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December 2004

Greetings from INTEGRA!  Finally we’re getting this newsletter on the website!!

With this edition we are launching a new look –even a new format - one more compatible with our website, and hopefully, with our mission.  And, our newsletters are to become an e-zine or electronic newsletter that we will send directly to your mailbox if you wish.  Simply send us your

e-mail address on a message with the subject line stating “Subscribe e-zine”.  No need to add anything more.  We are transitioning from hard copy newsletters to this e-zine format and would love to keep you informed.  

INTEGRA is a charitable non-profit working in the area of grief and loss with special emphasis on providing resources to caregivers.  We are a community of people dedicated to sharing the vision and value of grief’s transformative potential.  

Most people tend to think of grief and loss as attached only to the death of a loved one, however loss is really a daily occurrence.  In fact, small losses or events are often not recognized for their resultant grief-causing potential.  You will find this newsletter filled with stories about a great diversity of losses.  Once we open our eyes to this wider understanding of loss, we can see that loss is all around us – that it has many faces.  We challenge you, as you read through the stories here to consider what losses are represented in these articles.  And, although their stories may not be the same as yours, hopefully you can find nourishment for your own experience by  being allowed into their lives.  We thank each of these writers for so openly and generously sharing with us.  

We understand, through John Schneider’s clear description of the grief process as a discovery process, that we move through it by asking ourselves these three questions: 

1)  What is lost?  2)  What is left?  And, 3) What is possible?  As you read each of these stories here, consider which of these questions the writer is “wrestling” with at the time s/he  wrote their article.   INTEGRA’s purpose is to share that grief has the potential of being  positively transforming.  And, thus, we know that each writer here is offering a piece of their process that can move towards transformation.

Contained in this electronic newsletter is the full length of articles which were sent through our hard copy mailing and our e-zine in a condensed form.  If you received one of these which was sent to you, you will find the full extent of the article contained here.  We also would like to encourage you to share your stories with us.  Just send them to us at any of  the addresses shown at the bottom of this page.     

In addition to this newsletter, INTEGRA is:

· Providing a condensed version of the book Finding My Way (this book provides the most current, comprehensive, clear understanding of the grieving process)

· Creating a series of audio resources – speeches and music

· Offering education through speakers on the many aspects of loss – for professionals and for grieving people

· Working with people with disabilities helping them with their loss issues

· Building a workbook which can be used by grieving individuals, their caregivers, and/or grief educators 

In order to continue this work, we rely on the generosity of people such as yourself.   If you have enjoyed this, please consider making a donation – large or small – your gift will help greatly!  And, it is fully tax deductible.  

Thank you,

The INTEGRA Board of Directors
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“It isn’t for the moment you are struck that you need courage, but for the long uphill climb back to sanity and faith and security.”

Anne Morrow Lindbergh 

Hour of Gold, Hour of Lead (1932)

**********************

LOSS OF DREAMS

LOSS OF PHYSICAL 

CAPACITY

LOSS OF FAMILY

LOSS OF COMFORT

LOSS OF NATIONAL COHESIVENESS

LOSS OF CONTROL

LOSS OF HOME

LOSS OF JOB/CAREER

**********************

“Even his griefs are a joy long after to one that remembers all that he wrought and endured.

            Homer (c 700 B.C.)

            Odyssey

We welcome Emmy Lou Belcher, a clergywoman in the Unitarian Universalist Church, and an inspiring speaker and writer, who has generously agreed to be a columnist for the INTEGRA newsletter.  Recently Emmy Lou has moved from Traverse City, MI to New Jersey.  Here she shares the experience of her early weeks there.  More chapters of her story will appear in future INTEGRA publications and on our website.

