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Barbara Anne Gardner
Grief: Life’s Regret
In response to my best friend’s stark text: 
“Call me back.  It’s important. I got some really bad news.”
My breathing slowed down as I hesitated to call her back. Cold, creeping dread spread throughout my body. Fear left a sour taste in my mouth. Could it be that her ex-husband had died? He who was barely alive in the hospital. Or, had her dear, 80-year-old friend given up her year-long, chemo-filled battle with cancer? 
Finally, I plugged my earphones into my ears, and then my phone; slowly scrolling down for her number, carefully tapping the screen, I held my breath:
“Hi. What happened?’
A low, raspy voice answered,
“John died.”
“Whaaaaaaattttt!” I screamed.
“What happened?  My God!”
“He died on Saturday.”  His daughter called me to tell me. “He died on Saturday.”
“Oh my God! What happened?” I was stunned. 
(The love of her life was the same 74 years that she was. They’d been high school sweethearts. After losing touch for some years--each having married, had children and divorced in the interim--they’d reconnected 6 years ago. Professing their love once again, and fitting right back into cherished comfort of  two similar souls, they’d promised to get together, maybe even move in together…at some time…sometime in the near future. Maybe he’d retire and move from New York to Florida to be with her. Maybe, that was the plan.)
She deeply, deeply sighed, and slowly responded, “Blood clots went to his brain.  I am so sorry I didn’t check on him when I was in New York last week.  I’d called him, left a message, and he didn’t call me back.  That was not like him.  He always called me back if I left a message.  I wanted to go see how he was…I’m so sorry, so sorry, so sorry I didn’t go to see if he was all right.”
She continued, “The funeral is on Saturday.”
My eyes were tearing up. “I’m so sorry my dear. So sorry I am not there with you. Just the other day I found the poem you shared with me that you’d sent him 6 years ago.”
“Send it. Please send it to me.” 
“I will my love. I will.”
Here is the poem I sent:
"Oh, the comfort, the inexpressible comfort of feeling safe with a person; having neither to weigh thoughts nor measure words, but to pour them all out, just as they are, chaff and grain together, knowing that a faithful hand will take and sift them, keep what is worth keeping, and then, with a breath of kindness, blow the rest away." (George Eliot)

Oh, to have lost someone beloved…
