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REACHING DEEP
In his book When Life Hurts: A Personal Journey 

from Adversity to Renewal, Rabbi Wayne Dosick tells 
this true story about the world-renowned violinist Itzhak 
Perlman. Its message about overcoming adversity has 
special meaning for bereaved persons.

Childhood polio left Perlman able to walk only with 
the aid of two crutches, and with braces on both of his 
legs. When he plays a concert, the journey from the 
wings to center stage is slow and laborious. Yet, once 
he begins playing, his incredible talent transcends any 
thought of physical challenge.

One evening, Perlman was scheduled to play a 
most difficult violin concerto at one of the world’s most 
famous recital halls. He slowly made his way onstage, 
set aside his crutches, unloosened his leg braces, took 
up his violin, and nodded to the conductor to begin.

Only a few bars into the concerto, one of the strings 
on Perlman’s violin broke, with a rifle-like popping 
noise that filled the entire auditorium. The orchestra 
immediately stopped playing and the audience held its 
collective breath. Most assumed that Perlman would 
have to put on his braces, take up his crutches, and 
slowly walk off-stage to get a new string or a substitute 
violin.

But, after just a moment’s pause, Perlman set his 
violin under his chin, and signaled to the conductor to 
begin again.

An eyewitness recounted, “Now, I know that it is 
impossible to play a violin concerto with just three 
strings. I know that, and you know that, but that night 
Itzhak Perlman refused to know that. You could see him 
modulating, changing, and recomposing in his head. At 
one point, it sounded as if he were retuning the strings 
to get new sounds from them that they had never made 
before. 

“When he finished, there was an awesome silence in 
the room. And them people rose and cheered...We were 
all on our feet, screaming and cheering...He smiled, 
wiped his brow, raised his bow to quiet us...and the he 
said...not boastfully but in a quiet, pensive tone: ‘You 
know, sometimes it is the artist’s task to find out how 
much music you can still make with what you have left.’ ”

Reprinted from The Compassionate Friends of Los Angeles, 
Vol. 31, No. 7, July, 2015
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Remember not only what you lost, 
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~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Casey Abrahamson

12/18/70 – 5/6/95
Missing Casey and hearing him always say, “Mom, I 
love you.”
Never forgotten, forever in my heart.
Darlene Abrahamson – Mother
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Casey Abrahamson

12/18/70 – 5/6/95
To everything there is a season, a time for every 
purpose under heaven.
Ecc. 3:1

Angela Abrahamson-Morgan – Sister
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
William “Bill” Adams

12/7/41 – 11/27/74
Gone too soon.
Jeanne Moren (Adams), Lori & Brian
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Bill Adams

12/7/41 – 11/27/74
Jim & Lynn Schultz

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
David B. Anderson

11/14/61 – 8/18/07
Handsome, Kind, Generous.
Judy McMahon
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Derek Harold Anderson

10/15/74 – 9/30/13
Wit, Wisdom, Love, Smiles & Flip Flops--Gentle Spirit 
of the Universe: 
Near/Far, Always and Forever. You are loved and 
missed so much.
Your Family & Friends
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Craig Bichanich

1/2/52 – 6/25/04
Miss you every day.
Donna, Sara, Tony, Danny

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Christopher Browning

11/4/72 – 2/3/16
I think about and miss you every day. I will always love 
you Chris.
Susan Browning – Wife
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Rick Robert Carrier

12/28/70 – 6/7/16
Rest in Peace, we miss and love you.
John, Tammy & Cindy
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Rick Robert Carrier

12/28/70 – 6/7/16
I miss you very much. Rest in Peace #1 brother.
Tammy Carrier
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Danny Devries

12/14/90 – 12/10/10
Remembering your beautiful spirit, your love for nature, 
and your amazing laugh.
Patricia Devries
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Michael Dinkel

4/16/58 – 9/01
You are so missed.
Dale & JoAnn Dinkel
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Tim Doemel, Jr.

