home early tonight 

--Getting out of your comfort zone to meet the 
world is both difficult and imperative. When 
you first begin to make that effort, you 
experience the fifth emotional state, 
“Alienation.” We tend to identify ourselves in 
relationship to other people—daughter, son, 
mother, father, wife, husband, friend…. So if 
you are no longer a wife, what are you? You 
are single in a couple’s world: you market for 
one, cook for one, walk alone, go to a party 
and stand in the corner with a glass in your 
hand watching happy couples. You’re not a 
whole person; you are half a couple. 

 



6 Reinvention 7 The New Normal Post-Grief 
 

Looking at Men 

I caught myself 
looking at men 

I have not done that 
in seventy years 

then it used to be boys 
now it’s older men 
in my age group 

I look and wonder 
whether they’re married 

I would like to go out 
with a male companion 

for a quiet dinner 
perhaps a movie 

that we can talk about later 
I have women friends 
why isn’t it the same? 
I’m somehow not sure 

I am allowed 
to feel this way 

he died just over two years ago 
is it too soon 

for me to wish for couplehood? 
am I being disloyal 

to him and his memory? 
I feel guilty 

for catching myself 
looking at men 

 

Caring about Not Caring 
The things I used to care about 

I no longer do 
but I really do care 

that I don’t care 
about the things 

I used to care about 
 

 
--You cannot live happily in your new, single 
life without changing your identity from half a 
couple to a whole person. You will need to 
reinvent yourself in order to move on, stand on 
your own two feet, and forge a satisfying 
future. Reinvention is the purposeful 
transformation of your perceptions about 
yourself and the world. It is normal to feel 
awkward at first; navigating in this new way 
may be uncomfortable for awhile. Ask friends 
to include you in their activities and help you 
get engaged again in your community. If you 
refuse invitations too often, chances are you 
won’t be asked again. If you go to an event or 
a party, it is helpful to go with someone so that 
you don’t feel stranded by yourself. 
 
 

 

Amazing 
Today I have decided 

that I am not half a couple 
mourning the one that’s gone 

for I have integrated him within me 
and so I am a whole person 
standing on my own two feet 

independent and strong 
there is nothing I cannot do 

for there is nothing I can’t imagine 
I have no fears 

not of living nor of dying 
I am doing the first 
the best I know how 

until the second stops me 
hopefully in my tracks 

I feel the wisdom of my years 
a learning that I can use well 
to make it easier for others’ 

journeys 
as mine draws to an end 

I savor the moments 
in ways new to me 

a quietness has taken hold 
like a new distance, a perspective 

an understanding 
I know not exactly of what 

a comfort in my place 
a knowing of my time 

the word may be “serenity” 
it exists 

even in new adventures 
in willingness for risks 

in shoulder shrugs at failures 
in smiles at foibles 
and secret laughter 

at the amazingness of it all 

 
--Through reinvention, you have morphed into 
an okay single person. You have arrived at the 
next and final state: “the New Normal.” You 
are not half of a couple—but a whole woman or 
man—less needy and able to experience life 
with all its pleasures and pitfalls. I am not 
saying that you don’t miss your spouse, but 
you are really living again instead of just 
surviving. 

Now life can be good again, and new 
adventures are not only possible, but also 
enjoyable. In this state you are able to form 
new friendships which are meaningful and 
enduring—friends to go out with, share a meal 
or travel with. You may be alone, but you are 
not lonely. Home is a refuge, not solitary 
confinement. You feel like a complete person, 
grounded, and secure in your ability to manage 
your life. 

 

 

Missing Him Again 
He has been gone 
for several years 

and I’m OK 
he does not live 

in my head anymore 
he lives in my heart 
and yet sometimes 

unexpectedly 
I feel I am back 

to just after 
he died 

I’m missing him 
I’m hurting 

I feel disoriented 
desperately wishing him back 

I remember 
all that I have lost 

that I will never have again 
it has been years since he died 

but it feels like yesterday 

--For years after the death of a spouse, you 
may regress into earlier emotional states. A 
song, a scent, or a photo triggers an instance 
of sharp pain, and this may impact your mood 
for a few hours or days. Anniversaries and 
holidays can exact an additional toll—others in 
a celebratory mood make the widow or 
widower even more aware of the loss, pain, 
and separation.  

Something Has Changed 
Something has changed 

I used to dread 
coming home in the evening 

to silent, empty rooms 
feeling so terribly alone 
tonight for the first time 

I looked forward to 
some quiet time 
in my quiet home 
after a busy day 

sitting down to read my mail 
checking my computer 

sitting down with a book 
sitting alone 

without feeling lonely 
something has changed 

--Grieving can be long or short. The emotional 
states I described are not immutable: some 
may never be experienced; others may exist 
that I have not encountered. They may not be 
sequential and may be repeated. I often felt 
like I took two steps forward and one step 
back, but grief does soften over time.  

 

 

 



Bereft 

By Linda Donaldson  [lindadonaldson@verizon.net] 

 
My belov’d, my mate 

You’re gone, and I’m left 
Behind and alone 
So deeply bereft. 

 
Finally sensing 

the void in my life, 
The curtain fallen 

On my role as wife. 
 

Each day reveals 
New lessons to learn, 
Memories unfolding 

My grief returns. 
 

Absently, I reach 
for your hand to hold. 

Only to grasp there 
A loss unconsoled. 

 
My grieving heart aches 

for one last kiss 
To drag my sad soul 
back from the abyss. 

 
Empty describes but 

A bit how I feel 
But memories say 

That my love is real. 
 

You, my silent helmsman, 
Navigate my bark, 

away from the shoals 
and out of the dark. 

 
Your flashes of wit 

Brighten the night sky 
As I sail alone smiling 

Under your watchful eye. 
 

Help me love life again 
With your ever present 

Accompaniment. 
Your memory the harmony 

To my life’s melody. 
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