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As we approach the end of 

another year and step gently 

into the next, I want to extend 

a warm and heartfelt welcome 

to the latest edition of 

Stepping Forward.  Some of 

you will be long standing 

readers and others may be 

reading this for the first time, having found yourselves members 

of a club that nobody wants to join!  

These winter months often carry a particular weight for those who 

are grieving. The shortening days, the colder weather, and the 

cultural emphasis on celebration and togetherness can bring 

emotions to the surface in unexpected ways. Whether your loss 

is recent or one that time has carried forward with you, please 

know that you are not alone as you navigate these weeks. 

The festive season can feel complicated at the best of times, but 

for many people living with grief it brings a mixture of memory, 

longing, love, and pain. You might feel pressure from others - or 

even from yourself - to take part in traditions that no longer fit the 

shape of your life as it is now. You might also feel the opposite: a 

pull to withdraw, to rest, to preserve your emotional energy. Both 

are valid. For some, the season becomes a time to honour the 

person who has died with gentle rituals or quiet reflection. For 

others, it may be something simply to get through, moment by 

moment. However this December finds you, we hope the stories 

and support in these pages offer comfort and connection. 

As the new year begins, many people speak of fresh starts and 

resolutions - but when you are grieving, the turning of the 

calendar can be bittersweet. January can bring renewed 

sadness, as another year begins without the person you love. At 



the same time, it can also offer opportunities for steadiness, small 

steps, or new routines that help you care for yourself. There is no 

right or wrong approach. Grief does not follow the neat lines of 

the calendar, and it certainly does not obey the expectations of 

the season. What matters is that you move at your own pace, in 

your own way. 

In this edition, you will find personal reflections from people who 

have walked their own paths through winter grief, each describing 

how they have learned to hold onto both sorrow and hope. We 

also share practical guidance for coping with emotionally difficult 

dates, ideas for creating meaningful remembrance during the 

holidays, and gentle suggestions for self-care as we enter the 

early part of 2026. Our bereavement support team contributes 

their insights as well, offering thoughtful answers to some of the 

questions we hear most often at this time of year. 

We know that grief can feel isolating, especially when it seems 

the wider world is celebrating. But community can be a powerful 

source of warmth, even when days are cold and dark. If you are 

reaching out for support for the first time, or if you already feel 

part of our community, we hope this magazine helps you feel 

connectedðto others, to the memory of the person you love, and 

to your own strength. It is our privilege to walk alongside you. 

As we look ahead to 2026, our commitment remains the same: to 

offer understanding, compassion, and practical support to anyone 

who has been bereaved. If there is something you would like to 

see included in future editions, or if you wish to share your own 

experiences, we would be honoured to hear from you. 

Wishing you gentleness, moments of peace, and a sense of 

companionship during these winter months. May you find 

comfort in whatever brings you lighté..The EMAST TEAM 

 



At the Turning of the Year 

The end of one year and the beginning of another can be a 

bittersweet time, especially for those who are grieving. For many, 

the Christmas season and New Yearôs Eve bring memories of 

loved ones who are no longer present: the familiar voice missing 

from the dinner table, the chair that sits empty, the phone call 

that does not come. While the world seems to celebrate with 

fireworks and parties, those who are bereaved often feel the 

quiet ache of absence more keenly. 

Yet there is also something deeply symbolic about the turning of 

the year. It is a reminder that time continues its steady rhythm, 

and that each day offers us both continuity and change. January 

does not erase the pain of loss, but it can bring the possibility of 

gentle renewal. 

Looking Back with Love - As the old year closes, many of us 

find ourselves reflecting on what has been. For those grieving, 

this reflection can be heavy, but it can also be a chance to 

honour the love we carry. Grief exists because love existed first. 

To remember is to keep that bond alive. 

It may help to create a small ritual of remembrance. Lighting a 

candle on New Yearôs Eve, 

writing a short letter to the 

person you miss, or even 

raising a quiet toast in their 

memory can transform 

sorrow into something 

sacred. These acts remind 



us that while life has changed, love continues. 