7/7/66 – 11/12/94
23 Years since you left us for your Heavenly Home but 
forever in our hearts.
Mom, Dad and Stephanie
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Rick French (Brother)

8/14/88 – 1/7/11
Taken far too soon. You live on in our hearts.
Amanda French

REMEMBERING OUR LOVED ONES
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~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Jason Friske

3/6/75 – 10/6/99
You are missed so much.
Lynn Prochaska – Mom
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Steven Joseph Heusinger

5/86 – 8/8/05
Forever in my heart. Missing you every day. Loving you 
always.
Julia Heusinger – Mother
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
James D. Johnson

3/10/51 – 7/18/95
George H. Jones

2/10/1884 – 3/24/54
Never forgetting the good times.
Caroline Johnson Foster
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Zachary Koenig

6/29/78 – 5/18/99
In memory of my son Zak – I know you are just a heart 
beat away – I feel your presence every day.
Kathy – Mom
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Diana Koss, Paul Brusky,  
Marianne Panyon
Loved and Missed
by Family
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Steven C. Larson

2/8/77 – 4/4/14
Time has passed but the pain of losing you is still 
present. You are in my heart.
Love you.
Kathy Witt – Mother
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Steve Larson

2/8/77 - 4/4/14
You have always been loved and will always be 
missed.
Christina Schwartzlow – Sister

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Daniel Duane Leikness

2/24/79
Dan, You left us 21 years ago. We miss you everyday. 
Remembering your smile & happy memories helps. Be 
happy, knowing we will join you someday.
Duane & Sara Leikness
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Kaitlin McGarrity

5/16/87 – 6/6/13
Miss our hugs. Miss you always.
Christie – Mom
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Steven McMahon

12/31/55 – 7/17/88
We love and miss you.
Bessie McMahon & Family
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Angie Rae Meier

died at age 22
Your Madre, your family and friends miss you. Never 
forgotten. Always loved.
Randi Leeder – her Madre
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Stan Reinke

3/27/70 – 7/14/99
Scott Reinke

12/24/71 – 9/11/99
Miss you guys.

Laradene & family

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Steven Schnipper
Beloved son, brother, cousin and friend. Gone too 
soon. Forever in our hearts.
Mom, Dad, Marc and Scott
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Rob Schulz

3/13/59 – 9/9/02
Dearest Rob, You were such a loving and supportive 
big brother to me. I so miss your presence in my life. 
With love, Amy
Amy Schulz
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~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Dustin J. Tarkenton

6/29/83 – 4/27/05
We missed you on our ski trip. They’re never the same 
without you, but you are always with us in our hearts, 
minds and souls.
Mom – Shari, Sister –Trisha, Grandpa & Grandma 
Kmet
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Erik Thorson

8/28/69 – 5/26/01
After all of these years the sadness of losing you is with 
me everyday. Grandma and Grandpa are with you now. 
Their love and mine are yours for eternity.
Rachel Thorson-Schmied – Mom
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Erik Treloar

9/5/88 – 8/29/07
Forever in our hearts.
Mom, Andy, Moog, Tate & Drew
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Braden Patrick Vessey

12/15/93 – 5/14/15
Forever loved, missed and remembered.
Nicole, Steve, and Teddy

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Mark Visser

7/6/79 – 3/12/08
Ten years and our hearts are still healing. Missing you 
always and forever.
Mum, Dad, Scott and his family – Kelly, Joslyn and 
Kelton
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Derek Walsvick

3/5/72 – 11/28/90
You are loved and remembered by so many – We miss 
you!
Darlene Woldt – Mother
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Greg Wopp

1956 – 1974
John Wopp

1957 – 2004
Together Forever in the Heart of the Moon –  
With Me, in My Heart till Eternity.
Loved Unconditionally by All.
Laura A.M. Wopp-Hulin
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

A SINCERE THANK YOU TO OUR DONORS
Angela Abrahamson-Morgan

Darlene Abrahamson
Sheryl Becker

Donna Bichanich
John Carrier

Tammy Carrier
Patricia Devries

Dale & JoAnn Dinkel
Ed & Mary Drinkwine

Caroline Foster

Amanda French
Julia Heusinger

Pat Kmet
Kathy Koenig
Randi Leeder

Duane & Sara Leikness
Christie McGarrity
Judith McMahon
Lynn Prochaska
Laradene Reinke

Marc Schnipper
Jim & Lynn Schultz

Amy Schulz
Rachel Thorson-Schmied

Krista & Andrew Urban
Evelyn & Robert Visser

Rodney Waldmann
Kathleen Witt
Darlene Woldt

Laura Wopp-Hulin

Tax deductible donations can be made:
By mail to Survivor Services, JMHC, 25 Kessel Court, Ste. 105, Madison WI 53711

Online at https://www.journeymhc.org/how-to-help/donate
Select SOS Services, then click “donate.” Use credit card or PayPal.
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SPRING ~ TRIGGERS OF TRAUMATIC LOSS
Blog post by Natalie O’Brien
https://metamorphosis686.wordpress.com/

Spring is coming. There is a shift occurring inside 
of me. At a physiological level, my body is starting 
to re-experience the trauma of Chuck’s death while 
my mind still tries to block it out. Spring used to be 
my favorite season. It meant warmer weather, longer 
days, and blooming flowers. Everything was anew. 
Now, spring signifies the beginning of the 
end of my old life.

