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BEYOND THE SILENCE

This book is dedicated to my late daughter,
Gabrielle Hera, who truly was the love of my life.
The name “Hera,” which holds a special meaning
in the Luo language; spoken by a Kenyan
community, means love.

This book is dedicated to people who have
experienced the pain of losing a loved one,
especially the people we often forget and think
they don't grieve. For example, children who lost
their siblings: like Jedi and Hada, the doctors and
nurses in the line of duty, and caregivers and
nannies who cared for them.
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Fowvarnd

Grief is a journey few are prepared for, and fewer
still are willing to walk through with such honesty
and grace. In Beyond the Silence, Diana Opiyo
opens a sacred window into a world many
avoid—the painful, tender, and ultimately
hopeful terrain of loss and healing.

As a friend to Diana and Charles, and a fellow
member of the Mavuno Church, Mashariki
community, I have witnessed firsthand the quiet
strength and deep faith that has carried their
family through unspeakable sorrow. This book is
not only a tribute to Gabrielle Hera, their beloved
daughter, but also a gift to every person who has
ever sat in the stillness of grief, searching for light.

What Diana offers here is more than words —she
offers permission. Permission to mourn deeply. To
question boldly. To remember beautifully. And to
heal, not by forgetting, but by carrying love
forward.




BEYOND THE SILENCE

May these pages bring comfort to the
brokenhearted and stir compassion in those who
walk alongside them.

With deep respect and admiration,

Olayemi Adegoke

(Nation Builder)
Creative Director,
The Zone Incubation Centre
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Pretace

In life, there are strands of joy and sorrow,
intricately woven together to form the essence of
our human experience. This book stands as a
testament to the latter, guiding readers through
the labyrinth of grief and towards the quiet,
enduring light of healing and hope.

For me, the genesis of this book lies in the depths
of unimaginable loss —in the aftermath of bidding
farewell to my beloved daughter, Gabrielle Hera.
Her presence, though brief, left an eternal imprint
on my soul. It awakened in me a fierce
determination to walk through the valley of grief
not with bitterness, but with grace, and to find
meaning in the pain.

As I journeyed through the many winding paths
of sorrow, I came to realize I was not alone.
Alongside me were silent companions — children
grappling with the loss of their siblings, doctors
and nurses who hold life and death in their hands
daily, and caregivers and nannies whose quiet
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devotion anchored me when my world had lost its
center.

Their stories, heartbreaking, honest, and often
overlooked, are threads woven into this book.
Each one is a tribute to the resilience of the human
spirit and the quiet strength we find in connection,
compassion, and shared sorrow. It is with deep
humility and gratitude that I share their voices
with you in these pages, trusting that they will
bring solace, comfort, and healing.

Here, you will witness the raw, unfiltered
emotions of those who have walked through the
wilderness of grief and emerged —not unscathed,
but unwavering. These are stories of love that
endured loss, of pain transformed into purpose, of
brokenness held together by grace.

May this book serve as a lantern for those
wandering in the dark, a gentle companion for
those aching with loss, and a reminder that even
in the deepest night, love continues to shine.

Gabirielle is no longer in my arms,
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But she walks with me every day.

In every word I write,

In every life this book touches,

Her light shines on.

Even the darkest night, I've learned, carries
the possibility of stars

"Grief is the last act of love we can give to those we
loved. Where there is deep grief, there was great love."

Anonymous.

With heartfelt gratitude,

Diana Opiyo
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Endersements

Beyond the Silence is an easy, educational, and

transformative read. The author uses deeply
personal stories to explore the pain of grief and the
power of healing, while also teaching practical
ways to support those walking through loss. The
integration of poems and quotes from other
authors reveals the depth of reflection and the
considerable time spent putting this book
together. I believe this book will put a smile on
many faces; it will wipe away tears and provide
strength for those navigating sorrow. It will also
inspire many to live selflessly, for loving one
another is the remedy for much of the cruelty we
experience in the world.

I, too, lost a newborn baby, and reading this book
comforted me deeply. What a beautiful and
heartfelt tribute to a beloved child. Though many
people may not openly admit it, the truth is that
we all yearn for love and connection, especially in
our most broken moments. This longing is seen in
our desire for attention, a comforting presence, or
simply a safe place to be seen and heard. Yet, too
often, we settle for fleeting emotions and seek
solace in the wrong places. While wealth, gifts,
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and comfort can express love, the truest and
deepest love is found in Jesus Christ, the source of
all love. He demonstrated the ultimate love by
dying for us while we were still sinners (Romans
5:8).

Jesus is the greatest teacher. He showed us love
through the cross and then called us to extend that
same love to others (John 13:34-35). When we
forgive, care, value others, and become a blessing
even in our own pain, we reflect the love that
heals. One of the most powerful lessons in this
book is that when we love without expectation, we
find fulfillment. How true that is —love truly lifts
the weight of sorrow.

I wholeheartedly recommend Beyond the Silence to
everyone. Whether grieving or supporting
someone who is, we all need love, and this book is
a timely guide.

Violet Naineki,

Dean Fearless Institute, Mavuno Mashariki Network.
Associate Pastor, Mavuno Church Far East Campus.
Author, “Kingdom Service.”
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Aboul the Avlthor

Diana Opiyo, a remarkable writer from Nairobi,
Kenya, has captivated readers with her bestselling
book "A Heart Full of Love." And now “Beyond
the Silence.” Her works leave an indelible mark on
the lives she touches, showcasing her caring
nature, passion for others, and unwavering
dedication to making a difference in her
community and beyond.

As a devoted mother of two beautiful children and
a wife to Charles, Diana's marriage is built on a
foundation of love, trust, and mutual respect.

With a deep passion for technology and coding,
Diana has amassed over 12 years of experience as
a Customer Experience expert at Safaricom PLC,
Kenya, demonstrating her expertise and
dedication in the field.

Diana's life is guided by her profound faith, rooted
in the Christian ideology from Mavuno Church in
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Nairobi, Kenya. She lives her life according to the
teachings of love, compassion, and forgiveness.

Academically accomplished, Diana holds a
Bachelor’s degree in Information Systems and
Technology from the United States of Africa -
Kenya, as well as certificates in Software
Engineering from Moringa School - Kenya, and
Leadership from Mavuno Fearless Institution in
conjunction with PAC University Kenya.

Diana's legacy extends beyond her writing, as she
inspires others through her foundation for Grief
Therapy. Her story serves as a reminder to live a
life filled with love, compassion, and appreciation
for every precious moment.

To learn more about Diana and her inspiring
journey, visit her blog website at

https:/ /wordpress.com/posts/aindoaleksays.wo
rdpress.com
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Inheduclion

"In the midst of winter, I found
there was, within me, an
invincible summer." - Albert

Camus

For Gabrielle Hera,

My angel, my Gabstar, my daughter, my forever
love.

