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THE CARE COURIER 
STOP TRYING TO MOVE ON, JUST MOVE FORWARD 

     “Stop! Don’t touch that! You’ll get hurt!”  
     But it was too late. Color and curiosity already captured me as Mom and I walked the shores of Lake 
Michigan. As a girl, I loved collecting anything, rocks, butterflies, bugs, shells. And now, glass pieces: sharp 
sparkly shards  scattered along the shore. Blues, greens peppered with browns.  
   “It hurts!” I cried. Even before Mom’s warning, I had sliced my hand. Mom wrapped it in a towel and wiped 
my eyes.  “You’ll be fine. It will heal.” She held me close. 
    In the weeks that followed Mom did allow my sister Teri and me to return to the beach and watch the 
progress of our glass. Our Beach Glass. We would stand there mesmerized as the glass tumbled in a swirl of 
sand and foam with each wave, forward, backward till they rested on the shore, etched and smooth. The same, 
but different. I held the glass in my palm, a warm peaceful feeling instead of shock and pain. I slipped it in my 
pocket. 
    As I take on the role of Continuous Care Coordinator, this memory returns again and again as it has over 
years of ministry with people in so many painful situations, offering the hope that the sharp edges of grief can 
be washed and etched with love, forgiveness, time, and gratitude. 
    “When will I get over this?” a widow asks. “Will I ever feel normal again?” a mother cries. “They just don’t 
understand! My brother tells me I need to move on, get over it, but I can’t,” another shares.  
    “Do you want the truth?” A surprised look always greets me, a mixture of hope and futility with a slight 
tenuous nod. “The truth is you love deeply. This person means more than anyone can know. You don’t leave 
relationships behind. You grieve because you love and you miss not only the person, but the life you created 
together. 
    I watch a tear roll down a cheek. “The truth is that the pain will soften and you will feel happy again, even 
though you’ll  feel sad sometimes. You will always miss him. You will always remember the good and the bad. 
But the grief morphs, if you embrace it. It’s up to you to intentionally decide to choose hope and work through 
your grief, creating a positive future.” 
    “Everyone tells me to move on. What if I can’t move on?” There’s a desperate nagging fear in her voice. “I 
can’t get anything done. I can’t even give away his shirts!” 
   “Let me offer you grace. Just accept where you are right now. You’re still in shock. Your mind doesn’t work 
the same. It may take months, but you will heal.” I stop. Let that sink in. “I want you to listen carefully as we 
think about what it means to move on.” She nods and I lean in, softening my voice.  “What if you stop telling 
yourself to move on? That’s not a helpful phrase. Moving on feels like you are leaving all those good 
memories, and that treasured relationship behind.       (Continues on next page….) 
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    “What if instead of ‘moving on,’ you decide to 
‘carry on,’ to ‘move forward’ taking all you have 
loved and learned with you as you journey on your 
next steps of life?”  
    She gives me a quizzical look. “You mean I don’t 
have to move on?” 
    “Consider making your mantra: I AM CARRYING 
ON. I AM MOVING FORWARD. When people tell 
you to move on, or you tell yourself to move on, it’s 
because the grieving process is so uncomfortable. 
People put expectations on you because they just want 
the whole thing to be over. They want “closure.” But 
it’s not that way.  The pathway of grief takes time. A 
lot of time. And it weaves in and out.  Just when you 
think you’re “normal,” the tiniest thing will happen 
and emotions well up. And that’s ok. Be generous 
with yourself.” 
    This is when I tell the Beach Glass Story. “That 
piece of glass is like the grief of your loved one. At 
first it’s sharp, but with time, the edges soften. You 
carry it with you. You move forward honoring the 
memory of your loved one. You walk with hope 
treasuring all the lessons, all the love. You take him/
her into new relationships, onto new paths. You feel 
the beach glass in your pocket. As you rub it between 
your fingers? You decide in the midst of grief to 
choose hope.” 
 
    Hello, I’m VickiJolene Reece, the new Continuous 
Care Coordinator at Locke Funeral Services. I come 
from a large family, the eldest of five girls. I am 
married and have two young adult daughters. I am 
also a long term caregiver and know the grief and 
worry caregivers feel. As a United Methodist pastor, 
I’ve helped hundreds of people deal with just about 
every form of loss, at  homes, farms, workplace, ICU, 
ER, nursing homes, and even accident sites. 
    My circle of  family and friends includes 
Christians,  atheists, races, and different beliefs. I 
respect and love them, and it’s mutual. So it will be 
with anyone who needs support.  
    I want you to know that I am here for you if 
you  need a caring person to help you on your journey, 
be it a phone call, a cup of coffee, or our Thursday 
Grief Group. Let’s journey together as you deal with 
the sharp edges of grief.  (319) 505-3048 
    And just to remind you that there is healing and 
hope in the midst of grief, I have a piece of beach 
glass for you. (VickiJolene Reece) ▪ 

 

HOLDING ON or LETTING GO?  

ALWAYS BE HUMBLE AND KIND! 

    “What do you think you’re doing? Mary burst into 

her bedroom, catching Tonya with an old flannel shirt. 

His flannel shirt.  

    “Mom, I’m just trying to help!” 

    “I don’t need your help!” Mary looked at the pile of 

Bob’s old clothes. Those jeans he refused to get rid of. 

Tears stung as she remembered his voice. They finally 

fit just right honey. Ok. I won’t wear them in public. 

The blue suit he wore on their first date. I knew then I 

wanted to marry you. Just didn’t think you would. 