A Season of Gentle Beginnings - New Yearôs Day is often 

portrayed as a time for grand resolutions and bold new starts. But 

for those who are bereaved, gentleness is often wiser than 

ambition. Instead of sweeping promises, consider small 

intentions. A walk in nature, a phone call to a friend, or joining a 

local group can be enough. 

The darker winter months can make loneliness feel heavier, so 

finding small ways to bring light into your days is important. 

Whether itôs planning a regular coffee with a neighbour, starting a 

new book, or attending a community event, these little steps can 

help life feel more manageable. 

The Strength of Shared Experience - One of the hardest parts 

of grief is the feeling of being alone in it. Yet across the country, 

especially at this time of year, many others are quietly carrying 

similar burdens. Reaching out to a bereavement group, a local 

charity, or a trusted friend can make a profound difference. 

Sharing memories, tears, and even laughter with others who 

understand helps ease the weight of sorrow. EMAST currently 

has Bereavement Support Groups in Nottingham, Derby , 

Leicester and Kettering. 

Churches, community centres, and charities often hold gatherings 

in January, offering companionship when the festivities have 

ended and the days feel long. Even a simple phone call to a 

helpline can bring comfort when nights are 

restless. Connection is the thread that binds 

us together. 

Holding on to Hope - At the turning of the 

year, nature itself teaches us resilience. The 

trees may be bare, but deep beneath the soil, 

new life is preparing to emerge. Daffodils are 



waiting in the dark, and the days are already beginning to 

lengthen. Grief may slow us down, but it does not halt the quiet 

unfolding of hope. 

As we move into the New Year, it may help to think not in terms 

of ñmoving on,ò but of ñmoving forward.ò Your loved one remains 

a part of your story. Carrying their memory with you into the year 

ahead can give strength as well as comfort. 

A Closing Thought   

At midnight on New Yearôs Eve, bells ring out and fireworks light 

the sky. But for many, the most powerful moments are the quiet 

ones ð a whispered prayer, a shared memory, or simply sitting 

in stillness and breathing in the promise of another year. 

At the turning of the year, may you find space for both 
remembrance and renewal. May the love of those you have 
lost continue to guide you, and may the days ahead bring 

gentle hope, new connections, and moments of peace. 





Hereôs a light-hearted 

Christmas Quiz for you to 

exercise you brain cells! 

Good luck! 

Round 1 ï Christmas Traditions 

1. What fruit is traditionally put inside a Christmas stocking in the 

UK? 

2. In which country is it customary to eat KFC on Christmas Day? 

3. What is the name of the red and green plant that is often used 

as a Christmas decoration? 

4. True or false: The UK monarchôs Christmas speech was first 

broadcast on television before it was ever broadcast on radio. 

5. Which day comes after Christmas Day? 

Round 2 ï Music & Carols 

6. In the carol óThe Twelve Days of Christmasô, how many gold 

rings are there? 

7. Who first sang the Christmas song óWalking in the Airô in the 

film óThe Snowmanô (1982)? 

8. Which Christmas hit begins with the lyrics óItôs Christmas time, 

thereôs no need to be afraidéô? 

9. What type of pie do people in the UK 

traditionally eat at Christmas? 

10. Bing Crosby famously sang óWhite 

Christmasô ð but which film did it 

feature in first? 

Round 3 ï TV & Film 

11. In the film óItôs a Wonderful Lifeô, whatôs the name of the angel 



who helps George Bailey? 

12. Who played Scrooge in óThe Muppet 

Christmas Carolô? 

13. In óOnly Fools and Horsesô, what do Del and 

Rodney dress up as in the famous 1996 

Christmas special? 

14. Which EastEnders character was killed off 

on Christmas Day in 1986, watched by over 30 

million viewers? 

15. In óThe Polar Expressô, what hot drink is served to the 

children on the train? 

Round 4 ï General Knowledge 

16. Which monarch delivered the first Christmas radio broadcast 

in 1932? 

17. What meat is traditionally eaten for Christmas dinner in the 

UK? 

