
From Karen Rohlfing, this reflection to help process loss – 
 

The Arrival 
They arrived with a thud. 
The soft kind 
Think– the kind of elevator that gets you to your floor with no “jump”. 
The travelers to this known but unknown place had begun their journey in different times and spaces. 
They arrived together. 
 
The blond girl in the Northwestern nightshirt with Hemingway tucked under her arm.  
She was re-reading it for the umpteenth time just before… 
For Whom the Bell Tolls 
Her welcoming but tenacious spirit was all out there. 
She had serious doubts that there was such a place as this 
Yet here she was. 
Hmmm…. 
 
Then there was the brunette with the smile and eyes of a happy tease 
She came wrapped in a tee shirt quilt 
A gift from her mother 
The Little Prince was her nighttime read on the night before she came 
She had not expected to wake up to this. 
She was strangely unafraid. 
Here she was. 
 
The last of the threesome 
A woman, considerably older  
Jet black hair pulled into a bun  
HUGE glasses 
Bigger than her face 
Black robes, a white collar, and a law journal with an article about gender equality. 
They hadn’t noticed each other until the thud. 
They glanced at each other and, unplanned spoke- 
We’re here. 
 
I’m here for just a quick look, said the Bespectacled One.  
Equal time, you know.  
I have heard about it and wanted to see for myself.  
I won’t be staying. 
I’m an “earth to earth” kind of woman.  
Death, burial and Rosh Hashanah, - it’s easy for Jews and complicated for everyone else.  
Such is life.  
Simple and packed with complication, all at once. 
The two younger ones looked bemused. 
She smiled.  It’s fine, she said. 
 



The Tenacious Welcomer noticed The Little Prince in the hands of the Happy Teaser. 
I had that in my bookstore.  
A favorite.  
A look between them. 
Shared pleasure 
Even here. 
 
Now they noticed 
The stillness spoke 
They could sense the thoughts of the others. 
No breath came from any of them. 
They no longer did that. 
The darkness spoke 
Pitch black and blacker by far than any black they knew 
The piercing light of the stars spoke. 
Almost blinding 
Lighting up the sky in ways they had yet to understand. 
How could it be so dark and so light at the same time? 
They stood still and took it in.  
The air was gently warm despite the presence of anything to warm it. 
 
Why are you here? the Bespectacled One asked. 
Natural causes came the two young voices. 
Whatever that means. 
I could give you a legal definition, but I’ll spare you, she smiled. 
What about you? asked the younger two. 
Age and disease.  
I tried to stay. They wanted me to stay. 
Age and disease- 
One I get, the other I battled and lost, she said with great distaste. 
 
After a time-  
A Voice 
The sound of caring beyond all knowing 
Wrapped gently around them. 
They heard, I love you and I’m glad you’re here. 
They smiled. They wondered. 
Still they stood. 
 
The Happy Teaser with the laughing eyes heard another voice. 
She knew it from long ago but not so long ago. 
This place was odd in that way- 
Long ago, but not so long, known, but unknown, 
Dark and light all at the same time. 
The voice said, I’m glad you’re here. 
Your mother is missing you. 



I know, she said. 
Missing me. But I’m fine. 
She’s smart, she’ll figure it out. 
If only it were that logical, said the voice. 
She knows we love her. 
She does, said the voice. 
Find a way to let her know. Maybe she’ll catch it. 
I’ll try. She smiled. She was hatching butterflies. 
Ah-h-h-h, smiled the voice.  
Metamorphosis 
It’s a long-short way back there. 
Not to her. 
I know. 
They stood together….re-learning what it was to be father and daughter in this new place.  
A place where love was ever present. 
 
The Tenacious Welcomer heard three voices. 
All she knew from long ago but not so long ago… 
Your leaving was a shock, one said. 
I know, she said. 
For me, too. 
Your sharing was amazing, said the second. 
I loved it, she said. 
You are missed by more people than you know, said the third. 
The underserved, the under-wanted, the under-known. 
The newly budding and the curious–don’t forget the curious. 
Book lovers, all! 
I didn’t plan it, she said. 
I don’t understand it. 
I didn’t believe in it where I was. 
We know, they said. 
We’re glad you’re here! they said. 
They stood together, 
Re-learning what was to be Grandma Dot, Grandad Rex and Grandma Dee in this new place. 
A place where relationships were renewed. 
 
The Bespectacled One listened. 
She smiled. 
She observed. 
And soon, before she had a chance to leave-though leave she would, 
They came. 
The multitudes. 
Especially the women. 
You fought for us they said. 
You gave our daughters the gift of equal rights. 
You gave us hope. 



You believed in us when it was hard for us all. 
We’re glad you’re here, they said. 
I’m glad I came, she said. 
Even though I’ll need to leave soon. 
I’m still an “earth to earth” kind of woman, remember. 
They stood together re-learning what it was to stand in solidarity in a new place. 
A place where solidarity would remain. 
 
All were gathered in the stillness. 
They were rooted to it.  
It filled them up and overflowed in them. 
We made it! said the Happy Teaser and the Bespectacled One. 
Mmmhm, said the Tenacious Welcomer. 
Indeed, you have, said a Voice larger, but softer than all the others. 
Welcome Home! 
And oh, Bespectacled One  
Death is life’s last great adventure!  
Blessings on the Journey! 
 
For a dear cousin, the daughter of a good friend, the mother of a recent pastor and a  
Supreme Court Justice, all who died before their time. 