When Chuck died, spring was upon 
us. Daylight savings time had ended, 
soccer season was in full swing, 
Spring Break was quickly approaching 
and Easter was the coming weekend. The 
day he died, it was warm outside. I had spent 
that afternoon on the playground with our daughter, 
oblivious to the news I would get that evening. The 
next breezy spring morning I laid with her on a blanket 
in the green grass. She was wrapped in her Daddy’s 
black fleece jacket starring up at the cloudless blue 
sky trying to make sense of what I had just told her. 
And she was asking questions any 6-year-old would 
ask, “Is Daddy up there? Can he see us? How do we 
know he is really dead? Is his pain gone? Who will be 
my Daddy now?”

I tried my best to answer her questions and 
reassure her that we would be okay, though not 
fully believing any of it. I laid there marveling at 
the beautiful nature around us while experiencing 
the stark contrast of the terror inside of me. I kept 
asking myself, how could Chuck leave all of this— 
this wonderful, beautiful, magnificent world? And of 
course, how could he leave us?

That beautifully horrific spring day was followed 
by many more just like it. Questions I couldn’t really 
answer, emotions I didn’t know how to process, 

sadness I had to hide, and the business of death 
dominating most of my days. My body was in shock. 
I could barely eat because images of Chuck’s death 
were swimming around in my mind. I could only sleep 
for short stints of time because our bed terrified me. 
I didn’t know how to be alone in a space that we had 

both occupied every night before. I couldn’t 
stand to see his things lying around 

the house, reminding me that he had 
left it all behind. His t-shirt on the 
nightstand, his slippers by the back 

door, and his towel on the bathroom 
hook flooded me with waves of nausea.

Eventually I bought a new home and a new 
bed that I could sleep peacefully in. And for the most 
part, Chuck’s possessions were packed up or given 
away. My shock and anxiety subsided piece by piece 
while I worked to rebuild our lives. However, last year 
when winter gave way to spring, I felt the anxiety 
creeping in again. It was a trigger beyond my control 
and it was completely unanticipated. Before I knew it, 
I found myself barely being able to eat again and at 
first I didn’t know why. Though, I soon figured out that 
the season I once loved was now tied to the trauma 
that I had buried deep inside. Today, I feel the weather 
changing and I know spring is near. My body has 
already started to experience a negative shift and it’s 
scary. But this year, I know what’s to come. Instead 
of letting the trauma take me, I want to try to untie the 
beauty from the pain of my past. Someday soon, I 
want to look at the beautiful sky, feel the spring breeze 
and reclaim the season I once loved.

Natalie’s husband died in March, 2016.

Reprinted with permission from the author

THERE WILL COME A DAY
There will come a day

when your tears of sorrow
will softly flow into tears of remembrance...
and your heart will begin to heal itself...
and grieving will be interrupted by episodes of joy...
and you will hear the whisper of hope.

There will come a day
when you will welcome the tears of remembrance...
as a sun shower of the soul...

a turning of the tide...
a promise of peace.

There will come a day when you will...
risk loving...
go on believing...
and treasure the tears of remembering. 

—author unknown

“Now, spring signifies  
the beginning of the end  

of my old life.”
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USING WHAT’S HELPFUL 
We encourage survivors to seek out supportive people 

and resources. This can often be an arduous and frustrating 
process. Initially, feelings and reactions may change daily, 
by the hour or by the minute. It is difficult to think ahead and 
some words may seem empty.

The purpose of this newsletter is to present material 
that will be helpful to survivors at various points in their 
grief. We invite you to use what applies. You may set 

some things aside for future reference. You may want 
to share some thoughts with others. You may want to 
respond or comment. 

Eventually, a healthy goal would be to integrate the 
experience of a suicide loss into the continuation of 
living a satisfying life. Our hope is that the words and 
experiences of others that we present will support you in 
your journey.

LET GO OF THE PAST
by Kathleen O’ Brien, Westside SOS, Tempe, AZ

Let Go.....of guilt; it’s okay to make the same mistakes 
again.

Let Go.....of obsession; things seldom turn out the way 
you planned.

Let Go.....of hate; it’s a waste of love.
Let Go.....of blaming others; you are responsible for 

your own destiny.
Let Go.....of fantasies; so reality can come true.