18. In which ocean would you find Christmas Island? 

19. If you were born on Christmas Day, what star sign would you 

be? 

20. In the rhyme, who ókissed Santa Claus underneath the 

mistletoe last nightô? 

òMay cherished memories 

bring you light and love this 

Christmas season.ó 



The Making of a Bionic Woman 

Some of you will be aware that I have been off work for several 

weeks. As I write this, Iôm now five weeks post - hip replacement, 

and Iôm thrilled to report that things are going remarkably well  - 

Iôm now walking up to two miles a day! (Granted, itôs with a 

crutch, but I prefer to think of it as my latest fashion accessory - 

somewhere between ñmedical necessityò and ñstatement piece.ò) 

Iôm gearing up to return to work next week, ready to rejoin the 

land of the living. I canôt drive until the 20th, so for now Iôm 

perfecting my one-crutch swagger, which Iôm convinced will soon 

be trending on TikTok. Iôve also discovered that I now set off 

metal detectors faster than a Bond villain - small price to pay for 

a shiny new hip! 

Preparation vs. Reality -  Before surgery, I thought I had this 

all beautifully organised. Meals batch-cooked  - tick! Furniture 

raised - tick!  A stack of books, sewing projects, and crafty bits to 

keep me entertained - tick!?  I smugly thought Iôd be back at 

work in no time, breezing around the house like some bionic 

wonder woman. 

Oh, how wrong I was. Reality arrived with all the grace of a 

dropped casserole dish. The first few weeks were... letôs 

say humbling. Iôve learned that I am impatient, easily frustrated, 

and perhaps a little too inventive for my own good. Iôve perfected 

methods of transporting things upstairs on crutches that would 

make Heath Robinson proud. Balancing a mug of tea while 

hopping across the kitchen deserves a medal ð or at least its 

own safety warning! 

Solo Adventures & Small Mercies -  Being on my own has 

been tough, and Iôve missed Mick terribly. I also completely 

underestimated how exhausted Iôd feel. Honestly, Iôve slept more 



in the last five weeks than a teenager on a Sunday morning ð 

though only in two-hour bursts, of course. My carefully curated 

pile of books, sewing, and craft projects remains untouched, 

quietly judging me from across the room while I binge-watch yet 

another TV series I swore Iôd never get hooked on. 

My family have been brilliant  - especially my daughter who lives 

nearest, doing what they can around their own families and busy 

lives. Still, itôs funny how no one volunteered to help with 

the suppository pain meds I was sent home with. Canôt think 

why!  

Meanwhile, Lincoln, the ginger ninja (my mischievous dog), has 

been an absolute star. Not a single knock-over incident - which 

is a miracle in itself - and his only demands are timely meals and 

sofa cuddles. Frankly, heôs been the best carer a woman could 

ask for, though he does give me a disapproving look when I 

groan trying to stand up. 

The Good News - The best bit? The awful hip pain that 

plagued me for months has completely gone! The new joint is 

solid, smooth, and pain-free. Now itôs just my backside and thigh 

muscles that need to catch up - theyôre currently in full rebellion 

mode, but weôre getting there. 

So, itôs onwards with the walking, exercises, and patience (still 

not my strongest virtue). If all continues to go to plan, thereôs 

every chance Iôll be dancing on tables at the Christmas 

parties ð though I might bring my crutch as a prop, just in case!  

Looking Ahead - As we edge toward the new year, Iôm feeling 

optimistic and grateful - ready for new, pain-free adventures, 

more laughter, and a few less hospital gowns. Hereôs to walking 

tall, metal hip and all!    

      Wishing you all the best for the coming year - Jo Reeve 



 How did you find Miranda 

Hartôs book, I Havenôt Been 

Entirely Honest With You? 

I am aware that some of you 

found her óchattyô style of 

writing  annoying and 

struggled to get through the 

book.  If you are a fan of 

Miranda Hart then you may enjoy this book and find it an uplifting 

story. If you are not a fan of her you may find it a hard read and a 

bit long and dull at times.  

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. Let us know what you thought of 

it. 

