“Grief,” By Denny Hoyt*
In the following essay, a father describes his sorrow about the birth of his severely impaired son and how it changed his life.

I could not then, and, I know now that I cannot, communicate my sorrow any more than I can communicate joy or any other highly individual and personal experiences.  Some experiences are too complex to communicate or to be understood by others.  But I can say, in broad terms, why I have grieved and what led to a degree of relief.

Much of my grief has been for my son.  I grieved because my son suffered and because I had now power to end his suffering.  I grieved because he was incredibly limited in his ability to enjoy life in any way that I could understand.  I grieved over the loss of the companionship I had expected from my son.

I felt pain, knowing that, on top of all his other problems, my son had to live with such a sad father.  I grieved that he was likely to die an early and perhaps painful death.  I grieved because my son seemed to have no place in a world too ignorant and weak to cure him, and perhaps too cold and hostile to care.
But my son’s situation was a catalyst for a more general sense of sorrow.  For sorrow became a gray influence, filtering down into that private and solitary region within, the place where desires and expectations, dreams and illusions are both built and destroyed.

I resented the strange, gray presence, rebelled and fled it only to find it more, and wept still more, not knowing sorrow had a place, for I stored illusions there.

I grieved for myself.  I grieved because new limitations had entered into my already limited life.  I grieved for my wife because she was grieving and because she had less energy for me as a result of her grief.

I grieved because my conscience brought to mind past actions and attitudes I regretted.  I also grieved as a consequence of my wrong actions while attempting to escape my unhappy circumstances.

I grieved because I realized that many of my most cherished values were flawed, either in my understanding of those values, or in the emphasis I had given to them.  Values I had placed on:

	· youth
	· independence


	· perpetuity
	· health


	· predictability
	· reputation


	· strength
	· comfort



	· competence
	· intelligence


	· belonging
	· justice


	· beauty
	· privacy


	· order
	· wealth


	· security
	· stability



I grieved because my longing to see all of life fit into a meaningful pattern had been frustrated.  I grieved because I felt isolated from people and alienated from God.

I grieved because in a time of adversity I proved to be less noble and more vulnerable and needy than I had thought myself to be.  

I grieved because I could not be a comforter to my wife or to others.  I grieved simply because sorrow had entered my life.
Then I made some discoveries.  Simple things mostly, but lessons I don’t know how I could have learned had I not known sorrow.

I learned, for example, that sorrow and joy can be experienced at the same time.  They are not mutually exclusive.  So, the fact that sorrow had become such a part of my life did not mean that I would always be unbearably miserable, for there could be joy even in the midst of sorrow.  That one took a while to learn.

I also began to see that the beating my value system had taken was a necessary preparation for learning how to understand and value my son, how to develop a new vision for his life.  It was a process in which I learned in a deeper way to put priority on inward de elopement, rather than outward achievement.

I experienced a needed sense of peace when I began to find sound theological reasons for believing that my son would be in heaven one day, and that heaven would be a place of healing for him.

I discovered that a new sensitivity and ability to assist other people was slowly developing.

I re-encountered God as someone who fully understands and shares in the suffering of my child and family.

I discovered the satisfaction of knowing that I grieve over matters about which all people should grieve.

I do not wish my situation on others, I have nevertheless come to share William Barclay’s observation that “There is no doubt that sorrow has a value of its own, and that it has a place in life which nothing else can take.  There is always something mission in life until sorrow has entered into life.”*
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