You came into our lives like a whisper of

heaven — soft, radiant, and full of grace.

Though your time with us was far too brief, your
presence remains eternal.

In every tear, every heartbeat, every word written
in these pages —

You live on.

This book is for you,

and for all the souls who have loved and lost,
and still choose to love anyway.

In the labyrinth of life, grief stands as an
unavoidable sentinel, its presence looming
over us like a shadow at twilight. It is a
universal experience —one that touches every
life—yet it remains shrouded in taboo,
1]
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whispered about in hushed tones, and
relegated to the corners of our consciousness.
In the face of loss, we often find ourselves
navigating uncharted waters, grappling with
emotions that threaten to engulf us.

Grief therapy, a beacon of solace in the storm,
offers a lifeline to those drifting in the
tumultuous seas of sorrow. And yet for many,
the journey toward healing is treacherous,
tilled with obstacles, silence, and unseen pain.
In the cacophony of mourning, some voices
go unheard. Some souls are forgotten in the
clamor of grief.

Among them are the morgue attendants.
These unsung heroes, who bear witness to the
final moments of our loved ones' earthly
journey. Theirs is a solemn duty —a sacred
trust. Yet their role in the grieving process is
often overlooked, their compassion obscured
by a veil of mortality.

Likewise, the doctors and nurses who stand
on the front lines of our battles with illness are
often relegated to the periphery of grief. Their
tireless efforts and quiet acts of care are
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woven into the fabric of our healing, yet their
heartbreak remains unspoken.

And then there are the innocent bystanders —
children, who witness raw, unfiltered
emotions ripple through their homes. Caught
in the crossfire of sorrow, their own pain is
often missed in the rush to comfort the adults
around them.

In the pages that follow, we will explore these
often-forgotten faces of grief and shine light
on the voices muted by the weight of
mourning.

Through their stories, we will uncover the
true depth and breadth of the grieving
process—and the vital role that therapy,
empathy and care play in guiding us back
from the brink of despair.

For in the silence of grief, there is solace to be

found in the enduring bonds of love that
transcend death itself.
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"The best and most beautiful
things in the world cannot be seen
or even touched - they must be felt
with the heart." - Helen Keller

"Is she going to be okay? Will the surgery go
well? Will she be healed? Will she overcome
this?" These questions plagued my mind
endlessly as my daughter, Gabrielle, lay in the
ICU bed, awaiting surgery to replace her
allegedly blocked VP shunt. This wasn't our
tirst encounter with surgery, but the
unexpected nature of it threw me into a state
of worry and confusion.

Gabrielle had already defied the odds,
surpassing every expectation set by doctors.
By the age of eight, she had achieved every
milestone, despite initial predictions that she
would live in a vegetative state. She attended
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school, played, spoke, and even managed her
own bodily functions—achievements that
seemed impossible given her prognosis. She
was the epitome of independence, a beacon of
resilience.

"Mummy, it's paining! Mummy, it's paining!"
Those were some of the last words I heard
from Gabrielle as we lay together on my bed
that night. I was exhausted —physically,
mentally, emotionally. It had been an
exhausting month, filled with hospital visits
and battles against antibiotic-resistant bugs.
Yet, she had overcome it all. Why was she
experiencing this pain now? No amount of
painkillers seemed to alleviate it. All we could
do was hope and pray for her to find comfort
in sleep, free from the agony. We were
helpless, hopeless, clinging to the faintest
glimmer of hope that she would find relief.

The next day dawned with the same relentless
pain, gnawing at Gabrielle's frail body. Her
cries grew louder, more desperate, until she
slipped into a convulsion. Desperately, we
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made the difficult decision to call for an
ambulance. Little did we know that it would
be our last journey together, our last moment
of togetherness before the unthinkable would
unfold.

The sirens wailed as they drew near echoing
the urgency of our plight. Outside, life
continued with its bustling rhythm, oblivious
to the turmoil in our home. The longest wait
of my life. Inside, time stood still, each
moment heavy with uncertainty and fear. I
clung to Gabrielle, my heart heavy with dread

The paramedics rushed into our home, and
with practiced efficiency, went to work, their
movements swift and sure. Tubes and wires
snaked across the room, connecting Gabrielle
to machines that beeped and whirred in a
surreal symphony.

Amidst the chaos, a fragile thread of hope
lingered—a whisper of possibility that
refused to be extinguished. The ambulance
raced through the streets. Lights flashed;
6]
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sirens blared —a disharmony of chaos that
mirrored the turmoil in our hearts. Yet a
strange sense of calm settled over me,
knowing that this was something that we
would overcome as always.

At the hospital, we were met with a flurry of
activity. Doctors and nurses moved with
purpose. An eerie stillness hung in the air. As
Gabrielle was whisked into the hospital, I felt
a profound sense of isolation —a loneliness
that consumed me. It was a feeling of
abandonment, helplessness, despair—a
feeling that would haunt me in the days to
come.

And as my husband and I stood alone in the
cold, sterile hospital corridors, we sensed that
our lives would never be the same. We
followed in silent procession, every step felt
weighted with the burden of the unknown,
every breath a silent plea for mercy. And as
we stood in the uncertainty, we clung to each
other, united in anguish, and hope.
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Little did we know that our journey would
end not in triumph, but tragedy. Our beloved
Gabrielle slipped away from us, leaving a
void that could never be filled. Our world was
altered, shattered by the cruel hand of fate.

Grappled with the suddenness of Gabrielle's
passing, another heart-wrenching task
loomed before us —how were we to relay the
devastating news to Jedi, Gabrielle's younger
brother? I could feel the weight of the world
pressing down on my shoulders as I looked
into his innocent eyes, oblivious to the
tragedy that had befallen our family. How
could I possibly break his heart, shatter his
world, with the cruel reality of his sister's
untimely departure, knowing very well that
they were close?

With trembling hands and a heavy heart, I
knelt and embraced him. His small frame
trembled against mine, sensing the gravity of
the moment, though unable to comprehend
its full extent.
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"Jedi, sweetheart," I began, my voice barely
above a whisper, "There's something I need to
tell you about Gabrielle." His eyes widened
with curiosity, a flicker of apprehension
dancing across his features. I could see the
questions forming in his mind, the
uncertainty clouding his gaze. And so, with
tears streaming down my cheeks and a lump
lodged in my throat, I spoke the words no
parent should ever have to utter —words that
would forever alter the course of his young

life.

As I witnessed the realization dawning on
him tears welling, my heart shattered into a
million pieces. I didn't know how to comfort
him, in the face of such overwhelming grief.
He was in shock, unable to cry, but asking if
we could see her again. He didn’t understand
death; he believed it was something that
could be undone.

Gabrielle's passing brought us a pain that
defied words, and transcended

9|




BEYOND THE SILENCE

comprehension. It shattered the peace in my
marriage and family.

