
“There are no words” and “So sorry for your loss” 
 
This is the place where a grieving mother can safely express her thoughts and 
emotions. In honor of Kira. My daughter, affectionately known as “Kiki” to me. At this 
moment in time, I am experiencing a poker-hot knife that has plunged into my heart, and 
my body has reacted with unkind reminders that I need to take care of it…i.e. sleeping, 
eating, etc. To say that you can eat something or have an appetite when grieving so 
terribly is incongruent. Sleep is sweet only for a little while, then rudely interrupted when 
awoken with a visceral pain in my gut and reminder that something terrible has 
happened. 
 
When you lose a child that you have birthed, nursed at the breast, changed diapers, 
shaped and formed (along with her dad and step-mom) to become a beautiful and bright 
young woman, well… it is just unfathomable. I have never lost someone very close to 
me. That it is my daughter is so very sad.  
 
The call came early Monday morning, which feels like an eternity ago. It is the call that 
every parent fears and wakes up from nightmares, only to great relief it is only a bad 
dream. Yet, I am not living in a dream. This is real. I’m about to find out what this mother 
is made of. All the years of going to church, participating in Bible studies, learning and 
memorizing scripture (since I was 14) and trusting the Lord with major decisions in my 
life had better be useful NOW. I believe what God says in His word that He is close to 
the broken-hearted, He will never leave nor forsake me, and He will comfort me in my 
sorrow (afterall, He lost his One and Only son). He will sustain me. Through life. That 
part never wavers. No point in asking why… for much tragedy in life there are no 
answers. 
 
Many well-meaning friends have said, “There are no words.” And so sorry for your loss.” 
While they are kind and thoughtful, there is nothing anyone can say or do to make this 
feel any better. This is my journey. Alone.  
 
I don’t really know what to expect with this grief of mine. It will come out naturally I 
suppose, and I will learn from it. I will grow through it. I will hopefully not succumb to the 
‘earthly treasures’ of meaningless things and concentrate on how I can live my life more 
fully and present, and more in line with the Christian values I believe in.  
 
I miss my Kiki terribly and the open wound hurts deeply. She will always live in my heart 
and in my memories. I am her mother. I did a good job raising her. No guilt, no regrets.  
 
Until we meet up in the Heavens, Kira. I will love you always. 
Mom 
 
  
 
 