Let Go.....of self-pity; someone else may need you.
Let Go.....of wanting; cherish what you have.
Let Go.....of fear; it’s a waste of faith.
Let Go.....of despair; change comes from acceptance 

and forgiveness.
Let Go.....of the past; the future is here — right now.

Reprinted from “Those Left Behind” newsletter, Abilene, TX, July 1998

BOOK REVIEW: 
BUT I DIDN’T SAY GOODBYE
by Barbara Rubel

Reviewed by Rachel Knecht, SOS Volunteer Facilitator

This fictional story is about an 11-year-old named 
Alex who lost his father to suicide. The story begins 
just before his father’s death and ends five years 
after the death. Each chapter focuses on a different 
piece of Alex’s experience, mostly on the immediate 
aftermath of his father’s death.

I personally lost my mom to suicide at age eight 
and I found that while reading this book, many of the 
ideas rang true to my own experience. Although reality 
is much messier than what’s portrayed in the story, 
Alex’s reactions to losing his father and feelings about 
the way his father dies were very realistic.

Although he was old enough to understand that his 
father ended his own life, he still had a difficult time 
with the questions that flooded his mind, such as, 
“Why would he end his life if he loved me?”, “Was I 
not good enough?”, “Could I have done something to 
stop him?”

As time goes on, Alex receives support from his 
family in addition to receiving professional services 
from a grief counselor and a child support group. By 

the end of the story, when Alex is five years from his 
loss, he expresses that he still has bad moments, yet 
he is surviving, that he has survived.

The book is structured as a workbook for children 
to complete on their own or with an adult. At the 
end of each chapter, the narrator suggests that the 
reader share their own story with an adult as Alex has 
done with the reader. Each chapter then has a set 
of questions and activities for the reader to complete 
which focus on the thoughts and feelings expressed 
in that particular chapter. Instead of just providing an 
example of one child’s experience of losing someone 
to suicide, the author encourages the reader to reflect 
on and to process their own suicide loss.

Although this book is not meant to be the only 
resource used to process, it is certainly a very useful 
resource for families questioning how to help a 
child affected by suicide loss. Written in an easy to 
understand manner, this book can be read by a child 
with an adult or on their own. I feel that, if read with an 
adult, this book could help both adult and child with 
the many thoughts and emotions that accompany a 
suicide loss.
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SOS SUPPORT GROUP PURPOSE
To share experiences for living and coping beyond suicide loss

APRIL

10

24

JULY

10

24

JUNE

12

26

MAY

8

22

SURVIVORS OF SUICIDE SUPPORT GROUP SCHEDULE
A self-help group for adults who are grieving the death of a loved one by suicide.

2nd and 4th Tuesday of each month, 7:00 – 9:00 pm
Journey Mental Health Center, Kessel Ct., Building 49, Madison WI 53711

There is free parking in front of the building. To gain entry, press the call button and indicate that you are 
attending the SOS meeting. You will be greeted by one of the SOS team. Please arrive by 6:50 as group starts 

promptly at 7:00. The building locks at 7:00 PM. If necessary follow call directions posted on the door by using 
a cell phone to alert the group if you need late entry.

SOS Confidential Email: sos@journeymhc.org for correspondence & information requests
SOS Confidential Voicemail: to leave message 608/280-2435
For an urgent or immediate need 24/7: Call Emergency Services 608/280-2600
Journey Mental Health Center Website: http://www.journeymhc.org
SOS Support Services: http://journeymhc.org/community-based-services/#sos-support

MARK YOUR CALENDAR
Saturday, November 17 – International Survivors of Suicide Loss Day

VALUE OF SUPPORT GROUPS
Suicide survivors share a singular bond. Although 

each of our situations is unique, we tend to experience 
similar feelings, emotions, questions and stages 
of grief. Because suicide grief is so different than 
grief experienced from other types of death, many 
survivors value the understanding available at suicide 
survivor support groups. These groups often provide 
an opportunity to meet other survivors who are further 
along in their grief journey and who provide hope for 
the newly bereaved. 

Some survivors seek out the support of a  
group immediately, while others may wait years to 
go. You may find that it takes a few meetings to feel 
comfortable or that a particular group is not right for 
you. Support groups provide a good opportunity to 
meet others in similar circumstances, often resulting in 
life-long friendships.

Grief, I’ve learned, is really just love. It’s all the love you want to give but cannot.  
All of that unspent love gathers up in the corners of your eyes, the lump in your throat and in the  

hollow part of your chest. Grief is just love with no place to go.
— Jamie Anderson
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• By phone message to (608) 280-2435
• By mail at the address above.