***************************************************EMMY LOU BELCHER

      At one point in Alice’s adventures in wonderland, she says, “...I know who I was when I got up this morning, but I think I must have been changed several times since then.”  Little did I know when I left my home, my friends, the place where I had worked for fifteen years that I would find myself echoing Alice every day. Nothing seems the same from day to day. Often I don’t seem to be the same person I was this morning, much less a month ago. The losses in my life have been many. I cannot call good friends who have known me for years and go to dinner. I cannot see the way my great-niece develops each week. She used to live with me several days each week. Now it will be months before I see this six year old again. She has started school. She has new places to live and new friends. I wonder if we will ever again feel as close as we did when I bid her goodbye and drove off to a new life. And the last thing I remember about leaving my house was seeing my cat at the window. She is staying in her home, its new owner happy to have her continue in the place she knows best. I have moved to a small apartment where she cannot roam the grounds. I chose to give her the place she knows and people who love her, but I lost her presence in my life. When I wake up, she isn’t there, sleeping at my feet or tapping my face gently, asking for the door to be opened for her morning run.
        When I walked into this apartment with the realtor, I knew it was the one I wanted. There was lots of light in it. The back is at the edge of a ravine so that from those windows I see only trees. I took the bedroom in the back as the one for my sleeping space, keeping the one in front for an office. Each morning I wake to the eastern light coming through those trees. From them the songs of birds call forth the new day while the leaves dance shadows onto the walls of my room. This calling and dancing bring a smile to me when my eyes and ears first open. But soon I remember there is no one with whom to share the smile. I yearn for the cat, always so happy to see me awake. I yearn for the sound of the child’s voice as she bounds into my room, eager for us to start the day with hugs and the tumble of cereal into bowls.  
        The people at Integra have asked me to write a column for this newsletter. Writing is not new for me; I do it as part of my job. Writing about the spiritual aspects of loss is not new for me. What is new is the great disruption of my own life. Never before have I been so far from family and friends, working among strangers in a strange land. Like Alice in wonderland, I keep trying to make the new place conform to the rules of the familiar. But it does not. This column is my journal of a time of loss and transition and how it shapes me spiritually. I don’t know the outcome. You, the reader, and I, the writer, will be learning together. Each month I will be asking myself, “How goes it with my soul?”  Sometimes I think of this endeavor as novels were published in the time of Charles Dickens: each month a new chapter was produced and the readers got to find out the next adventures in the characters’ lives.  Well, in this newsletter we have not the adventures of David Copperfield or Oliver Twist, but the adventures of Emmy Lou, a stranger in a strange land, a person dealing with displacement and loss. I hope you will walk through these days with me and find them telling the story of your own journey. For when we hear someone else telling our own story, then we know we are not alone.       

 *****************************************************************
Movies, plays, books, etc.  can provide a great  release for those who are grieving and can be a sensitizing tool for  those who are caregiving.  John Schneider, PhD has collected a great list of movies, all of  which include loss issues and which he has organized by type of loss (see list on Integra website:  www.integraonline.org or Schneider website:  www.seasonspress.com).   Here  Elizabeth  Field,  INTEGRA Board Member, shares her reaction to the film “To Sir with Love”.
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Movie Review:  To Sir With Love

A sixties film classic starring Sidney Portier and

British pop singer, Lulu, who also sings the film signature theme song is worth a second look. It’s a poignant story that captures multiple themes of change, transition, losses, gains, and ultimately, individual and group triumph and hope.  The complexity of themes emerges from a seemly simple tale of career transition.

 Sidney is an out of work engineer, who, in order to make ends meet, accepts an interim position as a teacher in a London East End high school.  His students come from the lower echelons of British society and have been written off, even by many of their teachers as a hopeless bunch of misfits whose only destiny (as quipped by one of Sidney’s colleagues) is to join the “great unwashed of the British lower society”.  Gradually, and in small precise actions and incidents, you witness the emergence of a young adult’s maturation and nobility under the influence and guidance of a caring role model. You also experience what it is like for a cultural outsider to become part of a community both inside and outside of the classroom walls.  The kids do not embark on this journey towards maturity alone but are accompanied by the Teacher.  