In the depths of our despair, we sought solace
in therapy, where our pain could be released.
Therapy would lead us back from the brink of
despair to a place of healing and hope.
However, it was not an easy journey. I
attended my initial therapy session a month
after Gabrielle’s passing, taking Jedi with me.
He was barely four years old at the time. As a
concerned parent, I believed this was best for
both of us. Jedi seemed to be in shock, as
whenever Gabrielle was mentioned, he
would swiftly change the topic.

In one of our sessions, the therapist attempted
to engage him, but he remained
unresponsive. She suggested we journal our
feelings, but at that point, no amount of
journaling could ease my pain. So, I gave up
on that therapist.

For my next attempt at therapy, I visited a
different facility alone. This therapist allowed
10 |
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me to cry and express my pain freely, and
even prescribed antidepressants to help cope.
I again, sought therapy on the
recommendation of a doctor due to a series of
headaches. In this facility, the room was tiny,
and the chair was uncomfortable and yet the
amount of a session was Ksh. 8000 for an
hour. In this session, the therapist
recommended journaling as a form of healing.
At that time, I didn't want to journal, I was in
pain. I completely gave up on therapy after
this session.

The road we walked afterwards was fraught
with obstacles too numerous to count, but we
faced it together, sometimes slipping into
misery. There were moments when my
husband and I couldn’t see eye to eye. He
sought solace outdoors, attempting to escape
the pain. Throughout much of the first year, I
slept with the lights on, unable to shake
(escape) the darkness that enveloped us. Jedi,
already dazed and confused, couldn’t grasp
the cruel reality — that death had stolen his
only sister from us.
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Drowning in depression, I sought solace in
anything that could momentarily drain the
sorrow. I found myself turning to social
media, endlessly sharing photos of Gabrielle
— clinging to the most treasured memories
we had. In my mind, every post was a small
act of healing, a way to soften the weight of
everyday grief. I believed that by sharing, I
was somehow inviting others into my pain —
that they, too, would hold space for it. But I
didn’t realize then that not everyone wants to
carry that kind of sorrow with you. Many had
already moved on. And that silent
disconnection added a new layer of loneliness
tomy grief. They wonder why you don’t want
to move on. These perspectives have dire
consequences for individuals and
communities.

People slip into depression; and carry
wounds that last forever. My prayer is that we
learn to carry one another’s pain —not just
during the funeral when the flowers are fresh
and mourners gather, but in the quiet days
after, when the silence becomes deafening.
Grief doesn’t operate on a schedule. Not
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everyone “moves on” immediately. Some,
like me, take three years to even think about
clearing a wardrobe. And that’s okay.

We must create space for grief to breathe, to
exist without shame or pressure. To
accommodate pain is not weakness —it is the
purest act of love and humanity. In doing so,
we help reduce the silent dysfunction that
arises when sorrow is forced underground,
unspoken and unshared.

Yet, amidst the darkness, there is always a
flicker of light. The love of God —steadfast,
unwavering—meets us in the valley of
shadows. It holds us when we cannot hold
ourselves. It reminds us that we are not alone.
For in the end, it is love that binds us, sustains
us, and carries us through even the longest
nights.

In the shadow of our grief, we begin to see
that love is the thread that connects life to
eternity. Gabrielle’s spirit lives on —in the
memories we keep, in the love we shared, in
13 |




BEYOND THE SILENCE

every moment of kindness and courage
sparked by her legacy. She is not forgotten.
And in the embrace of God’s enduring love,
neither are we.

This, too, is healing —not in forgetting, but in
remembering. Not in silence, but in sacred
expression. Not in rushing forward, but in
pausing together to hold the ache. Let us be
communities that hold space for one another,
that honour the echoes of love beyond loss.
For grief shared becomes grief lightened. And
in the arms of divine love, even the most
forbidden pain is seen, carried, and slowly
transformed. Come—let’s walk this sacred
road together, not just beyond the silence, but
through it, hand in hand
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Why Me?

(Tk@?%’o

"The darkest nights produce the brightest
stars." - John Green

In the darkest nights the brightest stars
sometimes emerge, reminding us that even in
suffering, = there is  potential  for
transformation. There’s a quiet moment in
grief when the house falls silent, the weight of
loss presses like a stone on your chest and
tears flow, when it does, It's in that stillness
that the question creeps in —Why me?

I remember sitting on Gabrielle’s bed one
rainy afternoon, weeks after her passing. Her
favorite stuffed animal still sat on the pillow,
and her scent still faint in the air. I clutched
her favorite drawing book in my hands,
flipping through pages filled with scribbles,
prayers, and innocent dreams. And I cried —
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not just for the emptiness in my arms, but
from the gut-wrenching unfairness of it all.

Why my daughter?
Why our family?
Why did we have to carry this pain?

Grief has a way of isolating you, making your
suffering feel like the most unbearable thing
in the world. I was angry at the doctors, at
fate, even at God. I wrestled with guilt, feeling
like Thadn't done enough, helplessness for not
being able to save her, and shame for asking
questions I thought a “strong mother”
shouldn't.

Psychologists call it a natural part of grief.
According to the Kiibler-Ross model, we pass
through stages—denial, anger, bargaining,
depression, and acceptance —but what they
don’t tell you is how non-linear it all is. One
minute you're bargaining with God, the next
you're overwhelmed by sadness, then numb.
But here’s what I've learned: the question
“Why me?” doesn’t always need an answer.
16 |
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Sometimes, it’s an opening, a space to reflect
and grow. In that question lies
transformation, not in forgetting, but in
learning to carry the pain with strength.

This chapter is about that sacred shift. From
anguish to insight. From “Why me?” to
“What now?” And perhaps, slowly, gently —
from darkness to stars.

Grief, as I came to understand, is not a
problem to be solved but a journey to be lived.
And the “Why me?” question was my first
sign that I was awake to the full impact of my
loss. It was my heart’s raw, unfiltered cry in
the wilderness — profoundly human.

When Gabrielle died, I didn’t just lose her, I
lost a future. Ilost birthdays, graduations, and
quiet mother-daughter talks, which I'long for,
sometimes. I envy peers who experience these
and every other ‘what-could-have-been’
moment. There were days when I'd scream
into a pillow, hoping to empty my pain, but lo
this heart hurts.
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The Struggle with Fairness.

There’s a common myth we carry through life
— thatif we do good, good things will happen
to us. But when loss enters our story,
especially when it was someone we loved, it
shatters that illusion. We ask, “What did I do
to deserve this?” — not because we expect an
answer, but because we’re grasping for
control, for a reason, for something to hold
onto when everything feels like it’s slipping
away. Pain makes us feel powerless. And
sometimes, no reason satisfies the soul.

