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Welcome to the Autumn 
edition of Stepping 
Forward 

As the calendar turns to 
October and November, 
we find ourselves in that 
special season when the 
world outside shifts in 
rhythm. The mornings 
become cooler, the 
evenings draw in more 
quickly, and the trees 

begin their graceful transformation, clothing themselves in shades 
of russet, gold and amber before letting their leaves fall. Autumn 
has a way of reminding us that change is part of lifeôs pattern. 
There is beauty in the letting go, even when it feels tinged with 
sadness. 

For many, these months bring simple, homely pleasures: the 
comfort of a hot cup of tea after a walk through crisp air, the 
sound of leaves crunching underfoot, or the glow of a candle 
softening the darker evenings. There is a certain cosiness that 
comes with this time of year, as we draw indoors a little earlier, 
perhaps gathering with loved ones or simply taking time for 
ourselves. Yet alongside these gentle comforts, autumn can also 
bring a quiet reflective mood. The fading light and stillness invite 
us to pause, to look back, and to remember. 

For those who are grieving, these months can feel tender. 
Memories often come to the surfaceðperhaps a favourite walk 
once shared, or the way a loved one delighted in the changing 
colours of the season. Anniversaries and special dates may fall 
around this time too, and the shorter days can sometimes feel 
heavy. It is natural to notice these feelings more keenly as the 
year begins to close in. 

But within this season, there are also invitations to care for 
ourselves. Nature shows us that rest and renewal are necessary. 
Just as trees let go of their leaves in order to prepare for the new 



growth of spring, we too can allow ourselves moments of 
gentleness, rest, and reflection. It doesnôt mean forgetting; 
rather, it is a reminder that slowing down and being kind to 
ourselves is part of healing. 

As you read through the pages of this magazine, I hope you will 
find not only comfort but also connection. Grief can sometimes 
feel isolating, yet knowing that others walk a similar path can 
bring a sense of companionship. Whether it is through shared 
stories, thoughtful reflections, or simply the reminder that your 
feelings are valid and understood, may these words offer you 
reassurance that you are not alone. 

October and November also bring with them occasions of 
remembrance. From the quietness of All Soulsô Day to the 
communal reflection of Remembrance Sunday, these months 
encourage us to pause and honour those who are no longer with 
us. Lighting a candle, writing a note, or simply taking a moment 
to sit in stillness can all be ways of holding loved ones close in 
our hearts.  

We also have the festivals of Halloween and Bonfire night which 
we will be exploring a little more in these pages. 

For me, it is my favourite time of the year, I can wrap up in cosy 
jumpers and warm boots. The air smells different, almost with a 
hint of expectation. I love autumnal walks through the woods, 
collecting conkers and berries to make indoor decorations 

Whatever this season brings for you - whether moments of 
comfort, times of reflection, or days when everything feels a little 
too much - I hope you will feel supported and gently encouraged. 
May you find kindness in 
unexpected places: in a 
friendly smile, in the 
warmth of a cup of tea, in 
the beauty of autumn 
itself. And of course, 
always, always, be kind to 
yourselves. 

Jo Reeve 



As October arrives, the shops begin to display pumpkins and 

Halloween costumes.  Pumpkins appear in windows, houses and 

gardens are decorated with ghosts, ghouls and witches and 

children dress in costumes, as the night of Halloween arrives. For 

many of us, Halloween feels like a modern invention an evening 

of trick-or-treaters and playful frights. Yet its roots run far deeper, 

stretching back over two thousand years, and many of its 

traditions are tied to themes of remembrance, light in the 

darkness, and honouring those who have gone before us. 

Halloweenôs origins can be traced to the ancient Celtic festival of 

Samhain (pronounced *sow-in*). Marking the end of the harvest 

and the beginning of winter, Samhain was celebrated on 31st 

October. The Celts believed that on this night, the boundary 

between the living and the dead grew thin, allowing loved ones 

who had passed to draw near. Families would light bonfires to 

guide spirits home and set out food as an offering, a gesture of 

care and welcome. 