Viewers will witness Sidney’s metamorphic transition from a person who has gone from “making do” to “making a life”.  This   requires making some challenging decisions and choices by all involved parties along the way.                           Elizabeth Field
Eldon R. Nonnamaker, Michigan State University’s 

Vice President for Student Affairs throughout most of the 1960’s and 70’s, writes this article on his experience of devastating loss when his wife, Ellen, of over fifty years 
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died suddenly.  As he grieves her death and begins to seek healing, he finds that recovery only comes through surrendering to the loss.

JOURNEY TO SURRENDER       Eldon R. Nonnamaker

Nearly three years ago Ellen, my wife of over fifty years died very suddenly.  Like many couples, we occasionally had our minor differences but we were deeply in love with each other.  Even though I knew that death would first come to one of us sometime I, like most I suspect, was not really prepared for it.  Although she had been diagnosed with leukemia two years earlier, her doctor did not seem to think we need have any great concern as the leukemia appeared to be in remission.  On a Saturday afternoon in March, 2001 she became ill, entered the hospital that afternoon, and by 9 A.M. the next morning died.

I have found different people respond to the death in different ways, but I believe when someone you truly love dies, whether that person be a friend, parent, relative, or spouse, tangible and palpable grief is death’s companion.  Our reactions differ; first I blamed myself because of all the “ifs” – if I had done this, if I had done that, if I had known more about the disease, and so on.   As sentient beings, we seem compelled to find a reason for the tragedy which has befallen us, whether it’s God’s will, or something else so long as we can place the blame elsewhere and thus and relieve ourselves of any responsibility for the misfortune which has befallen us.  I found myself returning to something I learned as an undergraduate in biology years ago; death is a part of all life, and while nature imparts into each species the will to survive, individual death is necessary so subsequent generations may, through evolution, adapt to an ever changing environment.  I found however, that even a somewhat rational and scientific explanation did little to diminish my grief.  Like most people, I found that I wasn’t much interested in the larger picture; my grief was immediate and personal.

Although we know that all living things must die, the grief for most of us is overwhelming.  Even so, in the contemporary idiom, we know we must somehow “deal with it.”  Our will to survive I believe, is “hard wired” into our very being, as it is into all living things.  Our very survival is dependent on using all of those resources available to us to accomplish this biological imperative.  One of the most important of these resources is our ability to control our environment in such ways that our chances of survival are enhanced.  This control extends to all people, places and things.  I think in dealing with the grief associated with death, it is essential we understand why the matter of control is so important.   When we are faced with a tragedy, like death, which we cannot control, our very being cries out against “letting go” as the loss of control is a threat to our very survival.  The secret, I believe, is to know, accept and differentiate between those things we can control and those things which we cannot.  For me, the Serenity Prayer by Reinhold Niebuhr (sometimes attributed to St. Francis, Cicero, St. Augustine, among others), which has become the mantra of Alcoholics Anonymous, expresses it well.  God grant me the Serenity to accept the things I cannot change, the Courage to change the things I can, and the Wisdom to know the difference.  After the death of a loved one, I believe that we cannot begin the healing process without first acknowledging that death is beyond our control. If we cannot accept death as something we cannot control we are condemned to live our lives in denial, and to live in denial is to be unable to heal.

The above prayer begins with the word God and inherent in the concept of God is an acceptance that somewhere there is a power greater than ourselves.  Most of the world’s cultures have constructed various religions which recognize a God -- a God which plays a very important role in Man’s survival now and after death.  Whenever human beings view things and events they cannot explain in the natural world they attribute these things and events to something “supernatural.”  What happens after death falls into this realm.  To comfort us in our grief our religions teach us that those who have passed on have gone to a “better place;” that is, they have gone to a place where they will know no sorrow, no misery, and will want for nothing.  In addition, our cultures construct religions which provide us with rituals which will ease our sorrow, soften the controlling “I” and which, if we are believers, make it possible to better able “deal with” death.  Our various religions tell us that death is not final and that when we die, we will be reunited with our loved ones.  The religions, or beliefs and rituals of different cultures address the reality of death in different ways, but all, or nearly all, seek to give some meaning to death, and ease the grief of those left behind.