In therapy, I was introduced to the idea of
meaning-making —the process by which we try
to find significance in what seems senseless.
For me, it began with writing. I wrote letters
to Gabrielle, then captured memories of what
we shared, followed by the book “A Heart Full
of Love,” and eventually, this book. I realized
that by expressing the pain, I wasn’t erasing
it—1I was transforming it.
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The Stages and the Spirals.

Elisabeth Kiibler-Ross introduced the five
stages of grief, and while they were originally
framed around people facing their own death,
they resonate with those of us left behind.
What I didn’t expect was how these stages
loop and collide. I'd find myself in anger on
Monday, bargaining on Wednesday, and
feeling numb by Saturday. That’s the truth
about grief —it doesn’t follow a script.

The hardest stage for me was guilt. I replayed
Gabrielle’s final weeks over and over,
searching for clues I may have missed. Could
I have noticed something earlier? Pushed
harder for answers? Stayed longer? Treated
her better? Was it something I missed? Could
I have prayed harder? Should I have taken her
to the hospital sooner? It's a silent torment
many grievers carry.

But guilt, I learned, is often love’s shadow. It
appears when we've loved deeply, and we
fear we’ve fallen short. One turning point
came when a friend introduced me to the idea
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of post-traumatic growth —the notion that
through deep suffering, some people discover
greater wisdom, deeper gratitude, empathy,
and purpose. At first, I pushed it away
because it felt like wrapping grief in a box. In
time, however, I understood —it wasn’t about
pretending It was about choosing to stay
rooted to allow the pain to shape something
new in me.

Gabrielle loved butterflies. I remember her
chasing them in the garden, arms
outstretched like she was trying to take flight.
After she passed, I began seeing butterflies
everywhere —on billboards, in books, even in
my dreams. They became a symbol. Not of her
death, but of her transformation. And, in a
way, mine too.

Grief doesn’t make logical sense. It doesn’t
play fair; it doesn’t choose based on strength
or goodness. When it strikes, it is personal, as
though the universe has singled you out.
Watching Gabrielle fight so hard to live, her
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laughter persistent even in pain, made her
death more unbearable.

But as the weeks turned into months, and the
sharp edge of grief softened into a heavy ache,
a different question began to stir inside me:

“What now?”

What do I do with this pain, this love that
won’t fade and this memory that lives in
everything?

I began meeting other parents, siblings and
friends who had also experienced loss. Each
story carried a quiet strength, a lesson hidden
in the brokenness. They didn’t have answers,
but they showed me how —how to carry the
grief, how to honor the love, and how to move
forward without leaving her behind.

I learned that post-traumatic growth doesn’t
come because someone is strong or brave. It
comes because they choose to keep going, to
feel, to remember, to rebuild.
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I won't pretend the journey is easy. It isn’t.
But in sorrow, I discovered sparks of sacred
moments. Like when Hada, my daughter,
smiles I catch a glimpse of Gabrielle in her
eyes. When I say her name aloud, she
responds in a similar voice, “Thank you. I
needed to hear that today.” Even when I write
these words knowing, somehow, they help
someone else feel less alone.

I still ask, “Why me?” But I've also learned to
ask:

—  What did loving her teach me?

—  What can I carry forward in her name?

— How can I be gentle with myself, even
when the pain returns?

Maybe healing doesn’t come from having all
the answers, it begins with learning to live
with the questions.

Coping in the Darkest Hours

If youre in the middle of a “why me?”
moment, here are some tools that helped me:
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Journaling: Not just as a diary, but as a safe
space to be brutally honest. Some entries were
just scribbles. Others were full-on rants. But
they all moved the pain outward.

Mindfulness: Sitting with the ache rather
than running from it. Breathing through the
panic, the sorrow, the silence. Letting each
wave crash and pass.

Therapy and Support Groups: Speaking my
truth aloud in a room full of strangers helped
more than I can describe. Grief shrinks when
it's shared.

Closing Reflection

In time, the question changes.

Not “Why me?”
But “What now?”

Not “Why was she taken?”
But “How can I honor her through how I live?”

Not “Why did this happen to me?”
But “Who am I becoming because of this?”

23 |




BEYOND THE SILENCE

The pain doesn’t disappear, but it doesn’t
have to destroy you. Sometimes, from the
ashes, something luminous begins to rise.

A deeper empathy.

A fierce kind of love.

A gentler strength.

And eventually, a sense of peace.

Take a quiet moment.
Breathe.

Let the silence hold you —
not as an enemy,

but as a companion.

Then gently ask yourself:

What has grief revealed to me about love,
about myself, and about what truly matters?

Write freely. No filters. Let your heart speak.
You can also try this:
o Write a letter to the one you lost.

o Write a letter to the you who first asked,
“Why me?”

o Write a letter to the person you are
becoming.
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There is no right or wrong.
Just the truth.
Just love.

Gentle Affirmation

"I may not have chosen this pain, but I can choose
what to do with it. I carry my love forward, one
breath, one step, one day at a time."

25| Page







BEYOND THE SILENCE

Can yow move on?
s : %(% ' =)

"Grief, I've learned, is really
just love. It's all the love you
want to give, but cannot. All
that unspent love gathers up in
the corners of your eyes, the
lump in your throat, and in the
hollow part of your chest. Grief
is just love with no place to go."
- Jamie Anderson

Grief is a manifestation of love, and healing
takes time, because loss can have a profound
impact on a person's heart and soul. There are
mornings I still reach for her toothbrush. Still
instinctively set aside her favorite mug. It’s in
these small, automatic acts — muscle memory,
of love that I'm reminded grief doesn’t
vanish. It lingers. It becomes part of the
architecture of your everyday life.

People in my close circle often told me, “You
need to move on.” whenever I would share my
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grief moments on social media. But what does
that even mean? Am I supposed to forget
Gabrielle? Am I supposed to erase the chapter
she wrote in my story? How can I erase the
caesarean surgery scar? The very idea felt like
betrayal, like cutting out a piece of my soul
and pretending it never existed.

But in time, I began to understand a gentler
truth:

I don’'t have to move on. I can move
forward —with her memory, with my love for
her, with my grief.

Moving forward doesn’t mean I've healed
completely. It means I'm learning to live with
the wound. It means that even though I carry
pain, I can still laugh without guilt, dream
without shame, and build a life where her
presence still matters, and care for those who
have experienced the same pain.

The Pressure to “Be Okay”

Grief makes people uncomfortable. The
world keeps spinning, and suddenly, there’s
an invisible clock ticking —counting down to
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the moment when one’s supposed to “get
over it.” But grief doesn’t run on deadlines. It
doesn’t take sick days. It shows up in board
meetings, in the checkout line, even during
random songs on the radio. Pretending to be
okay only delays healing. I wore the mask of
“strong mother” for so long—smiling
through moments that shattered me on the
inside—until one day I realized I wasn’t
fooling anyone, least of all myself.

