


The loss of a child is the most devastating experience a 
parent can ever have. It affects us emotionally, physically, 
mentally, and spiritually. It feels as though someone 
punched their fists into our chest, tore out our heart with 
their bare hands, and then abandoned us to suffer alone, 
unsure of whether or not we will live through the ordeal. 

My son was twenty years old, in college, still living at 
home, and a strong, positive part of my daily life. One 
pleasant June evening, he was visiting friends and decided 
to hop on a motorcycle to make a McDonald’s run. Rob had 
driven motorcycles and had his license, but his dad and I 
wouldn’t agree to let him purchase one. We felt much better 
when he was in his pickup, surrounded by strong steel.

I guess the beautiful Georgia summer night was too hard 
to resist. Rob put on a helmet, jumped on a motorcycle and 
headed to McDonald’s—just a few miles away. That’s the 
last time anyone saw him alive. A young man pulled out of 
an apartment complex onto a major street without looking, 
and my son impacted with the side of the car, breaking 
most major bones in his body and causing severe brain 
damage. He was brain dead at the scene, but his body kept 
functioning until 12:13 a.m. on June 8th, at which time he 
was pronounced dead.
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vi      From a Grieving Mother’s Heart

On June 7th (a date that will never again be just another 
summer day to me), I began a horrendous journey of grief 
that lasted for several years. In fact, a parent never gets 
over the death of a child, yet the pain does ease as we learn 
to live around it. 

Although my son died several years ago, I am often 
reminded that people still don’t understand the journey of 
grief, whether they are going through it or are trying to be 
there for someone else who is. Many books that have been 
written about grief try to make sense of it or put it into a 
logical format, but there is no logic to the loss of a child—
only gut-wrenching, debilitating pain.

At first, the loss of a child defines us and becomes who 
we are—a grieving parent. But over time, the experience of 
this terrible loss settles into being a part of the landscape 
of our life, instead of the sum total of it.

The journey of losing a child is a lonely one because until 
we travel its path, we are oblivious to the horrific agony 
and pain. But once we are in its grip, we feel as though we 
won’t make it through, and we need something to assure 
us that we will. 

When I lost my son, I wanted to know that others had 
walked this hellish path before me, not because I wanted 
someone else to feel the crippling pain, but to be assured 
that I wouldn’t die from my grief…or to give me something 
to cling to so I wouldn’t want to die. I wanted to be touched 
where it hurt—in my heart—not in my mind. I wanted 
to feel feelings and hear words from another parent so I 
would know that I wasn’t alone in my agony…that others 
had survived the experience.

I also needed someone to meet me where I was. From 
those times when my mind was caught in the realms of 
death and dying, no longer aware of the possibilities of life, 
to the times when my thoughts circled so furiously that I 
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felt as though I was losing my mind, I needed to know that 
others had thought similar things and felt similar feelings 
so I could be assured that I wasn’t going crazy.. 

Those who surround us on a daily basis try desperately 
to help, yet it seems that only by walking through this 
“fire” can we truly know and understand the searing pain 
of its heat. For those with friends or family who have lost 
children, this book will help you understand what they are 
going through and why expecting them to “move on” is an 
unrealistic expectation. Yet you will be assured that they 
will eventually move forward when they have gone through 
their own cycle of grief.

My first years of grieving can be symbolized by a 
roller coaster ride with its many unexpected turns, ups, 
and downs. The force of the ride often cast me from 
mountaintops of faith into valleys of depression in the time 
span of a few hours. I was left breathless and confused by 
this terrifying voyage. But thankfully…as the years went 
by, the roller coaster slowly changed into a winding country 
road whose turns brought delightful surprises and where 
painful thoughts mingled with the bright, sunlit colors of 
wonderful memories. 

My prayers go out to those of you who are traveling on 
the treacherous journey of grief, and my heart joins with 
yours in a sisterhood (or brotherhood) that we would not 
have chosen, but one of which we are members. 

This book journals my experience through grief and 
demonstrates the rocky, tumultuous path that a parent 
travels after the death of a child. Through the pages of 
this book, other grieving parents can find companionship, 
understanding, and confirmation that the debilitating pain 
does eventually ease.


