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			Preface

			Grief changes you long before it introduces itself.
It arrives quietly—sometimes months, sometimes years before a final breath is ever taken. It moves into the corners of your life, soft at first, then unmistakable. I learned this truth not only through twenty years of hospice work, but through the journey of losing my husband, Rocky.

			Death is a subject many people avoid. Even the word itself makes people uncomfortable. But avoiding the reality of death doesn’t protect us from its arrival. It only leaves us unprepared, frightened, and alone when the moment comes.

			This book was born from truth, not theory.
It came from bedsides, from whispered prayers, from the warm hands of people as they took their last breaths. It came from the living as much as the dying—from sons and daughters, husbands and wives, friends and caregivers who looked at me with fear in their eyes and asked, “What do I do? What happens now?”

			Through the years, I have learned that we are all the same in our deepest moments. We want peace. We want answers. We want to feel less alone. We want permission to grieve in our own way.

			I wrote this book to bring honesty to a subject wrapped in silence; to offer comfort to those walking through the hardest season of their lives; to show you that death is not a failure, not a punishment, and never the end of love.

			If anything, love becomes stronger.
Love becomes clearer.
Love becomes the bridge.

			This book will not tell you how to grieve.
It will not give you a checklist or a timeline.
Instead, it will walk with you, step by step, story by story, truth by truth.

			Because grief deserves honesty.
Death deserves compassion.
And your heart deserves to know that you are not alone—not in your fear, not in your pain, and not in your healing.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			Why I Wrote This Book

			There is a quiet, almost unnoticed moment when life takes a new direction. You don’t see it coming or get ready for it. One morning, you wake up, and everything has changed.

			For me, that moment happened many times throughout my life.
The first time I sat at the bedside of a dying patient.
The day I became a DreamWalker.
The night my husband took his last breath, my hand held his.

			Every one of those moments carved something into my heart.
Every experience deepened my understanding of the sacredness of life, the mystery of dying, and the unbreakable bond that continues after death.

			People often ask me:
“How do you do this work?”
“How do you sit with the dying?”
“How do you stay strong?”

			The truth is… I don’t always stay strong.
And maybe that is why I understand grief the way I do.
I have lived it.
I have walked through it.
And I continue to carry it gently, lovingly and the same way I hold the stories of those who allowed me to walk them home.

			I wrote this book because grief can be terrifying when you don’t know what you’re looking at.
Because no one teaches us what dying looks like.
Because no one prepares us for anticipatory grief, or the guilt we carry, or the fear of not doing enough.
Because families stand in hospital rooms and long-term care homes and whisper, “I don’t know if I can handle this.”

			I wrote this book to be a companion, and not a textbook.
To guide you, comfort you, and give you language for the things your heart already knows but cannot say.
To help you understand your loved one’s final journey and your own journey through loss.

			Most of all, I wrote this book because grief is not something we overcome.
It is something we grow around.
Something that integrates into our lives, reshapes us, softens us, and connects us more deeply to those who came before us.

			This book is my way of honouring the people I have loved, the souls I have guided, and the countless stories that have shaped who I am.
I hope that as you read these pages, you will find comfort, courage, and the reassurance that you do not walk this path alone.

			Love follows you.
Love surrounds you.
Love continues long after the last breath is taken.

		

	
		
			Dedication

			To Rocky McClure,

			whose final journey taught me more about love, courage, and transition
than any classroom ever could.
Your presence lives on every page.

			And to Jean-Pierre Marr,

			whose love in my second chapter of life reminds me that the heart expands, grows, and welcomes joy again.
Thank you for walking beside me.

			 

			Between the worlds of “before” and “after,”
love is the thread that never breaks.
Some walk beside us for a lifetime,
some walk beside us in spirit—
but all of them shape the journey
of who we are becoming. 

			by Gabriele McClure
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			Chapter One 

			And Then I Found Myself Alone 

			What is grief? 
Why do we grieve? 
How do we grieve? 
How long does grieving last? 
Do I have to cry every day? 
Do I have to wear black for a year? 
Can I talk about the person who has died? 
Is it okay for me to laugh? 
Is it okay for me to look happy? 