What Moving Forward Looks Like

Moving forward is messy. Some days you're
brave, and other days you can't get out of
bed —and that's okay. Between 2019 and 2021,
after losing my daughter, I believe I did
nothing but sleep for two years, with the
lights on both day and night. I don't
remember how I ate or worked. I don't even
know how I was a wife during that time or
how I managed to parent. Thank God for
Eliza, who took care of the children —what
would I have done without her? She is such a
gem. My marriage was falling apart; we were
both grieving in starkly different ways. We
rarely saw each other or spoke. I believe I was
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in a state of numbness-like a trance. It felt as
though I had woken up in the middle of the
song "Wake Me Up When September Ends."

Moving forward may not look like what
people expect or approve of. But healing
doesn’t come with a manual. It's not linear,
and it's not a performance. Sometimes, it’s
messy. Sometimes, it looks like barely
surviving. Just ensure you are not harming
yourself or others, your path is valid.

For me, moving forward looked like this:

Joining a grief support group—where I
heard my pain echoed in the voices of
strangers and, for the first time, felt less alone.

Starting therapy—a sacred space where I
could be angry, broken, hopeful, and heard
without judgment.

Creating rituals—cutting cake on her
birthday, writing letters to her, finding
intentional ways to keep her memory alive.
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Letting joy back in—not because the pain
went away, but because I learned that grief
and joy can live side by side.

Learning new crafts—using creativity to
express my pain, to let it out instead of
holding it in.

Holding onto her things —1I didn’t touch her
wardrobe for three years. Her clothes, toys,
everything stayed exactly as she left them. It
made me feel like she was still with me.

Sleeping to escape —I have this tendency to
sleep through pain, to numb myself. There are
days I slept for hours on end, simply because
it was the only way not to feel.

Sharing her memory on social media —I post
her pictures, her laugh, our moments
together, not for others, but to remind myself
she was here, and she mattered. She still does.

Helping others carrying the same pain—
reaching out intentionally, making calls,
holding space, and gently reminding them
that while the pain may never fully go away,
it does soften with time. This calling gave
birth to a grief therapy program and the
Gabrielle Hera Foundation —a tribute to her
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legacy, and a beacon for others navigating the
same storm.

Moving forward wasn’t about forgetting. It
was about finding ways to carry her with me
as I continued living.

Stories of Moving Forward

I once met a mother named “Esther” at my
workplace. As I was serving her, I sensed she
needed someone to talk to. She had lost one of
her twin sons while feeding him and couldn’t
bring herself to enter his room for months. But
one day, after several conversations, she
transformed that room into a reading corner
for children in need. “I didn’t stop grieving,”
she told me. “But I found a way for his light to
keep shining.”

Another client, “Peter,” came to request
access to funds in his late wife’s account. He
carries a photo of her in his wallet, and every
year on their anniversary, he takes himself out
to dinner and orders her favorite meal. “It’s
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not about moving on,” he said. “It's about
keeping her close as I live.”

These stories remind me there is no right way
to grieve—only your way. And sometimes,
your way is simply putting one foot in front
of the other.

(Names have been changed to protect privacy.)

Practical Tools for Moving Forward

Set small, gentle goals: Begin with simple
self-care — drink water, step outside, take
deep breaths.

Build a support system: Surround
yourself with people who allow you to
grieve openly and without shame.

Practice mindfulness: Be present with
your feelings, without trying to change or
judge them.

Express creatively: Journal, paint, sing,
dance—give your grief a voice and a way
out.
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Seek professional help: A therapist or
grief counselor can help light the way
through your darkest moments.

Closing Reflection Prompt.

Take a quiet moment and reflect on the
following:
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e What does “moving forward” look like
for you today?

e In what ways can you honor your
loved one’s memory while still
choosing to live fully?

e Write a letter, draw a picture, say a
prayer —whatever helps you give your
grief a place to rest.

Affirmation for the Journey
“I do not have to let go of love to find peace.
I can carry both my grief and my joy.
I am moving forward, one breath at a time.”
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A Letter to Gabrielle
My Dearest Gabrielle,

There isn't a single day that passes without your
name echoing in my heart. I used to think moving
forward would mean letting you go, but now I
understand — you are part of every step I take.
You are the warmth in the sun, the hush in the
breeze, the reason I keep showing up for life even
when it hurts.

There were days I couldn’t imagine standing
again. The weight of your absence was too heavy.
But then came a whisper — in the form of
memories, dreams, or simply your favorite song —
reminding me you are never truly gone.

I carry you in my laughter. In the quiet strength
I'm slowly rebuilding. In every act of kindness,
every deep breath, every tear I allow myself to cry
without shame.

I haven’t moved on, my darling. I"ve simply moved
forward — with you in everything I do.

Forever loving you,
Mom
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Can we go lo Heaven?

"In heaven, all the interesting
people are missing." - Friedrich
Nietzsche

When a child asks about heaven, it's never
just a question. It's a cry for connection, a
search for something they cannot see but
deeply feel. Nietzsche’s quote, often
interpreted with cynicism, takes on a different
shade when viewed through the eyes of a
grieving child. In those tender moments,
heaven isn't a philosophical idea. It becomes a
desperate hope—a place where lost siblings
might still giggle, hold hands, or whisper
secrets again.

Grief doesn’t check age. It doesn’t ask
whether your heart is ready. It simply
arrives—raw and real, even for the tiniest
souls.
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When Gabrielle died, He was just three and a
half —still learning how to form full
sentences, still believing in magic, still tracing
the outlines of the world with wonder. He
didn’t know how to say grief, but he knew
something was missing. He felt it in the
silence where laughter used to be, In the
empty crib, the stillness of our home and my
tear-filled eyes when I thought he wasn’t
looking.

The Cake for Heaven

One afternoon, Jedi stood beside me as I
folded laundry, his small fingers tugging at
my shirt. His eyes were wide with a kind of
seriousness

“Mama,” he asked, “can we go to heaven?”

I paused, unsure what had prompted the
question that day. “Why, baby?”

He hesitated, then said with conviction,
“Because it's Gabby’s birthday today. You
said we will buy a cake for her birthday. We
need to take her a cake.”

36 |




BEYOND THE SILENCE

I knelt to his level, swallowing the lump in my
throat. “Oh, sweetheart. I wish we could —but
we can’t go to heaven right now unless we are
dead too.”

He tilted his head, puzzled. “We can go on a
plane?”

“If only there was a plane that could fly that
high,” I whispered, holding his tiny hands in
mine. “But heaven is too far away. We can’t
go there, not the way we go to the shop or
school.”

His brow furrowed. “But why? I want to see
Gabby. I miss her.”

“I miss her too,” 1 said, tears welling.
“Missing someone means we loved them very
much.”