Prettiest girl I ever saw. She picked it up, holding it 

close, remembering their first kiss. Tears. Tenderness. 

She wanted to flop on the bed and sob. Instead she 

defended her decision. 

    “I don’t need your help! Put everything back!” 

Mary yanked the flannel shirt out of Tonya’s hand, 

caressing it to her chest, feeling it’s softness as she 

lifted it to her flushed cheek to soak away her tears. 

    “Mom, I’m sorry.” Tonya reached out, hugging her 

mom, crying with her. Mary’s stiff body began to 

relax. 

    “This was your dad’s favorite.” She grinned. “He 

never let me wash it. Said that would ruin it.”  

    The two sat on the bed. “Remember when we went 

camping?” Tonya breathed into the frayed flannel 

hoping the scent of campfires, marshmallows and 

fried fish lingered.  

    Mary nodded.”I’m just not ready honey.” 

    “I’m sorry Mom. I miss him too. But you gotta let 

go. You don’t need all his stuff.” 

    “I will, just maybe later. Go through the boxes in 

the basement and garage first. I know you miss him. 

Even at 50 you are still his little girl.” She paused, as 

if reading her daughter’s mind. “You really want this 

shirt, don’t you?” 

    “I do, but not if you need it. I just wanted to wear it 

to remember all the good times. Do you have another 

so I can make a pillow for my couch?” 

    “I’m glad you told me. You just took me by 

surprise. I want you to have it honey. And you know? 

When I’m ready, maybe we can sew the kids teddy 

bears. Lord knows the man had more of his fair share 

of flannel shirts!” 

    Tonya chuckled and took her mother’s hand, 

pulling her up and toward the door. “Let’s take a 

break! Come on Mom, you still make the best 

Snickerdoodles in the county. Remember when…?  

“Tears shed for another person are 

not a sign of weakness. They are a 

sign of a pure heart”  

– Jose N. Harris 

    “Oh your dad! He always….”  The screen door 

slammed. “Tony! It’s about time you got here! We 

were just talking about the time when your Dad….” 

 

CONSIDER YOUR REAL GOALS: FAMILY CARE 

 

Family belongings. Even the smallest, seemingly 

innocent insignificant item can become highly valued 

more than pure gold. A childhood toy, Dad’s fishing 

rod, or Mom’s wooden spoon. Then there’s items of 

high monetary value. Who gets those? Did Mom really 

promise that to the other? “No she didn’t! That’s mine! 

You don’t even want them, you just would sell them 

for the money!” Sadly it is at this point when family 

arguments erupt and the damage can last a lifetime. 

Make it your goal to “come out whole.” ▪ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

10 WAYS TO BUILD UP FAMILY 
 AS YOU DOWNSIZE 

Decide to be Humble and Kind  Value each person. I 
found it helpful to listen to “Humble and Kind” by Tim 
McGraw as my sisters and I went through our child-
hood home and 50 years of memories.   

Delay Demanding Downsizing  Respect that people 
grieve in different ways. Allow each other grace to pro-
cess shock and disorientation after death. Making too 
many decisions is confusing and upsetting. Consider 
doing little for a while, unless necessary.   

Honor Your Father and Mother  Realize it’s more 
than “stuff.” You are looking at Collections, Gifts, 
Dreams, Memories, and yes, many things avoided and 
stuffed into drawers, attics, and basements. Lots of 
good intentions to be fulfilled “someday.” 

Forgive Old feelings will come up. You will never feel 
like forgiveness. It’s a decision to release yourself from 
resentments. Your heart will experience peace 
(eventually) when you do the real emotional and spir-
itual work behind the physical work. 

Choose Grace & Gratitude  Lift up a grateful prayer 
for the pleasure items gave you. Share fun or tender 
memories of holidays and celebrations around the din-
ing room table before mom must sell it in order to 
move into Senior Living.  

Sit Down and Talk  Share and clarify expectations and 
desires. Really listen. Affirm what you hear. Write 
down the first choice of one thing that each really 
wants to remember the loved one. Be honest and re-
spectful of each other. Do not rush a parent to give up 
something that is still in their own home. Avoid sneak-
ing things out of the house. You are better than that.  

Bring in a Neutral Person  Diffuse divisive situations 
with a calm person. 

Start with the Least Emotional Items  Save senti-
mental for last.  

Change What You Say  Instead of “getting rid of” 
things (which will hurt your mom when you are talking 
about the china she loved and “none of you kids want”) 
Consider saying “how can we find a new home for 
this? Who would be helped/blessed by this?” This 
works. It helps to know that cherished possessions will 
be appreciated by others (even if you give things to 
charity). And sometimes? You graciously accept the 
lovely things that she cherished to use in new ways. 
Mom’s silver sugar bowl now holds my pens.  

Laugh and Cry through the Stories Appreciate all 
the time, work, love and sacrifice represented in every-
thing saved. Yes, some hoard. But most pack up treas-
ured memories. “Mom, why did you save that old 
thing?” “Because it was special. You made it for me 
when you were five years old.” 

 Feel the love.  ♥♥♥  (VickiJolene Reece) ▪ 

Things Families Can Do  

If They Can’t Attend the Service 

By Erin Ward in Grief and Guidance,   

at www.tributearchive.com/ 

 Send flowers 

 Plant a memorial tree 

 Make a donation 

 Contribute to a memorial effort 

 Send food 

 Follow up after the funeral 

 Sign a digital guestbook 

 Visit the family 

 Help with chores or housework 

 Create a care package 