Even with all of the assurances our religions give us about life after death, for many of us, there is still a niggling doubt, and our grief continues to be very real and sometimes quite debilitating.  Sometimes we even look to miracles to give us added assurance that our beliefs are true.  Our grief persists because death is truly beyond our control and, as the Serenity Prayer quoted above asserts, we are unable to differentiate between those things we can control and those things we can’t.  For many of us, we simply cannot admit our powerlessness. In my own journey following Ellen’s death, I found I first had to come to terms with the idea of God.  In my early college career I had been educated in the sciences, although to graduate from a religiously affiliated university I was required to study the Old Testament for two terms and the New Testament for one.  

I had excellent professors in both science and religion and came to the conclusion that religion was essentially selected and sometimes manufactured history flavored with a pronounced dose of ethics.  For me, real religion was then, and still is, a prescription for both interacting with others and living and dealing with life’s problem in an ethical manner.  I concluded that, as a mere human being, knowing God fully was impossible, and in my search for God found my answer in God’s response to Moses 

(Exodus 3:14) when Moses asked God to identity Himself.  God answered simply, “I am, that I am.”  I am content with that answer for it assures me that while there is a power greater than myself I must also accept the fact that human beings have not evolved to the point where they have the intelligence to even remotely comprehend that power. Yet, I believe for the most part, all of us are, to a greater or lesser extent, unwilling to admit our own powerlessness, and when faced with the inevitable still want to be in control.  Surrendering our control to a power greater than ourselves leaves us vulnerable and unprotected, and it is only with considerable faith that we are able to make that surrender.  I believe though, it is only in surrender and acceptance that we may begin to heal from the grief which so often devastates us.  It is only in surrender and acceptance that we can forsake ourselves and recognize that we are an infinitesimal part of an unknowable whole.   A number of years ago I taught a graduate course on Systems Theory.  My thinking in that area has, I think, matured over the years and I am now more convinced than ever that the entire universe is one interrelated system.  I accept that the vastness of this concept is far beyond my meager ability to fully comprehend, but I accept it and believe that a force thus far not understood is the ultimate power by which the entire universe is sustained.  There is often much truth in the words of the poets.  Tennyson, in the Idyls of the King has Arthur say, “For so the whole round world is every way, bound by gold chains about the feet of God.”

I found that I could not begin to resolve my grief at Ellen’s death until I could turn my grief over to that power.  I reached a point where I simply had to give up and accept my own powerlessness.  Then, and only then, did the healing begin. I will always remember the great sense of relief, almost joy, when I came to the realization that I need no longer carry the burden alone. It was then that I really understood the word atonement for it means “at one with” – and I felt truly, “at one with God.”  

I find comfort the words of Luke (17:33) in the New Testament, when he writes, “Those who try to make their life secure will lose it, and those who lose their life will find it.”  To me this means that if we really want to find the true purpose of our lives, and if we want to be able to live with any kind of serenity in a very uncertain world, we must first surrender our control and give ourselves over to a power greater than ourselves.  I was no longer a “part” from, but a “part” of that power.  The only life we ever really know is our life as we define it and to me that means if we are to find our lives, we first must lose them.  

I often think of something someone once said to me about life and death.  When a baby comes into the world it comes with a clenched fist, as if to grasp the world.  When Man dies, he dies with an open hand, as if in surrender.  It is this same kind of surrender which makes it possible to “deal with” the reality of death.

“It’s a good thing to have all the props pulled out from under us occasionally.   It gives us some sense of what is rock under our feet, and what is sand.”

        
Madeleine L’Engle, 

The Summer of the Great-Grandmother (1974)

Quotes throughout the newsletter are taken from the collection entitled Grief’s Wisdom:  Quote for Understanding the Transformative Process, compiled by John M. Schneider, PhD.  (See page 4 for information on purchasing this book).

This is My Truth …A Survivor’s Story
(This article originally appeared in TBI Challenge, Spring 2003 Issue,  Volume 6, Number 3  - The Brain Injury Association of America publication).

.
My name is Barbara Gray.