His questions didn’t stop that day. They came
in waves —some tender, others piercing:

“Is Gabby playing in heaven?”
“Does she eat cake there?”

“Can she come and eat the cake only for today
and go back?”
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“Will she come back when she grows older?”

“Can we send her a letter with balloons?”

These innocent questions revealed a deep
desire to understand where his sister had
gone and why she couldn’t come back.
Children don’t rationalize grief the way
adults do. They feel its edges in their own
unique way, wrapped in curiosity and love.
AsInavigated the pain, I found myself caught
between wanting to protect Jedi from it and
needing to help him understand it.

Wrestling with Faith and the Unknown

Across faith traditions — Christianity, Islam,
Buddhism, and even  non-religious
philosophies —there are ideas about what
happens when we die. During those early
days of grief, I struggled too. I wanted
answers and needed comfort. From watching
documentaries like The Story of God by
Morgan Freeman to researching near-death
experiences, I was consumed by questions.
Where did her soul go? Was she cold and
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alone underground? Why couldn’t I feel her
near me?

I worried endlessly about Gabrielle.
I wanted to know she was safe, warm, and
loved —even in death. And thank God, over
time, my faith became a life raft. The belief
that Gabrielle is safe, joyful, and whole again
gave me something to hold on to.

But belief, even when strong, can falter under
the weight of grief. There were days I couldn’t
reconcile the why with the what’s next. 1
wanted to believe she was with angels, but I
also just wanted her here. I wanted her arms
around Jedi again. Faith became both an
anchor and a battlefield. Faith, like grief, isn’t
linear. It’s allowed to tremble and sway.

Keeping Heaven Close

This chapter is an invitation to reflect —not
just on where our loved ones go, but on how
to live with their absence as we wrestle with
belief when it collides with heartbreak.
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We may not have a map to heaven, but we can
draw one with stories, symbols, and sacred
moments that remind us of our loved ones are
still with us —in signs, dreams, memories, and
in every birthday cake we bake in their honor.
So, when Jedi asked if we could go to heaven
with a cake, I didn’t say no. I said, “We can't
go now, baby. But we can be assured that one day
we will see her when we also go to heaven.”

Jedi’s Heaven

Over time, Jedi began to create his own
rituals —his own ways of staying connected to
Gabrielle. He would draw pictures and ask
me to “send them to heaven.” Sometimes,
we’'d tie balloons to letters, watching them
rise into the sky —a slow, hopeful release that
always made him smile. He would write
letters and say he hoped she could read them.

One night, as we lay curled up at bedtime, he
asked softly, “Is Gabby happy in heaven?”
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I nodded. “I believe she is love. I believe she’s
watching over us. And she knows how much
you love her.” He looked thoughtful. “Then
I'll dream about her tonight. Maybe we can
play together there.”

It was in that moment I realized heaven isn’t
only a place we go when we die. For those of
us left behind, heaven lives in memory, in
dreams, in love that never ends.
It is the space between longing and peace.
Between sorrow and hope. Between what was
and what we still hold close.

The Child’s Questions

As adults, we seek explanations and certainty.
But children — children ask the real questions.

— Can we go to heaven?

— Can we bring cake?

— Can wesstilllove someone who isn’t
here?

And the answer, quietly, beautifully, is yes.
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We can go to heaven in our hearts, in our
rituals, in our quiet moments of
remembrance. We can bring cake in our
stories, in our laughter, and in the candles we
light. And we can love them forever —because
love, unlike life, never ends.

Closing Reflections

I invite us to return to the simplicity and
honesty of a child’s heart when navigating the
mystery of death and the afterlife. Jedi’s
innocent questions echo the longing we all
feel to make sense of the aching void left by
loss.

Whether rooted in faith, tradition, or
imagination, the search for heaven is deep
human longing This teaches us that grief and
hope can coexist. Love doesn’t end with
goodbye. Sometimes, the most powerful
healing doesn’t come from having all the
answers, but from daring to ask the questions
out loud.
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Embrace the child. Walk with them through
the process of loss. If appropriate, let them
visit the loved one at the morgue. Let them
attend the funeral. Let them throw soil during
the burial. Let them plant flowers. Jedi did all
these things. It was his way of finding
closure —just as it was mine.

Affirmation for the Journey

“Perhaps they are not stars in the sky, but
rather openings where our loved ones shine
down to let us know they are happy.”
— Inuit Proverb
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A Ghanger in Pain

"Every person you meet is
fighting a battle you know
nothing  about. Be kind.
Always." - Brad Meltzer

We often become so engulfed in our own loss
that we forget to notice those grieving
alongside us—the nannies, doctors, nurses,
even the morgue attendants. We expect them
to be strong, professional, composed. But
beneath their practiced calm lies a heart that
feels, absorbs, and sometimes breaks quietly.

This chapter is a call to recognize that grief
wears many faces—some of which we may
never see. It's about looking again at the
people around us and understanding that
pain doesn't always announce itself.
Sometimes, it lives in the stranger who hands
you a tissue, the nurse who lingers a second
too long, or the morgue attendant who covers
your child with the gentleness of a parent. It's
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an invitation to lead with empathy —because
everyone carries something.

During Gabrielle's funeral arrangement
everything was a blur. But in that whirlwind,
I noticed something I hadn’t anticipated.
others around us were grieving too. Deeply.

I remember that day so clearly. The air was
heavy, and my hands trembled as I dialed
Eliza’s number. Eliza has been with us for
more than thirteen years. More than just a
nanny, she is family. Gabrielle adored her.
When I called to give her the news, she didn't
say a word. She just hung up. At first, I
thought maybe the line had cut off, but later
realized she was overwhelmed. She had never
traveled to my upcountry home before, but
that day, she packed her things and made the
journey for Gabrielle’s funeral. She stood by
us, grieving silently but fiercely. Her presence
was a bond, unspoken love holding us up.

Then there was Gabrielle’s nurse, who cared
for her during the last hospital admission. She
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stayed with her patiently, her hands steady,
her eyes kind. She was supposed to hand over
Gabirielle’s final report the next day. Instead,
she met us in the ICU hallway, hugged us
tightly and cried—not professionally, but
personally. She had bonded with our
daughter in those brief moments, and she
mourned her loss too.

I will never forget the morgue attendant —a
woman whose name I didn’t even know.
When we handed Gabrielle over, every fiber
of my being wanted to run after her. But the
woman looked me in the eyes and said with a
soft strength, “Don’t worry, Mama. I will take
care of her like she’s my own.” In that
moment, I broke. Because I realized this
woman, surrounded by death daily, still
found space in her heart for compassion.