Our next book is from a very different genre.  The Shortlist by 

Andrew Raymond is a murder mystery set in Scotland.   

When legendary crime novelist William MacRae is found 

murdered at his Glasgow home, Police Scotlandôs premier 

investigator DCI John Lomond is put on the case. After compiling 

a shortlist of suspects that includes seven bestselling authors ï 

all old friends of MacRaeôs ï Lomond and his team head to a 

Highlands crime writing festival, where the seven are gathering to 

remember their fallen friend. But a vicious storm is closing in. And 

not everyone, it seems, has fond memories of MacRae. Or each 

other. Cut off from the outside world at a remote country home, it 

doesnôt take long for the whisky to flow, old resentments to 

reigniteéand another dead body to appear. One of them is a 

killer. But can Lomond sift through all the secrets and lies to 

unmask them before itôs too late? The Shortlist is shot through 

with Andrew Raymondôs dark Glaswegian humour and thrilling 

twists.  



Taking you from his beloved home city to the north west coast of 

Scotland. If you like writers like JD Kirk, Ian Rankin, and Stuart 

MacBride, this addictive murder mystery will have you guessing 

to the very end.  

Here are some questions to consider as you read the book: 

1. Did you find the authorôs writing style easy to read or hard to 

read? Why? How long did it take you to get into the book? 

2. Who was your favourite character? What character did you 

identify with the most?  Were there any characters that you 

disliked? Why? 

3. Was there any part of the plot or aspects of the characters 

that frustrated or upset you? If so, why? 

4. Did you find that the clues and evidence presented in the 

book made sense and fit together? If not, what stuck out for 

you? 

5. Were you surprised by who ended up being the person who 

committed the crime?  If you guessed who did it, what clues 

did you notice that made you suspect them?  If you were 

surprised, who did you think it was 

going to be instead?  What was the 

biggest red herring that threw you off 

track? 

Please let us know what you thought. We 

shall be discussing the book at our 

Monday Zoom meeting on January 12th 

at 10am. 

You can also lets us know your thoughts 

on this book and suggestions for the next, 

on our Facebook pages. 

We look forward to hearing from you. 



Icelandic Cruise - Many thanks to Ruth Jackson who has 
shared her recent experience of an Icelandic Cruise. 

On Thursday 17th July we set sail from 
Dover on an Oddfellows cruise to Iceland 
on the Fred Olsen óBorealisô cruise ship, 
sharing a cabin with balcony with my friend 
Elaine for 12 nights. We were at sea for a 
few days before our first docking at 
Torshavn Faroe Island's on the 20th. We 
had booked a tour of the Island of Vagar, it 
was a dull misty day, but we were lucky, 
we had to travel through a large tunnel with 

bright sunshine on the other side. It was 
lovely to see the local traditions, hotels 
and houses have green sod grass roofs 
to insulate and reduce the noise from hail 
stones hitting the metal roofs. There was 
a beautiful red and white church with a 
statue nearby of a giant lady sculpture 
with a man on horseback trying to ride 
away with her dress when she was 

bathing. The views were spectacular, 
we went to a local house to enjoy tea 
and coffee and cake. Sadly, whales are 
still hunted in the Faroe Islands. On 
22nd we docked at Reykjavik and had a 
trip to Perlan Museum, on 23rd we went 
to Grundarfjorour, Iceland. On the 24th 
we docked at Isafjordur, Iceland. We 
went on a small whale watching trip with 
a conservation team. The views were breathtaking! For 3 hours, 
we travelled around the Snow Mountain Coast, we were very 
fortunate to see many whales just out of the sea close up, with 
flocks of puffins flying just above the water and many seabirds. It 
was a fantastic day to remember, one we won't forget for a very 
long time. On Friday 25th, our last day for shore trips, we docked 
at Akureyri and went to the stunning Gooafoss waterfalls. The 
views and sounds were out of this world. We then went to Myvatn 
Nature Baths where there were soothing geothermal waters, rich 



in minerals and silicates, known for their 
healing properties, it felt stimulating and 
invigorating. We then had 3 days at sea 
arriving on the 4th 
day back at Dover. 
There was so 
much to do on 
board the ship 

with something for everyone: talks, dance 
and exercise classes, quizzes and 
cinema, theatre shows every evening and 
so much more. The food was excellent and we thoroughly our 
trip of a lifetime.                                                   Ruth and Elaine  



Those were the daysé 
A nostalgic journey back in time through the memories shared by 

beneficiaries and friends of EMAST. 
 