As Christianity spread across the British Isles, these older 

traditions blended with new customs. In the 8th century, the 

Church established All Saintsô Day on 1st November, followed 

by All Soulsô Day on 2nd November - a time to remember the 

faithful departed. The evening before, 31st October, became 

known as All Hallowsô Eve, which over time shortened into the 

word we now use: Halloween. 

Across the centuries, people found ways to mark this moment 

between autumn and winter. In Britain, it was once common to 

carve faces into turnips or swedes, placing a candle inside to 

ward off the dark - a practice that later inspired the pumpkin 



lanterns we see today. Children and the poor would go ñsoulingò 

from house to house, offering prayers for the dead in exchange 

for small cakes. In parts of Scotland and Ireland, people dressed 

in disguises, or ñguising,ò which eventually gave rise to the 

costumes worn by children now. 

Though Halloween has become associated with playful scares 

and American-style trick-or-treating, at its heart it is a time of 

transition, remembrance, and light. The season reminds us that 

winter is coming, yet it also offers moments of warmth and 

connection - candles glowing in windows, neighbours sharing 

food, and communities marking the turning of the year together. 

For those of us living with bereavement, Halloween can also 

gently remind us of something enduring: the bond we continue to 

hold with those who have died. Just as our ancestors lit lanterns 

and offered prayers, so too might we take comfort in small acts of 

remembrance - lighting a candle, pausing to share a story, or 

simply holding a loved one in our thoughts as the evenings grow 

darker. 

In this way, Halloween is more than costumes and sweets. It is 

part of a much older tradition of pausing, remembering, and 
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In the 3rd year of grievingéThese are the 

lessons that most helped me: 

Try not to compare your grief to others. Even if you lost the same 

personéitôs a different relationship.  

Isolating is normal. Just remember to check in with the ones who 

check on you.  

Ugly criesélike the ones that touch the depths of your soul are actually 

quite helpful, even if embarrassing! A release.  

Express your feelings. Whether on paper, to a counsellor, a trusted 

friend, support group or using another creative outletéget those 

emotions out so they donôt get stuck.  

It doesnôt matter how long itôs been since you last heard their voiceé

the waves of grief can crash into you at any time. Any place, when 

reality hits again that they are really gone.  

Let go of the guilt. We would all go back and do something differently if 

we could. You only had the information you had at that time with no 

way of knowing what was going to happen. You are only human.  

Anxiety is normal. Because grief lets fear take over. It makes you feel 

out of control. Talk to your doctor if you feel itôs interfering with 

everyday life.  

Walk, if you are able. Just getting out and getting fresh air and exercise 
can make a difference in your mental health. I love being out in nature 
to clear my mind.  

Finally - Grieving is a thousand conversations your mind has with your 
heart. Eventually your life (that you were given no choice but to live) 
grows around the pain. Itôs a long road of getting used to this different 
world. The pain will dull, wounds will heal, then the scab covering it 
sometimes gets ripped off again during special days. And so on. Just 
keep going. One minute at a time. One hour a time. Then one day. 
Just keep going. Give yourself love. And pep talks. And lots and lots of 
grace.  

Jo Reeve 



As the leaves fall and the evenings grow darker, November 

arrives with its unique mixture of reflection and tradition. In the 

UK, this month carries a special weight: it is a time when we 

gather around flames, remember the past, and look for comfort 

in shared rituals. For those living with loss, November can stir 

deep emotions ð but it can also offer moments of light and 

connection. 

Bonfire Night: Sparks Against the Dark - The month begins 

with Bonfire Night, when gardens and parks glow with bonfires 

and fireworks dance across the sky. Children clutch sparklers, 

their laughter mingling with the crackle of firewood. Behind the 

celebration lies the story of the Gunpowder Plot, when Guy 

Fawkes and his fellow conspirators sought to destroy 

Parliament in 1605. Their plan was foiled, and each year since, 

the nation has marked the occasion with flames and firework 

displays. 

For some, Bonfire Night is a family tradition, full of warmth, 

food, and companionship. For others, the noise and brightness 

can feel overwhelming. Yet even without fireworks, there is 

comfort to be found in small rituals: lighting a candle in the 

window, sipping hot chocolate, or gathering with neighbours for 

a modest fire in the garden. It is a night that reminds us of 

resilience ð how light has always been used to push back 

against the dark. 