Pastor Milton from Mavuno Mashariki,
though he had never met us in person at the
time despite our year of attending the church,
became a beacon of compassion in our darkest
moment. My sister Alice reached out to him
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as we considered holding a memorial service
for Gabrielle. Without hesitation, Pastor
Milton agreed. What he delivered was more
than a memorial —it was a beautiful, spirit-
filled celebration of Gabrielle’s life. His
sermon structured around eight profound
points to live by —each symbolically tied to
Gabrielle’s short but meaningful years—
brought us deep comfort. He didn’t stop at
the message. He organized refreshments for
everyone who attended, and there was such
abundance that we carried the leftovers with
us as we traveled upcountry for the burial.
His generosity, care, and leadership left an
indelible mark on our grieving hearts.

The memorial service, held on a Wednesday,
looked nothing like a midweek gathering. The
sanctuary was packed, as full as any Sunday
service. Friends, church members, colleagues,
and even strangers showed up in droves with
such short notice—each one carrying with
them an embrace, a word of encouragement,
or simply their presence. The outpouring of
love and support was overwhelming. Amid
our pain, we were wrapped in a community
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that mourned with us and celebrated
Gabrielle’s life with reverence and joy. The
service they helped organize became a
moment etched in time—a sacred goodbye
that none of us will ever forget.

In less than a week, an entire community
rallied behind us —friends, relatives, church
members, and even former colleagues. Their
support came in prayers, visits, messages, and
generous contributions that covered the
funeral expenses fully. Gabrielle was given a
beautiful and dignified send-off.

Among the many gestures that deeply moved
me was that of James, who had once worked
with me at my spa, House of Nails. He was so
devastated by the news of Gabrielle’s passing
that he insisted on attending the funeral, even
though he didn’t have enough fare. With
quiet determination, he traveled with us in
the hearse. That selfless act of love and
solidarity touched me profoundly. These are
the moments and the people you carry in your
heart forever.
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Dr. Wariua had been Gabrielle’s doctor from
the day she was born. She had watched her
grow, nurtured her through childhood
illnesses and celebrated her milestones. When
we walked into the hospital room that
morning, her face told us everything. She
couldn’t even say the words. She just shook
her head, tears welling in her eyes, and
walked out. That silent gesture spoke
volumes —more than words ever could.

Sylvia came into our lives when Gabrielle was
just a year old. She was not just an
occupational therapist — she became family.
From the very beginning, her dedication went
far beyond duty; she carried a deep sense of
purpose in ensuring that Gabrielle met every
milestone, no matter how small. We had
started our therapy journey at a major
hospital, where each session cost Ksh. 2,500
and was later adjusted to Ksh. 3,000. With
four sessions required every week, the
expenses quickly became unsustainable. It
was during this time that we met Sylvia at the
Cerebral Palsy Society of Kenya (CPSK), and
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together we found a way to continue therapy
from home.

Sylvia would come faithfully every day —
rain or shine — with her warm smile, gentle
hands, and unwavering hope. She treated
Gabrielle with so much love and patience, as
if she were her own child. Under her care,
Gabrielle began to flourish. She achieved
milestones we had been told were impossible,
defying the neurosurgeon’s grim warning
that she might never move, never respond —
that she might remain a “vegetable.” But
Sylvia believed differently, and because she
did, Gabrielle proved them wrong.

When Gabrielle passed away, Sylvia was
devastated. She wept not as a therapist, but as
a mother who had also loved her deeply.
Despite being heavily expectant at the time,
she couldn’t miss the funeral. Her presence
that day was a tender reminder that love —
genuine, sacrificial love — leaves an imprint
that even death cannot erase.
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Those moments made me understand
something profound: grief is not only for the
family. It ripples outward, touching the hearts
of caregivers, preachers, healers, everyone
who loves from behind the scenes. These
“silent grievers” often carry their sorrow
alone, their pain wrapped in professionalism
or duty.

Too often, we reserve grief only for those
related by blood or proximity. But the love
shared between human beings does not
always follow those boundaries. When
someone grieves our loved one —whether it’s
the nanny who rocked them to sleep, the
nurse who held their hand, the driver who
drove them to school, or even a stranger who
prayed for them from afar —we must create
space for their sorrow too.

Let them speak.
Let them cry.
Let them remember.

Their grief is valid. And their presence can be
a gift.
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Healing, I have learned, is rarely a solitary
path. Often the compassion of others that
reminds us we are not alone. Small acts of
kindness —like a hand on the shoulder, a
message at midnight, or simply showing up,
can be lifelines. Empathy becomes a sacred
bridge between sorrow and strength.

Let us be gentle with one another -check in,
listen more, and judge less. Behind every
quiet face might be a storm of emotion, a
hidden story, or an aching heart. In our own
healing, may we also offer healing to others.

Closing Reflection

In shared sorrow, we find connection.
Sometimes, the greatest comfort comes not
from answers, but from presence. May we
learn to recognize the hidden mourners in our
midst, and may our kindness offer them a
home for their grief.

We can follow up with them.
We can check on their closure.

e We can make sure they feel part of the
journey.
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Gentle Affirmation

"Too often we underestimate the power of a touch,
a smile, a kind word... all of which have the
potential  to  turn a  life  around."
— Leo Buscaglia
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Echees of Hope
<SS ﬁ) =)

"In the garden of sorrow,
blooms the flower of hope."

In the hustle and bustle of our daily lives, it's
all too easy to take our parents for granted.
However, the love and honor we show them
can be a transformative force —not just within
our families, but within ourselves. It all begins
with a heart full of love and reverence.

Grief is a strange and powerful force. It pulls
us into the depths of despair, only to gently
lift us toward anew dawn —one where we are
called to grow, stretch, and evolve. Just as a
garden enriched by sorrow eventually
blossoms with life, grief can become fertile
ground for personal transformation and
healing.
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When loss first enters our lives, it can
consume us—drowning us in a sea of pain,
leaving us disoriented and overwhelmed. But
over time, we learn that grief doesn't
disappear; it simply becomes a part of us. It
weaves itself into our being, shaping our
perspectives, softening our hearts, and
deepening our compassion. Like the earth
after rain, grief nourishes the spirit, allowing
something new and beautiful to emerge.

I have witnessed this transformation in my
own journey. Gabrielle’s passing: though a
heartbreak I will carry forever, has awakened
in me a deep strength. Her brief life became a
beacon guiding me towards others in need of
hope. Grief, I've come to realize, is not just
something we survive. It is something we can
embrace, understand, and use as a catalyst for
meaningful change.

That is why I created a grief therapy
program — to extend a hand to those who may
be silently suffering. For many, professional
therapy is a luxury they cannot afford. My
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program seeks to offer a safe, nurturing space
where individuals can process their pain, not
in isolation, but within a supportive
community. Through creative outlets like
crafting, participants are invited to express
their grief and begin to heal—one
brushstroke, one thread, one memory at a
time.

