
Six times a year we will be inviting a community member from either North or South Dundas to 

write a few words about Life Matters. They will write upon a variety of topics and we hope you 

will enjoy reading them and they will give a lift to your day. 

 

This month’s writer is Kathryn Boyd 

 

When Death Comes… Grief From The Inside Out 

When we are bereaved, and deprived of a significant relationship due to a death, our 

life story is interrupted. Irrevocably shifted. Our course changes. In a moment, our wishes and 

hopes, our desires and dreams, our plans and futures are stalled. Stayed. Frozen. Ended. Life as 

we know it, is forever altered. And we are flung into the world of grief.  

The losses we grieve may occur suddenly and traumatically, they may occur 

unexpectedly, they may be out-of-order and far too soon, they may be the inevitable ending of 

an arduous terminal illness, or they may unfold quietly one still night at the end of a life that 

was long and well lived. All ignite our grief.  The specific nature of the loss itself (the details of 

the death) influence and colour our grief experience. But grief follows all. 

We grieve relationships of all kinds. When death comes we grieve for those who are 

important to us, central in our lives. We grieve lost parents, children, partners and spouses, 

siblings, friends, grandparents, extended family members, pregnancies… 

 Grief is messy. And isolating. A grief experience infiltrates every aspect of our lives. It 

can cloud our thinking, cause us to rage, fill our mind with unwanted pictures and memories, 

interfere with sleep and appetite, create fear and anguish, and unleash overwhelming sorrow.  

Grief can create a wide range of symptoms: anger, fear, sadness, exhaustion, anxiety, 

depression, flashbacks, confusion, loneliness, isolation, regret, guilt, ruminating thoughts and 

second-guessing- What if what if what if what if what if what if?  Grief includes remembering. 

Remembering our loved ones and sharing stories. In grief sometimes we need to tell our story 

over and over and over and over and over again. Sometimes we don’t feel like talking at all. To 

anyone. Grief can hurt. Physically. It hurts. And in some moments it might even feel as though 

you can’t breathe. Sometimes grief may cause you to face the morning light asking why you are 

the one that remains behind to face another day without your loved one. Grief experiences can 

come in waves, crashing over us unexpectedly in painful spasms, while we are getting on with 

the ordinary business of life like standing in line at the grocery store, or driving in the car, or 

washing the dishes. Or grief can hang like an ever-present dark cloud over everything. For a 

long time. Sometimes grief looks like lonely stifled sobs in the middle of the night while 

everyone else is sleeping. Sometimes it looks empty and numb. Sometimes it is an endless 



aching, a deep, soulful longing. Sometimes grief is piled on top of grief. Loss on top of loss, and 

it is the heavy layering of griefs that becomes an unbearable weight rather than the pain of any 

of the individual losses. Grief can be a surly beast. A monster in the closet. It can also become a 

quiet constant companion. An odd comfort of sorts, keeping us connected, bound, to our loved 

one.  

Grief can take on many forms. It can look a lot of different ways. There is no right and no 

wrong when it comes to an individual grieving process. There are only degrees of things that 

are more and less helpful in grief and that measuring stick is very personal. What is indeed 

more and less helpful within a grieving process is based on individual needs, circumstances, 

values, beliefs, and on the nature of the loss itself. 

The Global Pandemic we are living through has dramatically impacted our grief 

experiences. It has intensified the inherent isolation of grief. COVID restrictions of all sorts have 

severely limited our ability to be with and attend to our loved ones at the end of their lives. For 

some it has stolen our ability to physically be present with our cherished ones in their final days 

and moments. We have had to say goodbye through a window, or over the phone or in a video 

call. And in some cases the limitations caused by the pandemic have robbed us of our goodbye 

entirely. COVID has also altered our public grieving rituals significantly, reducing, postponing 

and even cancelling the ways in which we typically come together to support one another 

through bereavement.  

We don’t get over our grief.  We move through it. We move with it. We learn to tolerate 

the absence of our loved one. We learn to tolerate the pain. Over time we adapt, we build up 

the necessary resources to bear the weight of the loss. We learn how to carry our grief forward. 

How to continue walking with it. We do this in a myriad of ways – big and small – over time. 

Grief work is hard work. It can be slow. It is uncomfortable. And it is necessary work. 