Remembrance: Honouring the Fallen - Just a few days 

later, we pause for Remembrance. On the eleventh hour of the 

eleventh day of the eleventh month, the country falls silent. 

Across the nation, red poppies bloom on coats and lapels, a 

symbol of lives lost in conflict. Services at cenotaphs, churches, 

and village greens bring communities together to honour the 



fallen, and to reflect on the price of peace. 

For those who are bereaved, this solemn day can be particularly 

poignant. It speaks not only of national loss but also of personal 

grief, reminding us that love and memory endure. The silence of 

Remembrance is not empty: it is filled with gratitude, with sorrow, 

and with the quiet comfort of knowing that no one truly forgets. 

Whether you attend a service, watch from home, or simply sit by 

the window with a poppy pinned close to your heart, you are part 

of a great act of collective memory. 

Finding Comfort in November - November is often thought of 

as bleak ð the clocks have gone back, daylight is short, and the 

air grows cold. Yet within the month there are gentle comforts to 

hold onto. Walking through fallen leaves, their colours still 

glowing even as they fade, can be grounding. The scent of 

woodsmoke in the air connects us to generations before, who 

also lit fires for warmth and community. 

This is also a month to cherish small acts of care: writing letters, 

sharing a pot of tea with a neighbour, or cooking hearty stews 

and soups. For many, the rhythm of tending to a garden, even in 

its quiet season, offers a sense of continuity. Clearing fallen 

leaves, planting bulbs for spring, or simply watching the frost 

gather on the soil can be deeply soothing. 

Light in the Darkness - For those living with grief, November 

can feel heavy. But it is also a month that offers gentle rituals of 

remembrance and light. Bonfires remind us that even in the 

darkest nights, sparks can rise and glow. Poppies remind us that 

sacrifice and love are never forgotten. And the turning of the 

season reminds us that after stillness and winter, spring always 

follows.  As the evenings draw in, may this November bring you 

warmth ð in memory, in tradition, and in the quiet strength of 

knowing you are not alone. 



 How did you find T.M 

Loganôs  book, The Dream 

Home? 

Some of our readers have 

praised the book for its 

gripping suspense, 

unexpected twists, and 

relatable characters. 

The story follows Adam and Jess, who move into a Victorian villa 

with their children, only to discover a hidden room containing 

mysterious items. This discovery sets off a chain of events that 

threatens their family's safety. The author kept building up the 

tension and kept  us on edge. For me I loved that the setting was 

in Nottingham, which probably meant I was more invested in the 

outcome as I knew the area so well and had a sense of making 

the events feel even more real and unsettling.  

I must admit, I, like others, were completely surprised by the 

identity of the protagonist!  The portrayal of Adam's obsession 

with uncovering the secrets of the house to the detriment of his 

family and relationship made him both relatable and frustrating at 

times. 

Let us know what you thought of it. 

Our next book is by Miranda Hart - I Havenôt Been Entirely 

Honest with You. 

It is a deeply personal and reflective memoir that marks a 

departure from her usual comedic persona. In this book, Hart 

candidly shares her decade-long battle with chronic illness, 

including a misdiagnosed case of Lyme disease that left her 

bedbound for years. The narrative is structured as a self-help 

manual, offering insights into her journey of recovery and the 

lessons she has learned along the way. 



The book is divided into chapters referred to as "treasures," each 

focusing on a specific aspect of Hart's experience, such as the 

importance of self-compassion, the value of play, and the 

necessity of setting boundaries.  

Overall, ñI Havenôt Been Entirely Honest with Youò offers a blend 

of humour and vulnerability, providing readers with a glimpse into 

Hart's resilience and the wisdom she has gained through her 

struggles. It's a recommended read for those interested in 

personal stories of overcoming adversity and finding joy amidst 

challenges. 

Hereôs some thoughts for you as you read the book. 

1. Honesty & Vulnerability ï Miranda shares her struggles with 

chronic illness in an unusually raw way. How did her openness 

affect your reading experience? Did it make you reflect on how 

much people tend to hide their struggles? 