In honor of Gabrielle, I also founded the
Gabrielle Hera Foundation, a tribute not
only to her life but also to the countless
caregivers  supporting  persons  with
disabilities. The caregiving journey is filled
with hidden sacrifices, emotional tolls, and
moments of quiet courage. Through the
foundation, we strive to uplift and empower
these silent heroes, offering resources,
encouragement, and a gentle reminder that
their well-being matters too.

My personal healing has also found sanctuary
in the care ministry at Mavuno Mashariki
Church using my “Soul to Soul”, Grief
Therapy Program. There, among others
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walking the road of loss, I've found
connection, comfort, and renewed purpose.
Together, we bear witness to each other’s
pain, share in each other’s stories, and lift each
other through the power of shared faith and
love.

As I reflect on all of this, I realize that grief has
given me a deeper calling. It has taught me
that healing isn’t about moving on or
forgetting. It's about carrying our love
forward transforming it into something that
breathes life into the world around us.
Whether through counseling, caregiving, or
ministry, I am learning to turn sorrow into
service, pain into purpose, and memory into
movement.

There is no perfect path through grief. No
straight line. But what I have learned is this:
within the ache, there is an invitation. A call
to create something meaningful, something
that transcends our pain and lights the way
for others.
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Closing Reflection

Grief is not the end. It is the beginning of
something new. It is the soil in which we plant
the seeds of hope, love, and renewal. Through
our pain, we grow. Through our suffering, we
heal. And through our losses, we find the
strength to carry on —transformed, and full of
purpose.

An Affirmation for the Journey

"The wound is the place where the Light enters
you. n
— Rumi
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Epilogue.

1 Corinthians 13:4-8a - "Love is
patient, love is kind. It does not
envy, it does not boast, it is not
proud. It does not dishonor
others, it is not self-seeking, it
is not easily angered, it keeps no
record of wrongs. Love does not
delight in evil but rejoices with
the truth. It always protects,
always trusts, always hopes,
always perseveres. Love never
fails."

In this fragile human existence—where
emotions collide and hearts intertwine, there
exists a force so powerful and profound, that
it transcends all pain, time, barriers. That
force is love.

Love, as described in 1 Corinthians, is not
simply a feeling—it is a way of being. It is
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patient, kind, and enduring. It seeks no
recognition, holds no grudges, and celebrates
truth over triumph. It protects. It trusts. It
hopes. It perseveres. Love never fails.

Grief, too, is a form of love —a love so deep
that it aches with every passing moment. In
our sorrow, love continues to flow, though it
may come as a flood of longing, regret, or
silence. And just as love is patient and kind,
so too must we learn to be patient with
ourselves as we navigate the tender terrain of
loss.

Scripture reminds us in 2 Corinthians 1:3-4
that the God of all comfort “comforts us in all
our troubles, so that we can comfort those in
any trouble with the comfort we ourselves
receive from God.” It may sound cliché, but it
is deeply true—God often comforts us
through the people He sends into our lives. In
our own pain, we begin to understand the
pain of others. And in our healing, we are
equipped to walk alongside someone else. We
become bearers of comfort—not because we

60 |




BEYOND THE SILENCE

have all the answers, but because we've sat in
the silence of grief and found God there.

Healing is a journey, not a return to who we
once were, but a becoming of someone new.
We are reshaped by grief, molded by its
lessons, and softened by its tears. And while
this transformation may be painful, it is not
without purpose. In the depths of loss, we
discover strength we never knew we had,
compassion that stretches beyond what we
thought possible, and a sense of purpose born
from pain.

We do not grieve because love ends. We
grieve because love endures. As you walk this
path, remember healing is not about
forgetting. It is about remembering with
grace. It is about learning to live with the
absence, while still honoring the presence. It
is about allowing love to continue —even in
new forms, in new rhythms, and in new
chapters.
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If you find yourself struggling to take the next
step, know that you are not alone. Reach
out—to friends, to family, to faith, to therapy.
The Gabrielle Hera Foundation and the
“Soul to Soul” grief therapy program —our
free charity group therapy initiative —are
here to support you. Healing is not only
possible, but also within reach. And it is
always better when shared.

Though grief may shape us, it does not define
us. With each passing day, we rise. Not
despite our pain, but because of it. We become
more resilient, compassionate, and more open
to the light that begins to break through the
darkness.

Love never fails.
And neither will you.
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In the depths of sorrow, we find our way,
Through shadows dark and skies of gray.
With heavy hearts and tear-stained eyes,

We search for solace beneath stormy skies.

Grief, a journey we must undertake,
Through valleys low and mountains great.
In the silence of our deepest pain,

We seek a path to peace again.

Yet in the darkness, a flicker of light,
Guiding us through the longest night.
Therapy, a beacon in the gloom,

A place of healing, a sacred room.

With gentle words and tender care,
We find the strength to face despair.
Therapists, angels in disguise,

Helping us see through tear-filled eyes.
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Together we unravel the tangled knot,
Of memories, regrets, and what-ifs caught.
With each session, a step toward the sun,

A journey of healing, of becoming one.

So let us embrace the grief we bear,
Knowing that healing is always there.
For in the depths of our darkest night,

Therapy leads us back to the light.

“Diana Opiyo”
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Healing Through Griet for the Unforgotten

Beyond the Silence: Healing Through Grief for the Unforgotten is a powerful journey
through the depths of loss and the quiet strength it awakens. Born from the
heart-wrenching farewell to my daughter, Gabrielle Hera, this book is a tribute to the
resilience of the human spirit and the healing power of shared stories.

Within these pages, you'll find the voices of those who walk the unseen paths of
rief bereaved children, silent caregivers, compassionate doctors, and tireless nannies.
hese are the souls whose mourning often goes unnoticed, their tears hidden behind
duty and care. Yet their grief is real, and their stories deserve to be honored.

This book invites us not only to confront our own sorrow but to open our hearts to the
Eam of those we may overlook. It teaches us to embrace the quiet grief of others, to
ear witness to their silent mourning, and to extend compassion where it is so often

withheld.

This is not just a book about loss—it is a testament to love, a light for those lost in
sorrow, and a call to see, acknowledge, and uplift every grieving heart. Let these
stories inspire you to honor your pain, embrace your healing, and find beauty even
in the broken places.

Diana Opiyo is a bestselling author from Nairobi, Kenya,
known for her deeply moving works,

"A Heart Full of Love" and "Beyond the Silence." A devoted
wife to Charles and mother of three, Diana blends her

passion for people with over 12 years of experience in
customer experience at Safaricom PLC. A tech enthusiast with
a degree in Information Systems and certifications in Software
Engineering and Leadership, she is also a woman of faith,
rooted in the Christian values of love and compassion.
Through her writing and as a_founder of Grief Therapy
program and Gabrielle Hera Foundation, Diana inspires others
to embrace healing, live purposefully, and find light even in
life’s darkest moments.

Learn more at https://aindoaleksays.wordpress.com.
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