My entire being and the world as I knew it was altered on May 19, 1990.  In mere seconds, my personal and professional life became a memory.   The world which I knew, I would never inhabit again.  I lost the person I knew as Barbara as well as the milieu in which she lived, socialized, and worked.  I was introduced to aspects of our social/medical/legal systems which I never knew existed.  Systems which I had worked within and held respect for…now each has become my nemesis.  

I sustained a traumatic brain injury in the line of duty as a firefighter and EMT-S on May 19, 1990 and entered a world which I had known as a professional.  This world for the survivor of a traumatic brain injury is neither compassionate nor just.  Initially I held hope that my experience was unique.  It is not.  Initially I held hope that my experience was temporary.  It was not.  Initially I held hope that my experience would not leave me wounded.  It has.  

Yes, I am a survivor of the traumatic brain injury. There are times I wish that I had not survived or had sustained a more severe brain injury that would insulate me from the knowledge that I lost myself on that day and now am a victim of our social/medical/legal systems.  

A second traumatic brain injury sustained on February 22, 2002 has only added the proverbial insult to yet another injury.  Again, I am a survivor, yet I feel like a victim enmeshed in an interminable set of circumstances that I do not know how to manage.

Once again, I have met the adversarial side of the legal, medical, and social systems within the world I live.  It is very lonely here and only those who inhabit the same plane of existence in which I dwell truly understand; the others who dwell here are individuals who honor my truth.  Their life experiences brought them to this place presently or at one point in their lives.  These are the people who hold my hope and offer light and encouragement.  Without these people, I would concede defeat.

I do not know how to communicate with those who have not been here or do not honor my truth.  I reach out, perhaps not eloquently, and am met with anger and hostility.  I am blamed for speaking my truth.  I am held suspect when I do not trust.  I do not know how to communicate the horror of what I have experienced the last twelve years of my life.  I know that I overreact to injustices that I perceive.  I suspect that this is what distances and angers those around me.  I have a brain injury and I have suffered much at the hands of those whom I once trusted implicitly.  Now I trust but a few, for I have been wounded, betrayed, and abandoned.  I do not know how to build on that trust when it continues to erode with new persons introduced into my life as teachers and healers.  

Please remember that I am afraid, lonely and very sad.  The person reflected in the mirror looks like Barbara, but alas, it is not the Barbara I once knew.  This Barbara is unpredictable…she is not even true to herself.  She cherishes her integrity and grasps her truth tightly.  It is often not honored.  I do not intend to offend; the brain injury is ruling not only my body, but also my thought patterns.  I react precipitously, only to find that I have offended and alienated someone that I deeply need at the present. It was not my intent to offend and alienate you; it was an attempt by a brain injured Barbara to tell you how very frightened she is and asking for your direction and guidance. If you took offense on a personal level, for that I apologize.  If you are turning away because you have now glimpsed my world and now you cannot journey with me, I am deeply saddened.  You are one more person who cannot see beyond the manifestations of the brain injury that prevents me from expressing to you what I desperately need and want.  And once again, I am abandoned; left alone pondering the image I view in the mirror.  

This is my truth.  I am often labeled.   Please remember that when you label me, my very being is negated.  I, like you, am a unique individual.  Without each of us, the spectrum of humanity would not be complete.  I am striving to attain my highest purpose as an individual.  My purpose has been thwarted by a traumatic brain injury.  I have come to accept as fact that suffering is at the core of human existence.  I have yet to reap the deep sense of connection to others who embrace this concept.  I have yet to know the joy that can result from accepting each consequence encountered while living and dying.  This is my quest and not yet my truth.  I invite you to join me.  Help me to integrate connection and joy into my truth.  Know that you are a welcomed presence in my world. 

8-24-02
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John Schneider attended a week-long workshop in New York City on Mediator Training in Restorative Justice (conducted by David Doefler and Jon Wilson).  In this article he tells the experience of one significant day in this experience.  This is a shortened version of his story – the full one can be found at 

www.integraonline.org. 