At some point I decided to run away from home as a young 
teenager. I climbed out of my bedroom window and across the 
greenhouse roof. I left the obligatory note, walked to the nearest 
town centre, saw only police cars, tried to sleep in an old 
abandoned house, decided ólife on the roadô was miserable and 
so walked home. I could not get back in the way I got out so I 
slept in the car in the garage and later crept back into the 
awakening house and got back into my bedroom. Nobody knew I 
had been away. I gave them the note to read, I genuinely canôt 
remember what it said. 
Dave Brown 
 
On the first week in May the 
open air swimming baths used 
to open and we were unlucky 
enough to have to go in class 
and change into swimming 
trunks and get into the very cold 
unheated water. This is a very 
unpleasant memory from my 
childhood, very different from 
todayôs children going into a 
heated pool. 
Roy Ashwood 
 
I went to Ashover Hall on a Geography/Geology field trip and was 
detailed to measure the relative temperatures at the top of the hill and 
at the bottom of the valley to study inversions. As luck would have it, 
the thermometer broke on the first night. 
Vic Wright 
 
I remember one day going to school in my wellington boots. Workmen 

ǨÉÃËÒȢÃÏÍȾÐÈÏÔÏÓȾÍÁÒËÇÒÅÇÏÒÙȾέάΫΧέΪήΩήΦ 



 were tarmacking the road - I stood on it and it was sticky. I was 
wearing a fancy pair of short trousers in silver corduroy. I was worried - 
they were second hand and they might have belonged to someone 
who was in my class. 
E. Cunningham 
 
I passed my Eleven Plus and went to grammar school. It was a 6 mile 
journey to the very edge of the city. Once, I trudged in the snow the 
whole way when the buses couldnôt get through. I was shouted at by 
Mr Dutton (school was closed) and walked the 6 miles home again. 
Dave Brown 
 
I took up cross country running 
when I found out that if I walked the 
course I reached home late, if I 
trotted I reached home at the 
normal time, but if I ran I reached 
home early. In later years I trained 
for cross country during gym 
periods and ran the all England 
boys event held at Tapton, near 
Chesterfield. On my final run in 
1955 I finished 3rd in the school 
event overall. 
Vic Wright 
 
At my primary school, the girls did needlework. We had all made a 
cotton apron with a pocket that tied around the waist. We then had to 
embroider a butterfly on the outside of the pocket. For some reason I 
found this task extraordinarily difficult. It took me absolutely ages to 
finish it, way after everyone else. On the last day of term for the year a 
silver thimble would be awarded to the best needle worker. To my 
surprise, on the last day I attended the primary school I was awarded 
the silver thimble. I could not understand why as there were lots of 
other girls who were far better at needlework than I was. I concluded 
that it must only have been awarded for perseverance.  
Denise Healy 
 
I was not very good at woodwork and completed a rather sorry plant 
stand. My woodwork teacher (and sadist!) gathered everyone round 
his bench declaring that this was how not to make a plant stand, and 
he smashed it with a mallet. I went on to use over 6ft of wood to make 

ǨÉÃËÒȢÃÏÍȾÐÈÏÔÏÓȾÒÏÍÁÎÂÏÅÄȾΪήίΫΩΨΪήέΩΧ 



a garden dibber! 
Vic Wright 
 
Eventually in 1958 it came to leaving school to start earning a crust. 
Career officers of the day seemed only interested in recruiting for 
factory fodder (plenty of hosiery trade then) or the coal mines. There 
was also Boots, Raleigh & Players plus Ericssons at Beeston. No 
educational advice had been given at school as to how to make us 
more employable, in fact we were never given the option of an 11 plus 
exam. There were however compensations in the sporting area with 
two big football teams and cricket at Trent Bridge where, as a pupil at 
Trent Bridge School, we made a small fortune taking bottles and 
cushions back for two pence at a time! Another pastime was collecting 
cigarette packets and when England played they came from far and 
wide. 
Jim Perkins 
 
