
Conversations with Ginny 

My husband and I no longer play those card games meant to stimulate in-depth conversations among 

friends or family. “If a miracle happened overnight, when you woke up, what would be different?” “What 

is something from the past you would change, if you could only change one thing?” We know those 

answers too well, even for each other. Other questions we struggle with: “How many children do you 

have?”   

The world is divided between those who have lost a child and those who have not. At a dear friend’s 60th 

birthday party, a friend of hers approached and introduced herself. We knew we would meet. We hugged 

with the resignation that there was nothing to say. She shrugged and said, “Well the only possible good 

thing is I am no longer afraid to die.” I knew what she meant. It had no religious overtones.  Instead she 

spoke of our shared awareness that nothing could be worse.   

People often say “I can’t imagine…”  It is true, they cannot. The devastation is so unending that it 

redefines one’s past, present, and future. All significant moments are referenced by that point in the time 

of loss. It isn’t that joy is no longer possible, rather it comes with an astonishing realization that you can 

be happy again, in spite of knowing you will never have the one thing you want most. 

After Ginny died, my husband said it was as though I had been sawed in half. For a while, the pain was 

reminiscent of giving birth…deep physical pain leaving me with guttural moans and sharp abdominal 

contractions. I suppressed screams for fear I would lose my mind and be unable to stop once it started. I 

cried at bedtime and on awakening for over three years. I remember well my surprise when I realized 

those daily sobs had abated. Eight years out, I find I only must ride the waves of the days or weeks when 

the sorrow permeates. It is no longer debilitating. By this, I consider myself to have endured. 

It is with intent and purpose that I avoid remembering how old my daughter would now be. It preserves 

her in time as young and beautiful, and with a future. I still stop to stare at someone on the street who has 



her hair, or body type, or eyes. I clip photos from magazines of a movie star that expresses her style or 

smile, and I save those to savor that physicality I cherished so much.   

While I rarely have dreams, when I do, they are often of the way Ginny was before she died: struggling, 

or sad, or frustrated. Still, I work inside my dream to stay asleep, and to hold onto to her presence. 

Recently, there was a dream of her with a giraffe. I woke trying to put together how those thoughts had 

combined in my subconscious. I heard her voice say “I took the kids to the zoo today and they loved the 

giraffe.” My mind replied, “But Ginny that is from your reality now, not mine.” She replied, “But we 

come together in our dreams; we share those.” It was a lovely, but bizarre thought. 

I have heard her voice for years. I understand this is irrational and self-soothing; a coping mechanism my 

brain has created. I also know what I know. Once I told a rabbi, that I have gained the knowledge that 

there is some continuum after death. He asked, “How?” I told him, “It is a knowing that cannot be 

explained, like love. It is new-found faith.”  Ginny recently told me, “you gave me my life, but I have 

given you my death.” 

The first time I heard Ginny’s voice was after I decided to return to work two weeks after she died. I was 

looking in the mirror, trying to decide if I should bother with makeup. I heard her voice just over my right 

shoulder so clearly that I actually turned around. I quickly realized I would have seen her standing there 

in the mirror’s reflection. She said “wear make-up Mom, I always liked you to look good.” I was so 

startled and unnerved that I nearly returned to bed. For a long time I would hear her voice frequently, 

usually at unexpected times, with unexpected statements. It would be tempting to think I hear what I want 

to hear, but often this is not the case. Many times there are uncomforting statements, such as her words 

when my mind had drifted to thinking we might reincarnate and meet again in a next life. I could hear her 

say, “No, Mom, this was it for us… though Papa and I will meet again in another life.” There have been 

other times when the ‘conversations’ are more like arguments, or I ask her for some divine intervention 



and she tells me “I’ve already told you, I can’t do that.” Other times when I yearn to hear her voice, I hear 

her simply say, “Not now, Mom, I’m busy.”  

It is oddly convoluted and to retell those conversations would fill a book. I like to imagine she is now 

living a simple, uncomplicated life with a happy marriage and two small children, somewhere in a suburb.  

Sometimes, that takes on a life of its own. I am comforted by believing she has already reincarnated to a 

new life. I remind myself I had always been willing to give her up, if it could cure her from the anguish 

that consumed her. 

Our daughter died by suicide. She was 31 years old, highly accomplished, engaged to be married, and she 

lived an enviable life. She was also diagnosed as bipolar, and she was overly empathic. I first noticed this 

sensitivity when she was a toddler. She would offer her only cookie to other children, or cry at the 

pediatrician’s…not when she got a shot, but when she saw other children crying over theirs. I’ve come to 

realize empathy creates the greatest suffering of all. Even those who are physically tortured or consumed 

with cancer do not often lose their will to live.  Though I know Ginny did not want to die. After 

struggling to find some solution to her reoccurring bouts of severe depression and anxiety, she gave up 

hope of getting better. For months, she told us to prepare ourselves for her death, while we helped her find 

therapists and psychiatrists who would diagnose a myriad of brain disorders and prescribe various 

cocktails of medications that only worsened her condition. They assured us she likely would not take 

action. They didn’t know our Ginny. 

When she died those who knew and loved her asked “Why?” Those who were only acquaintances, asked 

“How?” We have no good answers to the why. We rationalize it with what little we know of brain 

disorders and from our endless research after she died. The how is something the suicide prevention 

people advise us to avoid discussing in detail, though it is important to us to acknowledge she hanged 

herself under our deck at dusk, with her sunglasses on. It was efficient, clean, and unambiguous. It was 

also terribly traumatic for those left behind, with my blood-curdling screams bringing my husband and 



our neighbors running. I cut her down with a kitchen knife, reminiscent of cutting an umbilical cord. After 

failed attempts at CPR, at the moment Ginny left us, I instantly felt severe and constant abdominal pain 

and suddenly felt as though her spirit had essentially entered into my body. For about 24 hours, I had the 

odd sensation that my body contained both my spirit and hers. Turning my head, I could feel it was her 

head turning; if I raised my hand it felt as though it was her hand and not mine. That odd sensation 

coupled with agonizing and on-going gut pain left me in a state of limbo. I felt detached from my brain, 

communicating as best I could: making calls to let people know; asking her sister, Kate, to fly home; for 

my sister to come; for my husband to call a friend to come sit with me. Doubled over with pain, I just sat, 

trying to figure out what should be done next. The sensation of Ginny’s spirit still invading my body did 

not change. After talking first to a doctor, a counselor recommended that I take a very hot Epson salt bath 

and simply say to Ginny “you have to go now, you can’t stay here.” Quickly, both the pain and the 

sensation of her spirit embodied in me went away simultaneously. Sometimes I wish I had lingered with 

that connection longer.  

The hole in our lives remains. As friend once conveyed, it is like a damaged tapestry we can’t mend or 

patch. Our only choice is to make the tapestry of our lives bigger so the hole becomes a less significant 

part. This is my challenge….to go out and love some more.  

 