*                               Day At Sing Sing                           *   *                         John M. Schneider, PhD                           *
“The locals wish they could convert it to luxury condos” smirked Betsy, our fellow trainee who had arranged our visit to Sing Sing, a maximum-security prison just north of New York City. She was talking about the citizen of Ossing, New York, where the prison was located, and their envy of the prime space it occupied in their city. Already sweltering on steamy June day, we joked nervously about the incredible incongruous view from just outside the prison wall: a beautiful bay-like vista of the Hudson River with sailboats and striking sheer stone cliffs behind. “How do you get a room with a view?” “Hey what’s a few bars on the door if you had a view like that!”

Many of our training group, including me, had never been in to a maximum-security prison, and felt the tension about what lay ahead on our tour and interviews with four inmates. Others had been in this prison, but had never seen where the men lived. We’d been watching videos earlier in the week of encounters between victims of violent crime and their offenders, videos that had deeply moved us of the intimacy of violence that bound victim to offender—which in the finest hours of some people’s lives, humanized those who others still considered monsters and healed those whose hearts had been shattered by the offender’s murder of one of their loved ones. We’d listened to a panel of victims, saw their pain and the price they continued to and would forever pay, witnessed their feelings of injustice in the criminal justice system and rage at the offender.

Now we were visiting the other side—the offenders, the ones who had not only killed, but had destroyed the lives of the families of their victims as well as their own families, Their actions had traumatized their neighborhoods and communities.  

Our trainers, Jon and David, along with several of our trainees, had found an enormous reservoir of remorse among prisoners in the systems in which they worked. There were the mentally ill, of course, often incapable of assessing reality or challenging the pathology that destroyed their impulse control and their distorted thinking. There were the sociopaths who felt nothing, blamed the victims, continued the same predatory behavior in prisons as on the outside. But the vast majority, David maintained, were basically decent human beings who had made a horrendous error in judgment, thinking and passion, in their choice of friends, drugs and ways to express or defend themselves.  They felt remorse, often from the moment of their crime. But they also had to learn how to survive in prison. The legal system often insisted they plead not guilty, and in preparing their defense, many deluded themselves into beliving they weren’t. 

Vulnerability in prison, we’d been told, could be lethal, make one a sexual target of predators. To survive meant a steel face, a fight for your space and right to be—which often meant taking a hit—a major offense in the eyes of the guards and on one’s prison record.

Betsy had been passionate in her advocacy for the offender all week. She had been moved for the first time by the victim panel, newly accepting the tension that our trainers maintained needed to exist in a system of restorative justice— to be victim centered and offender sensitive in order to mediate a process of healing between the two. Now Betsy was bringing us to her space, to the men she loved: victims of their own crimes and the system of retributive justice that imprisoned and dehumanized, 

It was society’s justice, but rarely what the family of the victim or the victims themselves, if still alive, needed to heal and move on with life. It was this system that forced the offender to deny culpability, and in so doing, deny them access to understanding their crime and what led up to it, to the very human response of remorse, the willingness to accept consequences, to engage in a process of restitution, to possibly be forgiven and forgive themselves. The retributive justice system breaks with older sysems of supposedly more primitive cultures that seek healing and restoration when possible.

We enter this fortress, passed through security that made the airports’ look like child’s play. For the next five hours, we became exceedingly polite and submissive. We too were at the mercy of the iron hand of discipline that determined where we could go, at what pace we could move and when it could happen. It was not a time or place to be playful or humourous. ……..

We could still see the beauty of the steamy bay, watch Amtrak trains passing through the very center of the prison, with passengers oblivious of where they were or how they reminded the inmates of a freedom they did not and might never again have. Occasionally we marveled at being at a particular place made famous in the movies—the last scene from "Analyze This" among others.

Such paradoxes abounded as we walked, were herded and shuttled from place to place, under the intent gaze of the prisoners who often waved, but more often looked down, deferentially. Many, if engaged in eye contact would show in their eyes a gratitude for being seen, a moment of vulnerability that rarely was possible or safe. We all attempted as often as possible to look at them, greet them, see them as fellow humans despite the context, not knowing of their crimes, sentence or potential threat.