We had a pet shop when I was growing up. In the years I was at home 
in the pet shop, our pets were a spider monkey, 3 dogs, 3 cats, a 
cockatoo, and a mynah bird. We also had a racing pigeon and egg 
laying chickens. 
Colin Benn 
 
When I was a teenager, I took 
a Saturday job at a butchers. 
This was to save up for a bike 
and I loved it. I finally had 
enough to buy a bike and I 
got a Viking Mileater with ten 
gears. My boss joked that 
with ten gears I would be 
there before I had reached 
the top one. 
David Tebbett 
 
It was while I was an apprentice 
locomotive fitter that my decision to follow Notts County came about, 
and the person responsible was one óBig Hammer Bobô. Bob was, as 
his name implies, big - apparently, in his youth he could wield a 14lb 
hammer like a toffee hammer. So as an apprentice not yet 16, I was 
easily influenced and intimidated, I knew of Bob by sight because he 
lived not far away and drank in the same boozer as my father. So, I 

ÖÅÌÏÆÅÌÌÏ×Ȣ×ÏÒÄÐÒÅÓÓȢÃÏÍȾÃÁÔÅÇÏÒÙȾÐÒÏÊÅÃÔÓȾ

ÖÉËÉÎÇ-ÍÉÌÅÁÔÅÒ-ÐÒÏÊÅÃÔÓȾ 



was handed over to Bob whole main role was on running repairs know 
as shed work. This entailed working on engines in steam fixing all sorts 
of problems; it was a very interesting job for an engine mad 15 year 
old. Now Bobôs first question to me was not the usual ñwhy have you 
started this job?ò, but ñwhat team do you support?ò. Despite coming 
from Crewe, Bob was a keen Notts County supporter. My brother 
supported Forest (as Bob would describe them, the slime over the 
Trent). Bob knew this, but having to work with him on a regular basis 
with his 22 stone presence I could only say ñNotts County, Bob!ò. All 
was then sweetness and light as Bob could be an intimidating 
character. One example of this was his weekly raffle ticket sales and 
woe betide his regular customers if they did not have a ticket. One 
driver was collared by Bob on the Monday to have his ticket, then after 
paying for it, Bob told him not to 
bother opening it as it had already 
been won! 
Jim Perkins 
 
My Saturday job gave me a degree of 
independence. I had my own money, I 
could choose some of my own 
clothes, I also worked some of my 
holidays. Usually, I worked as a 
ógofforô, as in ógo for thisô, ógo for thatô, 
carried ladders, tidied up after a job. I 
wasnôt insured, but I still spent a lot of 
time on other peopleôs roofs. When I 
worked in the holidays, this was 
usually with one of the window 
cleaning vans - a team of three or four 
window cleaners, their kit and a range 
of ladders on the roof. They didnôt 
seem to mind me. I learned about a 
different óworking manôs lifeô to that of 
my dad. My window cleaning ability 
was appalling. Complaints about streaky windows got back to the yard 
quicker than our van did. 
Dave Brown  

 

Look out for more stories in the next issue! 
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Learning to Let the Light Back In ï Sarah, whose husband 

died from mesothelioma three years ago 

The winter Mark died still sits sharply in my memory. His illness 

had moved so quickly that I barely recognised the version of my 

life that followed. Decemberôs lights and music felt painfully out of 

place - I remember thinking, ñHow can the world carry on 

celebrating when ours has crumbled?ò 

For a long time, even the smallest reminders were overwhelming: 

the scarf he always wore on our frosty walks, the Christmas tree 

that we would decorate together. At first those memories felt like 

fresh wounds. 