2. Humor & Healing - Miranda is best known for her comedy. 

How did her trademark humour come through in this memoir, 

even when tackling difficult topics? Did it make the heavier 

themes more approachable? 

3. Boundaries & Self-Care - Miranda 

stresses the importance of rest, saying 

ñrest is progress.ò How does this idea 

challenge cultural attitudes about 

productivity and success? Do you agree 

with her? 

4. Faith, Hope & Playfulness - Miranda 

often weaves in themes of play, hope, and 

even spirituality. Did these sections inspire 

you, or did they feel lighter compared to 

the illness narrative? 
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Grief and trauma awaken the body, carrying a wisdom that cannot 

be silenced.  A pulse whispering: something sacred has been lost. 

Itôs the bodyôs honest cry when the world no longer feels safe. 

From that moment, everything shifts: 

 How you think. 

 How you sleep. 

 How you eat. 

 Even how you breathe. 

Grief settles in your fascia. 

 Your skin. 

 Your digestion. 

 Your immune system. 

It draws your being into survival: 

Hypervigilance. Collapse. Numbness. Sometimes all at once. 

It echoes through trust, language, relationships, and your sense 

of safety in the world. 

Still, the world often upholds ñstrengthò as the ability to keep 

going. 

But often, that ñstrengthò is just the survival work of suppression. 

The nervous system keeps you appearing functional, while youôre 

quietly falling apart inside, grief humming just beneath the skin. 

Your body is telling the truth in a world that prefers silence. 



Most people think grief equals sadness. 

But grief is far more than feeling, it is a neurological event. 

A full-body reckoning. 

A cognitive and physiological rewiring that begins the moment 

you lose what felt essential to survival. 

When love has nowhere to land, and your world shifts at the 

cellular level, forced to go on in a reality it didnôt choose. 

From the outside, we look ñfine.ò 

Inside, we skip meals because our stomachs are in knots. 

Say ñIôm just tiredò when weôre actually unravelling. Holding 

entire conversations while silently dissociating. 

Performing competence while quietly crumbling beneath it. 

Spiralling through shame, guilt, rage, silence, and the longing for 

what cannot return. 

These are not malfunctions but intelligent responses. 

No one talks about what itôs like to endure these changes without 

care 

When those who promised to stayé disappear. 

When your sorrow becomes ñtoo much.ò 

What they call ñspaceò feels like confirmation: 

ñYou are too heavy. Too much.ò 

They donôt see you staring at your phone, debating whether to 

reach out. 

They donôt hear the spiral in your mind: 

ñWas I too sad? Too clingy? Too broken?ò 

They donôt see the tears that come behind closed doors, the 



ones hidden behind the posts you share, or the way silence 

echoes like absence. 

To them: boundaries. To your nervous system: abandonment, 

reopening every door that ever closed. 

And the cruellest part? 

You fold their silence into self-blame, wearing it like another layer 

of grief. 

And still, your body adapts to carry you through: 

Managing panic attacks in the grocery aisle. 

Numbness that wonôt lift. 

Terror that visits the night. 

Dragging yourself through days that feel like wading through 

waist-deep mud. 

Often the body feels what the mind canôt safely process, the 

devastation too big, the loss too complicated. 

We reach for food, screens, drink, noise, not to feel more, but to 

feel less. 

We call it: ñDistraction. Addiction. Drama. Lack of discipline.ò 

But these are not pathologies. 

They are holy communications. 

They are the body and psyche doing all they can when no one is 

reaching back. 

Your anxiety, your compulsions, your freeze, your urge to 

disappear, these are not problems to be fixed. 

But expressions from a soul carrying what was never meant to 

be carried alone. 

Procrastination. Disordered eating. The longing for control. 



Not signs of failure but the bodyôs language: 

ñSomething vital has been lost. Something sacred needs 

witnessing.ò 

What the world calls dysfunction, the body knows as adaptation. 

What the world shames, your inner life knows as survival. 

These are not flaws. 

They are portals. 

They are truth. 

And they are proof, your body is still speaking, the only language 

it has left in a world that never learned how to listen. 

By Nicola Revis 

 

  

 The Weight of Grief 

   