 

 

 

 

Kathryn is a Registered Psychotherapist in Ontario and has been with Dundas County 

Hospice in September of 2020. She has a master’s degree in Creative Arts Therapy and has 

worked as a counsellor for over 15 years. She facilitates group, individual and family therapy 

sessions. Kathryn has experience working with children, teens, youth, adults and elders. She has 

worked as a therapist in the Northwest Territories, in Haliburton, ON and in Ottawa. She is a 

local girl and came back to the area in 2016 to raise her family.  

 

 



 

This month’s writer is Mary MacMillan 

A Teller of Stories 

I hope you had a Storyteller in your family. I hope, when you were young there was an 

Elder who kindled your imagination with tall tales. 

I had the good fortune to have had the best tale-wagging uncle who, it seemed to me 

back then, liked nothing better than sharing stories with me. Uncle Henry was a rather 

unique character. He lived in a tiny house long before they became so popular. Sitting 

with him (with a mouthful of peppermints) I absorbed every tale he told. 

 One that I vividly remember is a story of my Grandpa Fraser. He left home at an early 

age and ventured to the Western United States. He became a Pony Express Rider. One 

day, according to Uncle Henry, he was in a town when the local Natives brought their 

pelts in to be sold. Apparently there was some moonshine given as part of their bounty. 

One of them, perhaps overexcited, shot Grandpa in the chin with an arrow. Thus 

Grandpa always wore a beard to cover the scar. 

This memory gave me cause to write this poem. 

When I was a little girl 

I’d listen 

To my grand uncle tell wild tales 
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Especially about my Grandfather. 

The tales were wild indeed and so 

It seemed was my Grandfather. 

His adventurous spirit 

Led him 

To become a Pony Express Rider. 

As for me I’ve never even rode a horse 

But I’ve had lots of adventures. 

Was I handpicked to “carry on? ” 

I wonder if someday I’ll become 

The Storyteller 

Relating tall tales to the wee ones in my family. 

I wonder if they will glance at me in wonder 

And wonder how tall these tales really are. 

The stories I’ve accumulated over the past year and a bit sure haven’t been very 

exciting but they certainly have caused me to go on a journey. Inward. 



Many years ago a friend asked me a question and added ‘Don’t answer the question 

yet. Think about it; would you want to be your own best friend?” 

Thank goodness I’ve been blessed with the precious gift of Time so that today I can say 

with all honesty Yes. I am my own best friend. Armed with that heart lesson this past 

while has been less of a challenge. 

I have lost myself in books. Reading someone else’s stories. How the days can float by 

when absorbed in some other fellows tales. 

Some of the stories made me laugh out loud, while others have brought me to tears, 

some have tugged at my heart and others have taught me valuable lessons. 

I’ve had lots of writers leave a wealth of Spiritual knowledge on my doorstep. One 

particular Richard Wagamese has enriched me spiritually. In his book “Embers” he 

embraces Spirituality in Nature. This has caused me to pay particular attention to all the 

Seasons. Being aware in watching the unfolding of spring, the vivid colors of summer, 

the bounty of fall and the blessed pureness of snow filled winter. 

I’ve also taken a few courses, one of them from the University of Dublin, titled Health 

and Happiness. I learned many lessons from these wise Irish professors. What 

impressed me was their humanness. 

One particular sentence I hope I’ll remember forever is: 

“Give your heart a cuddle!” 



How many times in the past while I’d berate myself for not doing more…like 

housework…then I’d remember that sentence and lighten up. Because that’s what a 

best friend would do. 

My story, when this is all over will be filled with a new level of acceptance. 

Accepting that I’m not computer literate and Zoom causes me to break out in a rash! 

Accepting that I can “just be”. 

Accepting that I can only live one day at a time. 

Accepting that Patience and Tolerance and Kindness are the most important qualities I 

must embrace each day when I go out into the world. 

Accepting that Someone, Somewhere is looking after me and wants to be my Best 

Friend. 

And so I challenge you to become a Storyteller. Make sure your tales are a little 

stretched and a lot tall…’cause that’s what Storytellers do. 

  

About this month’s writer: 

Mary is a Board Director and, more importantly, a Grief & Bereavement volunteer and 

has been with Dundas County Hospice since 2006. She is also a wonderful Storyteller. 

 



 

  