But slowly, as the seasons turned, I began to feel warmth in them 

too. Decorating the tree is now my quiet act of remembrance. Itôs 

not an attempt to recreate the past, but a way of acknowledging 

that he is still part of me. 

Hope didnôt arrive with a grand gesture. It came in gentle, almost 

shy momentsðsomeone checking in, a neighbour clearing the 

snow from my path, the realisation that I could laugh without 

feeling guilty. I still miss him deeply, especially in the cold 

months, but Iôve learnt that grief and hope can sit together. One 

doesnôt cancel the other. 

Carrying My Husband With Me ï Carol, whose husband died 

last January 

January is the month I dread. It marks the day Tom died after 

months of breathlessness, hospital visits and decisions no one 

should ever have to make. That winter felt endless - grey skies 

and exhaustion stitched into every day. 

For a long while, I thought hope meant ómoving onô and leaving 



him behind. But that isnôt what healing has looked like for me. 

Instead, Iôve found hope in the ways I continue to carry him with 

me: in the music he loved, in the routines we built together, in the 

kindness he showed everyone he met. 

Sometimes the cold air on an early morning walk brings back the 

ache of those final weeks. But it also reminds me of the walks he 

insisted on even when he was struggling to breathe - determined, 

stubborn, still trying to live in the moments he had. Remembering 

that gives me strength. 

Some days I can look ahead. Other days I simply get through. 

Both are forms of hope. 

A New Tradition of My Own ï Peter, whose wife died from 

mesothelioma five winters ago. 

My wife was the kind of person who embraced winter 

wholeheartedly - twinkling lights, long evenings, and enough 

home-cooked food to feed an army. After mesothelioma took her, 

I couldnôt face any of it. I avoided December, buried myself in 

work, and convinced myself that numbing the season would 

numb the loss. 

A close friend gently suggested the idea of creating a new 

tradition - something that held her memory without trapping me in 

it. Now, every winter, I cook one of her favourite dishes. I donôt 

follow the recipe properly - I can almost hear her laughing at my 

shortcuts - but it brings her close in a way that feels manageable. 

The grief hasnôt vanished. It has changed shape. Iôve learnt that 

hope can come from giving yourself permission to live differently, 

without feeling that you are letting the person you love fade. 

Creating new meaning doesnôt betray the old; it honours it. 

What Winter Teaches Me ï Grace, bereaved of her partner of 

forty years to asbestos-related cancer 



People often say that time heals, but that hasnôt been my 

experience. Time has simply taught me how to live with the grief, 

how to carry it without letting it eclipse the rest of my life. 

Winter still brings a heaviness. It reminds me of those final 

months, of hospital corridors and waiting rooms, of holding his 

hand as he struggled for breath. I no longer fight those memories. 

Instead, I let them sit beside the happier ones: our long walks by 

the coast, evenings spent talking until midnight, the life we built 

over four decades. 

Now, I treat winter as a season of reflection. I allow myself the 

sadness, but I also allow myself comfort - books, music, warm 

blankets, messages from friends. Hope hasnôt arrived with 

fanfare; it appears quietly, in small moments, whispering rather 

than shouting. 

And even in the darkest weeks, I remind myself: love doesnôt 
end. It simply changes form. 

 





 

Stepping Stones 

Bereavement 

Support Groups 

Kettering 

Here are some of the people 

who come to our Kettering 

group. We have a lovely 

venue in the Loasby Room at 

St Andrewôs Church, Lindsay 

St, Kettering, NN16 8RG  

We meet the 2nd Tuesday of 

each month from 11.30am - 1.30pm a light lunch will be 

provided. The dates for our upcoming meetings are: 9th 

December, 13th January, 11th February. 

Derby 

Our Derby group meets 

up for lunch at The Silk 

Mill pub at 19 Full St, 

Derby DE1 3AF on the 

3rd Wednesday each 

month, 12noon - 2pm.   

Our upcoming meetings 

are: 17th December 

(Christmas Fuddle), 21st January, 18th February.  There is a 

lovely light bites lunch menu as well as a comprehensive main 

menu. Please come and join us! We look forward to welcoming 

newcomers as well as old friends. 