Feeling the increasing burden of a day headed into the nineties with high humidity, we walked into the vocational training center with our tour guide, saw prisoners at work learning basic trades of welding, computer repair, janitorial services, as well as the discipline of going to work. So many are so young now coming to prison, had never worked, had never had a routine that this had value for them.

But we were distracted. This building, we had noted from the moment we entered, had been Death Row until  New York State stopped executions in1963. Over 600 people had died here. Vestiges of its history still remained. The chief building officer gave us a tour of the death row itself; cells converted into storage closets, a polished hall leading to the electric chair called the last mile; the isolation rooms with no lights and no windows that the “dead man” lived the last four days of his (or her -  Ethel Rosenberg had also died here) life. “It calmed them down, the officer noted. “gave them a chance to reflect on their crimes and their lives.

The last few feet from the isolation chamber to the death chamber was called the “Last Dance”— named after those whose legs went limp in terror as they approached their fate, the officer noted, with a faint smile.

The chamber now was a machine shop; the place where the electric chair stood partially covered by benches, the viewing rooms removed. The manager of the work in that space had been there for over thirty years, joked about ghosts, admitted at first it did bother him some. Tracy moaned, began weeping, growing weak, leaning on Helen for support. The officer continued his gruesome recounting of the details of the execution. “They put a sack over their heads before it happened. The eyes are the most vulnerable part of the body when the time comes to apply the electricity, the eyes tend to pop out.” A gruesome detail that somehow justified the hood cutting off and isolating moments before death? It only added to the incredible sense of ghostly presences traumatically hurled from agonized bodies. It once again begged the question for all of us of the cruel and unusual punishment that capital punishment was and still is. 

Our tour continued, this time to B block, the largest single block of cells in the world, imprisoning over 600 people. Through barred doors after barred doors, past burly armed guards, we arrived in the local “high rise”—five stories high of manually and electronically closed cells, perhaps five or six feet wide by ten feet deep, with a bed, sink, table and commode.  In this cramped space, these men lived much of their days behind unforgiving iron bars. In the first 60 to 90 days, there were two people in each of these tiny cells, with bunk beds. We were walked to an empty cell, passing rows of men in “lock down for count” just prior to lunch. Most had their backs turned, sheets in front, permissible only since there were women in our group. We tried to avoid looking through their fragile veil of privacy, embarassed to intrude into the only space they could call their own—or half their own. 

“I was surprised at the lack of odor” one member of our group commented after we’d left the block. “I expected a stench. How do they keep it clean?” We were grasping for positives. We walked on, somber, trying to stay on the right side of the yellow centerline that prisoners must abide by or take a hit— a minor offense. 

We were taken to lunch and much to our relief and disappointment, an attentive head of dietetics had prepared special meals for us. We had hoped to eat the fare of the prisoners, which Betsy had assured us would not produce a desire for seconds.  

Following lunch, we were guided to the classroom building where we would spend time with four inmates from Betsy and Steven’s groups. Four well groomed, sharp looking young men, in their twenties and thirties shook our hands, expressed gratitude for our being there, and sat interspersed with us in a circle. We introduced ourselves, and each of them took time to tell us about themselves. Their crimes were central events in their stories; their culpability readily admitted, their punishment accepted as just, their attempts at rehabilitation through education enumerated, their remorse shared as was their attempts at restitution by helping other inmates. Knowing full well that the program of restorative justice that David and Jon were pioneering had no status in their system, nonetheless, their desire to meet with their victims, to give them an opportunity to heal and discover whatever they needed to discover was universally desired. All were serving what seemed inordinately long sentences, particularly in light of knowing others who had committed more severe, premeditated homicides and gone free much sooner. Several had already been eligible for parole and been denied despite model records. 