			So many questions. But these are not just questions; they are expectations, standards set by society. Sad standards, I must say. 

			Grief isn’t something that can be measured, timed, or neatly explained. It is as unique as the love that gave it life. Each person carries it differently: some through tears, others through silence; some through movement, others through stillness. For a long time, I believed grief was something to “get over,” something with an ending, a point where I could return to who I was before. But grief changes us. 
It reshapes our world, our priorities, and our understanding of love and spirit. 
It can break us open—and, in that breaking, awaken something profound. 

			After twenty years of hospice care, I’ve witnessed many forms of grief. 

			There is the initial grief and the early grief that arrives even before a loved one has passed away. It’s the moment you realize that the person lying before you is no longer the partner, friend, or family member you’ve known for years. The body is still there, but the way they speak, move, eat, or behave is no longer familiar. It’s the moment you understand that life will never be the same. 
This is when grief truly begins. 

			Then there is the “poor me, what am I going to do next?” grief. 
And don’t get me wrong, you’re allowed to feel this. It’s part of being human. But for a moment, it’s not about the dying person… It’s about you. 
You feel abandoned. 
You feel angry. 
You think, why are you leaving me? Don’t you know I love you? Don’t you know I can’t imagine life without you? 

			And then…it’s all over. 
Death enters the room. 

			Another wave of grief arrives: the “my partner is gone” grief. 

			This is the moment you truly understand what it means to be alone. You return to a house that no longer holds someone’s presence. Everything feels hollow. You don’t want to see or talk to anyone, yet being alone feels unbearable. You crave someone to talk to, someone who will listen, but your mind is spinning, and nothing makes sense. Your thoughts scatter in every direction. 

			You even catch yourself thinking: 
If only I could leave this world too, to be with him again. 

			And somewhere in the chaos, when a gentle soul finally names it for you, you realize: 
I am grieving. 

			According to the Kübler-Ross model, grief has five stages: 

			1.Denial 

			2.Anger 

			3.Bargaining 

			4.Depression 

			5.Acceptance 

			I felt none of these emotions when my Oma passed away, nor when my mother died. 
But after my husband’s death… Depression and Acceptance became the air, I breathed. 

			Thoughts haunted me: 
Did he know how much I loved him? 
Why did we argue about such trivial things? 
We should have spent more time together, talked more, and held each other longer. 
If I could speak to him one more time, I would tell him… 

			The days leading up to the funeral (or celebration of life) are both endless and overwhelmingly busy. There are logistics to arrange, people to notify, flowers to order, food to organize, and a coffin to choose. During the day, the house fills with people paying their respects. 

			But the nights… the nights stretch into forever. 

			You can’t sleep. The house is too quiet. No one lies beside you. No one is snoring, coughing, or getting up in the middle of the night. 

			You hear sounds you never noticed before. 

			Is someone at the fridge? 
Why is the dog staring at that corner? 
It’s only 1:00 a.m.… and there is so much to do before Saturday. 
I still need to write the eulogy. 
Did I order enough food? 
Oh, I miss you so much… 

			And then it hits you: 
A wave of sadness so heavy it steals your breath. 
You break, crying uncontrollably, wishing none of this were real. 

			Finally, the dreaded day arrives. 

			You didn’t sleep. Your head feels foggy, dizzy, detached. Thoughts race, but nothing

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/1.jpg
Lire BEYoND Loss

A Compassionate Exploration of Grief, Healing,
and the Never Dying Bond of Love

Heart and Healing Series: A Companion Collection

Exploring Compassion, Loss, Love and Healing

GaBRrIELE McCLURE





OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
LIFE BEYOND
LOSS

A Compassionate Exploration of Grief,
Healing, and the Never Dying Bond of Love

Gabriele McClure

THE HEART AND HEALING SERIES
BOOK TWO





OEBPS/image/Tellwell_Black.jpg
teII_we_II%





OEBPS/image/2.jpg