For the first time we could understand how Betsy, Helen and Steve could love offenders, champion their cause for seeking forgiveness even though they accepted the inevitability of their sentences. It was heartbreaking to see these men, who had committed a grievous offense but clearly accepted responsibility and accountability. These were genuine, insightful people with a strong desire for decency, not detached as the serial killer we had chillingly watched on video tape nor were they focused on feeling sorry for themselves, blaming the victims or denying their crimes. These were young men who sought meaning in their lives, found it in being of service to others, and wanted desperately to make things as right as they could with the families of their victims as well as their own families. The worst of this time was waking up every morning and seeing the bars, knowing freedom was not theirs—and would not be for a very long time. The worst of their fears was that their mothers and families might die before they could be on the outside showing their reformation and transformation. 

We hugged them as we left, deeply moved, feeling the specialness of this time for both them and us. One had never spoken of his crime before; all found this a rare, unique opportunity to be fully themselves, vulnerable, loving and desirous of a meaningful life that was motivated by the depths to which they had plunged in the past. “You can’t change the past” David had admonished us. “But you can live for the future.” These men were doing just that.

In oppressive heat we escaped the prison, debriefed in a local air conditioned Portuguese restaurant, mindful that this was just the beginning of a summer that could be oppressively hot inside the non air conditioned prison, cooking the energy and patience of even model prisoners. 

Amidst the heartbreak and sorrow, of now knowing of the terrible isolation these men lived and would continue to, we better understood why restorative justice needed to be both victim centered and offender sensitive; why the retributive justice system served neither side well. “How does dehumanizing someone rehabilitate them? It doesn’t. How does punishing someone give solace, restitution and healing for the victim’s family? It doesn’t.  

We’d seen how violence could breed an incredible intimacy and reconciliation between offender and victim that is fiercely resisted by the vast majority, but when embraced and realized, can transform lives. By now in this week of training, we had the awareness of that possibility. What was still needed was opportunity and the specific challenge of holding hope for those still in unforgiving or unforgiven darkness. 


[image: image3.png]



[image: image4.png]




 INCLUDEPICTURE "file:///C:/downloads/Clipart/snowflake_clipart.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image5.png]




 INCLUDEPICTURE "file:///C:/downloads/Clipart/snowflake_clipart.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image6.png]


                        [image: image7.png]




 INCLUDEPICTURE "file:///C:/downloads/Clipart/snowflake_clipart.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image8.png]




 INCLUDEPICTURE "file:///C:/downloads/Clipart/snowflake_clipart.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image9.png]


    

INTEGRA MATTERS 

Announcing New Book 

Title:  Transforming Grief
(Condensed version of Finding My Way)
We’ve just completed a condensation of John Schneider’s seminal work, Finding My Way.  The original book explains his model of grief, a much clearer, well-researched, and more practical model than many others.  This newest version provides a simple understanding of grief in a concise easy-to-read form.   To order your copy, contact us  (addresses below), or check the box on the enclosed form.

Speaker’s Bureau

We have speakers available for your audiences on topics such as:

· Self Care for the Caregiver

· Is It Grief or Is It Depression

· Current Understanding of Grief

· Imagery and Healing

· And many other topics

Contact us with your speaking needs.

Bookstore – featured book:

Grief’s Wisdom (anthology of quotes)

This collection of quotes, full of ancient and new voices, was assembled by John Schneider and is organized by the 3 phases or discoveries of his grief model.  On sale now for $10.00 plus shipping.  See our online bookstore (www.integraonline.org) or order box on enclosed form.  
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 HELP NEEDED                  





    Looking for a worthy cause


    to lend a helping hand? 





    INTEGRA has need for: 





Publication designer


Website assistant


Data input help





    If interested, contact:


    Susan Zimmerman


    (517) 339-7964


    E-mail:  susan@integraonline.org














CONGRATULATIONS!


To Dr. Sally Smolen!





     Sally, has just completed 


her  PhD program at


The Union Institute.


She has also completed


the INTEGRA Certification program, qualifying her as a


Grief Educator,  Specialist Level.


 


   Sally is also an INTEGRA Board member and volunteer.


  


    Congratulations, Sally!


Job well done!!!!








INTEGRA:  The Association of Integrative & Transformative Grief, P.O. Box 6013, East Lansing, MI  48826
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